


of rije

Unibergttp of i^ortf) Carolina

Carnegie Corporation Jfunb

for

instruction in Urbrariansfn'p



UNIVERSITY OF NX. AT CHAPEL HILL

00041414683

This booh must not

be taken from the

Library building.

JJOrarj

LUNC-15MF.38
OP-15906





Digitized by the Internet Archive

in 2012 with funding from

University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill

http://archive.org/details/stnicholasserial04dodg





\



AS GOOD AS A MOTHER.
( From a painting by J. Hayllar.)



ST. NICHOLAS:

Scribner's

Illustrated Magazine

For Girls and Boys,

CONDUCTED BY

MARY MAPES DODGE.

VOLUME IV.
November, 1876, to November, 1877.

SCRIBNER & CO., NEW YORK.



Copyright by SCRIBNEK & Co., 1877.

Press of Francis Hart 8l Co.

New-York.



library, Univ. «f

North Carolina

CONTENTS VOLUME IV.

Abraham Lincoln, A Reminiscence of. (Illustrated by C. S Reinhart) Albert Rhodes 8

Andre, the Artist-Soldier Charles Barnard 233

Annetta Plummer's Diary Abby Morton Diaz 55S

April Snow. Poem Virginia F. Townsend . . . 3S1

Around the World on a Telegraph Wire. Poem. (Illus. by L. Hopkins). E. L. Bynner 680

Artist-Soldier, The Charles Barnard ... 233

Autumn Poetry. (Illustrated) Lucy Larcom 796

Backus, My Friend Colonel. A Talk with Big Boys J. G. Holland ... 4S3

Bear, The Good-natured. (Illustrated by W. L. Sheppard) Isabella Valancy Crawford

.

135

Bees that Went to the Sky, The. Poem. (Illustrated) Joel Stacy 13

Benita. Poem. (Illustrated) Mary E. Bradley 22

Birds, Something about. (Illustrated) Prof. W. K. Brooks 394

Birds in the Spring. ( Illustrated) Prof. W. K. Brooks 555

Birds Improve in Nest-Building, How. (Illustrated by James C. Beard ).. Prof. W. A'. Brooks 686

Blue-Coat Boy, The. (Illustrated by C. S. Reinhart) "Aunt Fanny" 662

Blue-Coat Girl, Extracts Irora the Journal of a. (Illus. by C. S. Reinhart). Laura W. Johnson 327

Bo-Peep. Verses E. Norman Gunnison .... 823

Borrowing a Grandmother. (Illus. by Frank Beard and Sol. Eytinge, Jr) . .Helen Angell Goodwin 3S

Boston Girl of 1776, A Little Mrs. E. G. Carter u
Bouche de Mademoiselle Louise, La. French Story (or Translation F. Dupin Je Saint-Andre.

.

503

Boy's Life on a Man-of-War, A. (Illustrated) Chaplain LI. H. Clark 616

Boys of my Boyhood, The
.

William Cullen Bryant. .

.

99

Brave Little Florencia. (Illustrated by W. H. Gibson) Newton Perkins 339

Budge's Story of the Centennial Author of "Helen's Babies." 164

Buttercup, A. Poem K. C 718

Canaries, A Talk about. ( Illustrated) Ernest Ingersoll 247

Car-Horses at Home. ( Illustrated by J. E. Kelly) Charles Barnard 91

Carlo and the Milk-Pan. Pictures drawn by F. Opper 38

Caspar Deane and the Cinnamon. (Illustrated by W. L. Sheppard) C. D. Clark 3S2

CATHERN : A Sequel to the "Ash-Girl." (Illustrated) Lucy G. Morse 302

Cats, Turning into. (Illustrated by E. B. Bensell) Frances Lee 392

Caught by the Snow. (Illustrated by Thomas Moran) William H. Rideing. ...... 792

Cecile et Lulu. French Story for Translation. (Illustrated) A. A. Chapman 369

Cecile and Lulu. Translation of French Story 4. A. Chapman 531

Centennial, Budge's Story of the Author of "Helen's Babies" 164

Centennial Pen-Wiper, A. ( Illustrated) Mrs. M. H. Jaquith 50

Central Park, Young Folks' Fun in. (Illustrated by J. E. Kelly) Charles Barnard 705

Century Ago, A, (Illustrated) Noah Brooks S02

Child-Bishops of Salisbury, St. Nicholas' Day and the (Illus. by Sol. Eylmge)MHviite Egleston 532

Christmas Eve, Leon Maturin's. ( Illustrated) C. F. Jackson 123

Christmas Song, A Hatlie S. Russell 90

~Christmas-tide, Not Only in the. Verse. ( Illustrated) Baste Hilt 447
y< [Reus in Brittany, An American. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins) William M. F. Round.... 727

JbCi.lvkr Joe. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Henry L. Williams 236

B»Clock in the Sky at Night, A. (Illustrated by Author) Richard A. Proctor 120

"Cluck-a-Luck's Strange Children. (Illustrated by F. S. Church) E. Muller 77



IV CONTENTS.

PAGE.

Complaint of the Stockings, The. Poem Sidney Dayre 1 18

Coral-Fisher AND HIS Wife, The. (Illustrated) Kate Brownlee Horton 641

Cows with Red Ears, Four Hundred White Amanda B. Harris 466

Curious Customs of Easter. (Illustrated by G. F. Barnes) Olive Thome 406

Daylight Burglary, Another. Picture drawn by F. Opper 214

Doll, The True Story of a Rebecca Harding Davis. . . . 138

Doves, The Flock of. (Illustrated by Addie Ledyard) Celia Thaxter 98

Dowager, The Discontented. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) E. L. B 4S0

Drummer Fritz, and His Exploits. (Illustrated by the Author) Howard Pyle 718

Drumming, How I Went a- (Illustrated by James C. Beard) Frank R. Stockton 739

Dumb Oratok. Poem. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins) C. P. Cranch 627

Easter, Curious Customs of. (Illustrated by G. F. Barnes) Olive Thome 409
Easter Morning. Tablet 364

Egyptian, The Naughty Little. Verses. (Illustrated) Joel Stacy 560

Esther, The Flower-Girl. (Illustrated) Emily H. Leland 280

Faces of Fishes, The. (Illustrated) Herbert E. Copeland 282

Fairies, A Dream About H. H 649

Fair-Minded Men who Walked to Donahan, The. Verses. (Illustrated) Joel Stacy 725

Fairy Story, Making a. (Illustrated by Alfred Fredericks) Julius A. Truesdcll 428

Far Away. Poem Bessie Hill 37

Festina Lente, A Talk with Boys Thomas Hughes 245

First Time, The. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Saxe Holm . . 473
Fishers, The Three. Poem. (Illustrated by J. A. Mitchell) Laura E. Richards 554
Flock of Doves, The. (Illustrated by Addie Ledyard) Celia Thaxter 98

Florencia, Brave Little. (Illustrated by W. H. Gibson) Newton Perkins 339
Florida Fishers. (Illustrated) Mrs. Mary Treat 490

Flowers in Winter. (Illustrated) S. C 42

FLUFFY AND Snuffy. Poem. (Illustrated by Addie Ledyard) Carrie W. Thompson 456
Fourth Month Dunce. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins) H. M. M. 371

Fox and the Tablet, The. (Illustrated by the Author) H. P 381

Fox, The Crafty. (Illustrated by the Author) Howard Pyle 261

Frank. (Illustrated by J. E. Kelly) Frances E. Beale 513

French Story-Tellers, Two. (Illustrated) Donald C. Mitchell 780

Furrow,.The Little Brown Seed in the. Poem Ida W. Bcnham 612

General's Ride, Curious End of the. (Illustrated) John Lewees 434
George the Third. (Illustrated) Noah Brooks 623

" God Knows." Poem Julia C. R. Dorr 403

Going a-Gypsying. (Illustrated) John H. Peel 620

Going to the Sea-Shore. Poem. (Illustrated Border) E. F. N 587

Golden Fish of Owari Castle, The. (Illustrated by a Japanese Artist) .. William E. Griffis 324

Gone Astray. (Illustrated by Alfred Fredericks) George MacDonald 713, 770

Good Times. Pictures drawn by "Sphinx " 24

Good-Will. Talk with Boys J. T. Trowbridge 389

Granny's Story. Poem .... Emily Huntington Miller. . 10

Grass. Poem Edgar Fawcett 483

Great-Grandfather's Books and Pictures. (Fac-simile illustrations )

r *i_ *t tt 1 1 t> . , ( Horace E. Scudder 192
from the New England Primer, etc.) >

'

Greedy, The Kingdom of the. (Illustrated) Translated by Laura IV. Johnson 1, 112

Green House with Gold Nails, The. (Illustrated by R. Riordan) Mrs. J. P. Ballard 525

Greyhound's Warning, The Hezekiah Butterworth 189

Gunpowder. (Illustrated) J. A. Judson 580

" Happy New Year! " Picture 191

Happy Day. Picture drawn by Mary A. Lathbury 644

Hans Gottenlieb, the Fiddler. (Illustrated by the Author) Howard Pyle 400

Hare and Hounds. (Illustrated) Kate Brawnlee Horton 789

Haroun Al Raschid. Poem Henry IV. Longfellow 792

Hevi. (Illustrated) Frank R. Stockton 589



CONTENTS.

PAGE.

H. H., A Parable by ' //. // 34

HlPPETY Hop, The Sad Story of. Poem. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins) Samuel C. Wilson ,.. 489

Hippopotamus, The Revenge of the Little. (Illustrated) Park Benjamin 816

His Own Master. (Illustrated by C. S. Reinhart) J. T. Trowbridge, 81, 171, 26S,

332, 4co, 442, 542, 593, 666, 746, S07

"Hollenberry " Cup, The. (Illustrated by R. Riordan) Mrs. J. P. Ballard 457

Horse Hotel, The. (Illustrated by J. E. Kelly) C/iarles Barnard 91

House ok Santa Claus, The. (Illustrated) Edward Eggles/on 131

Ice, On the. (Illustrated by J. E. Kelly), Irwin Russell 315

Illuminated Texts. (Illustrated Title) Susan Coolidge 379

Indian Girl and Her Messenger-Bird, The. (Illustrated by Addie Ledyard) . George W. Ranch. 244

Italian Babies. (Illustrated) E. D. Southwick S06

IVANHOE. (Illustrated) Donald G. Mitchell 44S

Jack Frost, A Visit from. Picture drawn by M Wool/. 318

Jim and the Water-Melon. Picture drawn by Frank Beard 280

Jingles 188, 438, 527, 651, 745, 773

John's First Party Charles Dudley II 'arncr . . 673

JUPITER, The Giant Planet. (Illustrated by Author) Richard A. Proctor 628

Karen and Her Baby, Little. (Illustrated) S. C. W 297

KATINKA. (Illustrated) Kate Brownlee Horton 157

Katy Delay, Poor. Poem Maria W. Jones 351

Kingdom of the Greedy, The. (Illustrated.) Translated by Laura W.Johnson I, 112

King Lonesome. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Lucy Larcoin 178

King Trisanku. Poem Henry W. Longfellow 649

Labrador, A Summer Ride in. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Mrs. C. E. Groser 6S9

Lead-Pencils, All About lames W. Preston 14

Leap-Year. Picture drawn by "Sphinx "
14

Lecture-Bureau, Trotty's Elizabeth Stuart Phelps. . . . 454
Letter to a Young Naturalist, A. . . William Howitt 154

Letter to Letter Writers, A Susan A. Brown 310

Letter, Our. (Illustration: Fac-Simile of a Letter from Charles Dickens). M. F. Armstrong 43S

Letters at School, The. Poem. (Illustrated) M. M. D 10S

Light-House, Nellie in the. (Illustrated) Susan Archer Weiss 577

LINCOLN, A Reminiscence of Abraham. (Illustrated by C. S. Reinhart) Albert Rhodes 8

Listening. Poem. (I.lustrated by Thomas Moran) Mary N. Prescott 19

Little Boston Girl of i 776, A Mrs. E. G. Carter 11

Little Brown Seed in the Furrow, The. Poem Ida W. Benham 612

Little Girl Who Grew Smaller, The. (Illustrated) Emily H. Leland 773

Little Karen and Her Baby. (Illustrated) S. C. W 297

Little Tommy Tucker. Picture drawn by Miss Florence Scanne/l. . . 466

Little Travelers. (Illustrated by "Sphinx.") Harriet M. Miller 1S1

Lonesome, King. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Lucy Larcom 178

"Look! Look! " Picture drawn by J. W. Champney 485

LOUISE, La Bouche de Mademoiselle. French Story for Translation F. Dupin de Saint-Andre . . 503

Luck and Labor. Poem Mrs. Caroline A. Soule . . . 301

Mabel AND I. ( Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge ) . . . Hjalmar Hjorth Boyesen . . . 206

Making Maple Sugar. (Illustrated by Alfred Kappes) Ruth Kenyan 300

Man-OF-War, A Boy's Life on a. (Illustrated) Chaplain H. H. Clark 616

March. Poem M. M. II. Conway 341

Marjorie. Poem Celia Thaxter 491

MICE AND their Ways, Wild. (Illustrated by R. Riordan) Ernest Ingersoll . . . 534, 600

Minstrels, The Old-Time. (Illustrated) E. B. M 214

Minuet, The. Poem Mary Mapes Dodge 153

Miss Louise's Mouth. Translation of French Story on page 503 A. R. T 636

Modern and Mediaeval Ballad of Mary Jane. (Illus. by L. Hopkins). .Henry Baldwin 202

Moss-Pictures. A New Style of Fancy Work J. M. B 828

Mother. Poem. (Illustrated by Frontispiece) I/. M. D 769



VI CONTENTS.

PAGE.

Mother in the Desert, The. (Illustrated) Susan Coolidge 522

Mother Goose Operetta G. B. Bartlett 226

Mr. Tompkins Laugh, What Made Abby Morton Diaz .... 617

Mr. Tompkins' Small Story Abby Morton Diaz 645

My Friend Colonel Backus. A Talk with Big Boys J. G. Holland 483
Naturalist, A Letter to a Young William Hounlt 154

Naughty Little Egyptian, The. Verses. (Illustrated) Joel Stacy 560
Nellik in the Light-House. (Illustrated) Susan Archer Weiss 577
New-Year's Day, Marie's. (Illustrated) G. W. B 218

No Pocket. (Illustrated) Sarah Winter Kellogg 75
"Not only in the Christmas-tide." Verse. (Illustrated) Bessie Hill 447
Now It 's Your Turn. Picture 788

"Oh, The Dutch Companie is the Best Companie !
" Picture drawn by. "Sphinx " S23

Opening the Lily. Picture drawn by Walter Satterlee 648

Open Secret, An. Poem. (Illustrated by the Author) Mary A. Lathbnry 437
Oriental Sports that I Saw, Some. (Illustrated by a Siamese Artist) .. Fanny Roper Feua'ge 127

Our Master. Picture drawn by Addle Ledyard 745
Owari Castle, The Golden Fish of. (Illustrated by a Japanese Artist) William E. Griffis 324

Owl that Stared, The. (Illustrated by C S. Reinhart) Rose Hawthorne Lathrop ..

.

16

Panchy. ( Illustrated by F. P. Lathrop) Mrs. F. M. Lathrop 737

Parable, A H. H 34
Partners. (Illustrated by E. B. Bensell) Emily Huntington Miller.

.

45

Party, John's First Charles Dudley Warner. . . . 673

Party, The First. Poem Josephine Bollard 254
Pattikin's House. (Illustrated by Jessie Curtis, Mary A. Hallock, J. E. \ Joy Allison, 255, 347, 373, 492,

Kelly, and Thomas Moran ) S 517

Peterkins at the Centennial. The Lucrelia P. Hale 275

Peterkin's Tea Party, Mrs Lucretia P. Hale 539
Peterkins Gelebrate-the Fourth of July, The. (Illustrated by L. ) , ,. „ „, g

Hopkins) >

Peterkins' Christmas-Tree, The Lucretia P. Hale

.

... 139

Peter's Rabbit-Hunt. (Illustrated) Paul Fort 752
" Please Don't Touch Me." Picture 805

Poems and Carols of Winter. (Illustrated) Lucy Larcom 65

" Polly's Christmas Society," Doings of the. (Illustrated) Olive Thome 109

Poor Katy Delay. Poem Maria W. Jones 35

1

Poppets. (Illustrated) Amalie La Forge 184

Proverb, The Story of a. ( Illustrated by E. B. Bensell) Sidney Lamer 468

Q AND U. Verses. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins) J. P. Ballard 498

Queen and Not a Queen, A. (Illustrated) Susan Coolidge 16

Rabbit-Hunt, Peter's. (Illustrated) Paul Fort .... 752

Rain, Hail, Snow. Verse L. T. C •. . . 279

Ready for a Second Course. Picture drawn by J. IT. Champney ... 660

Red Riding-Hood. Poem John Grecnleaf Whittier. .

.

425

Riddle, A. Verse J. S 141

Ride, The Curious End of the General's. (Illustrated) John Lewees 434

Robbie Talks Olive Thome 726

Robin's Rain-Song. Poem. (Illustrated by W. H. Gibson) Celia Thaxter 661

Roses. Poem Edgar Fawcett 539

Sam Clemson, The Second Frank R. Stockton 361

Sandhopper Jig, The. Poem. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Margaret Eytinge 235

Santa Claus, The House of. (Illustrated) Edward Eggleston 131

School-Luncheons The " Little Schoolwa'am," 755

Sea- FOAM. Poem. (Illustrated by the Author) Mary A. Lathbnry 33

Sea-Shore, Going to the. Poem. (Illustrated Border) E. F. A7 5S7

Secret Door, The. (Illustrated by Mary A. Hallock) . .Susan Coolidge 103

Seven Ages, The. Poem. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins). . .
M. B. Whiting . 312



CONTENTS. Vll

> Melville Egleston 532

PAGE.

"Seventy-seven." Verses Mary Mapes Dodge 183

Sleeping Courier, The. (Illustrated) Frank R. Stockton 426

SLIDE, A Jolly. Picture 274

Songs of Spring. (Illus by Sol. Eytinge, Walter Satterlee and Fidelia Bridges). Lucy Larcom 3 D 5> 459

SPRAY. (Illustrated by J. F. Runge, from painting by J. H. Beard) J. Reed Sever 552

Spring-board, The. Picture drawn by F, Opper 13S

Spring Work. Picture drawn by Mary A. Lathbury 346

Stars and Daisies. Verses Louis Munson 247

Stars in January \ / 166

Stars in February (illustrated by the Au- \
(

2°3

Stars in March J thor, with maps of the I \ 342

Stars IN April I Northern and South-

(

V ...... 385

Stars in May , ern skies for each
) Richard A. Proctor. (

498

Stars in June / month, and with dia- (
j

5°2

Stars in July I grams of the constel-

\

j
6l 3

Stars in August \
lations. I I

6 76

Stars in September I /
I 730

Stars in October, November and December. ., \ 818

St. Nicholas' Day, and the Child-Bishops of Salisbury. (Illustrated

by Sol. Eytinge)

Stockings, The Complaint of the. Poem Sidney Dayre 118

Story of a Proverb, The. (Illustrated by E. B. Bensell) Sidney Lanier 468

Summer Ride in Labrador, A. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) Mrs. C. E. Groser 6S9

Sunday Baby, The. Poem Alice Williams 44
" Sun Smiled, And the " Margaret Eytinge 588

Swimming, A Talk About. (Illustrated by J. E. Kelly) Sanford B. Hunt, . . . 607

"Swooping Eagle's" First Exploit, The. (Illustrated by Sol. Eytinge) ..Sarah Winter Kellogg. . 682

Tableaux-Vivants, New Parlor G. B. Bartlett 508

"Tell Me, Daisy." Verses. (Illustrated by " Sphinx ") ' Bessie Hill 516

"There 's a Ship on the Sea." Verse. (Illustrated by Thomas Moran) Joel Stacy 773

Thistle-Puffs. ( Illustrated) Ina Carol 735

Tinsie's Conclusion. (Illustrated by Addie Ledyard) George Klingle 48

"TOLERBUL" Bad Boy, Story of a. (Illustrated) Sarah Winter Kellogg 25

Tommy's Cousins. (Illustrated by F. S. Church) E.Mu/ler 528

Tragedy. Poem Celia Thaxter 275

Trisanku, King. Poem Henry W. Longfellow 649

Trotty's Lecture Bureau Elizabeth Stuart Phelps . 454
Turning into Cats. (Illustrated by E. B. Bensell) Frances Lee 392

Turtle Taught a Lesson, How a. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins and J ^ <- Tluiver 6 6
" Sphinx " '

Twilight Dance, A. Picture 679

Two Dorothys, The. (Illustrated by C S. Reinhart) C. F. Jackson . 197

Two French Story-Tellers. (Illustrated) Donald G. Mitchell 7S0

Two Wishes, The. (Illustrated) Susan Coolidge 319

Valentine, A. Poem. (Illustrated) 4. E. C 267

Valentine, The. Picture drawn by "Sphinx " 243

Village of Wild Beasts, A. (Illustrated) Frank R. Stockton 651

Warning, The Greyhound's Hezekiah Butterworth . . . 189

What Made Mr. Tompkins Laugh Abby Morton Diaz 617

Which Had It ? (Illustrated by J. W. Champney) Sarah Winter Kellogg ... 7S3

Whittington Listening to the Bow Bells of London. Picture drawn by .JiLiss £. M. S. Scannel! . . . 588

Why Nellie was not Popular. (Illustrated) Constance Marion 404

Wild Mice and their Ways. (Illustrated by R. Riordan) Ernest Ingersoll 534, 600

Winter, Poems and Carols of. ( Illustrated) Lucy Larcom 65

Wishes, The two. ( Illustrated) Susan Coolidge. ... 319

Worthy Poor, The. Verses. (Illustrated by James C Beard) M. M. D 502

Young Folks' Fun in Central Park. (Illustrated by J. E. Kelly) . Charles Barnard 705



Vlll CONTENTS.

DEPARTMENTS.

Jack-in-the-Pulpit.
Introduction—A Balloon Inventor—Floating Gardens—Costly Clothes—Eating Nails—The Pet of the
Regiment (illustrated)—Snakes with Spectacles—Tip-Top Shoes, 52; Merry Christmas—A Big Plum-
Pudding—The Christmas Putz at Bethlehem—East or West ?—One Good Turn Deserves Another—A Little

Hollander's Bird-Cage (illustrated)—The Safety Lamp, 142; A New Year Wish—Strange Scent-Bags

—

Feed the Birds—Five"Thats"—An Esquimaux House or Hut—Skipping-Ropes in Glasgow (illustrated

—

What Made Them So?—A Fern that Looks Like a Lamb—Bismarck's Dog—The Biggest Flower—A Doll
for a Sign, 220; Were-Wolves—A Friend to the Birds—Supposing a Case—The Bee that Saved a Kingdom
—New-York Street Lamps in 1697 and 1876 (illustrated)—A True Mule Story—Comfort for Short Folks,

288; Crystallized Horses—A Fresh-Water Whale—School Luncheons—A Real Baby-House (illustrated)

—

A Seed in the Wool—Cinderella's Slipper—The Oldest Organ in the Country, 354; Short Days and the

Birds—A Paper-making Spider—An Ape's Death—A Good "Blowing-Up"—How to Make Butter—" The Churn "(illustration)—Royal, but never a King—A New Way of Comforting—Jack-Stones—An Old
Flame, 418; Robins in the Tree-top—How a Letter Won a Crown—Oil on the Troubled Waters—The
Longest Days—A House-Building Fish—The Fish that Went Ashore (illustrated)—Route du Roi, 506 ;

June Gladness—The Deacon's Conundrum—Astragaloi—Bad News for the Children—A Stocking Revival
—A Circular Boat (illustrated)—School-Luncheons, 570; Fourlh of July and the Birds—An Underground
Forest—July Events—The Cost of Wet Feet—Four-Leaved Clovers—Fire-Crackers—Sparrows and
Horses (illustrated)—All the Alphabet—Can a Dog Think?—Blacksmiths in Africa, 634; Ice—Pressing
Flowers—Discontent—Robin Hood Clubs—A Boy with His Eyes Open—The Fiery Tears of St. Law-
rence—Which are the Swimmers?—Seventeen-Year Locusts (illustrated), 698; The Little Schoolma'am
and School Luncheons—Flower Dollies—Is the Calla a Lily?— Electric Candles—Grass Shoes—" Not in

"

to Trouble—One of Jack's Pets (illustrated), 762; About Moss Pictures—How Not to Do It—Turkey and
Roses— Dosing an Elephant—Home-Made Targets—Deacon Green's Sermon on Amiability (illustration)

—

A Needle-Throwing Weapon, 826.

For Very Little Folks. (Illustrated.)

A True Story—Jingles—The Wonderful Puppies—Children of the Week, 56; The Robin's Visit—What
My Little Brother Thinks, 144; The Frogs' Picnic—Broken Toys, 222; The Adopted Chicken—Two
Kittens—The Naughty Doll, 284 ; Little Tradja of Norway—The Sick Frog, 352; The Lion, 416; The
Life of a Little Green Frog, 504; Tony's Letter, 568; Jamie's Rabbits, 632; Little Peery, 696 ; One,
Two, Three (illustrated by Mary Wyman Wallace)—Good Friends, 760 ; What the Parrot Taught the
Little Girl(illustrated by James C. Beard), 824.

Young Contributors' Department.
Letter from Winkie West—My Squirrel—Nothing to Do—The Youth and the North Wind, 59 ; A Queer
Way of Writing (illustrated)—On the Closing of the Centennial—Tottie's Calendar (illustrated), 227;
Pansy's Lovers—Some California Scenes—"The Youthful Rubens Drawing Flies" (picture), 356; How
to Make a Bird-House (illustrated), 420; The Deserted House—A Fairy Story— "The Peterkins at the

Centennial" (picture), 572 ; Pompeii—Barred In—The Woodpecker, 764.

Frontispieces.
The King Orders a Tart as big as the Capitol, I; The Heart of Winter, 65; The Minuet, 153;
Andre\ the Artist-Soldier, 233 ; Little Karen's Friends, 297 ; Aunt Carrie Winds the Clock, 361 ; As
Good as a Mother, 425; A June Morning, 513; Nellie in the Light-House, 577; The Coral-Fisher's
Wife, 641; "Hurrah for the Coach I

" 705; "Wait till we get there, Darling!" 769.

Little Housekeeper's Page.
Wine or Cider Jelly, Jam Marion Harland 55

Letter-Box 60, 149, 228, 292, 357, 421, 50S, 572, 636, 700, 765, S28

Riddle-Box 62,150,230,294,359,423,510,575,639,703,767,831

Our Music Page.
" Dickon has a boat," 54 ; Christmas Carol, 148 ; Harum Scarum, 290.





^g^
THE KING ORDERS A TART AS BIG AS THE CAPITOL.

(See "The Kingdom of the Greedy.")



ST. NICHOLAS.
Vol. IV. NOVEMBER, 1876 No. 1.

THE KINGDOM OF THE GREEDY.
(Bv P. J. Stahl.)

Translated by Laura W. Johnson.

Part I.

THE country of the Greedy, well known in his'

tory, was ruled by a king who had much trouble.

His subjects were well-behaved, but they had one

sad fault—they were too fond of pies and tarts. It

was as disagreeable to them to swallow a spoonful

of soup as if it were so much sea-water, and it

would take a policeman to make them open their

mouths for a bit of meat, either boiled or roasted.

This deplorable taste made the fortunes of the

pastry-cooks, but also of the apothecaries. Families

ruined themselves in pills and powders ; camomile,

rhubarb, and peppermint trebled in price, as well

as other disagreeable remedies, such as castor —

,

which I will not name.

The King of the Greedy sought long for the

means of correcting this fatal passion for sweets,

but even the faculty were puzzled.

" Your Majesty," said the great Court doctor,

Olibriers, at his last audience, "your people look

like putty ! They are incurable ; their senseless

love for good eating will bring them all to the

grave."

This view of things did not suit the King. He
was wise, and saw very plainly that a monarch
without subjects would be but a sorry king.

Happily, after this utter failure of the doctors,

there came into the mind of His Majesty a first-

class idea. He telegraphed for Mother Mitchel,

the most celebrated of all pastry-cooks. . Mother
Mitchel soon arrived, with her black cat Fanfre-

luche who accompanied her everywhere. He was
an incomparable cat. He had not his equal as an
adviser and a taster of tarts.

Mother Mitchel having respectfully inquired what

she and her cat could do for His Majesty, the King
demanded of the astonished pastry-cook a tart as

big as the Capitol—bigger even, if possible, but no
smaller ! When the King uttered this astounding

order, deep emotion was shown by the chamber-

lains, the pages and lackeys. Nothing but the

respect due to his presence prevented them from

crying " Long live your Majesty !
" in his very ears.

But the King had seen enough of the enthusiasm

of the populace, and did not allow such sounds in

the recesses of his palace.

The King gave Mother Mitchel one month to

carry out his gigantic project. " It is enough," she

proudly replied, brandishing her crutch. Then,

taking leave of the King, she and her cat set out

for their home.

On the way, Mother Mitchel arranged in her

head the plan of the monument which was to

immortalize her, and considered the means of exe-

cuting it. As to its form and size, it was to be as

exact a copy of the Capitol as possible, since the

King had willed it ; but its outside crust should

have a beauty all its own. The dome must be

adorned with sugar-plums of all colors, and sur-

mounted by a splendid crown of macaroons, spun

sugar chocolate, and candied fruits. It was no

small affair.

Mother Mitchel did not like to lose her time.

Her plan of battle once formed, she recruited on

her way all the little pastry-cooks of the country,

as well as all the tiny six-year-olds who had a sin-

cere love for the noble callings of scullion and
apprentice. There were plenty of these, as you
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work, and took time
; but Mother Mitchel was un-

tiring, and her cat also, for while the operation

lasted he sat on the roof, watching. It is only just
f

to say that the millers of the Greedy Kingdom
brought flour, not only faultless, but of full weight.

They knew that Mother Mitchel was not joking

when she said that others must be as exact with

her as she was with them. Perhaps also they were
a little afraid of the cat, whose great green eyes

were always shining upon them like two round
lamps, and never lost sight of them for one mo-
ment.

All the farmers' wives arrived in turn, with

baskets of eggs upon their heads. They did not

load their donkeys with them, for fear that in jog-

ging along they would become omelettes on the

way. Mother Mitchel received them with her usual

gravity. She had the patience to look through
every egg to see if it were fresh.

She did not wish to run the risk of having young
chickens in a tart that was destined for those who
could not bear the taste of any meat, however ten-

der and delicate. The number of eggs was com-
plete, and again Mother Mitchel and her cat had
nothing to complain of. This Greedy nation,

though carried away by love of good eating, was
strictly honest. It must be said, that where nations

are patriotic, desire for the common good makes
them unselfish. Mother Mitchel's tart was to be
the glory of the country, and each one was proud
to contribute to such a great work.

And now the milkmaids, with their pots and
pails of milk, and the butter-makers with their

baskets filled with the rich yellow pats of butter,

filed in long procession to the right and left of the

cabin of Mother Mitchel. There was no need for

her to examine so carefully the butter and the milk.

She had such a delicate nose, that if there had
been a single pat of ancient butter or a pail of sour

milk, she would have pounced upon it instantly.

But all was perfectly fresh. In that golden age

they did not understand the art, now so well known,

of making milk out of flour and water. Real milk

was necessary to make cheese-cakes and ice-cream

and other delicious confections much adored in the

Greedy Kingdom. If any one had made such a

despicable discovery, he would have been chased

from the country as a public nuisance.

Then came the grocers, with their aprons of

coffee bags, and with the jolly, mischievous faces

the rogues always have. Each one clasped to his

heart a sugar-loaf nearly as large as himself, whose

summit, without its paper cap, looked like new-

fallen snow upon a pyramid. Mother Mitchel, with

her crutch for a baton, saw them all placed in her

store-rooms upon shelves put up for the purpose.

She had to be very strict, for some of the little

may suppose, in the country of the Greedy ; Mother

Mitchel had her pick of them.

Mother Mitchel, with the help of her crutch, and

of Fanfreluche, who miaowed loud enough to be

heard twenty miles off, called upon all the millers

of the land, and commanded them to bring together

at a certain time as many sacks of fine flour as they

could grind in a week. There were only wind-mills

in that country
;
you may easily believe how they

all began to go. B-r-r-r-r-r ! what a noise they

made ! The clatter was so great that all the birds

flew away to other climes, and even the clouds fled

from the sky.

At the call of Mother Mitchel, all the farmers'

wives were set to work ; they rushed to the hen-

coops to collect the seven thousand fresh eggs that

Mother Mitchel wanted for her great edifice. Deep
was the emotion of the fowls. The hens were in-

consolable, and the unhappy creatures mourned
upon the palings for the loss of all their hopes.

The milkmaids were busy from morning till

night in milking the cows. Mother Mitchel must

have twenty thousand pails of milk. All the little

calves were put on half-rations. This great work

was nothing to them, and they complained pitifully

to their mothers. Many of the cows protested with

energy against this unreasonable tax, which made
their young families so uncomfortable. There were

pails upset, and even some milkmaids went head

over heels. But these little accidents did not chill

the enthusiasm of the laborers.

And now Mother Mitchel called for a thousand

pounds of the best butter. All the churns for

twenty miles around began to work in the most

lively manner. Their dashers dashed without ceas-

ing, keeping perfect time. The butter was tasted,

rolled into pats, wrapped up, and put into baskets.

Such energy had never been known before.

Mother Mitchel passed for a sorceress. It was all

because of her cat Fanfreluche, with whom she

had mysterious doings and pantomimes, and with

whom she talked in her inspired moments, as if he

were a real person. Certainly, since the famous

"Puss in Boots," there had never been an animal

so extraordinary ; and credulous folks suspected

him of being a magician. Some curious people

had the courage to ask Fanfreluche if this were

true ; but he had replied by bristling, and showing

his teeth and claws so fiercely, that the conversa-

tion had ended there. Sorceress or not, Mother
Mitchel was always obeyed. No one else was ever

served so punctually.

On the ap'pointed day, all the millers arrived with

their asses trotting in single file, each laden with a

great sack of flour. Mother Mitchel, after having

examined the quality of the flour, had every sack

accuratelv weighed. This was head work and hard
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fellows could hardly part from their merchandise,

and many were indiscreet with their tongues behind

their great mountains of sugar. If they had been

let alone, they would never have stopped till the

sugar was all gone. But they had not thought of

the implacable eye of old Fanfreluche, who, posted

upon a water-spout, took note of all their misdeeds.

^0.^p-

BRINGING THE MILK AND THE BUTTER.

From another quarter came a whole army of

country people, rolling wheelbarrows and carry-

ing huge baskets, all filled with cherries, plums,

peaches, apples, and pears. AH these fruits were

so fresh, in such perfect condition, with their fair

shining skins, that they looked like wax or painted

marble, but their delicious perfume proved that

they were real. Some little people, hidden in the

corners, took pains to find this out. Between our-

selves, Mother Mitchel made believe not to see

them, and took the precaution of holding Fanfre-

luche in her arms so that he could not spring upon

them. The fruits were all put into bins, each kind

by itself. And now the preparations were finished.

There was no time to lose before setting to work.

The spot which Mother Mitchel

had chosen for her great edi-

fice, was a pretty hill on which

a plateau formed a splendid

site. This hill commanded
the capital city, built upon the

slope of another hill close by.

After having beaten down the

earth till it was as smooth as a

floor, they spread over it loads

ofbread-crumbs, brought from

the baker's, and leveled it with

rake and spade, as we do gravel

in our garden walks. Little

birds, as greedy as themselves,

came in flocks to the feast, but

they might eat as they liked,

it would never be missed, so

thick was the carpet. It was

a great chance for the bold

little things.

All the ingredients for the

tart were now ready. Upon
order of Mother Mitchel they

began to peel the apples and

pears and to take out the pips.

The weather was so pleasant

that the girls sat out-of-doors,

upon the ground, in long rows.

The sun looked down upon
them with a merry face. Each
of the little workers had a big

earthen pan, and peeled in-

cessantly the apples which the

boys brought them. When
the pans were full, they were

carried away and others were

brought. They had also to

carry away the peels, or the

girls would have been buried

in them. Never was there

such a peeling before.

Not far away, the children were stoning the

plums, cherries and peaches. This work being the

easiest, was given to the youngest and most inex-

perienced hands, which were all first carefully

washed, for Mother Mitchel, though not very par-

ticular about her own toilet, was very neat in her

cooking. The school-house, long unused (for in

the country of the Greedy they had forgotten every-
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BREAKING AND GRATING THE SUGAR.

thing), was arranged for this second class of work- plum-stones ! But no one risked it. Fanfreluche

ers, and the cat was their inspector. He walked was not to be trifled with.

round and round, growling if he saw the fruit In those days, powdered sugar had not been in-

popping into any of the little mouths. If they vented, and to grate it all was no small affair. It

had dared, how they would have pelted him with was the work that the grocers used to dislike most;
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KNEADING THE BREAD.

both lungs and arms were soon tired. But Mother grated them till they were too small to hold. The
Mitchel was there to sustain them with her une- bits were put into baskets to be pounded. One
qualed energy. She chose the laborers from the would never have expected to find all the thousand

most robust of the boys. With mallet and knife pounds of sugar again. But a new miracle was
she broke the cones into round pieces, and they wrought by Mother Mitchel. It was all there

!
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It was then the turn of the ambitious scullions to

enter the lists, and break the seven thousand eggs

for Mother Mitchel. It was not hard to break them
—any fool could do that ; but to separate adroitly

the yolks and the whites demands some talent, and,

above all, great care. We dare not say that there

were no accidents here, no eggs too well scrambled,

no baskets upset. But the ex-

perience of Mother Mitchel

had counted upon such things,

and it may truly be said that

there never were so many
eggs broken at once, or ever

could be again. To make an

omelette of them would have

taken a saucepan as large as

a skating pond, and the fat-

test cook that ever lived could

not hold the handle of such a

saucepan.

But this was not all. Now
that the yolks and whites

were once divided, they must
each be beaten separately in

wooden bowls, to give them
the necessary lightness. The
egg-beaters were marshaled

into two brigades, the yellow

and the white. Every one

preferred the white, for it was

much more amusing to make
those snowy masses that rose

up so high, than to beat the

yolks, which knew no better

than to mix together like so

much sauce. Mother Mitchel,

with her usual wisdom, had

avoided this difficulty by cast-

ing lots. Thus, those who
were not on the white side

had no reason to complain

of oppression. And truly,

when all was done, the whites

and the yellows were equally

tired. All had cramps in

their hands.

Now began the real labor

of Mother Mitchel. Till now,

she had been the commander-

in-chief—the head only ; now, she put her own

finger in the pie. First, she had to make sweet-

meats and jam, out of all the immense quantity

of fruit she had stored. For this, as she could

only do one kind at a time, she had ten kettles,

each as big as a dinner-table. During forty-eight

hours the cooking went on ; a dozen scullions blew

the fire and put on the fuel. Mother Mitchel,

with a spoon that four modern cooks could hardly

lift, never ceased stirring and trying the boiling

fruit. Three expert tasters, chosen from the most
dainty, had orders to report progress every half

hour.

It is unnecessary to state that all the sweetmeats
were perfectly successful, or that they were of

MOTHER MITCHEL TASTES THE SWEETMEATS.

exquisite consistency, color, and perfume. With
Mother Mitchel there was no such word as fail.

When each kind of sweetmeat was finished, she

skimmed it, and put it away to cool in enormous

bowls before potting. She did not use for this the

usual little glass or earthen jars, but great stone

ones, like those in the " Forty Thieves." Not only

did these take less time to fill, but they were safe
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from the children. The scum and the scrapings

were something, to be sure. But there was little

Toto, who thought this was not enough. He would

have jumped into one of the bowls, if they had not

held him.

Mother Mitchel, who thought of everything, had

ordered two hundred great kneading-troughs, wish-

ing that all the utensils of this great work should

be perfectly new. These two hundred troughs,

like her other materials, were all delivered punctu-

ally and in good order. The pastry-cooks rolled

up their sleeves, and began to knead the dough,

with cries of "Hi! hi!" that could be heard for

miles. It was odd to see this army of bakers in

serried ranks, all making the same gestures at

once, like well-disciplined soldiers, stooping and
rising together in time, so that a foreign embas-

sador wrote to his court, that he wished his people

could load and fire as well as these could knead.

Such praise, a people never forgets.

When each troughful of paste was approved, it

was molded with care into the form of bricks, and
with the aid of the engineer-in-chief, a young
genius who had gained the first prize in the school

of architecture, the majestic edifice was begun.

Mother Mitchel herself drew the plan ; in following

her directions, the young engineer showed himself

modest beyond all praise. He had the good sense

to understand that the architecture of tarts and
pies had rules of its own, and that therefore the

experience of Mother Mitchel was worth all the

scientific theories in the world.

The inside of the monument was divided into as

many compartments as there were kinds of fruits.

The walls were no less than four feet thick. When
they were finished, twenty-four ladders were set up,

and twenty-four experienced cooks ascended them.

These first-class artists were each of them armed
with an enormous cooking-spoon. Behind them,

on the lower rounds of the ladders, followed the

kitchen-boys, carrying on their heads pots and
pans, filled to the brim with jam and sweetmeats,

each sort ready to be poured into its destined com-
partment. This colossal labor was accomplished

in one day, and with wonderful exactness.

When the sweetmeats were used to the last drop,

when the great spoons had done all their work, the

twenty-four cooks descended to earth again. The
intrepid Mother Mitchel, who had never quitted the

spot, now ascended, followed by the noble Fanfre-

luche, and dipped her finger into each of the com-

partments, to assure herself that everything was

right. This part of her duty was not disagreeable,

and many of the scullions would have liked to per-

form it. But they might have lingered too long

over the enchanting task. As for Mother Mitchel,

she had been too well used to sweets to be excited

now. She only wished to do her duty and to

insure success.

All went on well. Mother Mitchel had given her

approbation. Nothing was needed now, but to

crown the sublime and delicious edifice, by placing

upon it the crust, that is, the roof or dome. This

delicate operation was confided to the engineer-in-

chief, who now showed his superior genius. The
dome, made beforehand of a single piece, was

raised in the air by means of twelve balloons, whose

force of ascension had been carefully calculated.

First it was directed, by ropes, exactly over the top

of the Tart ; then at the word of command it gently

descended upon the right spot. It was not a

quarter of an inch out of place. This was a great

triumph for Mother Mitchel and her able assistant.

But all was not over. How should this colossal

Tart be cooked ? That was the question that

agitated all the people of the Greedy country, who
came in crowds—lords and commons—to gaze at

the wonderful spectacle.

C To be continued.)
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A REMINISCENCE OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN.

By Albert Rhodes.

There was an interesting though unimportant

scene in the life of Abraham Lincoln, of which I was

an eye-witness. It was on the occasion of the visit

of about twenty Indian chiefs to the Executive

Mansion, delegated by their respective tribes to

treat personally with the Great Father in the adjust-

ment of their affairs. They were habited in their

attire of feathers and paint, and each one was im-

pressed with the greatness of the occasion, the most

eventful, probably, of their lives. Their interpreter

placed them in the form of a crescent in the spacious

East room, on the floor, as they would have been

ill at ease on chairs. Thus they sat on the carpet

in decorous silence and waited the arrival of the

Chief Magistrate.

A number of people had been invited to be

present at the interview, among whom were officers

civil and military and foreign diplomates, accom-

panied by their wives in fashionable toilet. Sev-

eral of the latter, whose feet had not long left the

asphalt of the Boulevards of Paris, looked on the

copper-colored men—two or three using eye-glasses

—with peculiar interest ; the objects of it, however,

sat under the close observation with calm dignity,

as calm as if they had been in the habit of sitting

amidst the gaudy splendors of an East room, and

of being looked upon, every day, by distinguished

men and handsome women ; the absence of any

manifestation of surprise being a characteristic of

Indian nature.

At length Abraham Lincoln came into the room
and stood before the dusky crescent, while a group

of well-known men gathered behind him, to hear

what was about to take place, space being made
by ushers about the chiefs, the President and the

immediate group behind him. The interpreter

occupied a place near Lincoln, to turn the aborig-

inal language into English as it fell from the lip.

The ceremony began by a personal presentation of

each chief to the Great Father, each one going up
to the powerful white chief and shaking hands

—

not extending the hand after the Caucasian man-
ner, but holding it high and dropping it softly

down into the Presidential palm. The names were

furnished as they came forward by the interpreter

—White Bear, Big Wolf, Red Fox, and so on.

The face of Lincoln was plainly seen by most of

the people present, for it was higher than that of

any other. When he came into the room, it was, as

usual, pale, and tinged with the sadness which was

its principal characteristic in repose. He folded his

hands before him, and stood rather awkwardly as

he waited for the interview to begin. After making
his compliments and shaking hands, each Indian

returned to his seat on the carpet in the crescent

of his brethren. When all had performed the

ceremony, each one in turn made his speech to the

President, standing up for the purpose, and sitting

down when done, in parliamentary fashion, prob-

ably through instructions from the interpreter.

The first one who essayed to talk grew nervous,

and in a hurried way asked for a chair in the

spirit of a wrecked mariner who seeks for a plank.

When it was furnished him, he took his seat and
resumed the entangled thread of his discourse. As
this trifling incident took place, a smile passed over

the faces of the spectators, and was reflected in that

of Lincoln. This smile, indeed, deepened into an
audible laugh in the rear; but when the ear of the

President caught it, his face immediately straight-

ened into seriousness and sympathy with the dis-

concerted Indian. He did not at once begin, and
the interpreter said

:

"Mr. President, White Bear asks for time to

collect his thoughts."

The President bowed, and another smile went
round at the plight of the perturbed Indian, but

did not appear in the face of Lincoln.

Soon, White Bear rose to his feet, went at it

again, and after a fashion got through with what
he wanted to say, at which there was a murmur of

applause.

The burden of their speeches was the same.

They had all come such a long distance, and so

quickly, that they felt as if they were birds. To
see the Great Father had been the wish of their

lives. They were poor, and required help. They
had always respected their treaties, and were the

friends of the white man. They wanted to be

prosperous and rich like their white brother. Big

Wolf, particularly, enlarged on this theme. He
said that he would like to have horses and carriages,

sausages such as he ate in the hotel in Washington,

and a fine wigwam—"like this," added he, as he

designated the highly ornamented apartment .in

which he stood. At this, the President could not

restrain the desire to share in the general smile.

Red Fox was the attorney and orator of the

delegation. He dwelt on the gratification he ex-

perienced at seeing the Great Father. It was the

proudest and most important event of his existence.

Had he been familiar with the Neapolitan proverb.
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" See Naples and then die," he would doubtless

have paraphrased it to suit the occasion. There

was, however, a cloud in the otherwise clear sky

of his enjoyment. He had an apprehension that

when he returned to his people in the Far West,

they might not believe that he had seen the Great

Father and talked to him face to face as it was his

great privilege to do then and there. Hence he

would like to return to his people laden down with

presents,—"shining all over like a looking-glass,"

— to prove to them the friendly relations which

existed between himself and the Great Father.

as the interpreter turned his words into the tongue

of the red men. Their curiosity was fully aroused.

Even the spectators looked inquiringly at Lincoln,

to know how he was going to provide horses and
carriages for those who thus bluntly asked for them.

"You all have land," said Lincoln. "We will

furnish you with agricultural implements, with

which you will turn up the soil, by hand if you

have not the means to buy an ox, but I think with

the aid which you receive from the Government,

you might at least purchase one ox to do the

plowing for several. You will plant corn, wheat,

MR. LINCOLN TFLLS THE INDIANS HOW TO GET HORSES AND CARRIAGES.

There was no resisting this, and there was some
good-humored laughing, but the faces of all the

Indians remained serious and reserved.

" Mr. President," said the interpreter, " the

chiefs would be glad to hear you talk.

"

To which Lincoln intimated that he would

endeavor to do so.

" My red brethren," said Lincoln, " are anxious

to be prosperous and have horses and carriages

like the pale faces. I propose to tell them how
they may get them."

At this the dusky men were all attention, and
manifested their satisfaction by the usual Indian

guttural sounds.

"The plan is a simple one," said the President,

and potatoes, and with the money for which you

will sell these you will be able each to buy an ox

for himself at the end of the first year. At the end
of the second year, you will each be able to buy
perhaps two oxen and some sheep and pigs. At
the end of the third, you will probably be in a con-

dition to buy a horse, and in the course of a few

years you will thus be the possessor of horses and
carriages like ourselves."

This plan for becoming proprietor of horses and

carriages was not relished, for it meant work, and
the faces of the Indians bore a disappointed ex-

pression as the President unfolded it.

"I do not know any other way to get these

things," added Lincoln. " It is the plan we have
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pursued— at least those of us who have them.

You cannot pick them off the trees, and they do

not fall from the clouds."

Had it not been for the respect which they owed

to the speaker as the Great Father, it was plain

that they would have exclaimed against his words

with the untutored energy of their Indian nature.

As he was well acquainted with that nature, having

served as captain in the Tippecanoe war and spent

his early life on the frontier, a suspicion entered

my mind that he was blending with the advice a

little chaffing. To change the subject and restore

them to good humor, he requested one of the

attendants to roll up a large globe of the world

which stood in a corner on a three-legged support

on wheels. The President placed his hand on the

globe and turned it round, saying

:

" We pale faces believe that the world is round.

like this."

At this point Lincoln caught the inquiring eyes

of the Indians fastened like a note of interrogation

on the legs of the globe.

"Without the legs," continued Lincoln, in

answer to the mute interrogation, with a twinkle

in his eye. "We pale faces can get into a big

canoe, shoved by steam,—here, for instance, at

Washington, or Baltimore near by,—go round tht.

world, and come back to the place from which we
started."

With due respect to the Great Father, they evi-

dently thought, to give it a mild term, that he wai

given to exaggeration. He started off again, to tell

about the North Pole, the torrid zone, the length

and breadth of the United States, and how long it

would take a man to walk from one end of it to the

other, in which he got somewhat entangled; then

seeing a well-known man of science on his right,

Lincoln placed his hand on his shoulder, gently

urged him forward to a position in front of the

Indians, to whom he said:

" But here is one of our learned men, who will

tell you all about it."

Saying this, Lincoln bowed and withdrew, and
the savant, taken by surprise, endeavored to extri-

cate himself from the difficulty as best he could, by

continuing the theme where the President left off.

One somber event followed the Indian reception.

Big Wolf, who had expressed the desire to have

sausages like white men, satisfied his appetite in

the hotel on this food without stint, and it was this

product of our civilization which was his bane. In

a word, sausage killed him.

GRANNY'S STORY.

By Emily Huntington Miller.

Yes, lads, I 'm a poor old body
;

My wits are not over clear

;

I can't remember the day o' the week,

And scarcely the time o' year.

But one thing is down in my mem'ry

So deep, it is sure to stay
;

It was long ago, but it all comes back

As if it had happened to-day.

I mind 't was a raw Thanksgiving,

The sleet drove sharp as knives,

And most of us here at the harbor

Were sailors' sweethearts and wives.

But I had my goodman beside me,

And everything tidy and bright,

When, all of a sudden, a signal

Shot up through the murky night,

Here, stand by the window, laddies.

Do you see, away to the right,

A long black line on the water,

Topped with a crest of white ?

That is the reef Defiance,

Where the good ship Gaspereau

Beat out her life in the breakers,

Just fifty-six years ago.

And a single gun in the darkness

Boomed over and over again,

As if it bore in its awful tone

The shrieks of women and men.
And down to the rocks we crowded,

Facing the icy rain,

Praying the Lord to be their aid,

Since human help was vain.
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Then my goodman stooped and kissed me,

And said, " It is but to die:

Who goes with me to the rescue ?

"

And six noble lads cried "I !

"

And crouching there in the tempest,

Hiding our faces away,

We heard them row into the blackness,

And what could we do but pray ?

So long, when at last we heard them
Cheering faint, off the shore,

I thought I had died and gone to heaven,

And all my trouble was o'er.

And the white-faced women and children

Seemed like ghosts in my sight,

As the boats, weighed down to the water,

Came tossing into the light.

Eh, that was a heartsome Thanksgiving,

With sobbing and laughter and prayers :

Our lads with their brown, dripping faces,

And not a face missing from theirs.

For you never can know how much dearer

The one you love dearest can be,

Till you 've had him come back to you safely

From out of the jaws of the sea.

And little we cared that the breakers

Were tearing the ship in their hold.

There are things, if you weigh them fairly,

Will balance a mint of gold.

And even the bearded captain

Said, "Now let the good ship go,

Since never a soul that sailed ^with me
Goes down in the Gaspereau."

A LITTLE BOSTON GIRL OF 1776.

By Mrs. E. G. Carter.

If you had been in Boston one hundred years

ago, you might have seen, one pleasant April morn-

ing, a clumsy, yellow-bodied, four-wheeled chaise

lumbering and clattering over the cobble-stone

pavements of Orange Street. On the front seat

sat a small black driver, grinning, squirming and

ejaculating in a marvelous manner. On the back

seat was a prim lady, with a pursed-up mouth and
very elevated eyebrows. So expressive of indigna-

tion was her face, that the gray hair drawn sharply

up over the cushion topping her forehead, seemed

about to lift itself up and float off on the sweet

spring air.

Beside the displeased-looking lady was a restless

little sprite in scarlet cloak and hood, whose small

head wagged from side to side in wondering scru-

tiny of the streets and houses which her little

bright eyes had not looked on for nearly a year.

After the battle of Lexington, Boston was in a

state of siege, and a great many of the inhabitants

on the patriot side early availed themselves of

the permission to leave the town with their effects.

The British occupied the beleaguered town for

eleven months, and when they could hold it no

longer, hurriedly departed on the morning of the

17th of March. The exiled families were now re-

turning to their deserted homes and hearths.

The yellow post-chaise had picked its way cau-

tiously into Boston over the Neck, Sam looking out

sharply for the iron crow's-feet, with which the

British had strewn the road. This peril passed,

Sam was ordered to make a detour before he drew
up at the door in Marlborough Street, that the ladies

might have a glimpse of their beloved Common.
" Hi ! yi ! zi !

" grunted Sam, as his rolling eyes

surveyed the devastation made by the troops.

" Fences down, big trees down, yartti" all cut up
and cris-crossed like mince-meat ! I 'd like to get

hold o' dose Britishoors !

"

In default of a " Britishoor," Sam swelled him-

self up and laid the whip on to the luckless horse,

so that the poor beast started off at a break-neck

pace through Paddock's Mall and down a cross-

way into Marlborough Street. He stopped short

at last before a gambrel-roofed house that stood at

the end of a little court-yard, fancifully paved with

beach stones, and lined on either side by a row of

poplars.

Little Abigail quickly scrambled out of the chaise

after her mother, nearly smothering with hugs and
kisses the portly black woman in a plaid turban,

who stood on the broad door-step to greet them.
" Welcome home, missuses ! Praise be to Prov-

idence, our walls, and roof, and chimleys is a
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stannin' pooty much as we'se lef' 'em. But every

other thing 'bout de house looks 'z if de caterpillar

and de locus' and all de res' of de plagues of Egypt

had lit on 'em, and crawled over 'em toof and nail.

But, howsomever, small marcies is matter of thanks-

giving in dese times of war and tribulation."

We will leave Mrs. Ward and black Phillis to
.

make the tour of the ill-used house, which during

their absence had been occupied by British officers,

while little Abigail darts off to look for her London
doll, Gloriana, hidden for many months in a small

secret closet in the wall.

Abigail's stout high-heeled shoes clattered up

over the oaken stairs from landing to landing, and

the little girl made heedless haste from room to

room, skurrying at last into a queer three-corned

chamber, where she scrambled up into a tall chair

and felt, 'with nervous eagerness, along the dingy

paneled wall. She touched the spring she sought,

and a small door flew open, revealing a deep, low,

triangular closet, in the midst of which sat majes-

tically the London doll, Gloriana, presiding over

a few moldy fragments of tarts and cakes.

" Oh, my Gloriana !
" cried little Abigail, in

a frenzy of delight. "There you are just exactly

as lovely, and live, and precious as I left you last

spring."

Abigail seized the precious Gloriana and hugged
her to her heart, whereupon a fine sprinkling of

shreds of golden hair, and bits of silkeri over-dress

and petticoat, powdered little Abigail's scarlet cloak.

Alas, the little mice had not only been busy with

Gloriana's tarts and cakes, but had unblushingly

nibbled the doll's wig and garments.

"Never mind your clothes, Glory dear, I can

make you new ones," chirped Abigail, cheerfully,

shaking the shreds from her cloak. " If the mice

had gnawed your lovely nose, that would have been

a great mischief; but you are beautifuller than

ever. Oh, how I used to cry, some nights, out in

Milton, when I heard the cannon boom-booming !

I was so afraid a ball might go right through your

precious, precious head. How scared and mis'ble

I was, too, when I locked you up here in such a

hurry. Don't you remember how old Phillis stuck

her head in the room and says, ' Toss that poppet

into the panel closet, and put your clothes into the

brass-bound trunk ? We 're off for Milton in an

hour, on the last pass to be had for love or money.'

Can't you hear her queer black pronouncements

this very minute, Gloriana, telling me 'not to waste

one vallerble second, if I did n't want the British

bayonets poking into my back?' Ha! ha! Come,
let's go down-stairs and look at things."

Down the crooked, winding back-stairs hurried

Abigail and the liberated Gloriana.

A bright fire of strange-shaped sticks blazed on

the kitchen hearth, where stout oaken logs wer
wont to be piled.

" How queer!" piped Abigail, surveying the fin.

"Queer, missis? Sartin. Mos' like 'tis th

blessed Wes' Church steeple itself," sighed Phillis

blowing dolefully with the bellows. " I heard te!

they cut it down for fire-wood. Poor folks' houses

too, chopped down by the dozen to keep th

wretched Tory pots a-b'ilin'. Dat 'ar warmin'-pan

look a' dat !
" Phillis threw down the bellows anc

seized the tongs, heaping coals on the bake-kettl

cover as if it were a red-coat's head. " All jags anq

smooches ! It 's my 'pinion the Britishers fit witl|

it 'stead of bayonets. So as dat 'ar used to shine

Look at dat dresser, too. Plates and mugs mus' 1

been jes' flung roun' in high scrimmage from morn I

in' till night. Never a one set 'spect'bly up on enc

since I lef dis yer kitchen, / know. If you 'd ;

seen the time I had scouring-up here and settlin:

things, you 'd said I 'd shore been down with dt

small-pox, or some killin' ail, long afore dis."

" Mamma !
" piped Abigail from the dining

room, about which she was now fluttering with

Gloriana. "Just see how the dining-table looks

—

and the curtains ! Oh, mamma !

"

" Dey cut up raw meat on dat 'hogany table ;

yes, missis, so Governor Hancock's man Tom tolc

me," burst in Sam, gazing on the table with eyes

of horror,—the table which, with the assistance of

many cuffs and fillips from Phillis, he had been

used to keep as bright and spotless as a mirror.

" An' de curtings ! He says they blowed out in dt

rain and de sun from mornin' till night. Oh, my !

'

Sam, gaping and gazing at the battered house-

hold goods, his hands in his pockets and his woolly

head thrown back, looked a very statue of dismay.

Now came in, quite breathless, Benjamin, Abi-

gail's brother ; his cocked hat under his arm, and

his long-skirted coat unbuttoned.

"I've been everywhere, Abigail! Up Sentry

Hill, down to the Mill Pond, all through King
Street, and back again to the Jail ; on to the Com-
mon and into the ' Old South.' You ought to see

the Old South ! Pews all torn out, and "

" Pews torn out !
" gasped Abigail, all a-tremble

at the thought of sacrilegious hands having been

laid on the church.

"Torn out, and a riding-school fixed up at one

end ! I tell you what, Abigail Ward, you never

saw such a sight. Come right along with me. It

beats seeing Percy galloping up and down Long-

Acre on his white horse, getting his fine Fusiliers

under way for Lexington, that day old Carter dis-

missed us, and said :
' School 's out, boys. War

has begun !
' Wasn't that a lively day."

Abigail, Gloriana and Benjamin were soon hur-

rying along to the Old South, which was quite near
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)y. Abigail only peeped into the desecrated meet-

ng-house, though Benjamin was eloquent in urg-

ng the grand view from the gallery, which he

Assured her had been fitted up in fine style for

I
jpectators ; and refreshments too, of prime qual-

ity, had been sold up there !

Abigail stopped her ears and hurried out in

[raorror. Seeing her face of distress, a bold-faced

P30y sidled up to her and announced, glibly :

" Deacon Hubbard's pew, silk curtains and all,

was carted down behind our wood-shed and made
.into a pig- pen. Want to see it ?

"

"You're a naughty Tory boy!" flashed out

Abigail ; and gathering up her little quilted home-

spun skirt, she pattered off over the flag-stones,

^followed by her laughing brother.

\i
" Let 's go and look at the Province House.

1 Our flag is hoisted there. Thirteen stripes ! It

n looks gay, I can tell you."

1!
" Let 's," said Abigail, stamping her foot as if

the hated British colors were under her heel.

j So, with their heads in the air and their admiring
1 eyes on the flag, they sauntered over the Province

-House lawn, and then climbed the twenty steps

that led to the grand entrance. These steps they

remembered gay with gayly dressed gentlemen

and officers coming and going from the governor,

who lived there in great state. But the governor

had vanished, and not a red-coat did they see.

They were all gone together.

'• Hoorah ! Good-by to the lobster-coats!"

shouted Benjamin, swinging his cocked hat.

" Hoorah !
" shrilled little Abigail, swinging

Gloriana till fragments of her wig and petticoat

powdered the stones.

Just at this patriotic explosion, the Old South

struck twelve, and with a parting glance at the

bronze Indian above the cupola, gazing down at

them with his glittering glass eyes, the children

hastened home to dinner.

"Where have you been, Abigail?" said the

prim lady, who was crossing the hall as the small

people closed the door behind them.

Abigail explained. Then, for going out without

permission, she was obliged to thrust Gloriana

back into the panel closet with the moldy frag-

ments of last year's feast ; then to come down and
sit in her straight-backed chair, and stitch diligently

on her sampler one hour by the tall clock in the

hall.

THE BEES THAT WENT TO THE SKY.

By Joel Stacy.

Buzzy Buzz, Wuzzy Fuzz, Dippetty Flop,

Ali flew up to the cherry-tree top.

" Pooh !
" said Buzzy Buzz, "this is n't high !

Let's keep on till we get to the sky."

Upward they went, and they never would stop

—

Buzzy Buzz, Wuzzy Fuzz, Dippetty Flop ;

"Ah, how jolly!" they started to say

—

When ev'ry one of them fainted away !

The next they knew they were down on the

ground,

Three dizzy bumble-bees, frightened but sound :

Never a mortal had heard them drop

—

Buzzy Buzz, Wuzzy Fuzz, Dippetty Flop.

Humbled and tumbled, and dusty and lamed,

Would n't you think they 'd have been quite

ashamed ?

But "No, sir," they buzzed, "it was n't a fall;

We only came down from the sky, that is all."

And now, whenever you see three bees

Buzzing and pitching about by your knees.

You '11 know, by their never once venturing high,

They're the very same bees that flew up to the sky !
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ALL ABOUT LEAD-PENCILS.

By James W. Preston.

The lead-pencil, as we have it, was unknown to

the ancients, and even to the moderns before the

reign of " Good Queen Bess," as the English love

to call their Queen Elizabeth. Just think how in-

convenient it must have been to those old Greek
and Latin authors, and to the writers and scholars

of Europe from the earliest times down to within

about three hundred years, to have no lead-pencils

with which to write or to rule their paper—or what-

ever they wrote upon. They often used a piece of

sheet lead, cut as any boy could cut it, into a flat

disk, with the edge sharpened all around so as to

make a fine line, but of course this was not to write

with, but only to rule lines to write on. And then

again, what did artists and designers use to draw

and sketch with ? Almost all of them used the old-

fashioned pen (made of the goose or crow quill) and

ink. Some artists, indeed, made use of a kind of

pencil formed of a mixture of common lead and tin,

and as this composition was comparatively hard

and faint in color, the paper was prepared for the

purpose of drawing by giving it a coating of chalk.

Others, too. made some very fine drawings with

chalk of various colors. But the article chiefly in

use was the " gray goose quill."

With what delight, then, must the world of artists
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and writers of all kinds have hailed the invention

of the hlack-lead pencil, as we have it to-day ! 1

said black-lead, but although the metallic part of

this little implement is universally called black-lead,

there is not a particle of lead in it. This black,

smooth, soft and glossy substance is properly called

plumbago, and is a compound of carbon and iron,

or, as the chemists term it, a carburet of iron.

There are several varieties of plumbago found in

the rocks in different parts of the world, some of

which are good for one use, and others for other

uses, and it happens that one of these varieties is

fine-grained, soft, nearly free from grit, and well

adapted for writing with, and this kind has received

the name of graphite, from Greek words which

signify writing stone.

Some of my readers doubtless remember that in

the time of Queen Elizabeth of England, was born

the greatest of English poets, William Shakspeare.

He came into the world in the year 1564, about six

years after Elizabeth came to the throne, and it was

in that same year that there was discovered in the

county of Cumberland, in the north-west corner of

England, a mine of the best and purest graphite

that had ever been seen. I have put these dates

together so that you will be apt to remember them

all, when either of them is mentioned. This sub-

stance was so solid and firm and strong, and free

from grit or sandy particles, that it could be sawed

into sheets, and these could be sawed again into

little narrow strips without breaking. These little

strips of graphite being soft, and smooth, and black,

were inclosed in round pieces of some soft wood,

grooved out to receive and hold them ; and that

was the modern lead-pencil to all intents and pur-

poses.

This mine at Borrowdale, in Cumberland, at

once became very celebrated, and of course very

valuable.- Pencils made of Cumberland graphite

were to be found all over Europe, and were highly

prized everywhere. The manufacture of lead-pen-

cils became a very important branch of business,

and in order to keep it wholly within the borders

of their own country, the English government
passed laws prohibiting the export of graphite to

foreign lands. Its value was such, that the average

price in London was about ten dollars ($10) a

pound, and the very finest quality sometimes
reached forty dollars ($40) a pound. They took

such good care of it that only a certain quantity,

enough to supply the requirements of the pencil-

makers, was doled out, on the first Monday in

every month ; and moreover, the government was
obliged to keep a military force at the mines, to

protect it from bands of marauders and robbers,

who attempted to get possession of it.

England thus supplied the world with lead-pen-

cils for nearly three hundred years. It is true that

pencils were made of an impure graphite in some
other parts of Europe ; but they were a very inferior

article compared with the English, and artists and

all others who required good lead-pencils were

obliged to look to England for them.

But there is an end to almost all good things,

and so it proved at last with the graphite mine of

Cumberland. Its exhaustion was only a question

of time, and that time has now passed. It was

clearly foreseen that some means must be devised

for making the impure kinds of graphite available

for the needs of the world, or the world must be

content to give up the use of black-lead pencils.

All sorts of experiments were tried with the graph-

ite to purify and soften it, and at the same time to

give it firmness and cohesion, so that it would not

break nor crumble when sharpened and in use.

They ground up the plumbago to a fine powder,

washed it in repeated waters, so as to separate the

sand or grit from it, and afterward subjected it to a

great pressure to make it compact and firm. But

this did not succeed. They then mixed the pow-

dered plumbago with different materials, such as

glue, isinglass, gum arabic, etc., to give it the

necessary strength ; but this did not answer at all.

Then they added to the powdered material about

one-third its weight of pulverized sulphur, and this

was a partial success, but the marks made with

this mixture were faint, and did not satisfy the

need, and this was, on the whole, a failure.

But at last, as usual, patience, perseverance, in-

genuity and experience solved the problem. Pen-

cils are now made better adapted for all uses,

blacker or fainter, harder or softer, than ever could

be made of the best Cumberland lead by the old

method. The mode of treating the plumbago by

which this result is obtained is a French invention.

It consists simply in mixing the powdered and

purified plumbago with powdered clay, in a certain

manner and certain proportions, moistening and

drying and pressing and baking the mass, varying

the treatment according to the different grades of

pencils required. What is meant by grade in this

connection, will be readily understood if you ex-

amine a case of A.. W. Faber's finest and best

polygrade lead-pencils. You will find upon them
certain letters, which indicate the degree of hard-

ness or softness, and the shade whether darker

or lighter. For example, bbbbbb means that the

pencil bearing that mark is extra soft and very

black ; BBB, very soft and very black ; BB, very

soft and black ; B, soft and black y HB. less soft

and black ; F', middlingj H, hard : hh, harder

;

hhh, HHHH, very hard ; HHHHHH, extra hard.

These different grades are very convenient, and

indeed are required by artists ; but by the old
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method of making the Cumberland lead-pencils,

these nice shadings of softness and blackness could

not have been obtained. So that human ingenuity

and care may make an inferior article answer a

better purpose than the purest natural product,

unaided by human skill.

There is a very grand manufacturing establish-

ment in Germany, where the best lead-pencils are

made: an establishment which a century ago con-

sisted of only one little cottage house by the river-

side, but now comprises large shops and tasteful

dwelling-houses, a garden and grove, a gymnasium,
a fine library, and a beautiful Gothic church, all

provided and supported by the proprietors, for the

use and benefit of the workmen and their families,

whose fathers and grandfathers have worked on the

same spot and for the same family for a hundred
years or more.

If I had space, I might also tell you how a most
valuable mine of graphite, as good as that of Cum-
berland, has been discovered in Siberia, from which
that great manufactory is supplied with graphite.

I could also tell you how the cedar-wood of which
the pencils are made is taken from a cedar swamp
on the western side of Florida, so that this cedar

is transported to the heart of Europe, and there

united with graphite from the mountains of Siberia,

to be used as lead-pencils by Americans.

THE OWL THAT STARED.

By Rose Hawthorne Lathrop.

When young Trotty Derridown went to the

country to spend Thanksgiving at her grandmother's

last year, she happened to get into the great old-

fashioned garret. She was so impatient for dinner

on the morning of Thanksgiving Day, that she

wandered hither and thither inside and outside of

the house (which was very empty and still, because

almost every one had gone to church), trying to see

or smell something which would be at least half as

pleasant as turkey and plum-pudding are to eyes

and nose; to say nothing of being allowed a mouth-

ful of either on one's fork. And so, after opening

a great many doors, and going into a great many
places where she was not expected to go, she at

last opened a door at the foot of such a dark stair-

case that she thought the world had suddenly

turned upside down, and that this must be a fairy

road leading up into the earth !

Trotty stood in the half-opened door-way quite a

long time, unable to decide whether she had the

courage to enter a fairy kingdom after all, though

she had often determined to do so if she got a

chance. Then it came into her head that perhaps

dinner would be served earlier in Fairyland than at

home, which overcame her fears, and .the garret-

door closed after her little pink skirt as it whisked

out of the sunlight. When Trot reached the head
of the stairs she knew she was not in Fairyland,

because of a dim light from two windows, which

showed her all sorts of odds and ends of furniture,

and bunches of herbs hanging to the many beams
that spread beneath the roof like huge roots. But
it would do just as well as Fairyland for the pres-

ent, she thought, and help her to get used to queer

things. Very likely there were elves in the dark

crannies on every side ; and the idea made her

almost wish herself in the sunny entry again.

"There's something quee-ar !
" she exclaimed,

as she caught sight of a great black velvet bonnet

a hundred years old, that looked a good deal like

a basket. But it had two long strings dangling

down, so she knew what it was in a minute. Of
course she scrambled into a cradle standing under

the wonderful bonnet, and snuffed out her pretty

face with it, as one does a candle, in a trice. Then
she made a big bow of the strings under her chin,

which took her a long time, as any little girl of five

might know it would. She looked very much like

an hour-glass now, for she was as broad at top as at

bottom, with a little waist in the middle. However,

she could not see herself, and had reason to suppose

nobody else knew whether she was looking her best

or not,.since she could not have felt further off from

grandmother and all the family if she had stepped

over to Japan.

"What can you be?" thought the pink skirt

and black bonnet, walking up to a spinning-wheel

higher than two Trotties. When she saw it was a

wheel she thought it ought to go round, no matter

how big it was (and it seemed to her as big as the
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duck-pond), so she put a finger on one of the spokes

and gave a push with all her might. What a rattle it

made ! Something flew up and something flapped

down, and the wheel seemed delighted to have a lit-

tle exercise after twenty years of snoozing, and kept

going round, rattling and banging for some time.

" Ho-hoo-00 !
" heard Trotty all at once from

somebody behind. She was sure it was a crowd of

Brownies or some such fry, for the sound was soft

and strange. She threw her head back very far,

in order to get a good view from under the wide-

took Dinah into her arms and petted her, as she

petted all her dolls. Dinah was on the broad grin,

in or out of trouble. She had red flannel lips and
white cotton teeth and a black cashmere face. Her
dress was red, with a white pinafore, so that she

was very cheering to look at ; and she had a sweet

disposition, as one could see directly, for she held

her head on either this side or that, being cloth,

and never was stiff-necked like the Israelites. The
only stiff thing about her was her hair, and that

grandmother had knitted, and ironed, and raveled

TROTTY AND DINAH.

spreading bonnet, and gazed around. Then she

sat down on the floor and looked under the bureaus

and chairs and sofas. Yes, there was a Brownie,

sure enough, hanging by the foot out of the lower

drawer of one of the bureaus. It looked uncom-
fortable, and Trotty thought it very stupid in a

creature that was first cousin to the Fairies to allow

itself to be in that position. The next moment she

saw it was nothing more nor less than a good old

negro dolly, with lovely frizzly hair standing up all

over its head, as if it were a black thistle.

"Come to me, dear," whispered Trotty, sitting

along the floor till she arrived at the bureau. "Has
the naughty drawer hurt dolly's foot ? " and she

Vol. IV.— 2.

out, so it was not Dinah's fault if it never lay flat

afterward.

" You pressus doll !
" cooed Trotty, after looking

at her treasure for a long time ; and she was amazed
to think she could ever have lived without her.

"Ho-hoo-00!" sounded somewhere again.

Trotty was not much frightened this time, be-

cause she had Dinah for company. She threw her

head back once more, de-ter-mined to find out who
spoke. Mercy on us ! She caught sight of two

great yellow eyes in a corner.

"Pussy?" said she, questioningly. But when
Trotty in the big black bonnet, and Dinah in the

red dress and white pinafore, came close to the
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corner, behold, there were wings under the eyes,

and only two feet under the wings.

" You 're an owl," said Trotty.

And it was an owl; and he looked cross as if he

were biting his own nose, although he was only

curling his beak up under his chin, apparently not

meaning to speak between now and next Thanks- •

giving. Trotty was soon tired of having the owl

look at her so hard, with his ears standing up
straight, as though he heard some one saying unkind

things of him behind his back, so she remarked

:

" Please shut your eyes a minute. You have no

business to keep them open in the day-time, any-

way. "

'

' Always listen to what Trotty Derridown says,

and give her plenty of plum-pudding," answered

the owl unexpectedly, holding up the tip of a wing

as one does a forefinger. But he did not shut his

eyes. Owls are of a philosophic turn ; and philos-

ophers are always giving away wisdom (as Trotty's

grandmother does the pears in autumn, lest they

rot on the grass), because they have more than they

can keep. But it is quite another matter for them
to find time to act upon their own advice, or to eat

their own wisdom, because they are so busy grow-

ing it and sending it to their neighbors. Now the

owl in the corner looked stuffed to choking with

something.

"Arc you stuffed with wisdom?" asked his young
visitor, who had heard about owls and philosophers

from her brother Hal.

The owl lifted one of his claws and laid it on the

side of his beak. "Goodness!" said he, "was
there ever such a clever little girl ?

"

Since the question was put to her, Trotty thought

she might as well answer good-naturedly, so she

said she supposed there never had been.

At this the owl shrugged his shoulders even

higher than before, and Trotty was afraid she had
not answered to his taste after all.

"What do you play?" asked the little girl of

the bird, when they had both been silent awhile.

The owl ruffled himself up the wrong way, and
looked like a feather pillow turned inside out, for

about five minutes, till Trotty's legs ached with

waiting.

" I am the Bird of the Philosophers. I play ball

with them. We throw questions and answers at

each other. Ho-hoo-oo !

"

" I could do that. Play ball, 1 mean," said

Trotty.

"Oh, no," said the owl, haughtily. "First, all

the philosophers sit round in a circle, each with a

long white beard on and plenty of questions in his

pocket. I stand in the middle with all the answers

under one claw.

"

" What do you do next? " asked Trot, her eyes

nearly as round as the owl's now. He sighed be

fore answering.

" I try to hit the right question, as it flies ovei

my head, with the right answer, and this must bt

done before any of the old gentlemen can get hole

of it. They wear long beards in hopes that soim

of the questions may get entangled in them. M\
eyesight has to be good, and that is the reason m\
gaze seems, to some people, rather intense."

"Would not you rather play with me than with;

those old Sossophers ? " demanded Trotty.

The Philosophers' Bird smiled, but held its wind
to its cheek and said, " Hush-sh-sh-sh-sh-sh-sh !

"

She was quite startled by the noise he madcj
when he said " Hush," so she took several step^

backward and leaned up against something. It

was hard and warm, and she soon discovered it wa?

the chimney.

"That 's where your dinner is being cooked,"

suggested some one ; she was not sure whether it

was the owl or Dinah.
" However, I must be going," she said. " But I

should like to send a message to those old gentle-

men. Will you take it, owl?"

The owl put his beak a great way under his chin

again, and turned his ears forward as if he were

listening attentively.

"Why, you see," continued Trotty, looking

earnestly into the bird's yellow eyes, and speaking

round her thumb, which she had put between her

lips, "I guess they'd better play stwzv-baXls in

winter, and go a-chestnutting in au/un, and sea-

bathing in summer, and "

The owl broke into a real laugh at this ; but sud-

denly checked himself, drew himself up indignantly,

and looking over Trotty's head, exclaimed :

"All my old philosophers go sea-bathing, for-

sooth !

"

Just then she heard a deep-toned bell ringing

good-naturedly down-stairs, and soon some one

came calling through the entry

—

"Trot! Trot! where have you gone? Dinner

is ready."

How Trot ran ! Dinah got a flap on every cornerr)

they passed ; but then she was always contented

with whatever happened, and appeared in the entry

with as smiling a face as her new mamma.
There was Trotty's mamma, too, laughing at her

black basket of a bonnet. All at once her brother

Hal stood by her side, and she half believed she

had seen him come out of the garret door.

"Well, Miss Derridown," gasped he, quite out

of breath, "how do you like the Philosophers

Bird ? " and he doubled himself up and went tum-

bling down-stairs. When he was a great way off,

Trotty heard such a shout of merriment ! She

does not understand what it all means even yet.
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LISTENING.

By Mary N. Prescott.

I HAVE heard— I don't know whether

Wide awake or fast asleep

—

That the stars once sang together

To some shepherds tending sheep.

So, at night, when they are glistening,'

Just before I close my eyes,

I look up, and keep a-listening

For the music from the skies.

And the stars shine out so brightly,

That I cannot think but they,

While I listen to them nightly,

Will repeat the heavenly lay.

A QUEEN, AND NOT A QUEEN.

By Susan Coolidge.

A LONG time,—more than seven hundred years

ago, and three centuries at least before Columbus

discovered America,—there was born in England a

little girl to whom they gave the name of Matilda.

This little girl belonged to a very high family

indeed, as you will think when I tell you who her

relations were. For grandpapa, she had William,

the great Duke of Normandy, called "The Con-

queror," because he invaded England and conquered

it. Her father was the king, Henry I., surnamed

Beauclerc, because he was so good a scholar, though

I rather fancy our high-school boys could beat

his learning without trouble. Matilda's mother,

known to history as " Maud the Good," was de-

scended from Harold, the last of the Saxon kings.

Maud the Good was not a very happy Maud.
When she was a young girl, they put her into a

convent, and there she hoped to spend her life,

tending flowers, and telling her beads with the

gentle nuns. But one day, came to the convent

King Henry, to order her to put aside her veil and

become his wife.—an order not easy to disobey,

because in those days kings were very powerful.

People hoped that by thus uniting the royal race of

the Saxons with the conquering Norman race, an

end would be put to the many feuds and quarrels

which made the kingdom restless and unhappy.

So Maud, with a sigh, left the peaceful retreat, and
married King Henry. She had a little son and a

little daughter, the Princess Matilda ; but she was

not happy, and died young, feeling, the old chron-

icles tell us, that her sacrifice had been in vain,

and England was no better off than if she had

stayed in the convent.

For in those days England was a sad place

enough ; even a poet would never have dared to

call it " merry " then. Everywhere was confusion

of rulers and of languages. The tongue we call
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English was not yet in being, and people spoke

Celtic, Cymric, Gaelic, Saxon, or French,—accord-

ing to the race they belonged to, and the part of

the country in which they lived. All the materials

for the England of to-day were there, but they were

in separate parcels, so to speak, and only time could

mix and blend them. The Saxons fought the Nor-

mans ; the Normans robbed, imprisoned, and tort-

ured everybody they could lay hold of who had
property of any kind. Everywhere—no matter

which party governed—the poor were ill-treated

and pillaged. Multitudes fled across the sea to

other lands, and "so general was the discourage-

ment of the people, that whenever two or three

horsemen only were seen approaching a village or

open burgh, all the inhabitants fled to conceal

themselves. So extreme were their sufferings, that

their complaints amounted to impiety ; for, seeing

all these crimes and atrocities going on without

check or visible rebuke, men said openly that

Christ and His saints had fallen asleep." It is

hard, indeed, to realize that the rich, powerful

England of to-day can ever have been so miserable.

When little Matilda was five years old, she was

married to the Emperor of Germany. A fleet of

vessels sailed with the baby bride to her new home,

and there was a splendid show in London in honor

of her departure. But the people, who had to pay

for the show, did not enjoy it much ; and, later,

when Matilda was a woman grown, they remem-
bered against her the heavy taxes of that wedding-

time.

Not long after, a sad thing happened. Matilda's

brother, a young man of eighteen, went over to

Normandy with his father, and, coming back in a

vessel named the " White Ship" was drowned with

all his companions, only one surviving to tell the

tale. None of the courtiers dared to carry the news
to the king. So they sent in a little boy, almost a

baby, who, when he saw the king, knelt at his feet,

and began to cry. The king asked the child what
was the matter, and the little fellow sobbed out that

the "White Ship" was sunk and the prince drowned.

It is said that King Henry never was seen to smile

after that day. Mrs. Hemans wrote some pretty

verses on the subject, which some of you have per-

haps seen :

"He sat where mirth and jest went round

;

He bade the minstrel sing.

He saw the tourney's victor crowned

Amid the gallant ring.

A murmur of the restless deep

Mingled with every strain,

A voice of winds that would not sleep,

He never smiled again."

The little Empress Matilda was now the only

child left to the king, and his heart was set in be-

queathing to her the crown of England. Before

his death, in 1 128, he called the nobles of the

kingdom together, and made them swear allegiance

to her as queen. The emperor, Matilda's husband,
had died before this, and Matilda was married again

to the French Earl of Anjou. After her father's

death she came to England and was crowned at

Winchester. Daughter thus of one king, mother,

as she afterward became, of another, empress by
marriage, and Sovereign of England in her own
right, you will wonder that I have called Matilda
'" no queen." I will tell you why I did so. It was
because all her life long she never learned to reign

over herself, which for man or woman is the high-

est and most necessary form of government. Solo-

mon says :
" He that ruleth his own spirit is better

than he that taketh a city ;
" and Solomon, as you

know, was a king, and understood what becomes
crowned people as well as those who are not

crowned.

All her life long,—whether as princess, empress,

or queen.—Matilda showed herself vain, passionate,

vindictive, hasty, arrogant, and inconsiderate of

other people. She had none of the womanly tact

which often subdues prejudice and conquers influ-

ence. She was brave in time of danger, strong of

body, firm-willed, and fearless ; but these are rather

a man's qualities than a woman's. Patience and
sweetness she had none. Her haughty manners
and cruel speeches offended friends as well as foes.

Those who at first were ready to give all for her

service, became afterward her bitterest enemies.

She exasperated the common people by imposing

heavy taxes and making oppressive laws, just when
she should have conciliated and soothed them.

England had never been ruled by a woman before.

Both the nobles and the people disliked the idea of

a queen, and Matilda did nothing to make her sex

popular. She was ungenerous also. Her cousin,

and rival, Stephen, who afterward became king in

her stead, once surprised and captured her in

Arundel Castle, and instead of detaining, courte-

ously let her go, and even furnished her with

an escort to her friends. Later, she in her turn

captured Stephen ; but, far from remembering his

kind treatment and reciprocating it, she loaded him
with chains and threw him into the dungeon of

Bristol Castle. His wife, a princess of great beauty

and excellence, came to beg his release, and Matilda

received her in the rudest manner, heaped insulting

words upon her, and finally dismissed her harshly,

while the poor princess wept and pleaded in vain.

A little longer, and it was again Stephen's turn.

He made his escape from Bristol, gained one battle

after another, and pursued Matilda so hotly, that

more than once she slipped through his fingers

almost as by a miracle. These escapes of Queen
Matilda are celebrated in history. Whole volumes
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of romances might be written about them, so strange

and picturesque and astonishing are they.

Once, when the citizens of London rose suddenly

against her, she got off by jumping on her horse

and galloping out of the city only five minutes before

the gates of her palace were battered down. Another

time she fled from Gloucester in the same way, the

Earl of Gloucester and a few gallant knights remain-

ing behind to keep the pursuers at bay. Again it

is said she feigned death, and was carried in a hearse

with a long train of mourners all the way from

Gloucester to Devizes. But, most romantic of all,

and most adventurous, was her escape from Oxford,

as shown in the illustration to this article.

Oxford boasted a strong castle in those days.

Into this the empress-queen had thrown herself,

and for three months had defended it bravely.

Then provisions gave out, and no hope was left but

flight. But how to fly ? Stephen's army lay on

every side like cats round a mouse-hole. Every

avenue of escape was guarded, and sleepless eyes

watched day and night that no one should pass in

or out of the fortress.

It was in this extremity that an unexpected ally

came to the rescue of Queen Matilda. This ally

was no other than that doer of good turns, Jack

Frost. One December night he went silently down,

laid a cold hard floor across the River Thames,
wrapped all the world in fleecy snow, and then,

flying to the castle windows, tapped with his crack-

ling icy knuckles, whistled, sang, and made many
sorts of odd noises, as much as to say, "All is ready,

come out and take a walk." Matilda heard, and a

bright plan popped into her daring head. She
called four trusty knights, bade them wrap them-

selves in white, put on herself a white dress and
cloak, covered her black hair with a white hood,

and, like spirits, all five set forth on foot. Their

steps made no sound as they crept along, and their

white figures cast hardly a shadow on the whiter

snow.

Through the besieging camp they crept, and
across the frozen river. No sentinel spied them

;

not even a dog barked. If any lonely peasant

waked up and caught a glimpse of the dim shapes

gliding by, he probably took them for ghosts, and
hid his head under the bedclothes again as fast as

possible. So, sometimes on foot, and sometimes

on horseback, but always unpursued and in safety,

the fugitives sped on, and reached Wallingford,

where Matilda's army lay, and were secure.

For a few years longer the struggle lasted

;

then, all hope over, Matilda fled across the channel

to Normandy. Her brief queenship was ended,

and she never came back to reign in England,
though in later years her son Henry II. became one
of its greatest monarchs. We don't know much
about Matilda's old age, but I cannot fancy that it

was a pleasant one. I imagine that she must have

been a disagreeable old lady, querulous, and exact-

ing. The girl makes the woman, you know ; youth

lays the foundation for after years, and what we
sow we reap. Matilda sowed pride, anger, selfish-

ness, and hard words, and her crop came up duly

as crops will. She could rule neither herself nor

others, and it is not wonderful that England refused

to be ruled by her. I wont draw any moral from

her story, for I know you will skip it, as I always

did with morals when I was a little girl. Besides,

you are bright enough to see the meanings ofthings,

and make out their lessons without help, and do

not need me to say in so many words that

—

"Trust me dears, good-humor will prevail

When airs and flights, and screams and scoldings fail."

BENITA.

By Mary E. Bradley.

When the summer morning in the sky

Opens like a blossom, pink and pearly,

With the bee. and with the butterfly,

And with the bonny birds that sing so early,

Little blue-eyed, yellow-haired Benita

Trips along the shady woodland ways:

Kiss the little maiden kindly, if you meet her—

She deserves your kisses and your praise.

'T is a lonely path the little willing feet

In the early morning have to follow.

To the spring that bubbles, clearly cold and sweet,

Down amongst the mosses in the hollow.

Still behind the trees the shadows darken.

Chill her baby-bosom with a sudden dread ;

Timidly she looks about to hearken,

Fancving she hears a wild beast's tread !
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Where its silver web the spider weaves,

Silver drops like fairy jewels twinkle ;

Pushing back the tangle of the leaves,

Face and hands get many a showery sprinkle.

But she does not stop, the little kind Benita,

For her coaties draggled and her dripping shoe
;

Only trips along with steps the fleeter,

Smiling at the pretty sparkles of the dew.

Cool and sweet it bubbles in the spring

—

Oh, be sure the loving little sister

Hurries back, the healing draught to bring,

Long before the baby can have missed her.

By and by will come a mournful morrow
When she need not rise before the sun ;

Then it will be comfort in her sorrow

That she never left this task undone.

"timidly she looks about to hearken.'

,f.

In its cradle-bed, not yet awake,

Lies the baby-sister, wan and sickly

;

Every single morning, for her sake.

Goes Benita through the woods so quickly.

For the peevish lips are parched with fever,

The little pale face is a piteous sight,

And the water has no coolness to relieve her

That the mother sets beside her bed at night.

Grief is sorest when it brings to mind
Bitter memories for heart's regretting,

Times when we were selfish or unkind,

Times when all the wrong was in forgetting.

Like the little loving child Benita,

Let us do our duty every day ;

Gladness then will certainly be sweeter,

Sorrow will the sooner pass away.



24 GOOD TIMES. [November,

GOOD TIMES.



i76.] STORY OF A "TOLERBUL" BAD BOY. 2 5

STORY OF A "TOLERBUL" HAD BOY.

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

Marlborough Coleman sat tying his shoes.

They were heavy brogans, and the strings were

trips of leather, greased and waxed. It was well

hey had strength, or they could not have borne

he twitching and jerking they received at the hands

f the impatient, angry lad. His face was flushed

nd scowling. This was a pity, for the face was a

landsome one when the humor was good.

While he was yet about his shoes, his little sister

iukey entered the room with eager haste, her blue

checked apron gathered in her hand. She wanted

o show him some beauties of chestnuts her black

riend Barbary Allen had given her.

" Oh, Marley ! do see "

Marley interrupted her savagely :

" Don't come oh Marleying me ! I 'm mad !

"

"Oh, Marley ! what 're you "

" I told you not to ' oh Marley ' me. Come here

Btherin' me, when I 'm already bothered to death !"

Aunt Silvy !
" Sukey called to the negro woman

Ivho was beating a pile of dried beans on a sheet

ipread in the passage. "Aunt Silvy, come in to

Vlarley; he wants somebody ; he 's bothered."
" It 's so blamed mean," the boy said.

" Hesh, Mahs'r Mauley ! Yer raus' n't sw'ar.

Taint right, kase it's wicket." And, with this

philosophical remark, Aunt Silvy seated herself on

he second step of the stairs, leading from the room
:o the attic chamber above.

"I don't care what I do," Marley answered.

"It's enough to make an angel swear, or commit
.murder, or cut his own throat. Pa '11 disgrace me
brever. But I wont ! I wont ! I wont !

"

"Law, Mahs'r Mauley! what ails yer, honey?
Looks like yer wants ter chaw up dis whole planta-

cion. Neber seed nobody so mad sence I was
jawn. What is it yer wont, yer wont, yer wont ?

"

" I wont tote a bag of corn to mill on ole black

Betts,—lean, lank, gaunt, mangy old mule."
" I would n't nuther ef I wus you, honey ; show 's

yer bawn I would n't. Sakes alive ! what would
Die mistiss do ef she wus ter look down from de
New Jeeruslum an' see her gran'son totin' ter mill,

straddle a sack uv cawn, like a missibul nigger?

She 'd feel mighty cheap ; neber could hole her

head up agin 'fore Sain' Paul an' Sain' Maffer, an'

Pilgum Progess, an' her udder soshates up dar.

'Sides dat, yer 'd dusgrace you' granpaw, too.

Law ! we all neber had no sich puffaumances at

you' granpaw Thompson's. Takes a Coleman to

do sich things. A genulmon ridin' a meal-bag to

mill ! I 'd a heap ruther do it myse'f den hab ole

mistisse's granchile do it."

At the picture of Aunt Silvy's portly figure seated

on a sack of corn on a trotting mule, Sukey laughed

and ran away to tell mamma.
Aunt Silvy had belonged to the wealthy Thomp-

son family, and when Elizabeth Thompson married

Mr. Coleman, Marlborough's father, against her

father's wishes, he had given her the slave Silvy,

and forbidden her his house. Mr. Coleman was a

vulgar man, with little means, whom Aunt Silvy

held in supreme disdain. The Coleman children

she tolerated because of the Thompson blood in

their veins.

"But I reckon you' paw," Aunt Silvy continued,

"can't spaw none de han's from de cotton-pickin'

to tote dat cawn ter mill. We all wont git de cot-

ton pick 'fore Christmus, ef we don't hurry ; an' ef

we all don't git it picked, we poor black folks can't

hab no Christmus. Mahs'r al'ays makes us pick

cotton all Christmus-day ef 't aint all in de gin-

house 'fore dat. Neber had no sich puffawmances

es dese at you' granpaw Thompson's. But, law !

de Thompsons is a deffrunt breed uv white folks

from de Colemanses—show's yer bawn dey is."

" I 've heard you say that a million times," Mar-
ley said, petulantly.

" Kase it's de troof," retorted Silvy. " I neber

knowed no cotton-pickin' gwyne on at ole Mahs'r

Thompson's Christmus-day. But law ! de Thomp-
son cotton uster be all pick by Christmus, an'

ginned, an' baled, an' sold, an' de money ready fer

de Christmus-gif's. De Thompson black folks wus

smaut. Dey wus a deffrunt breed uv black folks.

Dese Coleman niggers aint wuf shucks ; but de

Thompson cotton wus easier ter pick den de Cole-

man cotton ; come outen de bolls heap easier ; it

wus a deffrunt breed uv cotton den dis missibul

Coleman stuff. Ole mahs'r's plantation was a heap

richer 'n dis yere Coleman faum ; it wus a deffrunt

breed uv sile. Law, a heap uv things wus deffrunt

;

de hosses, an' bacon, an' hom'ny, an' de cawn

bread."

"Well, I want some clean socks an' a clean

shirt. If I hang myself before I get to mill, I want

to be found with some clean clothes on."

Marlborough said this in a light, laughing tone,

which pleased Aunt Silvy, as indicating an im-

proved humor ; but she little dreamed of the plan

the boy was meditating.

"Well, lem me see now. Whar did I put you'
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tuther shirt an' socks de las' time I wash um ? I

mos' fawgits what I done wid um. Reckon I puts

um in one dese yere sideboa'd drawers."

Aunt Silvy crossed the room, and, with her strong

hand, stirred up the contents of said drawers, much
after the fashion in which she beat up her batter-

bread.

" Aint yere," she announced at the conclusion of

her search. "Reckons I hung um on dem dar

nails hine de door," and she entered upon a remark-

able rooting among the coats, and pants, and hats,

and aprons, and towels, and baskets, and sun-

bonnets, and petticoats, which thronged the said

nails; but among the throng, Marley's shirt and

socks were not.

" Whar did I put dem cloze uv yourn ? Can't

fine um high an' low. I jis warren dat dar good-

fer-nuffin, regen'rate, -aller-eyed Jim hes wore

dem dar cloze off, er-toti.'' dem cotton bales ter

Memphis."

This was Aunt Silvy's next conjecture in solution

of the problem.

Jim was her son, some seventeen years old. He
had gone to the Memphis market with six bales of

cotton. Memphis was seventy miles distant, and a

cotton bale weighs usually three hundred pounds.

But do not infer from Aunt Silvy's remark about

his toting cotton bales to Memphis that Jim was

anything of a Hercules. The word '"tote" with

Aunt Silvy was a somewhat indefinite term, as you

might have surmised at learning that Jim had the

assistance of a wagon and six mules in getting those

six bales of cotton to the Memphis market.
" Don't reckon," continued Aunt Silvy, "he wore

um off nuther; b'lieve I put um on dis yere mandul-

piece."

Candlestick, snutfers, baskets, knitting-work, sew-

ing, dress-patterns, hanks of yarn, hymn-book,

Bible, etc., etc., were moved off the chimney-shelf

to a chair, and left there, by the way, for ten days

afterward.

" I reckons dat regen'rate Jim is got um on arter

all," said Aunt Silvy, when this last search had

proved fruitless.

Marley all this time had been looking from the

window in a meditative way, seemingly uncon-

scious of Aunt Silvy's movements. Now he said :

" Jim could n't get into my shirt an' socks.

Hurry an' find them. If I 've got to tote that corn

to mill, I want to go an' be done with it. It '11 take

me all day to do the job. Bring along the socks

and shirt. Hurry !

"

" Law, Mahs'r Mauley, yer's so unpatient ! Ye
don't gim me no time ter 'member whar dem cloze

is. I mos' 'membered jis now, but yer dun gone

made me fawgit. B'lieve in my soul I laid um in de

big chis, top' uv de goober-peas. No, I don't

reckon I did nuther; reckons I put um in de litt

red chis. I mos' al'ays does put um in dar. Wa
tell I looks. Law ! now I 'members all 'bout

What a ole black goose I is ! I put dem cloze i

de pawler on de sofy ; oughter looked dar in de fu;

place, kase I mos' al'ays put um on de sofy. Y<
see, I knowed nobody would n't come to see u

'kase it's so cole; 'sides, nobody neber coim
scaccly."

" No wonder they don't," Marley said. " Pa di

graces us all ; makes me pick cotton, and go i

mill. All the neighbors think themselves above us

There aint a girl in the neighborhood that want
me for a sweetheart, an' they aint a boy that want

Sukey. Now, las' Sunday, at church, 'fore th|

meetin' begun, you know, I rolled a May-appl
'cross the floor to Mandy Bradshaw,—the pretties

kind of one. She looked at it a minute, then se

up straight as a crock with her chin in the air, ar

looked like she would n't tech that mandrake-appl
with a forty-foot pole. Then, pretty soon, Willi

Harnston he rolled her one, an' mine was a hea
better, an' she pitched after it like she was goin

break her neck. An' she smelt it, and rolled it i

her hands, an' patted it an' kissed it, an' tied it u

in her handkerchief, an' loafed roun' with it a

sorts of ways, all through meetin'. An' I 'm bettt

lookin' than Bill Harnston the best day he eve

saw. Folks think we aint any first family."
"' I '11 let um know better !

" Silvy said, pantin

and the perspiration starting. " De Thompsons
de bery fustis fam'ly. Neber wus no sich pufficl

lady in dese pauts ez you' gran'ma Thompson, ari

you' maw is a tolerbul puffick lady yit, dough her

been gwyne ter wrack an' ruin eber sence he

married inter dis Coleman fam'ly. I tole Mis
Lizbeth so, but her jis would morry you' paw, an

dat's jis what 's de matter. Laws ! I wus so shann
uv her, 'cause we wus boff young ladies togedder

I aint neber helt my head up ez high sence."
" Well, you hold it tolerbul high yet. You wait

into church like you owned the meetin'-house an

all the congregation and the circuit-rider to boot."
" Law, honey, you oughter seed ole mistiss, you

granmaw Thompson, walk inter church! My
stars !

"

" Well, go 'long. Aunt Silvy. I 've heard enougl

about my grandma," Marley said. " I Ml nevei

get dressed."

" Law, honey, aint I gwyne ? I 's been gwyne tei

go dis eber so long, but yer kep talkin'. 'Taint

manners to go while company 's talkin'. I reckons

yer better go on ter mill peaceable, 'cause it's right

ter do you' duty. But when yer gits back, come

roun' ter Aunt Silvy's cabin ; may be she '11 hab

sumpin good for yer."

"Of course you will; you 've always got some
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hing good," Marley said as he shut the door on

ler retreating figure.

A half-hour later, Marlborough, seated on a sack

f corn, was mounted on black Betts, jogging along

ihe mill road, with a manner apparently docile.

ii!ut ceaselessly his heart was saying, "I wont! 1

,/ont ! I wont do nigger's work !

"

You understand how it was. Marlborough lived

a a section where labor was held to be disreputa-

ble. It was not, then, the fatigue, or any other

physical discomfort that formed the basis of his

* ibjection to the mill-going. There was not the

'. lodily hardship connected with it that pertained to

:. 'possum-hunt, or a 'coon-hunt by moonlight, or to

ift half-day's fishing, or to a dozen things in which

"vlarley found exceeding enjoyment. He was fear-

j:ng what people would think and say. And his

[»ather was not superior to a like feeling. He would

Hiave been glad to have it thought at the neighbor-

ing plantations that his son did not work. There

ilvas a perpetual conflict between this false pride and

lis avarice—his desire to overtake his neighbors in

|i he road to riches. He was a small planter and a

'ulgar man ; nay, worse than vulgar. Think of a

ather sending his son to the cotton-field, and or-

lering him to hide behind his hamper pick-basket,

>r among the thick cotton-stalks, if any neighbor

'Or stranger should chance to pass !

On this occasion, when he was sending Marl-

borough to mill, it was with instructions to avoid

:he big road, and keep to an obscure way where

Inhere would be less risk of encountering members
'of rich planters' families.

1 Marlborough was now traveling this obscure way,

peeping his eye strained ahead and his hearing

strained back, that no one might come upon him

Unawares. It was a lonely road, little traveled,

,vorn by the heavy rains, unrepaired, and impass-

ible to wheels. He felt tolerably secure against

encountering any one. But he was determined

-that at the sight of a human being, he 'd leave the

"•road and take to the woods ; run away, perhaps,

and never come back ; he 'd go away up North,

where people could work without being disgraced.

He had been on the road some twenty minutes

only, when he heard hoofs behind him. Pulling

'his hat quickly over his eyes to guard against being

recognized, he turned his head over his shoulder, and

himself on the bag, and discovered General Brad-

shaw and his daughter Mandy, the young lady who
'had disdained the mandrake-apple rolled across the

church floor to her. Marlborough did not think
1 twice. With both heels he thumped black Betts'

sides, and dashed into the woods.

Burning with the revived memory of the slight

Mandy Bradshaw had put upon him, Marlborough

pressed on and on, heedless of the briars and tan-

gles that pierced and tore him. He got on rapidly,

for it was all familiar ground, making toward the

creek. Bravely old Betts beat through the thick

growth of cane and green-briar, of willow and of

holly gleaming with its scarlet berries. At length

Marlborough descried the broad creek. He plunged

into it, and turned the mule's head down-stream,

for the creek must run toward the river, and by

the river he must escape ; for at this time he had

made up his mind to run away for good. The day

was now so advanced that he knew he could not go

to mill and back; for all this time he had been

yoing away from the mill. He knew, too, if he

should return home without the meal, his father

would cowhide him. Altogether, it was a very

bad affair.

As far as possible Marlborough kept to the

shallow waters, but they nevertheless often rose

about the mule's flanks, obliging the boy to climb

to the corn-sack, and cling with hands and knees,

squirrel-like. Again, the faithful animal became

entangled in submerged brush, and floundered in a

fearful way. On one such occasion, the sack went

to the bottom of the stream.

In time, he came to the trunk of a tree, com-

pletely spanning the creek. After some moments
of consideration, he concluded that this was an

advisable point for loosing his mule, for he had

decided that it would but serve to draw attention to

him. He accordingly rode to the farther bank and

dismounted on a log, leaving the mule in the water.

Then he gave the creature the rein, and stood

watching his last friend turn the back on him. It

needed but a moment for the loosed animal to

make the other shore. Like a deer she climbed

the bank, shook her wet flanks, and then started

for the home which the boy was deserting. Tears

came into Marlborough's eyes. He thought of

little Sukey, and his mother, who had ever tried to

stand between him and his father's hardness ; of

Aunt Silvy, who always had "sumpin good" for

him stored away at her cabin. Now he was alone

in the wide world.

He stooped over the creek for a drink, dipping

the water with his hand. That he might leave no

tracks, he caught a piece of wood which had drifted

against the trunk, fallen across the stream, threw it

out on the bank, and walked to its end. Then he

leaped up, and, clasping an overhanging branch,

swung himself into a tree. This was one of a

thicket. He passed from one tree-top to another,

leaping and swinging like a squirrel. Reaching a

place where the leaves lay thick on the ground,

and where there was no mire to retain his foot-

prints, he slid to the ground, and pursued his way,

following the creek. Now and then he climbed a

tree for some late grapes the foxes had spared.
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or for the scattered persimmons, shriveled with

frost, but very sweet. About noon he came upon

a hazel-patch, where he secured quite a harvest of

nuts. On these he made his dinner, cracking them
between his strong teeth as he walked on and on

through thickets and brambles. The day was warm
and bright, although it was late in the year; but in

the dismal shades of this bottom, the air had a

mean, snaky chill that crept up and down his back,

and made him ask what he could do when night

should come.

The afternoon wore away as he was still following

down her beams through the stripped boughs o, ;.

the wood. Tired as he was, he determined to pu
sue his journey. On he walked, stopping occasion

ally for a rest. There were frequent startling noise

that made his heart beat fast ; but he encounterei

nothing alarming until about midnight, as h

judged the hour by the moon. He was emergin
from a thicket, whose passage had engaged all hi

energies, and was about to sink down for a moment',

rest, when he caught through the trees a sight tha

startled him as the foot-print startled Robinson C
soe. It was the glimmer of a light. A light in those

MARLEY AND OLD BETTS IN THE CREEK.

the stream that was to lead him to the great river

and to freedom. The black night closed around

him, and he was alone in the strange, gloomy for-

est. He was too weary to feel alarm ; the chill air

made him tremble ; he lay down on the damp
ground, his back to a huge cypress-trunk, and his

thought with his warm bed in the attic at home.

In spite of the cold and strangeness, he fell into an

uneasy sleep, which was haunted by boisterous

interviews with his father. He woke shortly with a

cry that sent a night-bird fluttering through the

branches. He was numb and stiff, and very

wretched. The moon had risen, and was sifting

dreary woods! It meant that some human being:

was near. Much as he dreaded the lonely shades,

and the cold, and the strange noises, he dreaded

yet more the sight of man. Alas for him who
must hide from the face of his fellows ! Perhaps

this light meant that he was in the very clutches of

pursuers whom his father had sent out for his capt-

ure ; or it might be that he had come upon the

haunt of a runaway negro. He determined to ascer-

tain, if possible, what his danger was. Cautiously

he advanced in a circuit on the light, keeping it

between him and the creek, that he might have an

open chance for flight, should it become necessary.
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!'? He was not long in attaining a point from which

s eye commanded a view of the light, and of a

nited open space about it. There, clearly defined,

as the figure of a man—a negro man—poking and

ending the fire. Marley saw him laying some-

»ing on the coals, and soon there were borne to

ie hungry boy the savory odors of broiled bacon.

ow his mouth watered ! How he longed to put

,s shivering back to the glowing fire ! How com-

Ttable things did look there ! How he did envy

Hat poor fugitive negro ! How would it do, he

iked mentally, to reveal himself to the black, and

take common cause with him against man and

loodhounds?

But he did not yet feel reduced to extremity.

»th many a lingering look at the cheerful light,

e passed on, and soon it was lost to his vision.

'he moon was his friend during the night, not set-

ng till the dawn ofday. By this time Marlborough

>as foot-sore and faint, almost dead, as he verily

elieved ; but he staggered on till the sun came up

trong and bright. Then he gathered some arm-

jls of the dryest leaves to be found, and made a

ied, which seemed very soft to his weary limbs.

ie might have slept in his comfortable nest all day

nad not the pangs of hunger waked him. Nuts,

>ersimmons, and grapes, these were the only edibles

he stripped woods afforded him, and these were

cant and difficult to find. To-day was hog-killing

ime at home. Thoughts of spare-ribs, and sau-

iages, and pigs' feet, and livers, and kidneys, and

jigs' tails, haunted him. Even the disreputable

:hitterlings in which the poorly-fed negroes in-

dulged appeared to his thought as tempting dain-

:ies ; and the crisp "cracklings,"—he felt as if

ie could eat a big kettleful of them. A dozen

of them would have bought his birthright, or his

anything else. He made a mental inventory of

A.unt Silvy's good things,—hominy, sweet-potato

biscuit, pumpkin bread, corn-dodgers. Back and
forth they all passed through his thought, tan-

talizing the famished stomach till it felt despe-

rate. He kept himself on the keen watch for any

chance food. He saw a squirrel run out from a

hollow trunk. Perhaps that was Bunny's store-

house. He hastened eagerly to investigate. Alas

for your industry and providence, poor squirrel

!

The boy's hungry eyes have discovered your hoarded
wealth.

A 'possum waddled on its short legs up a winter

huckleberry-tree, whose bright little berries sparkled

in the sunshine like points of jet. It ran out on a

low side branch in pursuit of some stray berries

;

but the limb bent beneath its fat proportions, and
it lay quite still, hugging the swaying branch.

Seizing a long stick, Marlborough administered

some sturdy blows which brought the 'possum to

the ground with a heavy thud, where it lay curled

up -with eyes shut, playing dead, as 'possums will.

A few more good strokes, and the poor 'possum's play

became reality. Marlborough slung it across his

shoulder ; he scarcely knew why, for he could

hardly hope for a chance of cooking it. He trudged

on as rapidly as possible. In the afternoon, clouds

began to gather, and the air grew cold and search-

ing. It became very dark; the vision could not

penetrate one inch ahead. For a few moments,
the boy groped his way with outstretched hands.

Encountering a tree, at length, he seated himself

at its base, and fell into an uncomfortable doze.

When he woke, it was to find that the clouds were

broken, and the light of the risen moon was strug-

gling through the rifts. Inspirited by this, he re-

sumed his journey. A few hours more of travel

brought him to a coal-kiln.

The coal-kiln constitutes one of the chief mines

from which the slave derives his pocket-money.

The green wood is cut and laid in ranks, covered

with earth, then fired, and allowed to burn slowly.

This makes charcoal, which is sold to the black-

smiths.

At the kiln, Marlborough warmed his chilled

limbs. Then he determined upon a midnight feast

of barbecued 'possum. With his pocket-knife he

dressed the game, or undressed it, as Aunt Silvy

always insisted the process should be characterized.

Then he dug a hole in the ground, floored it with

coals, and suspended the animal over the glowing

surface. In due time the cooking was accomplished,

and Marlborough ate and ate until he was tired

of 'possum. Yet he tied in his handkerchief the

remnants of his feast, hung it on his arm, and

renewed his journey, it being by this time morning.

He still followed the creek, seeing no one but a

negro man at a distance, busily engaged in fishing.

In about twenty minutes he reached a rail fence

inclosing a cotton-field. As he was deliberating

his farther course, Marley heard footsteps, and, by
the path that followed the fence, he saw a negro

man approaching. There was no chance to escape

observation, so Marlborough put on a bold face,

and advanced to meet the negro, who was evidently

the man he had seen fishing.

"Good-day, mahs'r," said the man, lifting his

cap.

" Howdy, uncle !
" returned Marley. " I believe

I 'm turned round, so I don't know my way to the

road. How far is it to the road ?

"

"Which road you arter, massa? De Turnpike
or de Buzzard-Roos' Road ?

"

" Which is the best ?" asked Marley, feeling his

way.
" Boff roads is tolerbul missible, specially dat

Buzzard-Roos' Road, all cut up wid cotton-wagins

;
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but I reckons, arter all, de Buzzard-Roos' Road is

peffcrbulest. I went de Turnpike de las' time I

tuck a load er cotton, an' it look like sometimes

when a wagin got stuck in one dem mud-holes dat

it gwyne ter take a string uv mules a mile long to

fetch her, an' den dey wouldn't fetch her."

" How long does it take you to make the trip

with a cotton load?" Marley asked.

He was satisfied that he was now at no great

.fer a quarter of a mile ; may be a little fudder,—

'bout a mile an' half, I reckons. Den yer take

crosst de field ; den yer sees a big pussimmons-tree

dat aint got no pussimmons on ter it, dough dar's a

squerl nes' in it. Go a little way to'a'ds dat tree

den keeps on a little fudder, and dar yer fines z

paff; yer don't take dat paff
;
yer keeps on ag'in

tolerbul fer ; den yer turns to de lef, an' dar yei

fines anudder paff. Dat las' paff yer takes, an' yei

distance from

the city, and

he expected

by the answer

to this ques-

tion he would

be able to

judge how dis-

tant he was.

"Well, I reck-

ons it's 'bout fif-

teen miles, an'

I mos' ginirly

totes eight bales

an'
"

Marley inter-

rupted him, not

noticing that his

question was yet

unanswered, since he had obtained the information

he desired.

" Can you tell me how to get to the road ?"

" To be sartain I kin. Yer jis follows dis fence

sticks to it tell yer comes ter a big black-jack tree

;

den yer lebes de paff an' goes a straight line to'a'ds

sunset, an' dar yer fetches de Buzzard-Roos' Road,

an' it's a heap easier ter fine den de Turnpike."
" Can't you go with me a piece ?" Marley asked,

completely bewildered.

" Law, massa, I heap ruther go dan not; but I's

de busiest nigger yer eber did see sence yer wus

bawn. I 's bin hard at work fishin', and now I 's

ot ter go an' kinul up my coal-kill. Mus' get

dat charcoal ter town 'fore Christmus ; den I 's got

ter tote all de mules on dis plantation ter water

:

'sides dat, I got ter git married to-night, an' I got

ter make up a fun'ral discou'se 'fore Sunday. My
las' wife 's been dead gwyne on six weeks, an' hei'

fun'ral aint neber been preach' yet."

" Well, give me the directions again."

When the negro had complied with this request.

Marley's bewilderment was complete.

He, however, after a tedious walk, reached the

Buzzard-Roost Road, as a friendly sign-board an-

nounced. He experienced some quaking as he

came upon the busy ground. Before and behind,
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s far as the eye could reach, were two lines of

1/agons to the right and to the left. One line

(paded with cotton was moving toward the market,

he other wagons were homeward bound with gro-

ceries for the plantations. He was apprehensive

ihat among those hundreds of negro teamsters,

here might be some neighbor's slave to whom his

ace was familiar; and his apprehensions were well

bunded. At the neighborhood church, the plant-

ers' families, including the slaves, were wont to

issemble. As the whites were so greatly in the

ninority. almost every one was known to hundreds

of negroes whom he did not recognize.

Marley was debating the advisableness of taking

the woods again, when the thought flashed

hrough him that Jim himself.—Aunt Silvy's Jim,

—

with wagon and mules, was somewhere on this very

-oad. His father always sent the cotton by the

Buzzard-Roost Road, though five miles farther than

by the Turnpike, to save tollage. Marley kept

llong the road, calculating the probabilities of

meeting his father's team, with a fascinated desire

to get sight of it without being himself seen.

Before long, he became interested in watching

the efforts of a group of negroes to extricate a

stalled wagon from a mud-hole. Mules from other

wagons had been hitched to this unfortunate one

until there were ten. Three negro teamsters, with

long, heavy whips, cracking and lashing, were

haranguing the ten brutes with such a volley of

gees, haws, whoas, get-ups, etc., as would have

bewildered the very clearest head under those long

ears. Three other negroes, with fence-rails as

levers, were prying at the front wheels of the

wagon, which were almost lost in the mire.

" Now, all togedder, boys !
" cried one of these

negroes. " Heave to ! Hurray! Her budged jis

now. Whip up dem mules dar, an' we '11 fotch

her."

The mules strained and plunged, but yet the

wagon stuck.

" You all stop dat dar larrypin dem dar mules,"

bawled an outsider. " Don't yer see he's a-comin',

an' fotchin ole Boss? Jis put dat mule in de lead,

an' he '11 tote you all outen dat dar heap sooner 'n

yer kin say Jack Roberson."

Marley's heart leaped to his mouth. Boss !

That was the name of a Coleman mule ! He had
named it himself, because it would work only in the

lead, and there like a hero.

"Tote 'long dat mule, Jim," called the negro.

Jim ! Marley stood for a moment, too confounded
to think out a course of action. A kind of fascina-

tion kept him there, straining his eyes for a sight

of Jim. There, sure enough, he was, the identical

Jim with " yaller eyes."

A sight of the familiar face acted on Marley like

a shake to a night-walker; it brought back his

senses. He dived behind a neighboring wagon, for

the whole line of teams was waiting on the stalled

vehicle. But he was too late ; he was sure of it

;

he had seen the " yaller eyes" looking straight

into his face.

The negro, remembering that things were un-

pleasant for Marlborough at home, immediately

conjectured that the young master had run away,

as he had often threatened. He gave old Boss up

to his task of totin' the stalled wagon out of the

mire, and went over to where a pair of legs under

the wagon-body betrayed Marley's whereabouts.

The boy heard a footstep beside him, turned,

and with a great heart-throb saw Jim's face close

beside his own. Would Jim tie him up and carry

him back home ? Would he tell everybody that

was Mahs'r Marley, and that he was a runaway?

Or would Jim befriend him and help him forward?

"What yere doin' yere, Mahs'r Marley?" Jim
asked in a low, confidential tone. " Is yer bruck

traces ?

"

"Yes," said Marley; and then he told Jim all

about it.

" Yer looks a heap older dan when I lef' home,"

Jim said. " Come 'long to de wagon an' git

sumpin ter eat."

Marlborough was much comforted in having a

friend with whom to talk over his troubles, and to

advise with.

" I don't see what yer gwyne ter do 'less yer hab

some money," said Jim.
" If I only did have some !

" Marley replied.

Then he looked at Jim steadfastly, as though

taking his measure. It was true— the boy had

grown old. Three days before, he could n't have

spoken this

:

" Say, Jim, suppose you go 'long with me. I '11

sell the mules an' wagon, an' we '11 get on a boat,

an' go 'way off, up North somewhere. Then we '11

both be free. I 'm a slave at home as much as

you are."

" I'll tell yer what, Mahs'r Marie}'. I made up my
min' long time 'go, 'bout runnin' 'way, an' gwyne
up Norf. I aint neber gwyne ter do it, kase for

why, a nigger don't hab no standin' up dar, an' no

'ciety. Dey aint no niggers scacely, an' de white

folks don't soshate wid urn, an' it 's mighty lone-

some. Den, in de nex' place, it 's so cole up dar.

Now dar 's Patrick's Sam, he runn'd 'way an' went

to Canady. Den he come back ter somewhars, an'

got cotched, an' wus fotched back to his master.

Yer jis oughter hear dat nigger talk. He says it's

jis es cole dar fouf July es it is yere Christmas.

Goodness gracious an' gracious goodness ! I don't

wishes ter go ter no sech place. 'Sides dat, he

could n't git nuff ter eat. He did n't hab no
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puffession, 'cept ter raise cotton, an' of course he

could n't make no money, 'cause dar aint no cotton

up dar; de white folks work dar, an' don't lebe

nuffin at all fer de niggers ter do. 'Sides dat, ag'in,

I 's 'gaged ter git married. Lucindy could n't spaw

me. An' I don't want ter lebe mammy, an' Mistiss

nuther, an' Miss Sukey, an' my udder soshates.

'Sides all dat, Mahs'r trus' de mules an' wagin ter

Jim, an' Jim 's gwyne ter tote um back ter him,

show 's yer bawn."

"That's right, Jim," Marley said, cordially;

"but I don't know how I '11 make my way without

money."

Jim ran his hand in his pocket and drew out a

greasy little bag of buckskin, tied with a leather

string.

" I puzzents yer wid dis," he said grandly, and
he poured into Marley 's hand a silver quarter, three

dimes, and two five-cent pieces."

Marley didn't refuse it. He said, " Thanky,

Jim ! You '11 get this back sometime. I 'm goin'

to be a rich man one of these days ; then I '11 buy
you an' set you free."

" I reckons I might take up a susscription fer yer

when I gits home, 'mung our black folks. Dey all

likes yer. Yer could wait roun' till I gits back.

Moster 's gwyne to sen' me straight back wid anud-

der load er cotton. Yer jis wait yere, an' see ef I

don't bring yer sumpin."

They talked this plan over for some time, and
Marley finally agreed to wait, if he found no good
chances offered for getting away to the North. Jim
was to caution the black people to secrecy. Marley
knew he could depend upon them in any plan

against Mr. Coleman. The cotton-shed of James
Savage, Mr. Coleman's commission merchant, was
decided upon as the place of meeting. Then the

two separated, Jim to return home, Marley to go
forward to the city.

I do not intend to tell how he passed the time
after reaching Memphis, waiting for Jim's re-appear-

ance; how he had to economize, that his purse

might not get emptied; how every effort to get

work on the up-river boats failed.

After five or six days, he might have been seen

hanging about James Savage's commission house,

or shed. This was crowded with cotton bales,

piled to the very roof. On some of these he read,

with a strange sensation, his father's name.
Almost his last penny was spent when, one after-

noon, about three o'clock, he saw far up the street

a team that had a familiar look. As it drew nearer,

his hopes were realized ; it was his father's, and
there was Jim. Marley's spirits went up like a

balloon ; he hastened to meet his ally.

" I 's got sumpin fer yer," were Jim's first words.

"Mammy sent yer heap er things;" and bundle

after bundle was delivered into Marlborough's eager

hands. He climbed on to a home cotton bale, and

opened them.

They contained, in the main, articles of his cloth-

ing. One bundle, however, showed a collection of

edibles—beaten biscuit, a huge yam potato, and

a half yard of sausage. While asking questions

about home, he made a substantial meal, and then

he crowded between the bales, and changed his

clothes, when he felt more respectable, especially

as he put into his pocket the money which Jim had

raised for him among the black people.

" They all feels mighty bad 'bout yer," Jim said,

"speshly Mistiss an' Miss Sukey, an' Mammy.
Mammy says it 's gwyne ter kill you' maw. Hei

looks mighty downhearted, an' you' paw does too.

Never seed Mahs'r look so put out sence I wus

bawn ; an' Miss Sukey, her cries all ze time 'bout

yer. But I muss go 'long now; got ter git eight

miles to'a'ds home ter night. Reckon Mistiss '11 bi

more sati'fied when I tells her I seed yer."

"Yes, I reckon so. Tell mother, howdy, an;

Sukey too. An' tell Aunt Silvy, howdy, an' all the

black folks ; an' father, if you 've got a notion to.

I don't reckon I '11 ever see any of them any

more."

Marley was crying.

" Law, Mahs'r Mawley ! ef I wus yer, I 'd stop di^

foolin', an' go back home fas' ez ole Boss could toti

me. I wouldn't go up Norf no more 'n nuffin

You' maw's cryin' arter yer, an' Miss Sukey, an

Mahs'r '11 be better ter yer, show's yer bawn."

What do you guess ? Did Marley go back?
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Foam of the sea ! Foam of the sea !

Stay !—we are weary of calling to thee

;

Weary of hearing the ceaseless beat
Of thy silver-sandaled, unresting feet,

Hither and thither, and o'er and o'er,

Along the level of white sea-floor,

For evermore !

Thy gauzy garments have swept so near

Our outstretched hand, but to disappear

And slide away
In a silver spray.

While laughter ripples along the shore,

And the 'broidered silver is changed to gray

Sea-foam, rest !

Safe in this circling arm of rock.

Away from the breakers' shout and shock,

Rest, O rest !

And tell us the story unconfessed

Through all the ages to mortal ear,

Locked from poet, and safe from seer

In the ocean's breast.

Tell us thy charmed history
;

Unravel the silver thread

Of the glittering tissue of mystery
Veiling forever thy head.

Why art thou wooing forever

The golden smiles of the sun,

—

Wooing and winning, yet never

Staying thyself to be won ?

Low is the light in the west,

—

Sea-foam, rest !
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A PARABLE.

By H. H.

Once there was born a man with a great genius

for painting and sculpture. It was not in this world

that he was born, but in a world very much like

this in some respects, and very different in others.

The world in which this great genius was born was

governed by a beneficent and wise ruler, who had

such wisdom and such power that he decided be-

fore each being was born for what purpose he

would be best fitted in life ; he then put him in the

place best suited to the work he was to do ; and he

gave into his hands a set of instruments to do the

work with.

There was one peculiarity about these instru-

ments ; they could never be replaced. On this

point this great and wise ruler was inexorable. He
said to every being who was born into his realm

:

" Here is your set of instruments to work with.

If you take good care of them, they will last a life-

time. If you let them get rusty or broken, you

can perhaps have them brightened up a little or

mended, but they will never be as good as new,

and you can never have another set. Now you see

how important it is that you keep them always in

good order."

This man of whom I speak had a complete set

of all the tools necessary for a sculptor's work, and

also a complete set of painter's brushes and colors.

He was a wonderful man, for he could make very

beautiful statues, and he could also paint very

beautiful pictures. He became famous while he

was very young, and everybody wanted something

that he had carved or painted.

Now, I do not know whether it was that he did

not believe what the good ruler told him about his

set of instruments, or whether he did not care to

keep on working any longer, but this is what hap-

pened. He grew very careless about his brushes,

and let his tools lie out overnight when it .was

damp. He left some of his brushes full of paint

for weeks, and the paint dried in, so that when at

last he tried to wash it out, out came the bristles

by dozens, and the brushes were entirely ruined.

The dampness of the night air rusted the edges of

some of his very finest tools, and the things which

he had to use to clean off the rust were so powerful

that they ate into the fine metal of the tools, and

left the edges so uneven that they would no longer

make fine strokes.

However, he kept on painting, and making
statues, and doing the best he could with the few

and imperfect tools he had left. But people began

to say, ' What is the matter with this man's pict

ures? and what is the matter with his statues

He does not do half as good work as he used to."

Then he was very angry, and said the people

were only envious and malicious ; that he was the

same he always had been, and his pictures and
statues were as good as ever. But he could not

make anybody else think so. They all knew
better.

One day the ruler sent for him and said to him

:

" Now you have reached the prime of your life.

It is time that you should do some really great

work. I want a grand statue made for the gate

way of one of my cities. Here is the design ; take

it home and study it, and see if you can undertake

to execute it."

As soon as the poor sculptor studied the design,

his heart sank within him. There were severa'

parts of it which required the finest workmanship
of one of his most delicate instruments. That in-

strument was entirely ruined by rust. The edgtj

was all eaten away into notches. In vain he tried

all possible devices to bring it again to a fine sharp

edge. Nothing could be done with it. The most

experienced workmen shook their heads as soon as

they saw it, and said :

"No, no. sir: it is too late. If you had brought

it to us at first, we might possibly have made it

sharp enough for you to use a little while with great

care ; but it is past help now."

Then he ran frantically around the country, try-

ing to borrow a similar instrument from some one.

But one of the most remarkable peculiarities about

these sets of instruments given by the ruler of thi;

world I am speaking of, was that they were of nc

use at all in the hands of anybody except the one

to whom the ruler had given them. Several of

the sculptor's friends were so sorry for him that

they offered him their instruments in place of hi?

own ; but he tried in vain to use them. They were

not fitted to his hand ; he could not make the kind

of stroke he wanted to make with them. So

went sadly back to the ruler, and said

:

"Oh, Sire, I am most unhappy. I cannot ex

ecute this beautiful design for your statue."

"But why cannot you execute it?" said tin

ruler.

"Alas, Sire!" replied the unfortunate man,

"by some sad accident one of my finest tools was

so rusted that it cannot be restored. Without that

tool, it is impossible to make this statue."

So hi
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Then the ruler looked very severely at him, and

aid :

" Oh, sculptor, accidents very seldom happen to

he wise and careful. But you are also a painter, I

jelieve. Perhaps you can paint the picture I wish

have painted immediately, for my new palace.

Sere is the drawing of it. Go home and study

his. This also will be an opportunity worthy of

rour genius."

The poor fellow was not much comforted by this,

"or he remembered that he had not even looked at

J

iis, brushes for a long time. However, he took

.he sketch, thanked the ruler, and withdrew.

It proved to be the same with the sketch for the

;,

jicture as it had been with the design for the

i itatue. lb required the finest workmanship in

|oarts of it ; and the brushes which were needed for

| :his had been long ago destroyed. Only their

landles remained. How did the painter regret his

''"oily as he picked up the old defaced handles from
:

:he floor, and looked at them hopelessly !

Again he went to the ruler, and with still greater

embarrassment than before, acknowledged that he

was unable to paint the picture because he had not

the proper brushes. .

This time, the ruler looked at him with terrible

severity, and spoke in a voice of the sternest dis-

pleasure

:

1 "What, then, do you expect to do, sir, for the

'rest of your life, if your instruments are in such a

"condition ?
"

"Alas! Sire, I do not know," replied the poor

man, covered with confusion.

^ "You deserve to starve," said the ruler; and

ordered the servants to show him out of the palace.

After this, matters went from bad to worse with

the painter. Every few days some one of his

instruments broke under his hand. They had been

so poorly taken care of, that they did not last half

as long as they were meant to. His work grew

poorer and poorer, until he fell so low that he was

forced to eke out a miserable living by painting the

walls of the commonest houses, and making the

'coarsest kind of water-jars out of clay. Finally his

'last instrument failed him. He had nothing left

to work with ; and as he had for many years clone

'only very coarse and cheap work, and had not been

able to lay up any money, he was driven to beg his

food from door to door, and finally died of hunger.
' This is the end of the parable. Next comes the

moral. Now please don't skip all the rest because

it is called moral. It will not be very long. I wish

1 had called my story a conundrum instead of a

parable, and then the moral would have been the

answer. How that would have puzzled you all.—

a

conundrum so many pages long ! And I wonder
how many of you would have guessed the true

answer. How many of you would have thought

enough about your own bodies to have seen that

they were only sets of instruments given to you to

work with ? The parable is a truer one than you

think at first ; but the longer you think the more
you will see how true it is. Are we not each of us

born into the world provided with one body, and

only one, which must last us as long as we live in

this world ? Is it not by means of this body that

we all learn and accomplish everything? Is it not

a most wonderful and beautiful set of instruments?

Can we ever replace any one of them ? Can we

ever have any one of them made as good as new,

after it has once been seriously out of order? In

one respect the parable is not a true one ; for the

parable tells the story of a man whose set of instru-

ments was adapted to only two uses,—to sculpture

and to painting. But it would not be easy to count

up all the things which human beings can do by

help of the wonderful bodies in which they live.

Think for a moment of all the things you do in any

one day; all the breathing, eating, drinking, and

running ; of all the thinking, speaking, feeling,

learning you do in any one day. Now, if any one of

the instruments is seriously out of order you cannot

do one of these things so well as you know how to

do it. When any one of the instruments is very

seriously out of order, there is always pain. If the

pain is severe, you can't think of anything else

while it lasts. All your other instruments are of

no use to you, just because of the pain in that one

which is out of order. If the pain and the disor-

dered condition last a great while, the instrument

is so injured that it is never again so strong as it

was in the beginning. All the doctors in the world

cannot make it so. Then you begin to be what

people call an invalid ; that is, a person who does

not have the full use of any one part of his body

;

who is never exactly comfortable himself, and who
is likely to make everybody about him more or less

uncomfortable.

I do not know anything in this world half so

strange as the way in which people neglect their

bodies ; that is, their set of instruments, their one

set of instruments, which they can never replace,

and can do very little toward mending. When it

is too late, when the instruments are hopelessly out

of order, then they do not neglect them any longer;

then they run about frantically as the poor sculptor

did, trying to find some one to help him; and this

is one of the saddest sights in the world, a man or

a woman running from one climate to another cli-

mate, and from one doctor to another doctor, trying

to cure or to patch up a body that is out of order.

Now perhaps you will say, this is a dismal and
unnecessary sermon to preach to young people

;

they have their fathers and mothers to take care of
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them ; they don't lake care of themselves. Very
true ; but fathers and mothers cannot be always

with their children ; fathers and mothers cannot

always make their children remember and obey

their directions; more than all, it is very hard to

make children realize that it is of any great impor-

tance that they should keep all the laws of health.

I know when I was a little girl, when people said to

me, "You must not do thus and thus, for if you

do, you will take cold," 1 used to think, ''Who
cares for a little cold, supposing I do catch one?"
And wdien I was shut up in the house for several

days with a bad sore throat, and suffered horrible

pain. I never reproached myself. I thought that

sore throats must come now and then, whether or

no, and that I must take my turn. But now I have

learned that if no law of health were ever broken,

we need never.have a day's illness, might grow old

in entire freedom from suffering, and gradually fall

asleep at last, instead of dying terrible deaths from

disease ; and I am all the while wishing that I had
known it when I was young. If I had known it,

I '11 tell you what I should have done. I would

have just tried the experiment at any rate, of never

doing a single thing which could by any possibility

get any one of the instruments of my body out of

order. I wish I could see some boy or girl try it

yet ; never to sit up late at night ; never to have a

close, bad air in the room ; never to sit with wet

feet ; never to wet them, if it were possible to help

it; never to go out in cold weather without being

properly wrapped up ; never to go out of a hot

room into a cold out-door air without throwing some
extra wrap on ; never to eat or drink an unwhole-

some thing ; never to touch tea, or coffee, or candy,

or pie-crust ; never to let a day pass without at least

two good hours of exercise in the open air; never

to read a word by twilight, nor in the cars ; rfever

to let the sun be shut out of rooms. This is a pretty

long list of " nevers," but "never" is the only word

that conquers. ''Once in a while" is the very

watch-word of temptation and defeat. I do believe

that the " once-in-a-while " things have ruined

more bodies, and more souls too, than all the other

things put together. Moreover, the "never" way

is easy, and the "once-in-a-while" way is hard

After you have once made up your mind " never"

to do a certain thing, that is the end of it, if you
are a sensible person. But if you only say, "This
is a bad habit," or "This is a dangerous indulgence;

I will be a little on my guard and not do it too

often," you have put yourself in the most uncom-
fortable of all positions ; the temptation will knock
at your door twenty times a day, and you will have

to be fighting the same old battle oyer and over

again as long as you live. This is especially true

in regard to the matter of which I have been speak-

ing to you, the care of the body. When you have

once laid down to yourself the laws you mean to

keep, the things you will always do, and the things

you will "never'" do, then your life arranges itself

in a system at once, and you are not interrupted

and hindered as the undecided people are, by won
dering what is best, or safe, or wholesome, or too

unwholesome at different times.

Don't think it would be a sort of slavery to give

up so much for sake of keeping your body in order.

It is the only real freedom, though at first it doe;

not look so much like freedom as the other way.

It is the sort of freedom of which some poet sang

once. I never knew who he was. I heard the line:

only once, and have forgotten all except the last

three, but I think of those every day. He was

speaking of the true freedom which there is ir

keeping the laws of nature, and he said it was likeS

the freedom of the true poet, who

" Always sings

In strictest bonds of rhyme and rule,

And finds in them not bonds, but wings."

I think the difference between a person whe

has kept all the laws of health, and thereby ha

a good strong sound body that can carry hin

wherever he wants to go, and do whatever hi

wants to do, and a person who has let his bod;

get all out of order, so that he has to lie in bed halt

his time and suffer, is quite as great a differenc

as there is between a creature with wings and

creature without wings. Don't you ?

And this is the end of the moral.
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FAR AWAY.

One night, in the bright, warm summer,
Mother went—oh so far away !

So very far ! Yet quite near her,

In my pretty bed I lay.

She did not hear when 1 called her-

She was gone so very far !

I lay and wished I was only

The moonlight, or a star

;

She stood and looked from the window,

In the moonlight cool and clear
;

I called her as she stood there,

But mother did not hear.

Then she might soon have known it

—

How lonely I was for her.

But I waited, and waited, and waited,

And mother did not stir.

At last she turned, and, smiling,

Said, "You awake, little Jack?"
But I only could sob and kiss her

—

So glad that mother was back !
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CARLO AND THE MILK-PAN.

'can it be possible that that pan contains milk?" ' IT does ! IT DOES !

&#sil

'my! this is just glorious!".

BORROWING A GRANDMOTHER.

By Helen Angell Goodwin.

"We sha' n't have much of a Fanksdivin 'is

year," said Sophie to her doll. " You know, Hitty,

how we all went to dranma's last year, and now

she 's dead and buried up in 'e dround, and we

sha' n't see her any more, ever and ever, amen !

"

Hitty looked up into the little mother's face, with

eyes open very wide, but she did not answer a

word. Perhaps she was too sorry to talk, and per-

haps she was n't a talking doll ; at any rate, she

kept still.

" Last year." resumed Sophie. " we wode 'way

out into 'e country, froo big woods wivout any

leaves 'cept pine-leaves, and along by a deep wiver,

and 'en we came to dranma's house, and Uncle

Ned came out to 'e date and carried me in on his

s'oulder, and dranma took off my fings and davt

me some brown bread and cheese 'at she made al

herself; but I did n't see her, 'cause folks make

cheese in 'e summer, and 'at was Fanksdivin time.

I went out to see Uncle Ned milk 'e cow, and hac

some dood warm milk to drink, and mamma pul

on my nightie and put me to bed in such a funm

bed, not a bit like ours at home 'at you can rol"

over and over in and not muss 'em up a bit ; but ii

was a feaver bed.—live geese feavers, dranma said. 1

—and I fought 'ey would cover me all up, I sank

down in so. In 'e morning, Uncle Ned built a fire

in 'e dreat bid oven ; and when it dot all burnec'

down to coals, dranma poked 'em wiv a dreat lonj:

shovel, so heavy I could n't lift it ; and by and bv
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she shoveled and scraped 'em all out into 'e fire-

ii place ; and 'en she put in 'e chicken- pie to bake,

j
and a big turkey wiv stuffing, and a pudding wiv

lots o' waisins in it, and shut 'e door. 'En every-

body 'cept mamma and me went off to church, and

after 'at we had dinner.

" You 'd ought to been 'ere, Hitty, to see it ; but

you was n't made den, so course you could n't.

There was all 'at was in 'e oven, and bread and

cheese, and cake and cranberry-sauce, and apple-

pie and mince-pie, and punkin-pie and custard

—

no, 'ere was n't any custard, for 'e cat dot at it, and

lin 'e evening we had walnuts "

Just here, little " Lady Talkative,'' as papa often

called her, was interrupted by the voice of her

mother from the kitchen, where she and Aunt Ruth
staid most of the time lately, getting ready for

Sophie's uncles and aunts and cousins, who were

invited for Thanksgiving.

In spite of the motherly feelings supposed to be

strong in the breasts of little girls, poor Hitty

landed, head first, in the plaything box, as Sophie

sprang up to answer her mother's summons.
" Sophie, I want you to go over to Mrs. Green's

and borrow a nutmeg for me. Go quickly as you

can. I don't believe in borrowing," she added to

Aunt Ruth, " but two of mine proved poor ones,

and the cake cannot wait."

By this time, Sophie's sack was on and her bon-

net tied. She was an active little creature, very

bright for a child of her age, and it was her delight

to be of use in domestic affairs.

" Now, what is your errand, Sophie ?
"

"Please, Mrs. Dreen," began the child, in ac-

cordance with previous instructions, " my mamma
would be much 'bliged if you will lend her a nut-

meg."
" That will do. Now run."

The little feet trotted as fast as they could across

the two yards and in at the side gate of Mrs.

Green's ; but the busy brain went so much faster

than the flying feet, that the child blundered in her

errand.

" Please, Mrs. Dreen, my mamma wants to

bo'ow a dranma for Fanksdivin."

Mrs. Green's eyes opened so wide, Sophie thought

she looked like Hitty, and wondered if they were

'"lations."

" What did your mother send for ?

"

"A dran— No, 'at 's what I want mine own
self Oh dear ! I fordot what she does want, and

she 's in an awful hurry."
" What is she doing ?

"

" Making cake, and it can't wait, she said so. I

know what it is, but I can't fink."

" Was it fresh eggs ?
"

" No, ma'am."

" Some kind of spice ?
"

" No, ma'am."
" What is it like?"
" Like a walnut, and you drate it wiv a drater.

"

" Oh, a nutmeg !

"

" A nutmeg—'at 's it ezactly. Funny I could n't

wemember"—and the blue eyes brightened behind

the gathering tears like the sunlit sky through a

rift in a rain-cloud.

Three minutes later, Sophie picked up her long-

suffering doll, and entertained her with an account

of the affair sufficiently minute to satisfy a New
York reporter, ending by asking Hitty's opinion.

"Oh, Hitty, wasn't it funny to tell Mrs. Dreen
mamma wanted to bo'ow a dranma ? I dest wish

I could, don't you ? I want one, more 'n anyfing.

Don't you s'pose I could ? I '11 ask Uncle Ned.

He knows 'most everyfing."

Uncle Ned was in his room writing when he

heard little hurrying footsteps on the stair, followed

by three little raps at the door. He pushed back

the inkstand, stuck his pen up over his ear, and
called out

:

" Come in, Pussy. Push hard ; the door is not

fastened.

"

" I 'm sorry to 'sturb you. Uncle Ned," began

the small lady, while she climbed up into his lap

and threw Hitty on the table, "but you must
escuse me, 'cause I dot a very 'portant twestion."

" Let us have it, little one."
" Can anybody bo'ow a dranma ?

"

" Borrow a grandma ! That's a new idea !

"

"You shouldn't ought to laugh at me, Uncle

Ned, for I want one

weal bad for Fanks-

divin."

The tears came into

Uncle Ned's eyes, for

he was the youngest

son of the grandmother

Sophie mourned, and
the pain of loss had not

had time to soften. He
held her quite still for

a little, and then said,

softly

:

"A- sad Thanksgiv-

ing we shall have this

year, my pet, and the

only way to make it a

little less sorrowful will

be to try and make
others happy. That

was always grandma's, way. I rather like your idea

after all. Your own dear grandmother is beyond
the tokens of love and gratitude we fain would

set before her, and why should we not make

IT S DICULOUS TO SEE EM
TOGETHER " (SEE NEXT PAGE).
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some other child's grandmother happy to-morrow ?

Whose shall it be?"
' Let me see. Fanny Turner 's one. Her dran-

ma lives in a splendid drate house, and she 's dot

lots o' money and servants and everyfing she wants.

I dess we don't want her. Mrs. Allen—'at 's two ;

but she 's dot lots o' dranchildren wivout us. Oh
my ! you could n't count 'em. If 'ey should all

come at once, 'ey 'd fill her little teenty tawnty

house wunning over full. Not any woom for we
folks, 'nless 't was in 'e door-yard."

Sophie stopped and thought a moment.
" Oh, I know !

" she exclaimed at last, the funny

gravity of the small features chased away by a sud-

den smile which lit up all the dimples. " Mamie
Hall ! she 's dest 'e one. She lives all alone wa-

iter dranma down by 'e bridge. 'Ey 're dweadful

poor, and Mrs. Hall works for 'e rich folks and

leaves Mamie all alone a'most every day ; but she 's

dood, and Mamie 's dood too, and her house is big

enough, only I dess we better carry somefing to

eat. for may be she has n't dot much baked."
" Always looking out for your stomach," laughed

Uncle Ned. '" We will go and ask mamma about it."

On the afternoon of that same day, Mamie Hall

sat by the window, wishing some one would come,

for she was very lonesome. Her grandmother went

early to help a neighbor, and charged her not to

leave the house till her return, as she expected

some persons to pay her some money, and they

might call when no one was in, and the money was

needed at once. She got along very well till her

knitting-work was done and her story-book read

through, and then she sat by the window and
watched the people passing. Hark ! Somebody
surely rapped. Mamie answered the summons,
and was delighted to see her little friend Sophie,

who said she could stay till night, and then Uncle

Ned would come for her again.

" Oh, I 'm so glad !" exclaimed Mamie. " Come
right in and take off your things."

Uncle Ned stepped inside to charge the children

to be careful about the fire—a charge which Mamie
rather resented, being eight years old and accus-

tomed to responsibility.

" I brought my doll," said Sophie, proceeding

to take off her things too.

" That 's right. I '11 get Lady Jane, and we will

have a first-rate time playing keep house. What
is your child's name ?

"

" Sophronia Mehitable Feodosia Caroline," said

Sophie, slowly, and speaking every syllable with

precision.

" What a long name !
" laughed Mamie. " Do

you have to call her all that every time you speak

to her?

"

'• Oh, no ! I call her Hitty for short, and if she 's

cross I call her Hit. Her first name is for me,- anc

'e next for Aunt Mehitable, and Feodosia was m)
dranma's name, and Caroline, my cousin, dave hei

to me."
" I am afraid she wont want to play with a rag!

doli," sighed the small hostess as she drew Lad;i

Jane from the rude cradle where she usually slepti

her little mother being too busy generally to attend

to her.

'Oh, no!" cried Sophie. "I teach Hitty 'ai

when she 's dood she 's no better 'an a wag-doll 'aj

behaves herself, and when she 's naughty she :

^

worser, 'cause she's had better 'vantages."

" But she's all dressed up in silk and jewelry,

and Lady Jane has only a calico slip and a whiti

apron," said Mamie, just to see what her mite of:

visitor would answer.
" 'At don't make 'e leastest diffunce in 'e world.

All Hit's fine fings were dived to her. She is n't

pwoud a bit. If she was I 'd spank her. I s'ould n'l

for anyfing like her to be like Biddy Marty's dol

that lives in the brick grocery—so awful big and

pwoud. It 's 'diculous to see 'em together. Youi
child 's zactly the right size. And, dear me, how
clean she does keep herself ! I dess she don't pla\

in 'e dirt like my Hit."

"Oh, she is older, and has learned better. Bui

what ails your daughter's nose ? The skin seems

to be off."

" 'At 's where she bumped it 'is morning. She

fell wight into my playfing box." And then, in-

stead of telling how she threw her there herself, the

small fibber remarked :
" She is dest bedinning to

do alone, and she dets lots o' bumps."
Hitty took all the implied blame very coolly, for

she neither blushed nor winked.
" What made you think to come and see me,

little Sophie ? I have been wishing you would ever

since the good times we had the day my grandma
worked for your mamma."

'•
I fought of it long ado, and teased and teased,

but mamma would n't let me, till she had intwired;

about you to see if you was dood. I knew it all 'e

time, but she said she must ask some one who had 1

known you longer. She lets me play wiv anybody

'at's dood," added Sophie, with startling frankness,

"no matter if 'ey live in little bits o' houses, and''

have to wear calico dresses to church. But I came
now to bo'ow somefin. You '11 lend it to me, wont

you now ?
"

" Yes, indeed, anything I can lend. But what

can I possibly have that you have not ? " glancing

inquiringly at her small stock of playthings.

Sophie leaned forward with her fat forefingeri

lifted in a ludicrously solemn gesture.

" Mamie, you've dot a dranma, and mine is all

dead and buried up in 'e dround."



:

76.J

" Yes, I have got a grandma, and the best one

1 the world too, but what has she to do with it ?

'ou surely cannot want to borrow her !
" and

lamic laughed at the very thought.

" Yes, I do," persisted Sophie, with the utmost

iravity. " You can't have Fanksdivin wivout a

ranma, more 'n you can Christmas wivout Santa

,'laus. You need n't link I 'm dreedy. I '11 lend

ou all my 'lations to pay.—papa and mamma, and

i.unt Wuth and Uncle Ned, and all 'e cousins 'at

tre coming. And here's a letter," she continued,
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" What is it ? " asked Mamie.
" An invitation for us to spend Thanksgiving

with Sophie and her friends. She feels so badly

about her grandmother, she wants to borrow me!
Will you lend me, Mamie, just for that one day ?

"

" No. indeed," replied Mamie, decidedly. " I

should look well lending all the relative I have in

the world to a girl who has got a houseful of

cousins,'' and she threw her arms about the old

lady.

"She can be yours dest the same, Mamie,"

MAMIE DECLINES TO LEND HER GRANDMOTHER.

tugging at a tiny pocket until she produced a little

three-cornered note directed to Mrs. Hall.

" I don't really know what to make of it," said

(Mamie, " but when grandma reads the note, she

will find out, I guess."

So she crowded the corner of it carefully under
the edge of the clock for safe keeping, and the

playing went on. With riding out and visiting,

caring for Lady Jane's fever and Hitty's wounded
nose, as well as eating apples and doughnuts, the

afternoon flew swiftly by. They were surprised

when Mrs. Hall came in. Mamie instantly gave

her the note, which she read with a smile and a

tremor of lip.

pleaded Sophie. " Do. Mamie, let me call her so

for just one day."
'• Oh, you may call her so always, if that is all

;

but 1 must keep her too. I '11 not lend her at all,

but I '11 give you half of her to keep for your very

own.''

"Oh, will you ? will you ?" cried Sophie, dancing

with delight, never noticing that she held Hitty by
one foot, to the imminent danger of the rest of her

china body.
'• You 'd better keep the whole of me, and give

her, at the same time, the whole," said grandma.
" I shall love you none the less for taking this dear

little Sophie right into my heart of hearts."
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And so it was. The morrow was a very happy

day. Sophie introduced Mamie as her new sister,

and she was heartily welcomed by all the cousins,

big and little. After dinner, the "new grandma,"

as all called her, told them wonderful stories about

the times when she was young, and Sophie would

not part with her till she promised to spend the

Christmas holidays with them.

But before the Christmas holidays the " new

grandma" died. It was sudden. She was sicl

only a week. Sophie's friends cared for her ten-

derly ; and just before the end, her father took the

last care from the dying woman's heart by promis

ing to care for Mamie as if she were his own.

So Mamie and Sophie are adopted sisters now
and though they are grown-up ladies, they nevei

forget how the good God provided for the fatherless

through Sophie's childish whim.

FLOWERS IN WINTER, AND HOW TO MAKE THE
MOST OF THEM.

S. C.

through and kill them as he did their mates. Sc

we pet and cherish the beautiful things, doing ai

we can to make them happy, and they reward U:

in their own pretty way by living twice as long a;

cut flowers in summer ever do.

There are various recipes for keeping bouquet

fresh. Some people stick them in moist sand;

some salt the water in the vases, and others warm
it ; others, again, use a few drops of ammonia. M\
rule is, to cool the flowers thoroughly at night.

When the long day of furnace-heat has made the

roses droop and their stems limp and lifeless, I clip

them a little, and set them to float in a marble

basin full of very cold water. In the morning they

come out made over into crisp beauty, as fresh and

blooming as if just gathered. All flowers, however,

will not stand this water-cure. Heliotrope blackens

and falls to pieces under it ; azaleas drop from their

stems, and mignonette soaks away its fragrance.

For these I use dry, cold air. I wrap them in

cotton wool, and set them on a shelf in the ice-

chest ! I can almost hear you laugh, but really I

am not joking. Flowers thus treated keep per-

fectly for a week with me, and often longer.

Many persons who are lucky enough to have

flowers do not at all know how to arrange them so

as to produce the best effect, while others seem

born with a knack for doing such things in just the

right way. Knack cannot be taught, but there are

a few rules and principles on the subject so simple

that even a child can understand and follow them,

and if you St. NICHOLAS girls will keep them in

mind when you have flowers to arrange, I think

E all can have flowers in

summer; but flowers in

winter are, to most of us,

a rare treat, only to be

indulged in occasionally.

Yet, I think we need them

more then, and enjoy them
more than at any other

time, for our northern win-

ters are so long and cruel

that without flowers we
are in danger of forgetting

that there ever was a sum-

mer. A bouquet never

seems so precious as on

one of those icy days when
the world is so hopelessly

frozen that it seems as if it never could bear another

green thing. We touch the roses and the pinks

with tender fingers and a feeling which we do not

have for garden flowers, prosperous creatures, who
take care of themselves and require none of our

love and pity. These few sweet winter blooms are

the survivors of a great massacre. Even now their

lives arc in danger, for if the window were to be

opened ever so little, winter would slip treacherously



'76- ] FLOWERS IN WINTER. 43

^mss^^T
A TABLK KOUlH'KT.

iyou will find them helpful. Just as flowers are the

imost beautiful decoration which any house can

ihave, so the proper management of them is one of

the gracefullest of arts, and everything which makes
home prettier and more attractive is worth study

and pains, so I will tell you what these rules are in

the hope that you will use and apply them your-

selves.

1st. The color of the vase to be used is of impor-

tance. Gaudy reds and blues should never be chosen,

for they conflict with the delicate hues of the flowers.

Bronze or black vases, dark green, pure white, or

silver, always produce a good effect, and so does a

istraw basket, while clear glass, which shows the

graceful clasping of the stems, is perhaps prettiest

of all.

2d. The shape of the vase is also to be thought

of. For the middle of a dinner-table, a round

bowl is always appropriate, or a tall vase with a

saucer-shaped base. Or, if the center of the table

is otherwise occupied, a large conch shell, or shell-

shaped dish, may be swung from the chandelier

above, and with plenty of vines and feathering

green, made to look very pretty. Delicate flowers,

such as lilies of the valley and sweet-peas, should

be placed by themselves in slender tapering glasses
;

violets should nestle their fragrant purple in some

tiny cup, and pansies be set in groups, with no

gayer flowers to contradict their soft velvet hues

;

and—this is a hint for summer—few things are pret-

tier than balsam-blossoms, or double variegated

hollyhocks, massed on a flat plate, with a fringe of

green to hide the edge. No leaves should be inter-

spersed with these ; the plate will look like a solid

mosaic of splendid color.

3d. Stiffness and crowding are the two things to

be specially avoided in arranging flowers. What
can be uglier than the great tasteless bunches into

which the ordinary florist ties his wares, or what

more extravagant ? A skillful person will untie one

of these, and, adding green leaves, make the same
flowers into half a dozen bouquets, each more effect-

ive than the original. Flowers should be grouped

as they grow, with a cloud of light foliage in and
about them to set off their forms and colors. Don't

forget this.

4th. It is better, as a general rule, not to put

more than one or two sorts of flowers into the same
vase. A great bush with roses, and camelias, and
carnations, and feverfew, and geraniums growing

on it all at once would be a frightful thing to behold
;

just so a monstrous bouquet made up of all these

flowers is meaningless and ugly. Certain flowers,

such as heliotrope, mignonette, and myrtle, mix

well with everything ; but usually it is better to

group flowers with their kind.—roses in one glass,

geraniums in another, and not try to make them,

agree in companies.

5th. When you do mix flowers, be careful not to

put colors which clash side by side. Scarlets and

TASTE AND BEAUTY.

pinks spoil each other ; so do blues and purples,

and yellows and mauves. If your vase or dish is a

very large one, to hold a great number of flowers,



44 THE SUNDAY BABY [November

it is a good plan to divide it into thirds or quarters,

making each division perfectly harmonious within

itself, and then blend the whole with lines of green

and white, and soft neutral tint. Every group of

mixed flowers requires one little touch of yellow to

make it vivid ; but this must be skillfully applied.

It is good practice to experiment with this effect.

For instance, arrange a group of maroon, scarlet,

and white geraniums with green leaves, and add a

single blossom of gold-colored calceolaria, you will

see at once that the whole bouquet seems to flasl

out and become more brilliant.

Lastly. Love your flowers. By some subtle sens,

the dear things always detect their friends, and fo

them they will live longer and bloom more free]'

than they ever will for a stranger. And I can tel

you. girls, the sympathy of a flower is worth win

ning, as you will find out when you grow older

and realize that there are such things as dull day:

which need cheering and comforting.

THE SUNDAY BABY.

By Alice Williams.

You wonderful little Sunday child !

Half of your fortune scarce you know,

Although you have blinked and winked and

smiled

Full seven and twenty days below.

"The bairn that is born on a Sabbath day"

—

So say the old wives over their glass

—

" Is bonny and healthy, and wise and gay !"

What do you think of that, my lass ?

For " Sunday's child" may go where it please.

Sunday's child shall be free from harm !

Right down through the mountain side it see

The mines unopened where jewels swarm !

O fortunate baby ! Sunday lass !

The veins of gold through the rocks you '1

see

;

And when o'er the shining sands you pass,

You can tell where the hidden springs may be

Health and wisdom, and beauty and mirth !

And (as if that were not enough for a dower)

Because of the holy day of your birth,

Abroad you may walk in the gloaming's hour

When we poor bodies, with backward look,

Shiver and quiver and quake with fear

Of fiend and fairy, and kelpie and spook.

Never a thought need you take, my dear

—

And never a fiend or an airy sprite,

May thwart or hinder you all your days.

Whenever it chances, in mirk midnight,

The lids of your marvelous eyes you raise.

You may see, while your heart is pure and true

The angels that visit this lower sphere,

Drop down the firmament, two and two,

Their errands of mercy to work down her

This is the dower of a Sunday child

;

What do you think of it, little brown head,

Winking and blinking your eyes so mild,

Down in the depths of your snowy bed ?
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PARTNERS.

By Emily Huntington Miller.

Tip was the older of the two. I can't really say

W old he was, and what is more, Tip himself

d n't know. He wore a man's coat and a pair of

ry small trousers, but neither fitted him. His

it was an old felt affair that he had picked up in

back alley, and his head seemed very much as if

might have been picked up with it.

Top was the other partner. It was Top who
ought the melon, because he had sold all his

ipers but one, and had an uncommon handful of

lange. The melon was cheap too, and only a

ifle spoiled, so the partners sat down on a stone

id ate it. Then Tip wiped his mouth on his

jat-sleeve and looked at Top, who had spread

is last paper over his knees, and was slowly spell-

lg out the news.

" There 's a row somewheres, but I can't make
lit which side is lickin' ; it 's the Turkeys or the

ther fellers. What be the Turkeys, Tip?"
" Base-ball fellers, I reckon ; them kind is great

t a scrimmage."

"And a freshet carried off a railroad-bridge.

'amado in Dubbs County ; blowed all the oats

own. Does oats grow on trees, Tip, or bushes?"

"Bushes, and kind o' limber."

" ' Tarrible catastrophe.' What would a catas-

rophe be, Tip ?
"

" It's a kind o' jumpin' animal. Don't ye mind
he one we seen to the circus ?

"

Top folded up his paper with a sigh.

The circus was the beginning of the partnership,

vhen the two boys, curled up together in a crockery-

:rate, had been awakened in the dusk of a May
norning by the long train of circus-wagons rum-

iling away into the country Half asleep, they fol-

owed on, keeping pace with the great brown hulk

hat strode with swaying trunk after the wagons,

ind glancing half fearfully at the awkward camels

.hat bared their great teeth viciously, as if they

.vould not at all mind making a mouthful of the

:wo little vagabonds. Once a driver noticed them,

ind cracked his long whip at them ; but they only

fell back a few steps.

" I say, Tip, le's go on till it stops," whispered

Top ; and with a nod the bargain was concluded.

It was ten o'clock before the circus stopped, and
the boys, footsore and hungry, hung around the

wagons, getting plentiful kicks and abuse, which
was no more than they were accustomed to at

home, but rewarded by a glimpse of the animals

as thev were fed, and making a rare breakfast on a

loaf of bread that a girl in a dirty spangled dress

snatched from one of the wagons and tossed to

them.

Top had risen in the world since then. He had
left rag-picking and gone into the newspaper busi-

ness, and even picked up a little learning at the

night class in the newsboys' home. But he was
loyal to his partner, and often shared his good
fortune with him. He had a plan now for them
both.

" I say, Tip. le's you and me go to farmin'."

Tip looked at Top. took off his hat, turned it

over as if looking for an idea in it, and then put it

on again, and said nothing.

" There 's a chap comes down to the home told

us fellers if you go out West a bit, the Guvment
would let ye have a farm free, jest fer livin' on 't.

Best kind o' ground, too. We could raise things

to sell, besides havin' all the melons and stuff you

could swaller every day."
" Cm' on," said Tip, his mouth watering at the

thought. " Is it fur, out West, do ye reckon ?
"

" A good bit ; but I Ye got some money, and we
can walk it easy. Git yer other shirt, an' we '11

start to-morrer mornin'."

That night Top drew all his money from the

deposit at the newsboys' home—three dollars and
sixty-five cents. The first thing he did was to buy
two clay pipes and a paper of tobacco. Then he

laid in a store of provisions, in the shape of a sheet

of stale buns, a triangle of cheese, and a dozen

herrings. Tip was on hand promptly, with his

other shirt in a wad under his arm. and the two

partners started " out West."
" May as well ride ten cents' worth," said Top,

paying fare for the two on an omnibus that ran to

the city limits.

Afterward, they walked on toward the open
prairie, breakfasting as they went, and adding to

their stores a turnip and a couple of tomatoes that

had jolted from some laden market-wagon. Miles

and miles of market-gardens, where women and
children were hoeing and weeding and gathering

vegetables. They stopped at one house and asked

for water, and a woman in a brown stuff petticoat

and white short gown offered them some milk in a

big yellow bowl, and a piece of black bread. A
boy was washing long yellow carrots by the pump.
Tip bit one, and liked it. Tip was always hungry.

Then they went on, and by and by they came to

the end of the gardens. There were great stubbly
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fields and a stack of yellow straw. They sat down
by this stack to rest, and then Top thought of the

pipes. The men whom he knew always smoked
when they rested at noon, and so he and Tip tried

it. They had tried it before with ends of cigars

that they picked up, and once Top had bought a

new cigar, a fifteen-center, and smoked it all, though

it made him fearfully sick. The pipes did not seem

to agree with them. Tip felt particularly uncom-
fortable, and wished he had not eaten that carrot.

They did not make any remarks about it, but pres-

ently they put away the pipes and went to sleep in

the sun. When they waked it was sunset and
growing chilly.

" No use to go any furder to-night," said Top
;

and they burrowed into the straw and were as snug

as two field-mice.

In the morning there were only a herring and two

very dry buns for breakfast ; but the partners had
seen much smaller rations than that in their day.

They asked for water again when they came to a

house, but the old lady who opened the door must
have been deaf. She only shook her head and
shoo-ed them away as if they had been two stray-

chickens. Next time they had better luck. A fat

little woman with rosy red cheeks gave them a big

basket to fill with chips, and when it was full she

brought them each a thick slice of bread and butter

and a great puffy brown doughnut. Afterward,

they drank at the well out of a sweet-tasting dipper

made of a cocoa-nut shell, and the woman looked

up from the bread she was kneading to nod and
smile as they went out of the gate. Next came a

long strip of woods, without any houses, and be-

yond that, open prairie again.

" I think this is about fur 'nough." said Top,

sitting down on a log. " I should kind o' like to

have our farm nigh to the woman that give us the

doughnuts. She 's a good one, she is."

"Well," said Tip, "seems to be lots of land,

and mighty scarce of houses. Le's take it half an'

half, woods and penary."

Now that the farm was located, the next thing to

be done was to build a house. Never did Western

emigrants find things more convenient, for near

the roadside lay a pile of rails that had once been

a fence about a hay-stack. These they dragged

into the woods, and proceeded to build a hut against

the trunk of a great tree. The result was not ex-

actly a palace, but at least it was clean and airy,

and they had slept in much worse quarters. They
made a bed of green boughs and spread Tip's other

shirt over it. Everything went well until Tip un-

dertook to climb a tree after some wild grapes. A
country boy would have known better than to trust

the old dead limb from which they dangled ; but

Tip never suspected that a tree could wear out,

until he found himself crashing headlong through
the branches to the ground. He lay there so quiet

that poor Top might as well have had no partner

at all. Top was frightened, but he did n't give it

up. He shook Tip and slapped him on the back
he even lighted a pipe and blew tobacco smoke in

his face, all of which remedies he had seen used
with success, though not upon people who hat

fallen out of trees. After a while, Tip began to

breathe again in a jerky fashion, and then he got

strength enough to groan dismally.

" Is it yer head ?" asked Top, anxiously. " Are
ye all right in yer bones ?

"

" It 's me la'igs. and me spines is all smashed to

flinders," moaned Tip.

Top managed to drag his unlucky partner into

the hut ; but the bed was anything but luxurious,

and Tip was no hero to suffer in silence.

" Is it as bad as a whalin' ?" asked Top, meaning
to be sympathizing.

" Wuss," groaned Tip; but, after all, the sug-

gestion had some comfort in it.

" Tip," said his partner, presently, "be ye sorry,

ye come out West ?
"

"No, not if I die," moaned Tip. "I seen a

feller die oncet, fallin' down a elevator."

Tip tried to get up, but fell back with fresh howls.

"Don't you give up the farm, Top; and you

can have all my clothes and my other shirt."

Top would have cried if he had known how,

but just then a man coming down the wood-road

stopped a moment to look and listen, and then

strode up to the queer little hut, saying

:

" What in cre-a-tion
"

" He's hurt," said Top, briefly nodding his head

at his partner.

"Hurt! I should think so! Who are your

and what are you doing here ?
"

" We 're pardners, and we 've took up this farm,"

began Top ; but the man looked at the pair of

beggars and laughed in a fashion that threatened

to bring the rails down over his head.

" Well, well," he said at last, wiping his eyes on

his shirt sleeve, " if that aint the biggest joke."

Then he sobered down a little, and felt of Tip's

bones—and, in fact, Tip was not much else but

bones.
" No more meat 'n a ladder ! Well, well, well !

"

And he picked up poor Tip and marched away

with him, while Top followed meekly. It seemed

to him the man had oil seven-league boots, he got

over the ground so fast, while he could only limp

after, for Top was getting sore and stiff from tramp-

ing. By and by, they turned into a green lane

and came to the back-door of a house. The man
laid Tip on a bench, and a shaggy dog came and

sniffed at him.
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" Molly Anderson !
" called the man, and some-

*idy came trotting briskly to the door, saying,

iWell, John !
" long before she came in sight.

It was the woman who had given them the dough-
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tuts. Tip cried when he saw her, though he did n't

enow why, for he felt wonderfully glad.

Things were mixed up after that for a good many
iays, and Tip had queer fancies of going or. and
>n, trying to find the best kind of a farm to settle

down upon, until at last he waked up to find

himself on a clean bed in a great breezy garret,

with the pleasant little woman darning stockings

beside him. The man was there too, and he said,

in a cheerful voice : "They're made of cast-steel

and whip-cords, them
youngsters. He '11 be

right as a top in a day

or two."

" The other one is

Top," Tip tried to say,

but his voice was so

queer he did not know
it, and wondered who
had spoken.

In the end, the part-

ners concluded to give

up the farm ; but the

man who had be-

friended them gave

them both work for a

few weeks, and when
one day they rode back

to the city in a great

loaded market-wagon,

they felt far grander

than the Lord Mayor
for whom the bells

rang " Turn again,

Whittington !

"

It was grander yet

riding back again at

night, with the new
delight of returning

to a home and a wel-

come.
" Tip," said Top, as

they crept into bed, " I

aint never goin' back

to the city. When
they wont keep us

no more, and nobody

wont keep us, I 'm

goin' to start along the road, and keep on till I

come to somewheres. Roads is better 'n streets ;

they always goes to somewheres that they did n't

start from "

Top's voice died away, and Tip only answered

with a snore. The partners were asleep.
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TINSIE'S CONCLUSION.

By George Klingle.

" Dear me, what a wonderful hat ! feathers and

fine things
;
just a pile !

"

" Yes," whispered Felice, trying not to look, yet

giving a little glance, for all, at the wonderful hat

on the majestic Mrs. Pendilly's head as she moved
up to her pew.

"She must be very thankful; don't you think

so, Felice?"

"Why?" whispered Felice, glancing up the

aisle.

" She has such a lot to thank for," said Tinsie,

looking down with a bit of a sigh at her own faded

dress. "I just wish I had a hat exactly, precisely

like that."

"Why, Tinsie Treppet ! don't you know you

would look like a fright with a hat like that
!

"

But she checked the smile on her lips, and the

words she was just going to say, for she had not

come to church to talk to Tinsie Treppet, and so

she edged down closer to the pew door, and looked

on the other side of the church.

"Felice," whispered Tinsie, slipping after her,

"do you think I ought to thank for such mean
clothes."

" Mother says it is sometimes because God loves

us that He does not give us fine things, and that

He is good ; oh, so good ! to give us any at all."

" It 'pears to me He might have given them a

little better—even like Tebitha Brady's "

" Please don't, Tinsie," whispered Felice with a

worried look in her eyes; "God is so good, and

He hears you every word."

"Sure and true ! I never thought of it," said

Tinsie, involuntarily glancing around; "but may be

He did not hear because so many people are talking.

But here comes the minister to begin to thank, and

I don't know what to thank for, in my heart, you

know, unless it's for my new shoes."

" For George 's getting well." suggested Felice,

not quite sure if she ought to talk for Tinsie's bene-

fit or be silent.

" Sure and certain, I forgot that !

"

" And your father's getting work."

"Yes."
" And the lady being kind to your mother, and

giving her sewing, you know."
" I forgot."

" And your having something to eat every day

since last Thanksgiving."
" Yes, only we had n't many pies."

"And don't you know how you were lost, and

they found you, and brought you back ?"

" Yes, but I thanked the man for that, Felice."
" Mother says God put it into the man's heart to

be kind to you and to bring you back again."
" Well, I never would have thought of that

!

Let me see how many things that makes ; and oh,

if I 'm to thank for all things like that, I can keep

on counting a heap ; there 's
"

"Hush," whispered Felice softly, and drawing

Tinsie down on her knees.

"There's the pumpkin pie the baker sent for

dinner," continued Tinsie, unwilling to be sup-

pressed, but the next instant folding her little brown
hands tightly over her eyes, with a new resolution

to be still as well as thankful.

Felice tried to follow the service and be thinking

about the blessings; but in spite of herself, thought:

arising from Tinsie's question as to thanking for

such shabby clothes kept ringing in her head, and

every little while the feathers of Mrs. Pendilly's hat

would bob up so high and so 'fine that it was im-

possible not to be attracted by them from the

preacher and set to thinking about lots and lots of

things which, at another time, would have been no

harm at all ; but just now, in the middle of th

preaching, the praising and the praying, were very

distracting, and out of place altogether.

"I do so much want to be good to-day," sighed

Felice to herself; " I do so much want to think

only about the praises and the prayers ;
" and tears

were quivering in her eyes before she knew it.

" My dress is not nice, I know, but then it will do

:

and my hat—oh, if mother could know the wicked

thoughts I had been thinking about my hat, she

would say I never, never could expect any better

and yet I am thankful, too, for what I have," and

she turned aside that Tinsie, by her side, should

not see the tears, and whispered a little prayer,

quite apart from the prayers the minister was say-

ing, begging to be forgiven her thoughtlessness,

and helped to do better.

" I Ve been saying them all over," whispered

Tinsie as they arose from their knees; "every single

bit of a thing I could think of; but say, Felice.

don't you hope you '11 sometime have a hat like

Mrs. Pendilly's to thank for?"
" Tinsie Treppet ! I 'II never, never bring you to

any more Thanksgivings !

"

"Why, I've been thanking every minute of the
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jjrayer, except just when I 'd peep up, you know, " See the feathers, Felice," she commenced

imd then it was I got to hoping about the hat." again ;
" were there ever any such before !

"

Felice frowned and shook her head, and gave Felice looked again in spite of herself, and, as

Tinsie a very gentle nudge, by way of reminder of she looked, the proud, vain face of Mrs. Pendilly

her duty ; but Tinsie kept straight on with what turned quite around within view.

she was saying, and then sat leaning back, gazing " I see the whole that mother was telling me
up at the windows of the beautiful church, and then now! It is having such fine bonnets and things

again at the wonders of Mrs. Pendilly's hat. that give people such faces ! " thought Felice, quite

Vol. IV.—4.
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startled with the thought, and, in an instant, en-

tirely content with her own plain attire. " I remem-
ber just what mother was saying about fine things;

she said they make the heart proud very often, and

a proud heart always spoils the face."

So glad was Felice to find herself quite content

after the struggle she had passed through in try-

ing to be truly thankful, that she whispered her

thoughts to Tinsie Treppet, and when, the next

minute, the vain, proud face under the fine fixin;

turned around again, Tinsie leaned eagerly fo

ward to take in at one view the whole of the ui

pleasantness ; then, suddenly clasping her hanc

over her little calico-covered heart, exclaimed ju:

under her breath :

" Felice ! Felice ! I rather wear a hood or a sui

bonnet forever than to have a hat and a face precii

like Mrs. Pendilly's !

"

A CENTENNIAL PEN-WIPER.

By Mrs. M. H. Jaquith.

This pen-wiper is not warranted to last a hun-

dred years, nor is it so fine that it can be used but

once in a century ; but it well deserves the digni-

fied name of " A Centennial

Bass-relief Portrait," even

while it lies upon papa's

library table in the humble

capacity of a wiper of pens.

And just now, while prep-

arations for fairs and gift-

making* are the order of

the hour, the readers of St.

Nicholas may be glad to

learn how to make one.

The first thing required is

an oval medallion of broad-

cloth, large enough to hold

the figure and leave a suit-

able margin. If it is to be a

pen-wiper, the edge of the

oval should be neatly pinked

or notched with a scissors,

and there should be several

duplicate layers of soft black

cloth under it, all secured

together by a stitch in the

center of the oval.

•• To make hare soup, first

catch your hare," is a safe

recipe, and perhaps I should

have said, first get your

face, a photograph nearly or

quite in profile—Washing-

ton, Adams, Jefferson, any

honored representative of the

olden time, or else a smoothly shaven face of the

present day will answer the purpose. Cut out the

* See "Letter-Box" of present number.

—

Ed

face neatly, leaving some of the card-board ove

the head and on the shoulders as a support,

which the hat and vest may be secured when th

proper time comes. The hair, which should b<.

sewed on after the figure is put together, is a flow-
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g wig of flax, or soft white wool, or cotton batting.

a queue is desired, it may be braided at the

ick and tied with a very narrow black ribbon.

Now come the various parts of the figure, the

litems of which can readily be obtained from the

icompanying diagrams. These patterns are to

||
cut out of card-board and covered neatly on one

de, so as to present a proper effect when the com-

eted figure is laid upon the cloth background to

hich it is finally to be secured.

First comes the vest of buff satin, or merino,

isted over the card-board pattern. This and the

iat sleeve must be trimmed with very fine narrow

ihite lace, as shown in the picture. The knee-

eeches are of buff or satin, the hose of white silk,

isteel on the card-board pattern, with a garter of

>ack or some good contrasting color to hide the

)ining. The black velvet shoe is cut around

le ankle to the shape indicated in the diagram,

isted over the silk stocking on the card-board and

immed when dry. Make the hat of black velvet

1 the same way. The dotted line of the diagram

I

lows where a card is to be sewed on to represent

le flap of the hat when turned up. After the legs

re adjusted and firmly sewed to the vest, the coat

to be put on. This is of bright-colored silk velvet,

laroon, brown, or green; black would do nicely if

le centennial hero is intended only for a picture,

rovided you have a light background ; for that

latter, it might be, for a picture, mounted on white

r pearl-colored Bristol board. The coat is not

i, ned. Put the sleeve in place, adjust the- hand,

'hich is cut out of fine white card-board, and your

:gure is completed. If the face and hands have

een skillfully colored, so much the better. Gilt Ol-

iver beads may be used for the buttons, knee and
itioe buckles, and the star in the hat : or little

aetal ornaments from old fans can be employed

s
istead of beads. A stiff broom straw will do for a

ane; stain it dark, and head it with a bit of tin-foil;

hen cut the pasteboard piece representing the end
f the sword, and cover it with foil, and hang it as

hown in the picture.
1 When your centennial portrait is finished and
lid upon its tinted card, or its pen-wiperbackground
f cloth, you will be surprised to see how really

effective it is. Of course great care and neatness

are required for getting the best results ; but what

THE PORTRAIT, FINISHED.

girl is not glad to take pains in making a pretty

present to hand to some loved friend or relative on

Christmas morning?

***-K̂ \
V'*K."
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be saying something to the cluster of tiny bal
spiders that were clinging to her, probably assurin

1

them that there was no danger. Then she agai
examined her balloon, to make sure that all w:
right, and then broke off the gossamer rope. Tl(

little balloon gently rose before the breeze. M
friend wished the skillful maker and bold navig;

tor of the air a successful voyage, as she sailed 01

of sight, and he never saw her more.

JACK- IN -THE -PULPIT.

A NEW year begins for us this month, my chicks,

and we '11 greet it heartily, wishing it joy and use-

fulness and profit. According to the Little School-

ma'am, there are calendar years and solar years,

and I don't know how many other kinds ; but your

St. NICHOLAS year is a thing by itself. It begins

when the forests are shaking down their red and
yellow leaves and the children's hearts are begin-

ning to stir with the coming Christmas,—in the

grand old November when the winds start a won-
derful serial story, ''to be continued next month."

Talking of serial stories. I 'm told, though I

hardly can credit the wonderful news, that Mr.
Trowbridge—"Jack Hazard'' Trowbridge, "Young
Surveyor" Trowbridge—is to give you a great long

one this year, full of adventure, called

His Own Master.

So look out for it, my chicks. Deacon Green says

the name is enough in itself—and he means to read

every word of it.

Now you shall hear about

A BALLOON INVENTOR.

NOT Montgolfier, nor any other man, invented

this balloon ; but a tiny insect which makes no

noise in the world. A friend of mine watched her

at work making a balloon, then saw her take her

children and begin a journey in it. She was a

mother spider, whose family name I do not know.

Apparently she had become tired of her old

home and wanted to move elsewhere. So she spun
a little gossamer balloon, shaped somewhat like one
of the natural divisions of a walnut-shuck. As it

grew in size it would have floated away without her

had she not fastened it by ropes of gossamer to

the branch of a tree.

By and by, when all was done, she seemed to

FLOATING GARDENS

In the beautiful valley of Cashmere, among th

Himalayan Mountains, lies a lovely lake called Da
Floating about on its surface, sometimes carried b
the winds from one end of the lake to the othei

are numerous small islands, on which grow tl

fairest cucumbers and the most luscious meloi
known. The way in which these floating gardei

are made is very curious. All about the main short,

of the lake grow quantities of reeds, sedges at

water-lilies. When these grow very thickly td

gether, people cut them from the roots which hoi

them near the shore. The leaves of the plants ai

then spread out over the stems, making a sort (

trestle-work to support the soil with which it is ne^

to be covered. After this has been done, the seed

are planted and the floating garden is left to car

for itself until the fruits are ready for picking.

COSTLY CLOTHES.

The children in my part of the world come on

now and then with beautiful new dresses. I use

to think such things grew in houses just as flowei

grow on bushes, but I know better now, and I

'

been told what they cost too. Yes, and I hear

the Little Schoolma'am reading out of a bool;

that in the time of James the First (of cours

you know who he was ; I did n't once) gentleme
wore suits of clothes that cost from one hundrc
thousand, to four hundred thousand dollars. Th
best way to get a good idea of this sum is to ima;j

ine every dollar a daisy, and then scatter them, i

thought, over a field. One that was mentione
was made of white velvet embroidered with did

monds ; and another of purple satin, embroidert

with pearls. Ladies' gowns to match these werj

embroidered, and cost two hundred and fifty do

lars a yard. The fashionable embroidery was
border of animals, filled in with spiders, worm:
rainbows, fountains, and other dainty design-

Lovely, was n't it ? I fancy ladies were n't so afrai

of a " horrid bug " in those days as they are now.

EATING NAILS.

YOU don't eat nails ? Well now, what do yo

call those round headed, little black things that yo

sometimes nibble so contentedly ? Cloves? Clove

according to the Little Schoolma'am, came from

French word that means a nail ; and they do loo

like a small nail, you must admit. By the way, a

you know the very cloves you ate last were prett

pink flower-buds when they were picked in tropic,

regions, and dried in the sun ? They were nevti

allowed to blossom, poor things !
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THE PET OF THE REGIMENT.

' Dfar JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT : As your children

ad a picture of "Old Abe. the Wisconsin War-

agle," last month, it occurs to me that it would

1 well to show them the portrait of another regi-

ment pet. Here he is, a superb creature, and well

Worthy of the kindness and favor shown him. He
elongcd to the Forty-second Highlanders (a

ritish company), and he always marched in front

J their band. His quick, sensitive ears generally

f

THE PET OF THE REGIMENT ON THE MARCH,

rciuld twitch at the slightest sound, and yet he
ould bear unmoved the din of his dear regiment's
rums and trumpets. Indeed, so proud was he of

Lais band, that he would become very angry if,

I uring a parade, a stranger attempted to pass be-

t

ween it and the main body of the regiment. He
j.ras a brave, daring fellow in some respects, and
et, strange to say, he at last was driven to his

£ath by fright. One day, an angry cat suddenly

reared her back at him, and. seized with a strange

terror, he jumped over a precipice and was killed.

Yours truly, SILAS GREEN.

SNAKES WITH SPECTACLES!

Perhaps all snalfes do not wear them, but that

some kinds do I can testify. You know that snakes

spend their lives crawling about among brush-wood

and thorns, and it is essential that their eyes should

be protected in some way. So kind nature has

given them strong

spectacles made of

horn, as clear and
transparent as the

besc of eye-glasses.

I have myself seen a
pair.

You must know
that at certain pe-

riods a snake casts

off the skin which
has served him for a

coat until he has out-

grown it, and makes
his appearance in a

brand-new suit. This
morning I had a

good chance to ex-

amine the cast-off

coat of a snake which
was left very near
me. and attached to

it I saw a pair of the

spectacles such as I

have described. So
I suppose his snake-

ship has a new pair

with every new coat.

Can you tell me
anything more about

these spectacles ?

TIP TOP SHOES.

Copper toes? Oh,
no ! These are new
affairs. The shoes I

allude to are very
old-fashioned— time

of Queen Bess (how
long ago w'as that ?).

They were a sort of

clog or slipper, worn
under the common

shoe to set ladies up in the world. The)' were
half a yard high sometimes, and were made of

wood, painted and gilded. In Venice, where every-

body wore them, the greatest lady wore the highest

chopine, as these tip-top shoes are called.

How awkward they must have looked, walking
about on such clumsy things. I am glad the Little

Schoolma'am does n't wear them, if only for the

daisies' sake.
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Words by " Alba.'"

$: Allegro Moderate.

DICKON HAS A BOAT,
Music by F. Boott.
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WINE OR CIDER JELLY.

By Marion Hari.and.

Half a package of Coxe's Sparkling Gelatine, one cup of loaf sugar, one cup of cold water, juice and

ated peel of one lemon, a pinch of nutmeg, and the same of ground cinnamon, two cups of boiling

iter, and one glass of clear wine or cider.

Soak the gelatine in the cold water for two hours. Put it into a bowl with the sugar, lemon-juice and

peel, nutmeg and cin-

namon. Pour the boil-

ing water over these,

and stir until the gela-

tine is dissolved. Add
the wine or cider, and

strain through a thick

flannel bag, without

shaking or squeezing

it, into a pitcher. It

requires patience to see the slow "drop !

drop !
" of the amber-colored liquid with-

out giving the bag just a tiny squeeze to

hurry it up (or down). But your jelly

will be cloudy if you wring out the dregs.

Rinse out a bowl or jelly-mold with cold

water, but do not wipe the inside. Pour

into this the jelly from the pitcher, and

set upon the ice or in a cold place until it

is firm. When you wish to turn it out,

dip the mold for one instant in hot water

—not boiling—and turn upside down into

a glass dish. Let mamma or auntie show

you how to do this, as it is rather a delicate bit of work.

JAM.
Four pounds of berries, or ripe peaches, pared and

sliced ; three pounds of loaf or granulated sugar.

Put the fruit into a porcelain kettle, or a very bright

bell-metal one. Copper kettles are poisonous, if not

clean. Set this kettle into a pot or pan of hot water

upon the range. Cover closely, and let the water in

the outer vessel boil until the fruit in the inner kettle

is hot and tender throughout. Lift the kettle from

the fire, and mash the heated fruit with a wooden
spoon. Put it back over the fire, this time directly

upon the range, and let it boil steadily for half an

hour, stirring almost constantly. Put your wooden
spoon down to the bottom at each stir, to keep the

fruit from burning. Drain off a quart of the juice at

the end of the half hour. Add the sugar to the fruit

and boil fast for half an hour more. Keep your spoon

busy all this time. Jam should not be allowed to stop

boiling for a moment after it begins to bubble up.

Rinse out some small tumblers or cups with hot

water. Pour the jam in hot, but let it cool before you
iver it. Cut tissue paper to fit the inside of each cup

;
press it down smoothly upon the jam : pour a

a-spoonful of brandy upon this ; then paste thick white paper over the top of the cup.
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A TRUE STORY, IN WHICH MRS. HOUND TALKS
ABOUT HER PUPPIES.

How old did you say ? Three weeks. Yes, the lit-tle dar-lings an

three weeks old this ver-y day ; and, though I do say it, they are the

fin-est chil-dren of their age I ev-er saw. Why, do you know they re-fus<

to stand up like com-mon dogs ! Won-der-ful, is n't it ? The way ir

which their soft lit-tle legs bend and dou-ble up un-cler them is the mos
as-ton-ish-ing thing you ever saw ! And on the end of ev-er-y leg is

—

oh ! such a per-fect lit-tle paw, as soft as vel-vet—-just look ! At first the)

would not o-pen their eyes. Dear lit-tle things ! Was not that won-der

ful ? Then in a few days they o-pened them. Was not that won-der-ful

They go to sleep and they wake up just like oth-er dogs. Does not tha

beat all ? And if you put your ear close to their soft fur, you can hea:

them breathe. Yes, breathe ! And they are MY PUP-PIES !

I am not proud, but I do say they are five love-ly pup-pies. I ai

ver-y care-ful of them, too ; but I will let all you good lit-tle girls and

boys look at them, if you will be ver-y gen-tle. Don't make a noise an<

wake up Snow-ball—he is the sleep-y one. Black-ball, here, is wid

a-wake. You may touch his nose soft-ly, if you wish. You will find i

quite nice and cool. I am so glad they are well and strong ! They tak

af-ter me. Now, my dear friends, if you will please go a-way, I shall b

o-hliged to you. My lit-tle ones need rest and qui-et at first, or the;

will be spoiled. Any-thing but nerv ous, fret-ful pup-pies for me !

Little Joe Clacket, he made such a racket

While shelling some corn at the barn,

The Hebiddy crew, the chickens they flew,

All coming to eat up Joe's corn.

While Joe was shelling his corn in the barn,

His mother was spinning some double-twist yarn.

She made such a buzzing and whizzety whuzzing,

She could not hear Joe at his corn in the barn
;

He made such a racket and clicketty clacket,

He did not hear her at her double-twist yarn.



FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS

-~. V^_o v -V
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CHILDREN OF THE WEEK.

The child that is born on the

Sabbath day

Is blithe and bonny, and good

and gay

;

Monday's child is fair of face
;

Tuesday's child is full of grace

;

Wednesday's child is merry and

glad;

Thursday's child is sour and sad ;

Friday's child is loving and giv-

ing
;

And Saturday's child must work

[See "Letter-Box. "]
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LETTKR FROM WINKIE WEST.

Moretand, Oct. 12, 1875-

i
CHiPfV, old boy, it seems to me that I never had such fun in all my

Te as 1 had last summer. It was at a place called Woodbury. You
ont find it on any map, I guess; but that is the real name. When
:hool was out in June, we staid about home for a week or two, and
,ien a letter came from Uncle Jacob and Aunt Hannah, ashing us if

e didn't want to come and slay the rest of the summer on the farm,

/e got the letter about dinner-time ; but I wasn't hungry after that.

1 other would n't let me go and tell Walt about it until after dinner.

v'e didn't have anything extra; but it did take them the longest

me to get through.
' Well, you can bet that Walt was glad when I told him, and we
egan to get ready at once. Walt's old rifle had to be got down and
eaned ; then we had to lay in some powder and shot. I had to get

le a new pocket-knife, and then there was a lot of other things we
ot ready, which I have forgotten now.
It took us two days and one night to get there. We were both of

s pretty tired and both of us pretty dirty at the end of that second
ay. Tom was at the depot with th<_- horses when we reached Wood-
ury. and after a drive of a mile we stopped at the front door.

There, on the steps, stood Uncle Jacob, and Aunt Hannah, and
.unt Mary, and Cousin Libby, and Sarah, and Hannah; and Walt
nd I had to kiss all of 'em. Mother said we must when we came
,way from home I guess it wasn't very nice for them, with our
ices covered with dust and cinders.

I don't ihink this house is a hundred years old; but it ought to

e, it's such a good one. It is n't painted, and it was n't built all at

nee. When Uncle Jacob came here to live, they built the low part,

'here's where the dining-room is now. It's a splendid room, I can
;llyou. You 'd think so if you could have some of the good things
t eat we have in there three times a day. What would you say,

i!hippy, if you could pass your saucer the third time for apple-sauce,

!nd have it heapud the last time, without having them tell you not to

sk for any more ?

I There are two lounges, one in the dining-room and one in the hall

-and it's a splendid long wide hall, with a door at each end. Did
iou ever see a door that opened half at a time—the upper half, and
nen the lower? That's the way they are here Well, after break-

tst, and dinner, and supper, Walt and 1 lie down on the lounge. I

poke first for the one in the hall ; so that is mine. The pillow is a

reat deal softer. I don't know why we lie down always then.

*om says it 's because wc have been working hard ; but that 's some
f his fun, because we don't work at all. All we do is to have fun.

There's a boy here that we call Smutty Walt named him. He '11

anything you tell him if it is fur fun. He would go in swimming
hundred times a day, if Walt and 1 would go in with him, but he
on't like to bring in wood.
Nobody has to churn out here, It *s the dog. There's a big wheel

itched to another wheel, and then there's a crank; so when the dog
'alks, the dasher goes just as it docs when anybody churns up and
own. I can see him churn every day. I 'm glad I aim Uncle
acob's dog.
There is a big brook runs down through the valley, and Tom and

Jncle Jacob have fixed a place so all the water runs through a box
'ith holes in it. That's for catching eels. Y'ou ought to have seen
diata whopper we caught the other morning ! I had two big pieces
t breakfast ; and it was good, I can tell you. 1 like eels.

1 Walt and I made a water-wheel, and you should see how it goes !

'he water comes rushing down through the holes into a trough we
lade for it, and when it leaves the trough it gives one good jump for

ur wheel. Doesn't it whirl though ! After we finished that, we got
1 little trip-hammer to work ; and, quite a little ways off, you can hear
: go—rap-rap-rap !

The day we finished the trip-hammer, we had a good time. It was
bout ten o'clock, and we got hungry. Walt said he was hungry
irst, and that made me feel so, and 1 said I was. Then Walt said

:

'Let's tell Smutty to tell Aunt Hannah we want something to eat."
Then I said, "Let's." So Walt hollered to Smutty, and Smutty said
le'd go if we'd give him some, and we said we would. Well, what
lo you think? Aunt Hannah sent us two slices of bread apiece,

'Uttered thick with butter, and lots and lots of apple-sauce on it. 1

alt sorry that wc promised to give a part to Smutty when I saw how
;ood it was. We get hungry now every day at ten o'clock, and we
(on't always have bread and butter either. Oh, you 'd like to be here
-such times !

I 've kept the best till the last. We go bare-footed when we want
o, and we don't have to wear any collar or neck-tie.

I can't write any more now, because it is dinner-time, and Walt
ind I don't like to trouble Aunt Hannah by being late.

Your affectionate school-mate,
Winkie West.

P. S.—We have clam fritters for dinner, and Walt likes them like
verything. So do 1.

NOTHING TO DO

A robin swayed to and fro

On the old green apple-tree;

He caroled a lovely song,

And this song he caroled to me:

' Oh, maiden fair,

I 'm glad I aint you

;

I am glad, I am glad,

For you 've nothing to do.

• The leaves they do grow,
And the grass grows too,

And the apple-tree blooms,
But you 've nothing to do.

' The goslings all swim
In the lake so blue.

And the hen lays eggs,
But you 've nothing to do.

' The little birds chirp,

And the dove says 'coo;'

The chanticleer crows.
But you 've nothing to do.

' The smoke curls up
From the chimney's flue,

And floats to the sky,

But you 've nothing to do.

' To the green of the grass
The flow'r lends its hue,

And blooms in the sun,

But you 've nothing to do.

' The clouds roll on
In the distant view,

And form the cool rain,

But you 've nothing to do,

' But now to my nest

I my way must pursue,
And leave you alone
With nothing to do."

Then he spread his wings,
And away he flew,

Singing and caroling,
" Nothing to do !

"

I rose from the grass,

And the long hours did rue
Which I 'd spent lying there

With nothing to do.

On my chair were the socks.

Full of holes it is true

;

But I said to myself,
" Here is something to do !

"

MY SQUIRREL.

Most children like pets I do. I know. I have had kittens, and
birds, and puppies, but I have liked none so well as my beautiful

little gray squirrel. I reared him from a baby on milk from a bot-

tle Our house is in the country, with woods all around, and our
bed-room is very large, and on the first floor. My dear father is

very infirm, and rarely ever leaves the house, and the window-sashes
are always kept down. In this room Bunny has passed his first

vear of life: he has his cage and bed, but he has never been con-

fined, and his whole time, when not asleep, is spent in mischief and
romping. In the morning he is up first, and wakes me by rubbing
his nose in my face and purring like a cat, evidently saying, "Get
up, lazy bones !

'' He then examines every chair, table, wardrobe
and box ; whatever he takes a fancy to he carries to certain hiding-

places for future use; my mother's work-basket is alwavs inspected,

and her thimbles and spools of thread are carefully hidden away.
We know his places of deposit, and whenever anything is missing
we say at once, " Bunny has hidden it." When he is ready for a

romp he jumps on my shoulder or head, and nips my ear gently
with his teeth; then he scampers off, and we play hide-and-seek for
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an hour; and the cunning and sense he shows in this play father
says is greater than that of most children. He is the most playful
and active animal I ever saw,—far ahead of a kitten. If father is

asleep on his lounge, Bunny teases him until he sometimes gets a
flogging; he pulls father's hair, biles his ears, pulls the newspaper
from his face, nips his fingers, and I and mother look on and laugh.
In warm weather he slips between the sheets of my bed and coils

up exactly in the middle of the bed. He knows a stranger as soon
as he conies in, and will snarl and quarrel and scold like an old
woman if strange children come in. If I leave the room he rims to

the windows to watch me through the glass. He will put up with
the roughest treatment from me without minding it, but a stranger
must take care of those needle-like teeth; he can jump ten feet from
one table to another. He is fed on nuts, bread, fruit, or almost any-
thing that we eat; is constantly hiding away things to eat. When
any of us have to write, we are obliged to shut him up; he snatches
the pen from the hand, scratches at the paper, upsets the ink, and for

mischief he never had his equal. I could write all day, and- then
not tell all about him. To see him take a nut, run and jump on top

of mother's head, sit there and eat it, and then hide the shell in the

folds of her hair, is real funny; he has found out that the door is

opened by turning the knob, and he often tries to turn it himself; he

keeps me laughing half my time; but when he takes my poor dollies
by the head and drags them over the floor, then he makes me mad.
I am keeping him to take to New York next summer to a little boy.
cousin of mine. a. C. w.

THE YOUTH AND THE NORTH WIND.

Once on a time— 't was long ago

—

There lived a worthy dame,
Who sent her son to fetch some flour,

For she was old and lame.

But while he loitered on the road,
The north wind chanced to stray

Across the careless youngster's path,
And stole the flour away.

"Alas! what shall we do for bread?"
Exclaimed the weeping lad ;

" The flour is gone! the flour is gone!
And it was all we had

!

" MINNIE nichols.

!

THE LETTER-BOX.

We give this month, on pp. 50-51, directions for making a " Cen-

tennial " fancy article fur a Christmas gift. Our readers will find a

few other timely hints in the present " Letter-Box ;" and, for further

information on the subject of home-made holiday gifts, we refer them

to " One Hundred Christmas Presents, and How to Make Them," in

St. Nicholas for December, 1875.

Brooklyn, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: Can any of your readers tell me why two

small c's are placed at the foot of the eagle on half and quarter dol-

lars? Sometimes there is an s instead of the c's, and on coins of

dates previous to 1875 I have never noticed anything. On some
dimes I have seen two c's, but I don't remember ever having noticed

an s on a dime. If some one will tell me what this means. I shall be

much obliged.—Yours truly, Jessie J. Cassidy.

The two small letters c c, and the single letter s, sometimes seen on

our silver money, mean Carson City and San Francisco, and are put on

the coins to show that they were struck at the mints in those cities.

Coins from the mother mint at Philadelphia have nothing, and the

absence of the letters shows they were made there. By means of

these marks the examiners at the Assay Office are enabled to trace

the coins if they find any defects in the work.

Adele sends this pretty song which she has translated for St.

Nicholas from the German of Goethe:

THE BEE AND THE BLUEBELL.

A dear little bluebell,

On one gladsome day,
Sprang forth from the dark earth

In brightest array.

There soon came and sipped,

A little brown bee;
They were for each other

Created, you see.

The picture of the "Children of the Week," in our department

"For Very Little Folks," was printed some years ago in Hearth

and Home, but we reproduce it, not only because it is such a good

picture, but because it is the very first drawing on wood ever made

by our charming artist, Addie Ledyard. The poem in this number,
" The Sunday Baby," will give additional interest to the illustration.

Grand View, Texas.

Dear St. Nicholas : Brother Harry and I have been taking^ the

St. Nicholas two years. We are all happy when it comes ; it is so

interesting, I want to write you a letter to thank you for making us

such a nice, sweet book every month. I am ten years old, and
brother Harry is twelve. We are both studying United States his-
tory. We would so much enjoy a visit to the great Centennial at

Philadelphia, but we live many hundreds of miles away in North-
western Texas, and never saw a city, nor a railroad, nor many of the
wonderful things we read of in St. Nicholas. Katv Grant.

Litchfield, Illinois.

Editor St. Nicholas : As I am about to begin the study of Eng-
lish literature, I have written an answer to the first of the Harvard
University questions published in the September Sckibner. getting
my information from "Chambers' Cyclopaedia of English Literature"
{1847) and the "American Cyclopaedia." I would like you to say
how it would be received as an answer to the question if it was given
in an examination. I did not feel sure whether I should go further
back than Layamon, or whether to include the Scotch writers or not
—Respectfully, Mary L. Hood (aged 14 years).

Question : What aie the principal writings in the English language
before Chaucer?
Answer : The beginning of English literature is generally accredited

to the latter part of the twelfth century, when the Anglo-Saxon tongue
began to be modified by the Norman -French. The oldest known
book considered English is Layamon's translation of Wace's " Roman
de Brut." This writer is considered the first of a series known as
the "Rhyming Chroniclers." Among them, Robert of Gloucester
wrote a rhyming history of England, and Robert Manning translated

several French books. Besides these were metrical romances, gener-
ally reproduced from the Anglo-Norman, among which were " Sir

Tristram," "Sir Guy," "The Squire of Low Degree," "' The King of
Tars," " Morte Arthure," etc. Among the immediate predecessors
of Chaucer were Laurence Minot. a ballad writer, and Robert Lang-
lande, the author of " Piers Plowman." Contemporary with Chaucer
were Sir John Mandeville, who wrote an account of his travels ; John
Wicklifle, the reformer, who translated the Bible and wrote several

controversial works in English ; and John Gower, the author of
" Confessio Amantis."

We consider your answer a very good one.

"An Old Grandmother."—Thanks for the leaves of the "life-

plant." They are flourishing finely, and we have sent some of them
to the Little Schoolma'am.

Zanesville, Ohio.
Dear St. Nicholas : I received you yesterday. My grandpa

gave me you for a Christmas gift. Don't you think I have a good
grandpa? I see many letters in the "Letter-Box," but none from
Zanesville. Zanesville is a smoky old town, but I like it because it is

my home. We have two rivers here, the Muskingum and the Lick-

ing. I am eight years old, and never went to school until last spring.

1 have two pets, a dog and a squirrel. I have so much fun playing

with my squirrel. He is very tame, and eats out of my hand.—Your
little reader, Effie W. Mlnson.
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Dear St. Nicholas : Please let me give your young readers a

|nt for fancy-work for the coming holidays.

i
Shagreen paper, or egg-shell board, is anew, useful, and pretty ma-
rial for handkerchief-cases, card-baskets, wall-pockets, etc. It may
: bought for twenty-five cents a sheet at framing establishments,

here it is used in making passe-partouts. It is white on one side,

id gray on the other. The gray side will be found more effective

r fancy-work. The edges of this paper may readily be pinked.

'he parts of any fancy article can be fastened together by running
'3bon through holes punched in the center of each pinked scollop.

Iretty colored pictures, wreaths, leaf-sprays, etc., such as are sold in

e fancy stores for children's albums, may be pasted on the surface,

desired. Alice Donlevy.

Beverly, New Jersey.
Dear St. Nicholas : A young friend, now at Princeton College,

nt as a New-Year's gift your magazine to my little girls in 1875,

id has continued it for this year. The pleasure he has given them
the enjoyment of its pages has led me to suggest, through your

Setter-Box," to other young men desiring to present a birthday or

>liday present to a little friend, sister, brother, or cousin, that they
ould follow his example and send them a year's subscription to

e St. Nicholas. It would be, as my little girls say, "a new pres-

it every month." Its pure pages can safely be put in the hands of

ir children, and relieve a parent's anxiety as to what they will read

them, while we have so much to dread from many other periodicals,

'>oks, etc.

We have made use of several of your charades, pantomimes, &c,
ith success, in our little school entertainments, and thank you for

em.—Respectfully. Mrs, Fannie M.

Dear St. Nicholas: I have tried making candy according to

ihn F. H.'s plan. The candy turned out to be real good. Please
it me down as a Bird-defender.—Yours truly,

\\\ West Randall.

Brooklyn, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas : I read you and like you very much, and
eing that the other boys and girls write to you, I thought that 1

'ould too. Winter before last, I went to Florida fnr my health, and
hile I was there the hotel folks used to go alligator-shooting, and
;.ey brought in several pretty good-sized ones. They are nice-look-

rg fellows, so I thought, but ugly to tackle.

Aside from this, I had a pretty good time there, and when I was
'urning home I brought a little 'gator with me; but when I got to

ivannah, on my way home, he got lost in a fountain that was in

|6nt of the hotel ; and a few days after, he got out and crawled into

;
e cellar of the hotel, where the cat got him and killed him.

; But after that I got another one, which I liked better, and he did
it get. lost or die, but has since then traveled with me wherever I

ent; and last winter I got a turtle to keep him company, and they
In along nicely together. Besides them, I have a gray squirrel that
i like very much, and now I am trying to get a young 'coon.
- Hoping that you will not get tired of my long letter, I remain,
ours truly, Clarence H. New.

Yorkville, Sept., '76.
' Dear St. Nicholas : Will you please tell the girls that they can
;ake a real pretty Christmas present for their fathers, brothers or
icles, out of a child's slipper. You take a pretty little blue or red
d slipper, or bronze if you like it better, and glue a little round glass
kstand fast to the inside of the heel, so that as it stands in there it

aches the least bit beyond the top. Then in the toe you fasten in a
ill of fine black merino or cloth, gathered just as full as can be.

his fills the toe out nicely, while the pinked edges of the frill stick

it loosely about three quarters of an inch toward the inkstand, and
irm a pen-wiper and ornament at the same time. I ought to have
>ld you to put this in before the inkstand. If another .girl will go
lives with you in buying a pair of slippers, it is better, as you may
atwant to make two presents so much alike.

I My brother saws cocoa-nut shells in two, then cleans and smooths
iem inside and out, and sets them on rustic stands or legs, which he
akes out of twigs and roots. He varnishes the whole, after putting
rim of acorns and leather oak-leaves around the top of the cocoa-
Jtpart; and you don't know what a prettv flower-stand it makes,
ometimes he trims the rim with a rustic twist, and finishes with rustic
andles. He lines them with red or blue velvet, if they are to be
sed for knick knacks or cards in them. Some boys like to make
tese for Christmas presents.—Yours truly, Rosetta F.

Dear St. Nicholas : I went on the coast survey with Uncle
din. I was thirteen years old then. We were delayed at Panama,
id Uncle Odin gave me a long, bright day for hunting specimens
•r my cabinet. He had been there before, and so he knew what to
gjlG for. We went to an old mine that has not been worked for more
lan a hundred years, and found some curious specimens. Up among
ie hills we found garnets and a shiny black crystal that I persisted
1 believing was a black diamond ; but down in the warm, wet valley

between the mountains, the loveliest flowers were growing, and
among them one which I want to tell you about.

Uncle Odin said it was an orchid, but the pretty Spanish name for

it is "Lafior del Espiritit Santa,'" which, being literally interpreted,
means "Flower of the Holy Spirit," though it is sometimes called
the " Holy Ghost flower." It grows very much like a tuberose, with
fibrous, bulbous root, from which rises a tall stem or stalk. The
leaves are long and pointed, wrapping sheath-like about the stalk,

and then bending away from it to show the beautiful flowers. They
are just as pure white as a water-lily, cup shaped, and about as large
as a tulip. Each flower grows on a short stem that droops a little

from the main stalk, so one can look straight into the open cup, and
there lies a pure white dove, with slightly raised wings, tinted a faint

lavender or dove color, and a delicate pink beak on its pretty round
head. It is about an inch long, I guess, and as exquisitely formed as
though carved from the finest alabaster.

I wanted to bring a root home with me, but Uncle Odin said it

would not live if disturbed in the flowering season; that late in the
autumn, or early in the spring, the bulbs might be taken up and dried
like tulip-bulbs, and then they would bloom again. So I told the
pretty thing farewell, and left it there in the wilderness of swamp.

Well, as I said, Uncle Odin called it an orchid when I asked him
what kind of a flower it was, just as though that explained the whole
matter. Now, what I want to ask of Jack-in-the-Pulpit, or some of
your wise people, is—What is an orchid V Do they all bloom white,
and have they all doves in their dainty cups? Please tell me some-
thing about them, and much oblige your friend,

Nat. Emerson.

The orchids are a large family of flowers, found throughout the

year in almost all parts of the world. They are noted for the peculiar

torm which one part of the flower assumes, making it resemble some
insect, reptile, or bird, as in the case given in the above letter. The
orchids are very singular, beautiful, and fragrant flowers. A common
specimen is the " lady's-slipper."

Down in the valley, so cool and green,
The lily's head is to be seen.

Beautiful lily, so fair and sweet,
White and pure, you lie at the traveler's feet.

Darlingest lily, I love you so,

I dare not to part with you, dare not to go.

Beautiful lily, so pure and white.

Lies in the valley, lies there all night.

"Little May" (five years old).

Two lovers, with very bad colds in their heads, hid away when
they heard somebody coming. When that somebody halted close by
the spot, the lady called out archly the name of a famous mythological
rod. What was it ?

Dear St. Nicholas : I am a little girl, six years old, and my name
is Minnie Blaisdell. I am an only child, and "have not even a cousin
or uncle or aunt, for both papa and mamma never had a brother or

sister, and papa's father and mother died when he was a baby, and
Ins aunt took care of him. I wonder if there is any other reader of
St. Nicholas who has no cousin.

I am not very strong, and mamma says my health is delicate, so I

have to stay in the house a good deal, and can't play as much as
most children can ; and as I have no one at home to play with, I get
lonesome. I am very fond of kittens, and want one yen,- much, but
mamma wont let me have any, for she thinks it is not good for me.
Do you think it would hurt me ?

As I can't have a kitten, papa got me two dogs. One is a great
black Newfoundland, and his name is Hero ; and the other is just the
littlest bit of a black doggie I ever saw. He is so small, when I go out-
doors I put him in a pocket on the outside of my sacque, and you can
just see his little head peeping out. He has very bright eyes, and
looks very funny, for he almost always has his little red tongue stick-

ing out I call him Tom Thumb, because he is so small, and he is

full of mischief. He likes to tease Hero, who does not think such a
little fellow is worth minding. At meals the dogs come and sit one
on each side of me, but mamma wont let me give them anything at

the table. Hero never asks for it, and if Tom does, Hero takes him
by the collar and walks him out of the room, and wont let him come
back. But when I feed them, Hero gives Tom the best ; and when
any one gives him anything, he gives Tom the biggest share. He
always lets Tom have the softest and warmest seat. Is n't he kind ?

Mamma says he teaches us a good lesson, and I try to be as kind
and generous as Hero, for I surely ought to do better than a dog.
Hero is very grave and dignified, and never cuts up capers- as Tom
does. If Tom doesn't mind me, Hero gives him a good shaking or

boxes his ears. Sometimes Tom hides things, and then Hero makes
him bring them back. So when Tom is naughty, I tell Hero to

punish him, and he does. But he is very kind to Tom, and lets him
pull and bite his tail and ears, or do anything he pleases to him.
When they go out with me, and Tom gets tired walking, he makes
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Hero carry him on his back Hero saved my life once, so we think

he deserves his name, don't you?
Besides my dogs, papa got me the prettiest little black pony, for

Dr. Lyon said I ought to ride horseback. He is very small; jet

black, with a while star on his forehead and white feet, and a long
flowing mane and tail; and 1 named him Charlie. I have a little-

carriage that holds two, and every pleasant day I ride out in it or on
horseback, with Hero to take care of me. Sometimes I take Tom in

my pocket. Papa is n't afraid to lei me go anywhere if Hero is with

me, for he wont let anything hurt me.
Grandpa and grandma live with us, and grandma helped me write

this. If you can, will you please print this, so that the others can
hear about my pets. I must tell you papa says Tom will never grow
any larger. He got St. Nicholas for me, and I like it ever so

much.—With ever so much love to you and all your readers,

Minnie Blaisdell.

Brockport, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: 1 send you an answer to the question of

H. E. B. : "When did Great Britain acknowledge the independence
of the United States, or American Colonies, as it was then called ?

"

A final treaty of peace between Great Britain and the United States
was signed at Paris, on the third of September, by David Hartley,
Esq., on the part of the King of England, and by John Adams,
Benjamin Franklin, and John Jay, on the part of the United States.

The independence of the colonies was acknowledged by Sweden on
the 5th of February, by Denmark on the 25th of February, by Spain
on the 24th of March, and by Russia in July, all in the year 17S3,

before it was formally acknowledged by England.
The question of Ruel L. S. about birthdays on the 29th of February'

I have often thought of myself, but never have been able to find an
answer to it. I should think though, that as all other birthdays are

365 days after the last one, this one would be on the 1st of March in

all years but leap-year.
1 have taken you (doesn't it seem funny to say "you"?) for almost

a year, and I mean to go right on taking you, you are so splendid.

I have a little sister, six years oM, who was so delighted with " Bobby
and the Keyhole," that she has made me read it over and over until

I know it almost by heart. I think "The Boy Emigrants" is very
interesting, and "Talks with Girls" just as nice as can be; only I

wish you came oftener and staid longer.—Your "loving reader.

Elizabeth B. Allen.

Several others of the boys and girls have answered H. E. B.'s

question correctly.

Rocky Brook, Rhode Island.
Dear St. Nicholas: Can you not hit a ball twice in croquet,

even if you have not been through your wicket, provided it is a
different turn? Rolong Redmaine.

In every turn, at croquet, you begin afresh, as far as the balls are

concerned, and may hit a ball the second time even if you have not
gone through a wicket since you hit it the first time.

South Pueblo, Colorado, le 26 Juillet,
Cher St. Nicholas : Nous sommes deux petites filles, agees a

peu pres six et sept ans ; qui demeurent en Colorado. Nous sommes
toujours si heureuses quand St. Nicholas arrive.

Maman nous a lu 1'histoire de Piccola qui etait tres triste, parce
qu'elle n'avait point de cadeau de Noel.
Nous avons gardes nos habits et nos bottines pour elle. Dites, s'il

vous plait a M Aldrich de nous donner un autre conte aussi amusart
que celui de la comtesse de la Grenouillere. Si nous allions ci

France, un de ces jours, nous esperons voir Piccola.
Vos petites amies, Gertrude et Anne Lemborn,

Newsboys' Home, New York
Dear St. Nicholas : About six weeks ago I was up to Cooper'i

Institute, and happening tr> pick up the St. Nicholas for April,

came across an article headed " The Poor Boys' Astor House," ar.

as I am an inmate of that institution, I eagerly examined its content
which I think was very nice; in fact, I was enraptured with all

read, especially about Gilbert Stuart.

I am a poor boy without home or friends, and had it not been fq

the Home, I do not know what I would do My father died abou
one year ago, and my mother is in the Insane Asylum, and I have
live at the Home.

I have written several pieces of poetry, and as there is a deparl
ment for amateur contributors, I take the liberty of sending you th
following piece, which I leave to your approval ; and if it is fit fq

publication, it would please me very much to see it in print.

James D. Borden

LIFE.

Life ! 't is but a little garden-flower,
Growing on a rough and rugged road.

Ready to drop off at any hour,
As if weary of its load.

First in infancy it dangles,
In the gentle summer winds;

Then in youth gets entangled,

And no rest it ever finds.

Now in manhood's happy bower,
In peace and comfort it still grows

;

And at old age it lost its power,
Drove by chilly wind that blows.

See now, with death in every zephyr.

Time, its dreadful scythe in hand,
Sweeps from this wicked world forever,

To a far but better land.

Norristown, Pa., June 28, 1876.

Dear St. Nicholas : I like your magazine very much. I ihin

it is the best magazine that has ever been published. I have jui

commenced "The Story of Sevenoaks," bound in a book. I am vei

much interested in the story of "The Boy Emigrants." My frieni

J. Craig Crawford, showed me my name in the list of Bird-defende:

in the July number. I was very glad that my letter had been r

ceived. I thought the " Eight Cousins " and " The Young Surveyoi

were elegant. Every piece in St. Nicholas interests me. A frien

of mine has had the St. Nicholas for 1875 beautifully bound for pi

with my name at the bottom.
I was sitting in father's study, and I thought I might as well wn

to you. I am ten years old to-day. I was born at exactly half-pa

one in the morning on the 28th of June, 1866. We have only s

days to wait before our country will be one. hundred years old ; bi

there is no need of me telling it, for everybody knows it. Please pi

this in the " Letter-Box." I shall watch to see it in print. I will no
close.—Yours truly, Hyland C. Mirphy.

THE RIDDLE -BOX.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. A vellow flower. 2. An ingredient of soap. 3. An aromatic
plant. 4. A large animal. 5. A young woman. 6. A custom. 7. A
black bird. 8. A silver coin. 9. A measure of length. 10. A useful

metal.

The initials and finals form two of Dickens's characters.

ANAGRAMS.
American cities: 1. A philanthropic city—Sob not. 2. An enter-

prising city—On, we kry. 3. A river-spanning city—Crost here. 4.

A noted city—In shag town. 5. A seaport city—Let's anchor. 6.

A hot city—Boil me. 7. A new city—Up last. oswv.

EASY SYNCOPATIONS.

1. Syncopate a word meaning to unite, and leave a girl's nam
2. Syncopate a word meaning fortunate, and leave a girl's name.
Syncopate the name of an opera, and leave a girl's name. c. D.

REVERSALS.

1. I do not of wearing the prison . 2. There is plenty
on the . 3. What a of words about a 4. W

that the in ancient . 5. I sent a which he will recer

at . 6. We must get a new for this block at one of ti

Southern . 7. Could you describe the correctly as bei

covered by . ruth
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ABBREVIATIONS.
'. Behead and syncopate an article of food, and leave a color. 2.

icad and syncopate an evergreen tree, and leave a part of the

|y. 3. Hehead and syncopaLe a mournful song, and leave anger
iehead and syncopate a noted epic poem, and leave a boy. 5. Be-

,d and syncopate a precious stone, and leave a fish. 6. Behead
i syncopate a forest tree, and leave a malt liquor. 7. Behead and
copate a relative, and leave a luxury in summer. 8. Behead and
copate a tropical fruit, and leave a falsehood, 9. Behead and syn-

fflKe a part of the body, and leave an article of food. 10. Behead
,1 syncopate a kind of grain, and leave an article of clothing.

ISOLA.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.
{A large and renowned city.)

My first is in plum, but not in peach ;

My second is in oak, but not in beech
;

My third is in stone, but not in rock;
My fourth is in door, but not in lock ;

My fifth is in old, but not in new ;

My sixth is in rain, but not in dew; c. u. u.

DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

. A noted ancient city. 2. A means of rising in the world. 3. A
:y plant. 4. One of a certain Kastern tribe. 5. A church benefice.

V small leaf. 7. A musical instrument,
diagonals—From left to right: A degree of honor. From right to

: A badge of the honor. j. p. b.

CHARADE, No. J .

My first has a large throat, and sometimes swallows,
Though never in the winter, I believe;

And sometimes it gets choked, and then it follows

That only active remedies relieve.

My next you have when anything is broken, *

Nor is it often then a welcome sight

;

Though sometimes you esteem it as a token,

And give or take it with a small delight.

My whole, when glowing from a light beneath it,

Seems radiant with a warmth it cannot give,

And helps to emphasize a pleasant welcome
In homes where open-hearted people live. j. p. B.

PICTORIAL DOUBLE ACROSTIC,

*A A metal.

SQUARE-WORD.

2. A city in Eunipe. 3. To leave out. 4. Used in

J. W. H.

GRAMMATICAL COMPARISONS.
r

. Positive, an insect; comparative, a beverage; superlative, an
mal. -2. Positive, an instrument used in a certain out-door exer-

1 :; comparative, a dull companion ; superlative, an expression of
:(iiity. 3. Positive, payment for services ; comparative, npprehen-
.1 of evil or danger; superlative, a festive meal. 4. Positive, a
: id animal

; comparative, a loud sound ; superlative, cooked meat.
T ISOLA.

RIDDLE.

*T was yesterday that you made game
Of me, you stupid bat

!

To-day somebody trod on me,
And kicked me, and all that.

Well, well, my troubles last not long!
In spite of every kind of wrong,
I 'm bound to have my cheerful song. l. w. h.

APOCOPES.

. Apocopate a knot of ribbon, and leave a fowl. 2. Apocopate to
plex, and leave meat. 3. Apocopate a toy, and leave an animal.
Apocopate a candle, and leave a plant. 5. Apocopate sorrowful,

rl leave a plant. cvril deane.

REBUS.

(Of <he seven objects shown, arrange the names
initials and finals shall form the names of th

of five

othei

that the

EASY ENIGMA.
,' 3 saw a 4, 5, 6 in the 7, 8, 9 yard in T , 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9,

CVRIL DEANE.

A CONSONANT.
5. A vowel.

CHARADE, No. 2.

FIRST.

I pry out a secret,

Devour a book ;

I guide the hunter,
And aid the couk.

I "m drilled at the needle,

And " cute " at a hook.
In short, I "m a wonderful creation,
Worthy your study and admiration,
Albeit I 'm naught but a perforation.

SECOND.

Faster and faster,

The cruel master
Waves me in air.

Agonized crying
Follows me, dying

In sobs and prayer.
Crying he heeds not,

His hard heart bleeds not
For such despair.

Lifting so lightly,

Drooping so slightly,

On tender hinge.
Dusting and sweeping
When I 'm not sleeping.

Deepening blue tinge,

Height'ning the sparkling,
Soft'ning the darkling,
Yet I 'm but fringe !

DIAMOND PUZZLE.

2. A negative. 3. A noted lover. 4. A num-
NEMO.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.
Composed of seventeen letters. The 2, 13, 4, S, 1 is a part of the

body. The 4, 12, 16. 3, 17 is a sign of the zodiac. The 10, 7, 2, 13,

9 is a kind of tea. The 15, n, 1, 5, 17 is an aquatic flowering plant.
The 15, q, s, 6, 14 is a girl's name. The whole is a natural phenom-
enon. ISOLA.
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PICTORIAL ENIGMA.
(The upper picture represents the whole word, from the letters of which the words represented by the other pictures are to.be formed.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN OCTOBER NUMBER.

Model, ode. 2. Samples, ample.

5. Earth, art. 6. Eager, age.

A "Hidden Tour,—t. Bremen. 2. Hanover. 3. Tivoli. 4. Ham.
Lyons. 6. Rhine. 7. Cologne. 8. Bonn. 9. Coblentz. 10. Frank-

Incomplete Sentences —

1

3. Apathy, path. 4. Slater, late.

Baden.
Venice, ic

23. Berlin.

R O W
EWE

14. Stutgard. 15.

Prague. 20. Dres-
fort. 11. Mannheim. 12. Bingen.
Munich. 16. Tyrol. 17. Verona. 18

den. 21. Eisleben. 22. Wittenburg.
Connected Diamonds.—

s

ace
SCARE-*
E K A
E

Easy Diamond Puzzle —S, Ice, Screw, Eel, W.
Riddle.—Looking-glass—Lo, o, O, loo, look, kin, king, in, gee,

lass, as, ass.

Consonant Puzzle.— Tennessee, Nevada, Alabama, Kansas,

Arkansas, Alaska, Massachusetts, North Carolina, Mississippi, Vir-

ginia.

Easy Metagram.—Kate, date, fate, gate, hate, late.

Abbreviations.— 1. Elegy, leg. 2. Grape, rap. 3. Jewel, ewe.

4. Larch, arc. 5. Pasha, ash. 6. Snipe, nip. 7. Steam, tea. 8.

Black, lac. 0. Coney, one. 10. Crate, rat.

Beheaded' Rhymes.—Caprice, a price, price, rice, ice.

Double Acrostic— Saratoga, Monmouth.

S —ache- M
A —re— O
R _<>bi— N
A _r_ M
T —omat—
O —rmol— U
G —oa— T
A -s— H

Easy Enigmas.—i. Bobolink. 2. Grasshopper.

Square-Word.— opal
pine
anna
lead

Puzzle.—Notable, no table, not able.

Cross-Word Enigma.'—Charlie.

Syncopations.— 1. Aloe, ale. 2. Aunt, ant. 3.

Coat, cat. 5. Colt, cot. 6. Lead, lad 7. Plea, pea.

9. Rose, roe. 10. Tome, toe.

Charade —Kettle-drum.
Geometrical Transpositions.— Grandiloquent,

Circensial, Angelina, Quarantines, Connive, the Rubicon, Parsimc-r

Anomorhomboid, Consideringly.

Carp, cap,

8. Reed, re

Entcrtainir

Answers to Puzzles in Septfmber Number were received, previous to September 18, from Willie Dibblee. Nettie A. Ives, Jan

A. Montgomery, Amy R. Carpenter. Virginia Davage, Lucy Allen Paton, "Juliet," Jennie Fine, A. J. Lewis. Frieda E. Lippert, Emi

Elliott, Ida M. "Bourne, Agnes M. Hodges, Lucy Davis. Johnny Kenny, "Alex ' Nellie J. Thompson, C. M. Trmvbndgc, Nessie E. Steve

B P Emerv Howard S Rodgers, Carroll L. Maxey, Bessie McLaren, Helen Green, Clara L. Calhoun, W. C. Delanoy, R. L. Groendyci
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THE HEART OF WINTER.
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POEMS AND CAROLS OF WINTER.

By Lucy Larcom.

" It was the winter wild,

While the heaven-born Child,

All meanly wrapped, in the rude manger lies."

SWEETER carols than bird ever sang usher in

le wintry weather. The poem of childhood was

hanted by angels on the hills of Palestine eighteen

undred years ago, and its meaning has been deep-

ning in the hearts of Christian men and women
\rer since.

Dear children, the secret of true poetry, as well

B of all other true things, lies hidden in the heart

f the Babe of Bethlehem—the secret of heavenly

>ve, without which there is no beauty in the works

r words of men. "Peace on earth, good-will to

tan !
" is the hymn which must be sung in the

eart before any poem worth keeping can be writ-

:n.

Is it not beautiful that when the flowers of the

ood and field have done blossoming, when the

ees are leafless, and no birds make melody among
te barren boughs, the whole world breaks out into

nging over the cradle of its dearest Child ?

Some of the Christmas carols are as simple as

ursery-songs, and rude as the ages in which they

egan to be sung, when Christianity itself was in

s childhood. The wassail-cups and yule-fires of

te old Saxons were often strangely mixed up with

le tender and sacred birthday-story of the New
'estament. Sometimes these carols were sung by

lildren at the mansion window or door :

1 Here we come a-wassailing

Among the leaves so green
;

Here we come a-wandering.

So fair to be seen.

Love and joy come to you,

And to your wassail too,

And God bless you, and send you
A Happy New Year

!

" We are not daily beggars,

That beg from door to door

:

But we are neighbors' children,

Whom you have seen before.

God bless the master of this house,

God bless the mistress too.

And all the little children

That round the table go."

And some of them show a curious blending of

church-music and hunting-songs :

" The holly and the ivy.

Now both are full well grown
;

Of all the trees that are in the wood.

The holly bears the crown.

O the rising of the sun,

The running of the deer

!

The playing of the merry organ
;

Sweet singing in the choir !

"

There are others which, through their very sim-

plicity, carry us back to the hills where the watch-

ing shepherds listened to the song of the angels, so

many centuries ago, so that we hear with them the

first notes of that celestial anthem whose echo will

never die away from the earth.

Listen to this

:

" All in the time of winter,

When the fields were white with snow,

A babe was born in Bethlehem.

A long, long time ago.

Oh, what a thing was that, good folks.

That the Lord whom we do know,

Should have been a babe for all our sakes.

To take away our woe

!

Vol. IV.— 5. [Copyright, 1876, by Scribner & Co,]
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" Not in a golden castle

Was this sweet baby born,

But only in a stable,

With cattle and with corn;

But forth afield the angels

Were singing in the air

;

And when the shepherds heard the news,

To that Child they did repair.

" The wise men, also, from the East

Were guided by a star,

—

Oh, I wonder often, at this day,

Where those good wise men are !

"

Milton's " Hymn on the Nativity," from which

we copy a few lines, is among the grandest of

Christmas poems. Written when the great poet

was a very young man, it is full of the noble rhythm
which makes all his poetry so wonderful.

the one, for instance,the " Hymn on the Nativity

beginning

—

" But peaceful was the night

WT

herein the Prince of Light

His reign of peace upon the earth began
;

"

or this :

" Ring out, ye crystal spheres!

Once bless our human ears,

If ye have power to touch our senses so;

And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time

;

And let the base of Heaven's deep organ blow,"

—

and you will feel what rhythm is, without explana-

tion.

Milton was a very learned poet, but that has not

prevented him from being a favorite with a great

many children. Grown-up people cannot always

decide for the younger ones what they shall ad-

THK HEAVEN-BORN CHILD.

Now, children, look in your dictionary and find

out what "rhythm" means, for you cannot know
much about poetry unless you have some idea of

rhythm. If you are not satisfied with the definition

in the dictionary, we will explain it as the tune to

which poetry goes ; for the best poetry always has

a tune, which is part of itself, like the stir of pine-

forests in the wind, or the sound of a mighty river

as it sweeps along. There are many kinds of

rhythm—flute-like, bugle-like, piano-like ; it may
have any musical resemblance you can think of.

But Milton's poetry seems filled with the deep,

strong harmonies of the organ, upon which he

loved to play when he became a blind old man.

If you have an ear for music, ask any one who
knows how, to read aloud to you some verses from

mire, and grand poetry often takes the childish ear

and heart more than rhymes prepared expressly for

juvenile readers.

This is because a love of rhythm, or harmony, is

born with us, and we cannot help enjoying it,

whether we understand the words it is shaped into

or not. Who understands the roar of the cataract,

or the mighty organ-swell of the sea ? The aged

man knows their meaning no better than the little

child. To both they bring wonder, and delight,

and awe. And so it is with the voices of greal

poets in their highest inspiration. Old and younf

are alike charmed with the music that comes frorr

the soul when it is nearest to nature and to God.

I remember that when under ten years old a

school, the favorite piece in the reading-book, witl
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myself and other school-mates about my age, was

Coleridge's " Hymn at Sunrise in the Vale of

Chamouni." In the midst of our playing, one of

us would sometimes break out with a line of it.

mother would take it up, and so it would be carried

on, until, alone or in concert, we had repeated the

whole. Indeed, though I have never seen the

Alps, it often seems to me as if I must have visited

:hem in my childhood, through the vision that then

;ame to me, and lingers with me, in the lines

—

" Motionless torrents! silent cataracts!

Who made you glorious as the gates of heaven

Beneath the keen full moon ? Who bade the sun

Clothe you with rainbows ? Who, with living flowers

Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet?"

And I remember also, that the poem I liked best,

ong before I had outgrown Dr. Watts's " Divine

to this day. And I do not think my tastes were

unlike those of many of my child-companions,

—

nor that the children of to-day are very different

from those who lived forty years ago.

The best poetry belongs to those who can enjoy

it best, without regard to age. This rule— if it is

a rule—works both ways. A perfect child-poem

will be one that men and women also will take

delight in ; for, through poetry as well as religion,

we are all of us in some ways—or ought to become,
— " as little children."

So do not be afraid, children, to claim your grand

poetical favorites, and do not be ashamed of your

humble and childish ones. If they are real poets,

they all belong to one family.

We were speaking of Christmas poems, — Christ-

mas !—that we all recognize as the loveliest and

HE SHl-.PHEKDS HEAUD THE NEWS.

;>ongs" and Jane Taylor's "Hymns for Infant

vlinds,"—the classics of my Puritan childhood,

—

r/as Milton's " Paradise Lost." Of course I skipped

.11 the learned dialogues that went on in heaven

,md in the Garden of Eden ; but the beautiful gar-

ten itself, where grew

" Flowers of all hue, and without thorn the rose,"

.nd the wonderful palace of Pandemonium, that

,•' rose like an exhalation," lighted by

" Many a row

Of starry lamps and blazing cressets,"

xed themselves as unfading pictures in my mind ;

nd the "harpings and hallelujahs" that seemed
d roll through the poem, resound in my thoughts

most welcome guest brought us by winter. Merry

Christmas ! that comes to us loaded with gifts, and

that we, in return, delight to wreathe with ever-

green, and bright autumn leaves, and greenhouse

rose-buds, and all fragrant and brilliant blossoms.

In memory of that Flower Divine,

Whose fragrance fills the world.

A very sweet poem, bringing Christmas before

us in several different characters, is this, by Rose

Terry (now Mrs. Cooke) :

Christmas.

" Here comes old Father Christmas,

With sound of fife and drums ;

With mistletoe about his brows,

So merrily he comes !
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His arms are full of aJl good cheer.

His face with laughter glows,

He shines like any household fire

Amid the cruel snows.

He is the old folks' Christmas

;

He warms their hearts like wine,

He thaws their winter into spring.

And makes their faces shine-

Hurrah for Father Christmas !

Ring all the merry bells !

And bring the grandsires all around

To hear the tale he tells.

' Here comes the Christmas Angel,

So gentle and so calm;

As softly as the falling flakes,

He comes with flute and psalm.

All in a cloud of glory,

As once upon the plain

To shepherd boys in Jewry,

He brings good news again.

He is the young folks' Christmas ;

He makes their eyes grow bright

With words of hope and tender thought.

And visions of delight.

Hail to the Christmas Angel

!

All peace on earth he brings

;

He gathers all the youths and maids

Beneath his shining wings.

' Here comes the little Christ-child,

All innocence and joy,

And bearing gifts in either hand
For every girl and boy.

He tells the tender story

About the Holy Maid,

And Jesus in the manger
Before the oxen laid.

Like any little winter bird

He sings this sweetest song,

Till all the cherubs in the sky

To hear his carol throng.

He is the children's Christmas;

They come, without a call.

To gather round the gracious Child,

Who bringeth joy to all.

' But who shall bring their Christmas,

Who wrestle still with life r

Not grandsires, youths, nor little folks.

But they who wage the strife

:

The fathers and the mothers

Who fight for homes and bread.

Who watch and ward the living,

And bury all the dead.

Ah ! by their side at Christmas-tide

The Lord of Christmas stands

;

He smooths the furrows from their brow

With strong and tender hands.
' I take my Christmas gift,' he saith,

' From thee, tired soul, and he

Who giveth to my little ones

Gives also unto me!'"

Another of our welcome winter guests is Happy
New Year, brought in like a smiling baby in its

white christening-robes, to be tossed about from

one to another with good wishes and feasting and

laughter. You might fill many volumes with the

poetry that has been written about the New Year.

But the wonder and beauty of winter itself are

what the poets of the North have loved to show.

We sometimes think of winter as the most un-

poetic among the seasons ; but there is a different

way of looking at it. The snow is a blank sheet

to some eyes, but not to all. A fresh snow-drift is

often molded like the most exquisite sculpture, and I

its waves and lines and shadows are a joy to artistic

eyes. The tints it reveals in the sunset rays are!

purer than any color we know, and suggest the j

light that may shine upon us in some lovelier world

which we have not yet seen.

And the falling of the snow—how delicate and

dreamy it is ! There are poems through which

it seems to glide as airily as it descends from the

sky itself.

This is the way Thomson, the poet of " The
Seasons," describes it :

" Through the hushed air the whitening shower descends.

At first thin wavering, till at last the flakes

Fall broad and wide and fast, dimming the day

With a continual flow. The cherished fields

Put on their winter robe of purest white.

'Tis brightness all, save where the new snow melts

Along the mazy current Low the woods
Bow their hoar heads; and ere the languid sun,

Faint from the west, emits his evening ray,

Earth's universal face, deep hid and chill,

Is one wild, dazzling waste, that buries wide

The works of man."

And somebody else writes of the snow-flakes a

the blossoms of winter:

Softly down from the cold, gray sky,

On the withering air, they flit and fly

;

Resting anywhere, there they lie,

—

The feathery flowers !

Borne on the breath of the wintry day,

Leaves and flowers and gems are they,

Fresh and fair as the gay array

Of the sunlit hours
"

Still, again, they are spoken of by a poet (Joh

James Piatt) as flowers exiled from the gardens c

heaven :

" The wonderful snow is falling,

Over river and woodland and wold;

The trees bear spectral blossoms

In the moonlight blurred and cold.

" There 's a beautiful garden in heaven ;

And these are the banished flowers,

Fallen and driven and drifting

To this dark world of ours !

"

You will remember Bryant's Ci Snow-Shower,"

' Flake after flake,

Dissolved in the dark and silent lake,"

—

and Longfellow's " Snow-flakes":

" Out of the bosom of the air,

Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken

Over the woodlands brown and bare,

Over the harvest-fields forsaken,

Silent and soft and slow

Descends the snow."
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Is it not true, as he says, that

" This is the poem of the air,

Slowly in silent syllables recorded,

—

Now whispered and revealed

To wold and field?"

A merrier little song, and one that American

children have long been familiar with, is Hannah

Gould's " It Snows" :

" It snows! it snows! From out the sky

The feathered flakes how fast they fly

!

Like little birds, that don't know why
They 're on the chase, from place to place,

While neither can the other trace.

It snows! it snows! A merry play

Is o'er us in the air to-day!

" As dancers in an airy hall

That hasn't room to hold them all,

While some keep up, and others fall,

The atoms shift, then, thick and swift,

They drive along to form the drift,

That waving up, so dazzling white,

Is rising like a wall of white.

" But now the wind comes whistling loud,

To snatch and waft it as a cloud,

Or giant phantom in a shroud.

It spreads, it curls, it mounts, and whirls;

At length a mighty wing unfurls,

And then, away !—but where, none knows,

Or ever will. It snows ! it snows !

"To-morrow will the storm be done;

Then out will come the golden sun.

And we shall see upon the run,

Before his beams, in sparkling streams,

What now a curtain o'er him seems.

And thus with life it ever goes !

'Tis shade and shine! It snows! it snows!"

How strange it must seem to live in a country

where snow never comes ! The natives of such

countries will not believe the frosty and icy stories

told them by travelers from colder regions. Stranger

still it must seem to them when, at long intervals,

they are visited by a snow-storm.

Bruce, the African traveler, tells us that an aged

Abyssinian once drew him aside, to tell him, as a

threat wonder, that when he was a young man
something white one day descended from the sky,

:overing the earth, and disappearing as silently as

t came. Some one has very prettily versified this

story of

Snow in Abyssinia.

" Bruce of Kinnaird could scarce repress the smile

That twitched the bearded ambush of his mouth.
When, in his quest of the mysterious Nile,

Amid the perilous wilds of the swart South,

An old man told him, with a grave surprise

Which made his child-like wonder almost grand,

How, in his youth, there fell from out the skies

A feathery whiteness over all their land,

—

A strange, soft, spotless something, pure as light,

For which their questioned language had no name,
That shone and sparkled for a day and night.

Then vanished all as weirdly as it came.

Leaving no vesrige, gleam, or hue, or scent,

On the round hills or in the purple air,

To satisfy their mute bewilderment

That such a presence had indeed been there !

"

And you may have read of the little Barbadoes

girl who, when she came to a northern country,

and saw the snow falling for the first time, cried

out that the angels were emptying their feather-

beds upon the earth !

When the north wind sets our teeth chattering,

and pierces us with needles of frost, we sigh for a

climate where summer is perpetual. Yet no—not

" we " exactly ; for there is nothing that a healthy

child delights in more than the wild, stormy mirth

that winter brings.

Childhood and Winter are the best of playmates.

Like some kind, rough old grandsire, he sets the

boys and girls running races, tosses them about

among the snow-drifts, and pushes them along the

ice until they are rosy and strong with the merry

exercise. Look at this German portrait of win-

ter, boys, and see if you do not like it :

" Old Winter is a sturdy one,

And lasting stuff he's made of;

His flesh is firm as iron-stone;

There 's nothing he 's afraid of.

" Of flowers that bloom, or birds that sing,

Full little cares or knows he ;

He hates the fire, and hates the spring,

And all that 's warm and cosey.

" But when the foxes bark aloud

On frozen kike and river,

—

When round the fire the people crowd,

And rub their hands and shiver,

—

" When frost is splitting stone and wall,

And trees come crashing after,

—

That hates he not, but loves it all;

Then bursts he out in laughter.

" His home is by the North Sea's strand,

Where earth and sea are frozen ;

His summer home, we understand,

In Switzerland he's chosen."

But when any of us dream of summer lands in

winter-time, we must remember how much that is

rare and curious and wonderful the people of the

tropics lose, in never seeing icicles or frost-work,

or what Emerson calls

" The frolic architecture of the snow."

as Whittier describes it, for instance, in picturing

for us the winter farm-life of his boyhood :

" Strange domes and towers

Rose up where sty or corn-crib stood,

Or garden-wall, or belt of wood

;

A smooth white mound the brush-pile showed

;

A fenceless drift what once was road

;

The bridle-post an old man sat,

With loose-flung coat and high cocked hat;
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The well-curb had a Chinese roof;

And even the long sweep, high aloof.

In its slant splendor, seemed to tell

Of Pisa's leaning miracle;"

or as it is given

First Snow-fall " :

Lowell's lovely poem, "The

1 The snow had begun in the gloaming,

And busily all the night

Had been heaping field and highway

With a silence deep and white.

beauty of the summer woods, shows them to us uv

their wintry whiteness :

" But winter has yet brighter scenes,—he boasts

Splendors beyond what gorgeous summer knows;

Or autumn with his many fruits, and woods
All flushed with many hues. Come when the rains

Have glazed the snow, and clothed the trees with ice ;

While the slant sun of February pours

Into the bowers a flood of light Approach !

The incrusted surface shall upbear thy steps,

And the broad arching portals of the grove

THE FIRST SNOW-FALL.

" Every pine and fir and hemlock

Wore ermine too dear for an earl

;

And the poorest twig on the elm-tree

Was ridged inch-deep with pearl.

" From sheds new-roofed with Carrara

Came chanticleer's muffled crow;

The stiff rails were softened to swan's-down,

And still fluttered down the snow."

And see how Bryant, who paints so well the

Welcome thy entering. Look ! the mossy trunks

Are cased in the pure crystal ; each light spray,

Nodding and tinkling in the breath of heaven,

Is studded with its trembling water-drops,

That stream with rainbow radiance as they move."

And Whittier, in his " Pageant," bids us look

" Where, keen against the walls of sapphire.

The gleaming tree-boles, ice-embossed.

Hold up their chandeliers of frost."
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In the ice-gleaming, sunlit forest, he exclaims :

" I tread in Orient halls enchanted,

I dream the Saga's dream of caves,

Gem-lit, beneath the North Sea waves.

" I wall; the land of Eldorado;

I touch its mimic garden -bowers,

Its silver leaves and diamond flowers."

You see, little friends, that there is a poetry of

snow and ice as well as of flowers and fields and

rivers. Here is a specimen of it from Thomson :

" An icy gale, oft shifting, o'er the pool

Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career

Arrests the bickering stream. The loosened ice,

Let down the flood, and half dissolved by day,

Rustles no more ; but to the sedgy bank.

Fast grows, or gathers round the pointed stone

A crystal pavement, by the breath of Heaven
Cemented firm; till, seized from shore to shore,

The whole imprisoned river growls below."

That last line, which compares the stream to a

caged lion under the ice, has been said to be the

best description of a frozen river in the language.

For all the cold, there are live things in the

woods in winter. Bryant found them there :

" The pure, keen air abroad,

Albeit it breathed no scent of herb, nor heard

Love-call of bird nor merry hum of bee,

Was not the air of death. Bright mosses crept

Over the spotted trunks, and the close buds,

That lay along the boughs, instinct with life,

Patient, and waiting the soft breath of spring,

Feared not the piercing spirit of the North.

The snow-bird twittered on the bcechen bough,

And 'neath the hemlock, whose thick branches bent

Beneath its bright cold burden, and kept dry

A circle on the earth of withered leaves.

The partridge found a shelter. Through the snow
The rabbit sprang away. The lighter track

Of fox, and the raccoon's broad path, were there,

Crossing each other. From his hollow tree,

The squirrel was abroad, gathering the nuts

Just fallen, that asked the winter cold, and sway
Of winter blast, to shake them from their hold."

And Emerson writes of a little friend he met
in the deep forest on a stinging day of midwinter :

" Piped a tiny voice hard by.

Gay and polite, a cheerful cry,

' Chic-chicadeedee ! '—saucy note.

Out of sound heart and merry throat,

As if it said, ' Good day, good sir !

Fine afternoon, old passenger!

Happy to meet you in these places,

Where January brings few faces '"

Then he tells us that the bird, glad to meet his

' Flew near, with soft wing grazed my hand,

Hopped on the bough, then, darting low,

Prints his small impress on the snow,

Shows feats of his gymnastic play,

Head downward, clinging to the spray."

The titmouse, or snow-bird, you know, has a
different song for different seasons,

—

" In spring

Crying out oi the hazel-copse, ' Phe-be !

'

And in winter, ' Chic-a-dee-dee !
'

"

Dear little fellow ! No wonder the poets have
sung of him so often. Doubtless one of your best-

known pieces from babyhood is Hannah Gould's

"Oh, what will become of thee, poor little bird?

The muttering storm in the distance is heard,"

She speaks of the snow-bird as the "Winter
King,"

1 Because in all weather I 'm happy and free,

They call me the Winter King. Pee-dee-dee !

"

We cannot help loving the snow-birds, they are

so neighborly, calling upon us at our door-steps, as

well as keeping company with us in the leafless

forest-paths. It does us good to have our little

cousins of the woods, who do not know our alpha-

bet, come and ask us, in their own language, for

such small favors as we can bestow upon them.

A pretty song, with this idea in it, has been
written by Mrs. Anderson, who has made many
other charming verses for children :

" When winter winds are blowing.

And clouds are full of snow,

There comes a flock of little birds,

A-flying to and fro;

About the withered garden.

Around the naked field.

In any way-side shrub or tree,

That may a berry yield,

You'll see them flitting, flitting,

And hear their merry song;

The scattered crumbs of summer's feast

Feed winter birdlings long.

" But when the snow-drifts cover

The garden and the field,

—

When all the shrubs are cased in ice,

And every brook is sealed,

Then come the little snow-birds.

As beggars, to your door;

They pick up every tiny crumb,

With eager chirps for more.

Like wandering musicians,

They 'neath the windows sing

;

All winter long they stroll about,

And leave us in the spring.

" Off" to the land of icebergs,

To islands cold and drear,

They fly before the summer comes
To frolic with us here.

Give them a hearty welcome

!

It surely were not good
That they who sing in winter-time

Should ever lack for food."

If there were less beauty upon the outside earth

in winter, there would still be the charm of home-
life, which is always more perfect in a cold climate.
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One stronger reason than all others for being glad

that we live in the temperate zone, is that it is the

zone of homes.

Greenlanders and Laplanders, it is said, each

consider their own country the fairest the sun shines

upon, and charming stories of domestic life have

come to us from those icy latitudes. But the Esqui-

maux and Kamtchatkans. and those inhabitants

of extreme Arctic regions who must live in snow-

huts, or burrow underground for warmth,- cannot

know the rich and tender meanings the word
" home " has for us.

How much comfort there is in our cosey houses

alone,—in the clean, warm room, perhaps with a

glowing fireside ; the white table spread with

wholesome and delicate food ; the cheerful circle

around the lamp at evening ; the books, the sew-

ing, the games ; the sound sleep of the long, snowy

night, in beds as white as the drifts outside ; and

the many other nameless blessings of a civilized

home ! These the children of the eternal snows

must do without.

There is more poetry in a really beautiful home-

life than in the finest natural scenery ; but it lies

too deep in the heart for words to express. It is

poetry that is felt rather than spoken. A happy

home is a poem which every one of the family is

helping to write, each for the enjoyment of the rest,

by little deeds of tenderness and self-sacrifice, which

mean so much more than words. This home-poem
is all the more delightful because it does not ask

or need admiration from anybody outside. The
poetry that people live in, of which they are a part,

and which is a part of them, is always the most

satisfactory, because it is the most real.

Think, little folks, of all the poems and frag-

ments of poems you know, that never could have

been written except in a country where tempest

and sleet and long hours of darkness drove men
and women and children within-doors, and kept

them there to find out how dear and sweet a thing

it is for a family to live together in love.

The list is a long one, so long that it is of no use

to try to fill it out here. But a hint or two, and a

few extracts, may put you on the track of a great

many beautiful things.

There is Cowper's : 'Task,"—a domestic poem
throughout, and in great part a winter poem, too,

—with its famous tea-table picture :

" Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast,

Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round,

And, while the bubbling and loud-hissing urn

Throws up a steamy column, and the cups,

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each,

So let us welcome peaceful evening in."

If you do not care to drink tea with the poet

Cowper, you may like to hear him talk of the post-

man, and the budget of news he brings ; or of the:

Empress of Russia's wonderful palace of ice.

Then, there is Burns's "Cotter's Saturday Night," 1

which it will be strange if most of you do not enjoy.;

it is so full of pictures. You seem to be inside of

the Scottish cottage, where

" The mither, wi' her needle and her shears,

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the new;"

while outside

"November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh."

There is Emerson's indoor view of a snow-storm :

" Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,

Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields,

Seems nowhere to alight. The whited air

Hides hiils and woods, the river and the heaven,

And veils the farm-house at the garden's end.

The sled and traveler stopped, the courier's feet

Delayed, all friends shut out, the house-mates sit

Around the radiant fire-place, inclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm."

If you have ever known what it is to be shut inl

with a happy household through a long, driving:

winter storm, those last two lines will often be com-;'

ing back to you, after you have read them, as onei

of the cosiest of home-pictures. That " tumultuous;

privacy of storm," how deep and close and warm:

it is !

Best of all, perhaps,—certainly the finest epic of

old-fashioned New England family-life ever written.;

— is Whittier's " Snow-Bound." " Epic" may not!

be the right word to use, and yet why not ? It -isi

" narrative," and "heroic " adventures are achieved!

by the men and boys out-of-doors in meeting tht^

snows and the winds ; while within, mother and:

aunt and sisters weave together a web of home-liftl

lovelier than anything to be shown by Penelope, ot

Helen of Troy.

By such a fireside as that described in " Snow-

Bound," with the red blaze flashing up

" Until the old, rude-furnished room

Burst, flower-like, into rosy bloom,"

one might well be

" Content to let the north wind roar

In baffled rage at pane and door."

Children of the old-fashioned days had a hare

time, perhaps ; but it was worth a great deal to live

around one of those deep, log-heaped fire-places

It was "jolly," as you boys would say, to hear how

" When a louder blast

Shook beam and rafter as it passed,

The merrier up its roaring draught

The great throat of the chimney laughed."

We must not forget one poetic thing that winte:
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. does for us all indoors, however humble our dwell-

ing may be ; and that is to decorate our window-

panes, making them more exquisite in their white,

delicate tracery than the stained glass of ancient

-cathedrals. This is Jack Frost's work, and we are

I
told, in one case, how he did it :

" He went to the window of those who slept,

And over each pane like a fairy crept.

Wherever he breathed, wherever he stept,

By the morning light were seen

Most beautiful things ! There were flowers and trees,

There were bevies of birds, and swarms of bees,

There were cities and temples and towers ; and these

All pictured in silver sheen '.

"

There is a dark and cheerless side to winter,

which is not to be forgotten even by the poets.

Thomson has written of it, as you will find in the

73

You bring poetry into a life, whenever you bring

it any real happiness. Think of that, dear chil-

dren, and see how many hearts you can make sing

aloud for joy !

There is a legend of the Child Jesus, which tells

how he made flowers bloom and birds sing in the

midst of winter, by a smile of love given to his

mother. A beautiful meaning may be drawn from

this. Love is the true sunshine, and all children

can make a cold world blossom with it, after the

example of the Holy Child.

The Child Jesvs in the Garden.

" Cold was the day, when in a garden bare,

Walked the Child Jesus, wrapt in holy thought ;

H is brow seemed clouded with a weight of care :

Calmness and rest from worldly things he sought.

THE CHILD JESUS IN THE GARDEN.

;,
"Seasons." He draws a picture of a man lost in

the snow, so vivid as to awaken our sympathies
1 very painfully.

And Wordsworth has told us the piteous story

of" Lucy Gray,"

—

" The sweetest thing that ever grew
Beside a human door,"

—

•

how she wandered up and down the moor, bewil-

dered by the falling snow, and perished at last in

sight of her own dwelling.

And Bryant's " Little People of the Snow."
although so dazzling in its fairy fancies, contains

a sad story of a similar kind.

To the very poor, who suffer for want of food

and fuel, winter is anything but poetical. It is the

privilege of those who are better off. to make it a

pleasant season to them, and to supply the heart-

sunshine and home-warmth, without which winter
is bitter indeed. A little kindness goes a great way
toward brightening dark days and warming up
snow-drifts.

" Soon was his presence missed within his home ;

His mother gently marked his every way ;

Forth then she came to seek where he did roam,

Full of sweet words his trouble to allay.

" Through chilling snow she toiled to reach his side,

Forcing her way mid branches brown and sere,

Hastening that she his sorrows might divide,

Share all his woe, or calm his gloomy fear.

" Sweet was her face, as o'er his head she bent,

Longing to melt his look of saddest grief.

With lifted eves, his ear to her he lent

;

Her kindly solace brought his sou] relief.

" Then did he smile—a smile nf love so deep.

Winter himself grew warm beneath its glow ;

From drooping branches scented blossoms peep r

Up springs the grass : the scaled fountains flow.

" Summer and spring did with each other vie.

Offering to Him the fragrance of their store ;

Chanting sweet notes, the birds around him fly.

Wondering why earth had checkered so her floor."

Every season has a beauty of its own, and the

poets usually find it out for us, or else show us that
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there is a poetry of the gloomy and terrible as well

as of the beautiful. So Cowper says :

" O Winter, ruler of the inverted year,

Thy scattered hair with sleet like ashes filled,

Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks

Fringed with a beard made white with other snows

Than those of age, thy forehead wrapped in clouds,

A leafless branch thy scepter, and thy throne

A sliding car, indebted to no wheels,

But urged by storms along its slippery way,

—

I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st.

And dreaded as thou art !

"

But we come back, in spite of our attempt to

look on the dark side, to the brightness and jollity

of the winter months. Where is there fun like

that of skating? Hear the poet Allingham sing

of it

:

" The time of frost is the time for me !

When the gay blood spins through the heart with glee,

When the voice leaps out with a chiming sound.

When the footstep rings on the musical ground.

When the earth is gay, and the air is bright,

And every breath is a new delight.

" Hurrah ! the lake is a league of glass !

—

Buckle and strap on the stiff white grass !

Off we shoot, and poise and wheel.

And swiftly turn upon scoring heel

;

And our flying sandals chirp and sing,

Like a flock of gay swallows on the wing !

"

And sleighing-songs innumerable might be brought

together ; but we will only take, at present, a verse

or two bv Stedman :

' In January, when down the dairy

The cream and clabber freeze,

When snow-drifts cover the fences over,

We farmers take our ease.

At night we rig the team,

And bring the cutter out;

Then fill it, fill it, fill it,

And heap the furs about.

' Here friends and cousins dash up by dozens,

And sleighs at least a score

;

There John and Molly, behind, are jolly,

—

Nell rides with me, before.

All down the village street

We range us in a row:

Now jingle, jingle, jingle, jingle,

And over the crispy snow!"

Now, children, which season is pleasantest— I
which has most poetry in it ? This is so hard a 1
question to answer, it must be settled by leaving it J

open on all sides, as it is here, in " Marjorie'sl

Almanac," by Aldrich :

" Robins in the tree-top,

Blossoms in the grass,

Green things a-growing

Everywhere you pass

;

Sudden litUe breezes,

Showers of silver dew,

Black bough and bent twig

Budding out anew
;

Pine-tree and willow-tree,

Fringed elm, and larch—
Don't you think that May-time's

Pleasanter than March?

" Apples in the orchard,

Mellowing one by one
;

Strawberries upturning

Soft cheeks to the sun ;

Roses faint with sweetness,

Lilies fair of face,

Drowsy scents and murmurs
Haunting every place

;

Lengths of golden sunshine,

Moonlight bright as day

—

Don't you think that summer's
Pleasanter than May ?

" Roger in the corn-patch,

WhisUing negro songs;

Pussy by the hearth-side,

Romping with the tongs ;

Chestnuts in the ashes,

Bursting through the rind;

Red leaf and gold leaf

Rustling down the wind ;

Mother "doin' peaches"
All the afternoon

—

Don't you think that autumn 's

Pleasanter than June?

" Little fairy snow-flakes

Dancing in the flue;

Old Mr. Santa Clans,

What is keeping you ?

Twilight and firelight;

Shadows come and go;

Merry chime of sleigh-bells,

Tinkling through the snow;
• Mother knitting stockings

(Pussy's got the ball)

—

Don't you think that winter's

Pleasanter than all ?
"
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NO POCKET.

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

T was at Katie McPherson's

Christmas party that the

announcement was made.

—

in the dining-room, where

the scores of bright chil-

dren were assembled to

partake of the good things

which Mrs. McPherson had

bountifully provided,—Jim-

my Johnson made the an-

nouncement, and this it was :

" Bushy Caruthers aint got

no pocket !

"

Jimmy delivered this in

such tones and with such a manner as he might

have used if he had said: '' Bushy Caruthers aint

got no thumbs !
" or " Bushy Caruthers aint got

no nose !

"

"Hasn't he?" said Bobby Smedley, with as

much eager concern as Jimmy Johnson, or, indeed,

the most exacting news-bearer could have asked or

desired.

" Has n't he ?" said also Dickey Simpkins.

There was that in Dickey's tone which added,
" I 'm glad I 'm not in Bushy's trousers."

Nellie Partridge, who was one of Jimmy John-
son's audience, opened her eyes roundly and puck-

ered her mouth into a perfect O, and then gave

vent to a long " W-h-y !
" of astonishment.

"No, he aint got no pocket," Jimmy repeated,

with no abatement in his can-you-believe-it manner.
" That's 'cause he 's a little boy," said Tommy

Mayneer, who was large of his age.

With this explanation. Tommy thrust his hands
into his trousers' pockets, drew himself up to the

full capacity of his inches, and marched back and
forth a few paces with great dignity.

Nellie Partridge, who, I much fear, will in time

grow to be a gossip, hurried over to the group of

children in the next corner, and repeated, with

solemn eyes :

" Say ! Bushy Caruthers aint got no pocket !

"

-' Did you ever ? " said one little auditor. "It's

too bad," said another. "Why!" exclaimed a

third, hurrying away to carry the story to the next

group of children. Then the word went to the

company of little folks collected at the window ;

thence to the children outside the dining-room
door in the hall, on and on, until everybody knew
that Bushy Caruthers was so unfortunate as to be
at a party where candy and nuts and oranges and

all manner of good things abounded, and where

there was a Christmas-tree, and yet to have no

pocket.

What made it worse was, that it was Mrs.

McPherson's way at her Katie's Christmas parties

always to insist upon each little guest filling his or

her pockets with good things " to take home."

Poor Bushy !

After a while the word reached Bush)' himself.

Of course he knew he had n't any pocket before

the children flocked around him with their expres-

sions of condolence and their eager inquiries and
exclamations of concern ; but until he had heard

these, and seen the consternation in the little faces,

he had no conception of the magnitude of his mis-

fortune. When this really dawned upon Bushy,

he thought he ought to cry ; but that seemed too

much like baby-conduct. So he perked up his

head with an heroic look in his funny little face,

and rolled his eyes from one to another of his con-

dolers, as if he would say, "Well, if I aint got

any pocket, I 'm going to bear my trouble like a

man."
"Well, Bushy," Barney Williamson advised,

" you eat all the candy and jelly and nuts and cake

and oranges you can hold."

"What makes um call you Bushy, anyhow?"
asked Henry Clay Martin. " You aint bushy a

bit; you're slick as my black-and-tan terrier,"

and Henry Clay looked the unfortunate over from

the crown of his glossy black head to the soles of

his polished gaiters.

" My name's Bushrod, and they call me Bushy

for short," was the explanation ; whereupon a

dozen or more children proceeded to tell what

their right names were and what they were called

for short.

Meantime Bushy, in accordance with Barney

Williamson's advice, was engaged in storing away
cakes and candies, regardless of headaches and

doctors. At the end of fifteen minutes he had
probably discovered the limit of his capacity ; for

at this time he went over to his papa with both

hands full of bon-bons, and emptied them in that

gentleman's big coat-pocket ; and when papa
looked behind him for an explanation of the pull-

ings, and so on. Bushy said, pathetically :

" I aint got no pocket, papa."
" You have no pocket, you mean.'' corrected

papa, gently.

" Yes, sir, I have n't no pocket.
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In a few moments he was back again, and papa mamma's silk dress were disturbed, and down 01

felt another tugging at his coat behind, and heard top of her lace handkerchief streamed the cand'
something rattling down into his pocket ; again and nuts from Bushy's overflowing hands, attendee

came the explanation from Bushy : "I aint got no

pocket, papa."

It was not long after this before the folds of

UPSTAIRS TO THE CHRISTMAS-TREE.

" I aint got nc

we must all take

by the inevitable explanation

pocket, mamma. Katie says

home something."

Again and again was the silk-dress pocket visited

for it was roomy, and mamma, busy in conversa

tion, was unconscious of the visitations.

Then Bushy's sister, Minnie, thirteen years old,

was petitioned to lend the aid of her pocket to the

pocketless boy. Beside this, Bobby Smedley, whose
home was just across the street from Bushv's, vol-

unteered the loan of one-quarter of one of his

pockets for the transportation of Bushy's nick

nacks. Miriam Endicott, who lived next door tc

the unfortunate boy, hearing of Bobby Smedley's

generosity, forthwith devoted a half of her roomy
pocket to Bushy's relief.

But it was when the children had gone upstair:

to the parlors where the Christmas-tree stood, thai

Bushy's concern attained its height.

" S'pose," he said to Barney Williamson, remem
bering Barney's role as adviser, " s'pose I was tc

get a great lot of things—that ball "—and ht

pointed to the spangled, radiant tree, with it

wonderful blossoms and fruit
— " and that top, and

that drum, and that trumpet with a whistle, and
oh ! them two wrasling heathen Chinee, and that

whistle, and that cannon, and that velocipede, and
that locomotive, and that there wheel-barrow, and
a great lot more, how could I get them all home ?

'cause I aint got no pocket, you know."

"Well I'll tell you," said the ready Barney.
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," I '11 pack all the other things in your wheelbar-

row, you know, and roll 'em home for you."

Bushy did get the wheel-barrow, sure enough,

and soon had it loaded up.

You may well believe there was laughing at

Bushy's house when all the pockets were emptied,

and all the boxes and baskets. Such heaps of

candy ! such piles of cakes ! such quantities of

almonds and raisins, mottoes, lady-apples, oranges,

and other good things, as were displayed ! In

Bushy's eagerness he had actually smuggled a

chicken's wing and buttered biscuit into his mother's

keeping. There was enough, as he said, ecstati-

cally, for another party.

If he had gone to Katie's entertainment with

pockets all over his chubby little form, he could

not have fared so well.

" Mamma," said Bushy, gravely, as he cracked

an almond between his white teeth, his black eyes,

meanwhile, sweeping the table which held his col-

lection of sweets, "don't never put no pocket in

my party-breeches."

cluck-A-lucks
STANCE CHILDREN

By E. Muller.

;
Of course Cluck-a-Iuck thought she had been

v sitting on her own eggs. Why should she not

think so ? There were ten of them, just as many
; as she had counted when she first began to sit upon

I

them ; so when her young brood turned out to be

ducklings, she was naturally surprised and dis-

. gusted. But that was the fanner's fault. Cluck-

i

a-luck was such a good hen-mother that he chose

i'her to raise the brood of ducklings. For a duck-

j
mother is such a careless creature—such a very

:
careless creature! All she thinks of is her own

Jtoes, and how to say "Quack" amiably, and to

- plume herself. So Cluck-a-luck had to see her

fuzzy yellow brood step into the water at a spring-

pond, and paddle away from her, while she sat on
the shore and scolded at them.

" You '11 take your deaths of cold !
" she screamed,

when she found they did not drown, as she had

told them they would. "I shall have the whole

ten of you down with the croup," moaned Cluck-

a-Iuck, and she ran off to consult Grandpa Wattles,

the great Dorking cock. " Dear Grandpa Wattles!

what shall I do with my children ? None of our

family ever acted this way before !

"

" Took-a-rook-a-raw, raw." said Grandpa Wat-
tles, gravely ; he always said that when he felt

puzzled. " You must make allowances, make
allowances. Young folks are very different, now-

adays. You can't always tell how they are going

to turn out. Sometimes they are one thing and

sometimes they are another. Don't fret. Here 's

a fine grub for you. Don't fret."

So Cluck-a-luck ate the grub and stopped fret-

ting.

By and by the ducklings grew large and hand-

some, with fine purple necks and broad yellow bills.
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A DUCK-MOTHER IS SUCH A CARELESS CREATURE !

" They really do me great credit," said Cluck-a-

luck, proudly, as she bade them good-bye, and

began to hatch out another brood.

This time the farmer had enough ducks, so he

allowed Cluck-a-luck to hatch out her own eggs.

A fine brood they were. Nine yellow little fuzzy

balls, with a little silvery chirp put inside of each

one, to make music for their mamma. Cluck-a-

luck was very proud of them, and as soon as they

were big enough, she led them out of the hen-house

into the barn-yard, and showed them to everybody

while she clucked delightedly. Then she tool

them to the pond.

"Peep-peep !" said all the little ones, "such

large water-trough !

"

"Well, why don't you go in? " asked Cluck-a

luck.

"Peep-peep! we don't want to," said they.

"What nonsense !
" cried Cluck-a-luck. "No

want to go in ? Why, your brothers and sister

THE WHOLE TEN OF THEM DOWN WITH THE CROUP.
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"why do you suppose they spay down so long?"

ran in, of their own accord, before they were as old

as you. Go in at once, before they laugh at you."

"What's the matter there?" cried Shiny Tail,

one of the eldest duck-sons, coming up. " Afraid

to go in ? Give them a push, that's all they want."

So Cluck-a-luck led the little chickens to a board

that leaned out over the water, and then pushed

them in, first one, then another, till all the nine

were in the water.

"Peep-peep! it's very cold! It's very wet.

Peep-peep, p-e-e-p ! " cried all the little ones, and

then they went down under the water, and staid

there.

" Why do you suppose they stay down so long?"

asked Cluck-a-luck of Shiny Tail, who stood near.

" I 'm sure I don't know. I never staid down so

long," answered he, thoughtfully.

But the little chickens never came up again,

though Cluck-a-luck waited all day long for them,

and clucked till she was quite hoarse. So she ran

to Grandpa Wattles, and told him about it.

" Took-a-rook ," began Grandpa Wattles,

but seeing she felt very badly indeed, he stopped

before he got to "raw, raw," and said: "Now
don't fret, there 's a good creature. You have

made a little mistake in their education. You can't

always tell ; sometimes they turn out one thing,

and sometimes they "

" But they are all drowned, gone entirely !

"

interrupted Cluck-a-luck. " What am I to do ?
"

"Well, well! Don't fret. Go and hatch another

brood. Here 's a fine caterpillar I Ye saved for you.

Don't fret," said Grandpa Wattles, very kindly.

So Cluck-a-luck ate the fine caterpillar and
stopped fretting, and began to hatch another brood.

While she was sitting, a weasel ate all her eggs but

two. These she hatched out, saying to herself:

"It is just as well ; there will be less trouble about

their education, when there are so few, and I shall

not go near the water with them, that 's certain."

WACKSY AND WEEPSY.

So, when they grew strong enough, she took

them up to the orchard, where there was no water,

and there little Wacksy and Weepsy were good
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and happy for a long time. Cluck-a-luck gave

them these names because one of them always said

" Wack " and the other one said "Weep," when
he cried.

The little things were very fond of each other,

and could not bear to be parted for a minute. One
day Cluck-a-luck missed them. She had just been

.

taking her morning sand-bath, in a lovely dust-

hole under an apple-tree, and when she got up she

missed both her children. She ran to the barn-yard

and asked all her friends if they had seen her

children.

" I saw them a minute ago," said her cousin,

as possible, and he was squawking as only ayouni,

Shanghai cock can squawk, because he could no

be a duck, like Wacksy, and swim with her.
'

' It seems to me you have very strange children

Cluck-a-luck," said old Madam Brahma. "Then
must be something wrong in your system of educa.<

tion; my children never showed such dispositions.,;

" Oh dear ! oh dear !
" cried poor little Cluck

a-luck, " I 'm sure I don't know what it is. I
'

done everything a mother could do, and I 'm dis

graced by them after it all."

Everybody stood watching and laughing at Cluck

a-luck's children. Everybody made remarks.

WACKSY AND WEEPSY

Pulletta. " It seems to me they were going down

to the pond."

"The pond! Oh, dreadful!" cried Cluck-a-

luck. " Then they will surely drown !

"

She hurried to the pond, and so did every one

else, and all the chickens and ducks and turkeys

and geese stood in a great crowd on the shore.

And what do you think they saw? There was

Wacksy, in the middle of the pond, swimming
proudly around, while Weepsy stood near the

shore, but up to his neck in the water, shrieking

for her to come back and play with him ! What
a disgraceful sight for a proud mamma! Weepsy's

long legs and long neck were stretched out as far

" Who in the world but a Dorking would thi

of hatching one duck and one great awkw;

Shanghai !
" exclaimed an aristocratic Bantam.

'

' How was I to know ? " asked poor Cluck

luck, indignantly. " I 'm sure I never knew thi

could be-so many different patterns of chickens.

I never would have hatched any !

"

Grandpa Wattles felt very sorry, but he co

not conscientiously advise her to go and try anotl

brood, so he only said ." Took-a-rook-a-raw, ra 1

and stood gazing at Wacksy and Weepsy, v

were still making themselves ridiculous.

" I '11 never hatch another brood !
" cried Clu

a-luck; "I'll never lay another egg! I'll
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omewhere all by myself, and learn to crow !

"

lit this dreadful threat, all the other hens looked

t her and drew up their wings, and nodded at

ach other.

" You see she 's going to crow. I knew a hen

ho could not bring up her chickens properly

ould end by crowing. How very shocking !

"

" Oh, please don't, there 's a good creature,"

lid Grandpa Wattles. " You are an excellent

en-mother ; don't be discouraged ; don't crow
;

hens never crow unless they 're good for nothing

else."

" But I will crow," said Cluck-a-luck. " I feel

like doing something desperate. I can't make my
children behave, and none of you sympathize with

me."

So she went away and got on a high fence, and

crowed, and she tumbled over backward while she

was crowing, and broke her neck, and her claws

all curled up, and she was dead.

HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chaptrr I.

OUR HERO BEGINS THE WORLD.

Jacob Fortune, fifteen years old, barefooted,

vgged at the knees, and with locks of very light

ir showing through the torn crown of his old

aw hat, sat on the door-yard fence, looking lone-

me.

Jacob had never known father or mother ; and it

.s now three days since his aunt, who had brought

Ti up and given him a home in the old house

:re, was carried out of it and laid to rest in

: old burying-ground, just out of sight over

2 hill.

-,Jacob had not thought that he was very fond of

; aunt ; and if she felt any affection for him, she

d a rather odd way of showing it. She worked
rd herself, and made him work hard as soon as

was old enough. She made him go to meeting

1 Sunday-school, and would not let him play

:r sundown on Saturday. She kept bundles of

ed herbs, which she steeped, and was always

ing a little " yarb-drink " herself, because she

> sick, and making him take a little, not because

i
was sick, but because she was afraid he would
She had no teeth, and she made him eat all

crusts. Then, too, she took snuff, and was
adfully sallow and wrinkled, and had a crooked
k, and sunken black eyes, and a harsh voice

1 temper which made him often wish that there

no such thing as an aunt in the world, and
ch put wicked thoughts into his head of running
iy, in order to be his own master.

lut now that there was no aunt in the world for

Vol. IV.—6.

him, and he was his own master without running

away, poor Jacob sat on the fence there and thought

of all her real kindness to him, and remembered
with remorse how many things he had himself done

to make her cross and unhappy.

How empty the old house seemed without her !

How empty and dreary the world seemed ! He
knew now that there had always been in his heart

a great deal more love for her than he or she ever

suspected ; and he felt very much like going over

to the old burying-ground. throwing himself down
by her grave, and telling her so.

He was awfully lonesome, and was wishing that

somebody would come along and say something

to comfort him, when he saw Deacon Jaffers ap-

proaching.
'• May be he'll have a good word forme," thought

Jacob, brightening a little, not caring to be seen

looking melancholy.

The deacon, in his white starched linen, black

straw hat and cool alpaca coat, appearing every

way prosperous and well satisfied with himself,

stopped when he came opposite to Jacob, and
swung his buckhorn-headed cane.

" So you are a free man now, Jacob—eh ? " said

he. " And how do you like it ?
"

" Don't know," said Jacob, with a sorry grin.

" It aint so lively as I thought it would be."
" Would you like any better to have a guardeen

appointed and put over ye ? There 's been talk

on 't," said Jaffers.

Jacob did not greatly fancy the idea of a guar-

dian.

" Would n't like to be bound out to some good
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man, eh ? Wal, Jacob, you 've the name of being

a perty stiddy boy, and I don't know but you can

be trusted to look out for yourself. But you must

be industrious. Mus' n't set too long on the fence.

Keep on going to Sunday-school, and to meeting.

Don't be off nutting and fishing with bad boys, in

sermon-time
;
your aunt never allowed that. Don't

play cards or drink. That 's my advice to you,

Jacob."

And the excellent deacon walked away, leaving

the boy's mind darkened by the hint of a guardian,

and his heart heavier than ever.

Presently a man drove along the street in a one-

horse wagon. He was broad as a tub, filling almost

the entire wagon-seat. He had a broad hat-brim,

and a broad, red face, and a broad smile on it

as he reined up by the fence where the boy was

sitting.

It was Friend David Doane, the Quaker, famed
for his butter and cheese. Jacob had always heard

that he was a kind man, and he felt a thrill of hope

as he thought, " I guess he will have a good word

for me."
" How does thee get on with the world, Jacob?

The world, Jacob," added Friend David, " is much
like an edged tool, good and useful to the wise who
take hold of it rightly by the handle."

Friend David looked like one who always held

firmly by the said handle, and knew how to use

the tool to his advantage. He went on :

" I hear that thy worthy aunt, before she died,

gave thee her cow, Jacob. How is it ? Has thee

a clear title ?
"

" She gave me the cow in the presence of wit-

nesses, if that is what you mean," said Jacob.

" Thee is very young to be the owner of a cow !

"

—and the broad, smiling face beamed like a full

moon on Jacob. " What will thee do with her ?
"

" Don't know," said Jacob, to whom the cow's

future looked as dubious as his own.
" Would thee like to sell her ?

"

" Don't know."
" Will thee take twelve dollars for her ?

"

" Folks have told me she is worth more than

that," replied Jacob.

" How much, then ?
"

" Twenty-five dollars."

" Twenty-five dollars !
" repeated Friend David,

with a solemn shake of the broad hat-brim. " Thee

has been told amiss. I will give thee fifteen dollars

for the cow. Will that satisfy thee ?
"

Jacob answered timidly that he did n't think he

ought to sell her for less than twenty-five. Friend

David regarded him sternly.

" Thee is beginning young, Jacob !

"

" Beginning to—to what ? " stammered the boy.

He was simply endeavoring in his poor way to hold

the world rightly by the handle, and could

understand how he had merited Friend Davij

crushing disapprobation.

The Quaker did not throw any light upon u

question, but raised his bid to sixteen dollars.

" That is because I would like to encourage tls

in well-doing," said David.

Which seemed so kind in him that Jacob >fe

almost made to feel that he would be an ungr«!>

ful wretch if he did not accept the offer.

' Sixteen dollars is a great deal of money fen

lad like thee ! What does thee say to it ?

"

Jacob hung his head, and, being pressed furtlrj

murmured feebly, " I can't— really—take less ta

—twenty-five."

" Thee is a grasping lad—very grasping !"
:iij

Friend David. "I would have been glad to J
friend thee, but I find I can do nothing for tie

HIS HEART HEAVIER THAN EVER.

thee is so grasping. If I should offer thee t\ltj

dollars, I dare say thee would take it, thougliha

knows it is too much."

Jacob was a patient fellow ; but he had

and will of his own, which he would somiBit!

show when provoked, as his late aunt knew \'fcl

sorrow, and as Friend David now discovered. .ft

felt that he was being imposed upon, and lomni

up and seeing something very much like culini

in the broad face, answered in the Quaker' t>w

language :

" Thee thinks wrong, Friend David. I Oil

not take twenty dollars for the cow if I knew W
too much, and I will not take it because I kiiv

well as thee that it is too little."
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Friend David contracted his brows, compressed

is lips, gave Jacob a terrible look and his horse a

ouch with the whip, and drove on without a word.

The future did not look brighter to Jacob after

nis lesson. It was well to talk of holding the

'orld by the handle, but where everybody was try-

ig t0 get and keep a hold, would there not be

ouble ?

Some boys now came along, who had a cat in a

asket, and a big dog.

" Hurrah, Jake !
" said they. " Come and have

jme fun."
1 " What ? " said Jacob.

" We 're goin' to let the cat loose in Towner's

oods and set the dog on her. If she climbs a

•ee, we'll club her off, and see him shake her."

Jacob was excited by the thought of sport. But

Sen a soft feeling rose in his unmanly breast re-

irding the cat.

" Oh, I would n't, Joe !
" said he.

"Wouldn't what?" cried Joe, the leader and

>okesman of the boys.

"
I would n't club and dog the poor thing !

"

-nd yet Jacob had half made up his mind to go

•ith them and see the fun, if he could not pre-

-:nt it.

; The rebuke, however, nettled Joe, who cried :

Who asked ye to, anyway ? We '11 club you if

;)u come !

"

1 " You never 'd dare to do that, Joe Berry !

"

I "You try it ! Say three words, and I '11 heave

ock at you now !

"

v So saying, Joe stooped and picked up from the

;,ad, not exactly a rock, but a pebble of the size

a walnut, which he threatened to let fly at Jacob's

ad.

" Three words !—there !
" exclaimed Jacob, de-

intly.

The stone was flung, but it hit only the rail on

lich Jacob was sitting. He made a motion to

mp down, whereat Joe, who was really a coward,

irted to run, followed by the other boys and the

j dog. A little way off they stopped and began

jeer him and look for stones—"rocks" they

lied them—by the road-side.

"Jake feels awful big since he had a funeral to

i house !
" said one.

"Sober, Jake is; guess he's going to study to

a minister," said another.

He's begun to preach," said Joe. "Here's
E

',

J

riething for his contribution-box," and he let fly

:I

: other pebble.

Other stones followed, but all so wide of the mark
it Jacob sat quietly on the fence and merely

iked his contempt. The allusion to the funeral

i his low spirits hurt him worse than the stones

jld. He thought he had never heard anything

so mean and hateful ; and, since his own com-

panions had turned against him in this way, he felt

wretched and desolate enough.

The boys continued to throw stones as they slowly

retreated, until they were quite out of range ; then

hurried off with the basket and the dog.

As soon as there was nobody to see him, Jacob

gave way to his feelings and cried. He had not

got much comfort from anybody who came along

yet, and it was a bitter thought that he had missed

his only chance of a good time by refusing to join

hands with the wicked.
'• Why should I care for the cat? Why can't I

go and do like other boys who don't care ? " he

asked himself, almost repenting of the scruples

which had gained nothing for himself or the cat,

and only earned his companions' ill will.

But now the sight of another person approaching

caused him quickly to dry his tears.

" It's Professor Pinkey !
" thought Jacob.

Chapter II.

PROFESSOR ALPHONSE PINKEY.

Professor Alphonse Pinkey, the dancing-mas-

ter, was an airy youth, hardly more than twenty

years old, in very wide mouse-colored trousers, a

light-brown frock-coat buttoned with one button at

the waist, and an expansive shirt-front. He wore

his black hair in graceful ringlets, and had a

mustache and strip of beard which resembled a

fanciful letter T. Seeing Jacob, he waved his little

cane with a smile, and walked up and shook hands

with him.
" I did n't know you were in town," said Jacob.
'•

I '111 not," said the professor. " That is, I'm
merely flitting through ; a bird of passage. Don't

get down ; let me get up."

And the bird of passage perched beside Jacob on

the fence.

When the professor kept a dancing-school in the

village the winter before, Jacob had attended it,

and swept the hall for his tuition. The aunt, who
was opposed to dancing, had known nothing of

this arrangement beyond the fact that Jacob took

care of the hall—to which circumstance the pro-

fessor now made some playful allusion.

Jacob looked sober.

" How is the dear old lady ? " cried Alphonse.
" She's dead—I thank you," faltered Jacob.
" Dead ! you don't say ! Excuse my ill-timed

levity. How long since ?
"

" She has been buried three days."
'" How distressing ! You lived alone with her,

did n't you ?"

" Yes,—all alone."

" Well, well ! don't feel bad," said the professor,
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thinking Jacob was going to choke. " Where do

you live now ?
"

" Here ; that is, I stay here and take care of

things, but since she died I 've slept over there at

the neighbor's,—the old house seemed so lone-

some !

"

''Certainly; I can understand that. But—what

are you going to do ? What are your prospects ?
"

" I have n't any," said Jacob.
" What did the—excuse me if I come too ab-

ruptly to the sordid business question," said Al-

phonsc,—" what did the old lady do with her

property ?
"

" She had n't much, anyway."
" Was n't the cottage hers ?

"

" Oh no ; she rented it of Mr. Jordan, and paid

twenty dollars a year for it. All the money she

had saved went to pay the funeral expenses. After

she was taken sick, I had to leave the place where

I was at work, to take care of her ; so I was n't

earning anything."
" Then there were the medicines and doctors'

bills," suggested Alphonse.
" She was her own doctor, and took her own

medicines, till the very last," replied Jacob. " She

would n't have had a doctor at all, if it had n't been

for the neighbors."
" But—to return to the question of property

—

she must have left something," Alphonse insisted.

"A little. There's the cow, and the pig, and

the things in the house," said Jacob. " She gave

everything to me. She was very kind to me to-

ward the last."

"Made you her heir!" exclaimed Alphonse.
" Let 's go and see what you 've got ; have you

any objection ?

"

Jacob was glad to have a friend to talk with.

He took the professor over the house and ground,

and showed him everything but the cow, which was

in the pasture.

" Now," said the professor, as they came round

to the wood-shed and sat down on a step, " here

you are in possession of a certain amount of per-

sonal property, and you want to know the best

thing to do with it."

" Exactly," said Jacob.
" With all due respect to your late lamented

relative," Alphonse continued, taking a knife from

his pocket and picking up a stick, "her household

stuff don't amount to much. Throw in the cow

and the pig and the chickens, and it is n't a brilliant

fortune, Jacob. Still, here 's a problem to be con-

sidered. Have n't you a jack-knife ? Well, find a

stick and go to whittling, as I do."

" What for ? " inquired Jacob, as he obeyed.
" Don't you see ? " replied the airy Alphonse.

" Nothing helps a man to think like a piece of pine

and a knife. Now my thoughts begin to corr;

he added, throwing off long, curled shavings fie

his stick. " I perceive three ways open to youj
making the most of your inheritance." He pans

in his whittling and put up three fingers. " J
first is for you to get married, bring a little i<

right in here to fill your aunt's place, and gow
with the housekeeping on the same humble u

inexpensive scale."

" Get married !
" laughed Jacob. " Why, n

only fifteen !

"

" I hardly thought you would consider that

tion practicable," said Alphonse. " We '11 disiis

it for the present," and he closed one of the fings
" The next thing is for you to underlet the cott;t

with your furniture, to some poor but worthy faift;

that will take you to board at a low figure."

" I don't know of any such family," said Jacn,
" Then we will dismiss that notion for hi

present," and Alphonse closed another fin*
" There 's only one way left." He held up theis

finger and touched it with the end of his spt

"Sell out."

" I 've thought of that ; but how ? " said JacI
"An auction. Don't you know how the t a;

is done ? I '11 write the posters for you. ' Aucbi

sale of personal property at the late residenc oi

Mrs. Myra Hapgood, deceased. One cow, im

pig, two feather beds, one gridiron, three \\m

tubs, one arm-chair with rockers and a sti^c

back, two floor-rugs made by her own hands,m
pine tables, crockery, flat-irons, one broom Jul

little worn, and so forth, and so forth. To beolii

unconditionally to the highest bidders. Profsci

Alphonse Pinkey, auctioneer.' How's that mi

boy ?
"

"It sounds well," said Jacob, laughing. ' irt

you an auctioneer ?
"

" I am anything and everything. You ave

known me as a dancing-master. I am also a mac-

master, writing-master, fencing-master, and aior-

trait-painter. I have been a flatboat-man, a erk

in a grocery, and a stage-driver. I never sold iflds

at auction ; but I do not hesitate to say that w:

sell goods at auction, if I try."

Jacob did not know that this lively talk viild

lead to any practical results, but it made lira

happy.
" Now tell me about yourself," said Alphise.

" By the way, what 's the matter with your ar

I 've noticed that scar."

" That's where the old sow bit me," said J sob

" Is n't that a rather remarkable place for afoil

sow to bite ?" inquired the professor. " Ho di

it happen ?
"

" You see," said Jacob, " I was puny when wa

a little feller, and my aunt had her own notkso



I76.] HIS OWN MASTER 85

octoring me. She used to think there was varteii)

1 the ground to cure all diseases
;
you could get it

!

ut of herbs by steeping them, or you could get

out of the ground itself. So she used to bury

le in the warm earth of the garden, all but my
ead, and leave me there sometimes for half a clay

t a time. It kept me out of mischief, for one

iing ; I could n't stir hand or foot after she left

le. One day, after she had buried me, she went

) the neighbor's for something, and a peddler

ime, and was scared when I hollered to him out

f the ground, and went out and left the gate open.
ir hen an old sow with a litter of nine pigs walked

Si. She went rooting around, and finally came up

ranting to me, with her mouth open, and all her

Utle pigs squealing at her heels. I screamed,

hat only excited her. She came close up to me,

torting and showing her tusks, and I believe was
; :tually going to eat me, when Aunt Myry came
; ishing into the gate with a club. She had actually

"sgun at my ear."

" Lucky she did n't begin at your nose !
" said

Iphonse. " If I were in your place, I should wear

-iy hair long, to cover that scar."

" I shall, now I 'm my own master. Site always

:pt my hair cut short ; I don't know why, unless

was because it took less time to comb it. She

ever buried me up in the ground after that. I

^member how frightened I was ; I can see the old

>w's tusks to this day. Her mouth looked as large

5 a fire-place, and the eye that was turned toward

fie was as big as a tea-cup."

P "Have you any other relatives ?" Alphonse in-

quired.

c'
" No very near ones ; only an uncle. But he

nd my aunt did n't agree very well, and I don't

link she ever heard much of him of late years."

" Where does he live ?
"

" He 's some kind of a merchant in Cincinnati.''

" Cincinnati !
" echoed Alphonse, interested.

What 's his name ?
"

' " Higglestone," said Jacob.

II "You don't say !
" cried Alphonse. rising to his

:et and standing before Jacob, poising knife and
ick. " Your aunt has n't done much for you, but

' 3u 've a fortune in your uncle."

- Jacob wondered how that could be.

" Don't you see? " said Alphonse, whittling fast

ijain. " Higglestone & West are dealers in hard-

ware in the lower town ; one of the richest firms

the city
; and your uncle is well known as a

. lblic-spirited, liberal sort of man."
"Aunt Myry used to call him close-fisted and
outy."

" Your aunt was prejudiced. Uncle Higglestone
the mine you are to work, my boy." The profes-

t's fancies flew like his shavings. He rattled away.

" Here 's the programme for you. Auction sale

—convert everything into cash. Then—Ho for

Cincinnati ! I 'm on my way there now, and 1
'11

take you along with me and introduce you to your

uncle. You never had any quarrel with him, did

you ?
"

" I never even saw him."

"So much the better. He'll be astonished to

find he has such a fine, promising young fellow for

a nephew. I see the excellent old gentleman be-

fore me now. 1 say, ' Your long-lost nephew, sir !

'

He exclaims, ' Is it possible—my poor sister's orphan

child !
' He welcomes you with open arms. He

sheds tears at the recollection of your mother, but

turns to you with smiles of pride and affection. A
career is open to you at once. Don't you see ?

"

—

and the professor laughed as he whittled.

" I believe I will write to him," said Jacob,

pleased with the picture drawn from his friend's

vivid imagination.
" Why write? If you wait for an answer, you

will be too late to make the journey with me. Bet-

ter take the old gentleman by surprise."

" But suppose it should n't be so pleasant a sur-

prise to him," suggested the modest Jacob.
" That is n't a supposable case. But, even if he

should not welcome you, what of that ? You are

in Cincinnati. It is a great city—a great business

center. I have hosts of friends there. We shall

easily find something for you to do, which will be

far better than trying to get a living in this miser-

able little country town."

"When are you going?" Jacob asked, with

kindling looks.

" I was going right on to-morrow. But I know
your uncle will thank me if I wait to help you settle

up your affairs and take you with me. Let 's see

—

to-day is Wednesday. We '11 have the auction on

Saturday. Take the stage on Monday. Steam-

boat Tuesday— ' floating down the river on the

O-hi-o !
'
" sang Alphonse. " Cincinnati—when we

get there. A delightful trip this season of the year.

There you are !

"

So saying, he threw away his stick and shut his

pocket-knife, as if the matter were settled.

" I '11 think of it to-night," began Jacob.

"Think of it ? Why, we liave thought of it.

There 's nothing more to be said. We might whit-

tle and talk for a month of Sundays, and nothing

better would come of it. My valise and violin are

at the hotel. Let me see."

Alphonse hesitated, and seemed about to resort

to his knife and stick again.

" You '11 be there to-night ?" said Jacob.
" I was thinking. You would n't object to sleep-

ing in the old house if I should come over and stay

with you? Of course not," the professor went on.
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" We shall want to be together for consultation.

So I '11 have my traps sent over. What have you

got for supper ?
"

" Plenty of milk, and johnny-cake of my own
making, and I can bake a few potatoes ; it '11 do for

me, but it 's nothing to invite you to."

" Nothing could suit me better, my dear Jacob !

I 'm vastly fond of johnny-cake and milk—so sim-

ple, so novel ! And baked potatoes—how charm-

ing ! Go and help me bring over my traps, and

we are all right."

Alphonse gayly whirled about on one foot, and

snapped his thumb and finger in the air.

Jacob could not help feeling some vague mis-

givings as to the lively professor and his pro-

gramme. He got up, brushed the dust from his

clothes, and wished to give the matter a little con-

sideration. Whittle as he would, he could not,

think so fast as Alphonse.
" Perhaps you would n't like to have me come

and stop with you," said Pinkey.

" Oh, that is n't it,— yes, I would,—but it 's so

sudden !
" replied Jacob.

He was indeed delighted, after his lonely hours

and small comfort from old acquaintances, to have

a companion whose condescension was so flattering

and whose talk so cheering. And he felt that he

ought to do all he could for one who proposed to

do so much for him.
" Everything happens sudden with me—that 's

the sort of fellow I am," cried Alphonse, patting

him on the shoulder. " Come along !

"

And they started for the tavern.

Chapter III.

CARRYING OUT THE PROGRAMME.

Professor Pinkey did not care to have Jacob

hear his talk with the landlord, so he told him to

stop at the porch while he went into the bar-room.

The truth is, the professor's credit was not good at

the inn, and he had been requested, when he ap-

plied for a room there that afternoon, to pay some-

thing in advance.
" Oh, certainly !

" he had said. " A rather sin-

gular request to make of a gentleman, but it 's the

same thing to me. I 'm going out now to collect

some outstanding bills due from two or three of my
last winter's pupils. I'll leave my traps here till I

come back ; then I '11 pay what you wish."

As he had not succeeded in collecting any money,

perhaps it would not have been convenient for him

to advance any to the landlord. But he was not

the man to say just that.

" Sorry I sha' n't have the pleasure of stopping

with you, my good friend," he cried, familiarly, on

his return, striking the landlord on the back
" Fact is, I 've received such pressing invitation;

to visit the families of some of my pupils— I 've hac;

to accept one or two of them—and I 've come foi

my traps."

" Very well," said the landlord, passing out
|

light valise and a violin-case from behind th<

counter. He held on to them, however, as h<;

added with a grim smile, "I don't care for you)

present or future custom ; but I should like, befox

we part, professor, to have you pay me a small sun

due for your board here last winter."

" Certainly. I '11 call before I leave town an<)]

make it all right. When my pupils don't pay mcj

I am sometimes obliged to ask for favors. How i

your lovely daughter? She was one of my mosj

interesting and promising pupils; if I could alway

have such young ladies to teach, and men of hone

like you to deal with, my profession would bl

delightful."

With which little stroke of flattery, and an ex:

quisite bow and smile, the dancing-master withdrev

his "traps" from the landlord's yielding hands, ant

walked gayly out of the tavern. On the porch, h.

gave the valise to Jacob, and carrying the violi!

himself, triumphantly retreated; the landlord gazin

after him with a puzzled and rather rueful look.

''Do you believe he'll ever pay?" asked th

bar-tender.

'I don't know," muttered the landlord. "

meant to hold on to his traps ; but somehow he go

them out of my hands 'fore I knew it. He 's cet

tainly one of the politest men I ever saw
;
you can'

resist him !"

The dancing-master made things lively for Jacoi

that evening. After supper he wrote, in a bold an

ornate hand, notices of the auction, to be posted ;,

the post-office and store and on the town pump tb

next day. Then he got a lath and the fire-poki

and insisted on giving Jacob a lesson in fencinj

Then he played tunes on his violin, and dance<

and sang, and shouted, until the old house shoe

and rang, and it seemed to Jacob that his auiu

might at any moment appear, and with a terribl

look demand, "What's all this noise?"

She never would have allowed any such carryin

on there while she lived ; and it would have troubh

him, even if the shadow of death had not still hur,

over the house and damped his merriment. C

course Alphonse had no such feeling as to the o

lady and the recent funeral, and Jacob excuse!

him.

The next day Pinkey put up the written notice

and also took the precaution to go about and tap

of Jacob's plans and prospects with the neighbour'

He relied, not without reason, upon his own gl

tongue to smooth away any objections on the pj
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sdljif the boy's friends or the town authorities, and to

tij jiterest people in the auction sale.

k )
Saturday afternoon arrived, and with it a goodly

[((jrowd of men, women, girls and boys. A few came

ut of good-will to Jacob, but more to gratify their

il 1 uriosity and to see the fun.

ij
Everything was in readiness. Professor Pinkey

ad provided himself with a hammer, which he

track upon the head of an overturned barrel in the

itchen, to call the company to order, after some

ar iime had been spent in looking about the premises;

nd opened the sale with the following eloquent

a ,»:ddress :

mil "Ladies and gentlemen, it is with feelings of

11 irofound emotion that I step up to wield the ham-

ix f.rer upon this peculiar, I may say this affecting

uLccasion. Who can contemplate the home of an

il J ged widow, the humble board where she has par-

l
|aken of her solitary meals, the flat-iron she has used

smooth the ruffles of her faultless cap, the pillow

t /here she has suffered, the bedside where she has

ktpirayed, without the tribute of a tear?"

11 h Here Alphonse actually shook out his handker-

,

jhief, and used it. Strange to say, there was a

(J, glistening moisture in his eyes, and a tremor in his

r i] oice. Jacob felt his own eyes fill; and he could

lot help wondering if he were really listening to the

^;ame man who had so lately made the old house

hake with reckless merriment.

•| "This is the scene," Alphonse went on, " of her

.ife-long, silent sorrow, her pious hopes, her anx-

ious cares. In this rocking-chair she has sat and

;)Cnit, and lived over the past, and" (he gave an

irdent upward glance which would have become a

[divinity student) "contemplated a heavenly future.

n that kettle, she steeped the herbs and brewed the

lrink that alleviated pain. In yonder skillet, she

urned her frugal flapjacks for more than twenty

;

,years. It is good for at least twenty years more.

.

r
Everything shows evidence of the most careful

Jwisage. Those blue-rimmed cups and saucers, out

!|(,)f which she imbibed the solace of the aged and
j.iifflicted during all the years of her widowhood, are

Jjis good as new. Purchasers can bid with perfect

:onfidence, knowing that in every sale they will get

:heir money's worth. For, ladies and gentlemen,

1

sacred as these relics are, they must be sold. We
ilLhave

a duty not only to the dead, but to the living."

|l Here all eyes, following the auctioneer's, turned

1,
iipon the blushing Jacob.

.
" The widow prized her home and her household

goods," said Pinkey ; "but there was one thing she

1

prized still more. That was her nephew. He was
the idol of her heart. She showed her tenderness

for him, and her appreciation of his worth, by giv-

ing him everything, in the presence of witnesses,

before she died. She said to him then, almost with

her parting breath, ' Sell
!

' If she could rise from

the tomb and put in an appearance now, she would

murmur "Sell!' Ladies and gentlemen, we shall

proceed to sell accordingly. 1 hope you will

all do your duty to the widow and orphan, as I am
trying, in a humble way, to do mine. I have post-

poned a journey of great importance, and am now
giving my time and services without remuneration

(I should scorn to touch a cent of the orphan's

money !) in order to settle up his affairs and give

him a start in life. The terms of this sale, ladies

and gentlemen, will be cash and immediate delivery.

We shall now proceed."

Chapter IV.

THE AUCTION SALE.

At the close of his speech, Alphonse wiped his

forehead, thumped the barrel- head, and ordered

Jacob to hold up the rocking-chair.

"We shall begin, ladies and gentlemen," said

he, " with the old lady's easy-chair—her arm-chair.

I love it ! I love it ! And who shall dare to chide

me for loving that old arm-chair ? ' What am I

offered? Remember all the sacred associations

connected with a chair like that, and give me a bid,

somebody."

"Twenty-five cents," squeaked out an old lady,

turning the chair around, as Jacob held it up, and
scrutinizing it through her glasses.

"Twenty-five cents I am offered. Twenty-five

cents for a chair well worth two dollars. Ladies

and gentlemen, look at it ! Why, the cushion

alone is worth more than the price bid for the

whole. Twenty-five, twenty-five. Don't let me
insult the memory of the dead by knocking down
her fine old arm-chair at that ridiculously low

figure. Going at twenty-five ! Who will give me
fifty?"

" I '11 give thirty," said a young woman with a

baby in her arms.
" Thirty I am offered. Thirty thirty thirty — "

" Thirty-five !
" cried the first bidder.

"Thirty-five! You will give more than that, I

know," said Alphonse to the younger woman, with

a persuasive smile. " What a chair that will be to

rock your baby in ! Forty I am offered. Fifty

!

Fiftyfiftyfiftyfiftyfiftyfifty ! Halfadollarhalfadollar

halfadollar ! Going at half—a—dollar. Shall I

have any more ? Half a dollar—one !
" Pinkey

swung his hammer. "Going—at halfadollar;"

he glanced his eye about the company, and crooked

his forefinger into an interrogation point at the pre-

vious bidders. "'Give me fifty-five?"

Somebody nodded.

"Fifty-five I am offered; fiftyfivefiftyfivefifty-

five !—going at fifty-five ! Sixty ! Sixtysixtysixty-
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sixty sixty !
"— it is impossible to imitate the rapidity

with which Pinkey repeated these words—"going

at sixty cents ! Will the benevolent-looking lady

there in the checkered shawl say seventy ? Thank
you, madam. Seventyseventyseventy—going at

seventy cents— one ! Going— going— going at

seventy cents— two! Shall I have any more?

Going— going— and gone, at seventy cents, to

the benevolent-looking old lady in the checkered

shawl !
" And Alphonse thumped the barrel head.

want the best-known and most influential citizen Ij

can find to do this for him, and give character to the!

proceedings ; and you, Mr. Jaffers, are that man."/

And so it happened that the deacon, instead of

preventing the auction, was present with his note-1

book, and took the money.

Alphonse now went rapidly through the house,
i

selling everything he could get a bid for, and finally il

putting up in one lot everything that had been left

over. This lot consisted of an old dye-tub, an

THE Al'CTION SALE.

The old lady smilingly took out her pocket-

book, and offered to pay Pinkey on the spot. He
gracefully waved her off.

" I have absolutely declined to touch in any way

a cent of the money proceeding from this sale. Mr.

Jaffers—well-known to the community as Deacon
Jaffers—has kindly consented to receive money for

our young friend, and see to the delivery of the

articles. Am I right, Mr. Jaffers?"

The deacon nodded assent. That worthy man
had been seriously inclined to oppose the scheme

of the auction, on moral and legal grounds, until

Alphonse had won his confidence by asking him
to act as treasurer at the sale. "For Jacob's sake,"

Pinkey had said to him in his charming way; " I

empty molasses-jug, a vinegar-cask (half full of

"mother"), a rag-bag, some bundles of dried

herbs, some medicine-bottles, a wood-box, chairs'

with broken legs, baskets without handles, and other

odds and ends. This extraordinary heap excited'

a good deal of merriment, which Aphonse took

advantage of to run up the bids; and was finally,

knocked down for a dollar and ninety cents.

"We will now proceed to the most important

sale of all—that of the widow's cow," said Alphonse;

and as he led the way to the shed, he was pleased :

to see a broad-faced man waiting there, under a,

broad-brimmed hat. Jacob had told him that hej

thought Friend David would be on hand to bid fori

the cow.
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Fortunately, others who knew the value of the

nimal were there too ; and the bids rose at once

.) twenty dollars.

"Twenty dollars!" said Alphonse, mounted

:pon a milking-stool and flourishing his hammer.

Only twenty dollars for a cow like that ! Milk

Jch as cream, twenty-one quarts a day—not quite

dollar a quart ! Who will give me twenty-one !

"

He looked at Friend David, who had not yet

ffered to bid. Friend David winked.

"Twenty-one I am offered ! Twentyonetwenty-

netwentyonetwentyone— going at
"

]

"Twenty-two," said Deacon Jaffers.

, "Only twenty-two!" exclaimed Alphonse.

: Why, gentlemen, you are not going to stand by

jnd see a valuable cow sacrificed. I am sure ! Gen-

|e as a lamb—never known to kick or hold up the

b iilk. What is it, Jacob ?
"

"I wanted to tell you," said Jacob, who had been

ying for a minute or two to get in a word, " that

ou are mistaken about the amount of milk she

ives. She has given twenty-one quarts; but that

as earlier in the season. Now she only gives

ine."

Alphonse was not a man to be abashed by the

iterruption. -

"Thank you!" he cried; "I am happy to be

nrrected. This sale is 'pon honor, and I desire to

.it all my statements by the exact pattern of the

icts. But I am sure, gentlemen, you will not let

te boy suffer for his honesty. I understood him
|/> say twenty-one quarts ; and it appears that it

1'yas twenty-one quarts all through the early part

f the season. It would be an unheard-of cow
tat could give twenty-one quarts of rich milk the

jear round. And I am offered only twenty-two

pilars. Twentytwotwentytwotwentytwo ! Shall I

lave twenty-three ?

"

I Friend David winked again.

!
" Twenty-three ! Going now at

"

"Twenty-four," said Deacon Jaffers.

"Twentyfourtwentyfourtwentyfour ! Give me
lother dollar ?" cried Alphonse, leaning over affec-

onately at Friend David. "Give me a half?"

Another wink from the Quaker.

:

" Half I am offered ! Twentyfournaftwentyfour-

aftwentyfournaf !—twenty-four dollars and fifty

ints. Did I understand you to bid twenty-five,

lr. Jaffers?"

The deacon had not bid twenty-five ; but he

,
3dded.

" Going now at twenty-five dollars—and a half !

"

:

Ided Alphonse. Jacob looked on with breathless

terest. " Twenty-six ?
"—the auctioneer crooked

j'e finger at Jaffers. " Twentysixtwentysixtwenty-
(Xtwentysix—and a half I am offered. Twenty-
icnaftwentysixnaftwentysixnaf ! Will somebody

say seven ? Going at twenty-six dollars and a

half—one ! Am I to have any more ? Your
last chance, gentlemen ! Two ! Going—going

—

and gone, at twenty-six dollars and a half, to our

worthy friend here in the broad-brimmed hat !
"

—

and Alphonse struck a beam with his hammer.
Friend David smiled with satisfaction. But he

was n't half so tickled as Jacob was, who thought it

a capital joke that the Quaker had come to the sale

and there paid more than the first price asked for

the cow.

" Seems I was n't so very grasping, after all !

"

he said to himself.

The pig and chickens were next sold. Then the

garden crops, consisting chiefly of a few rows of

corn and potatoes.

Then the auctioneer put up his hammer, and the

sale was closed. It had been a brilliant success,

and as people went away, many carrying their

purchases with them, they might have been heard

praising Professor Pinkey.

" What a beautiful man !
" said the old ladies.

" Smart, I tell ye !
" said the men.

" Aint he nice, though !" was the comment of

the admiring girls.

Jacob was almost forgotten ; and he was quite

contented to be overlooked. Alphonse had inspired

in him unbounded confidence and gratitude, and

he gloried in his friend's popularity. He had also

other cause for satisfaction.

When all was over, Deacon Jaffers reckoned up
the proceeds of the sale, which amounted to the

handsome sum of eighty-seven dollars.

"Better keep it for ye, hadn't I?" said the

good man, thinking there was danger of Jacob's

losing it.

" A very kind and sensible suggestion," Alphonse

answered for the lad. "I am sure, Jacob, your

money cannot be in better hands. However. I

suppose, if you go to find your uncle in Cincinnati,

it will be as well for you to take it with you ; indeed,

you '11 want some of it for the journey. If you go

with me, I '11 take care that you don't lose it. I

always, when traveling," said the professor, turning

to Jaffers, " carry large sums "—he spoke as if large

sums were very common with him—"in a belt

about my person ; and I shall advise him to do the

same."
" A good idee," said the deacon. " Have a belt.

Jacob, as the professor says ; and put all the money
into it you don't want to use for your daily ex-

penses. Have ye re'ly made up your mind to go

and find your uncle ?
"

Jacob had concluded that it was the best thing

he could do.

'• Wal. wal ; I Ye talked with the professor, and

I don't know but 't is. I suppose, then. I 'd better
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give ye the money,—though it seems a good deal it seemed to him a smail fortune. And it addec

for a boy like you to have. I only hope you'll not a little to his triumphs to know that Joe Bern
make a wise use on 't." and the other boys with whom he had lately quar
And Jaffers put the money into Jacob's hands. reled were standing by, regarding him with admira
Wonder and pleasure sparkled in the boy's eyes

;

tion and envy.

(To be continued.)

A CHRISTMAS SONG.

By Mrs. Hattie S. Russell.

The oak is a strong and stalwart tree,

And it lifts its branches up,

And catches the dew right gallantly

In many a dainty cup.

And the world is brighter, and better made.

Because of the woodman's stroke,

Descending in sun, or falling in shade,

On the sturdy form of the oak.

But stronger, I ween, in apparel green,

And trappings so fair to see;

With its precious freight, for small and great,

Is the beautiful Christmas-tree.

The elm is a kind and goodly tree,

With its branches bending low;

The heart is glad when its form we see,

As we list to the river's flow.

Ay ! the heart is glad, and the pulses bound,

And joy illumines the face,

Whenever a goodly elm is found,

Because of its beauty and grace.

But kinder, I ween, more goodly in mien,

With branches more drooping and free,

The tints of whose leaves, fidelity weaves,

Is the beautiful Christmas-tree.

The maple is supple, and lithe, and strong,

And claimeth our love anew,

When the days are listless, and quiet, and long,

And the world is fair to view.

And later,—as beauties and graces unfold,

—

A monarch right regally drest.

With streamers aflame, and pennons of gold,

It seemeth of all the best.

More lissome, I ween, the brightness and sheen,

And the coloring, sunny and free,

And the banners soft, that are held aloft,

Bv the beautiful Christmas-tree.
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THE HORSE HOTEL.

By Charles Barnard.

The Guests.

The guests at this hotel are horses ; red horses

.nd white ; fiery racers from the prairies of Illinois,

.nd solemn dobbins from quiet farms in West Vir-

ginia. They come in squads of twenty and thirty,

.11 the way from Wisconsin, Indiana, Ohio, and

sort of thing, or they find the stairs uncomfortable,

and ask if the elevator is running, and otherwise

exhibit a lofty spirit unbecoming in sensible horses.

Or, worse still, perhaps they are quarrelsome and

bite and kick their neighbors, or display other vari-

eties of ill manners. Certainly, such silly creatures

THE ARRIVALS.

Pennsylvania, in the cars to New York. Then
hey go to a great stable on Second avenue, there

o wait till they recover from the effects of their

ide; and then they are invited to visit the great

lorse Hotel on Third avenue, to see if they are fit

:ompany for the honorable residents of this palace

or horses. Here are some of the guests just enter-

ng at the front door of the hotel and making the

icquaintance of the manager. Perhaps when they

irrive they do not take kindly to their private apart

-

nents, or they object to the bill of fare, or they ex-

cess a dislike for the style of work they must do
here. Perhaps they wish a private table and that

are not entitled to a residence in the Horse Hotel,

and the housekeeper soon sends them away to

some poorer horse residence, where they never will

find half the luxuries and comforts of this popular

house.

The good horses—those sensible ones who know
what is good for a horse—stay in the hotel : and if

they could tell what they think about it, doubtless

there would be a mass meeting of the guests, with

a vote of thanks to the managers, or at least a com-

mittee of three to wait on the housekeeper and

chief cook, with an appropriate set of resolutions

expressive of appreciation of their "kindness and
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attention," and full of words like "elegant apart-

ments," "choice viands," "politeness," "urbanity,"

etc., etc., etc.

The Hotel.

There are several large horse residences in New
York. They each have beds for hundreds of horses,'

and the dining-tables are a hundred times larger

than those of the " Fifth Avenue" and " Windsor"

put together. The Horse Hotel, the largest one

of all, is on Third avenue, between Sixty-fifth and

Sixty-sixth streets. It is one vast iron building, six

assistants. Altogether, the hotel is unsurpassed f|

horse-luxury and elegance.

The guests destined to patronize the Horl

Hotel come cantering up Third avenue in smaj

companies, and with their heads loosely tied tl

gether to keep them from running away (they ail

strangers in the city, and are apt to be frightenci

at the noise and confusion of the streets), and a ma
rides on one, and leads the rest to show them ill

way to the house. When they reach Sixty-fifl

street, they pause before a great iron building wit

eight doors, each as big as a barn-door, in tl

GOING UPSTAIRS TO BED.

hundred feet long and two hundred feet wide, and

covers an entire block. It is three stories high,

with a basement, and two thousand horses belong-

ing to the Third Avenue Railroad Company reside

there in a style of splendor and luxury quite un-

known to horses who have never traveled from

their native farms. There are waiting and recep-

tion rooms, nice quarters for horses who happen to

have a cold or a headache ; there is a fine hospital

for those who are very sick ; there is a house surgeon

and shoe-maker, to say nothing of a cobbler to put

on new heels or otherwise repair their shoes ; and

there is a housekeeper and a whole army of waiters

and chamber-maids ; also, a chief cook, with a dozen

front, and a fine portico in the middle. This is tl

Horse Hotel. One would think so, for there all

dozens of fat and hearty fellows standing about tl

door, just exactly as men stand about the " Fifll

Avenue" entrance, except that the horses do nfl

smoke or pick their teeth in public—of course no I

it is against the rules of the house. Then the ma:w
ager appears, and politely invites them in, and thtM I

march through one of the great doors and ent'li

the reception-room on the first floor. This roof

is a vast place, ten times as big as the largest mecf
ing-house you ever saw. There are tracks all o\T

the brick floor, and scores of horse-cars are comiil

in and going out all the time. There are horsS

1
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•verywhere, some just coming in, others going out,

ind some standing patiently waiting for their turn

o go to work. There is a great well, or open

space, in the middle of the room, and here the

juests can look up and down and see the whole

leight of the house. The place is cool and quiet,

ind the guests are glad to rest a moment from the

jlare and noise of the street. Presently the man-

ager calls some of the waiters, and each horse is

nvited to go down-stairs and see the barber and
ihoe-maker, and to have a wash-up

ifter the journey and get ready for

linner. Going up or down stairs is

lot particularly distressing. The
ajstairs are wide and easy, and of

j-ourse very properly carpeted with

i choice pattern of hay-seed tapes-

ry, thick and soft. In fact, the stairs

In this house are so easy and com-

fortable, that even a strange horse

ihat never walked up or down a pair

l,
!>f stairs in his life, thinks it only a

I [superior kind of hill-side, very much
I a ike those on the old farm.

The Dressing-Rooms.

When the new guests reach the

ottom of the stairs, they find them-

selves in the queerest place imagin-

able. A vast room full of horses

—

rows and rows of horses, as far as

pou can see. The new horses think

there must be horses to the right

of them, horses to the left of them,

ind horses before and behind.

Twelve hundred horses, all in one

>!great room together. However, the

-new-comers have not much time to

look about, for the waiters invite

them to have their shoes taken off.

This done, their feet are washed and
-"Iressed, and their coats are cleaned

1 tnd brushed, and then they are

marched off to get a new pair of

'shoes. After this they are taken

through the long halls, and shown
. , o their rooms. A light lunch is all

'eady, and when the guest has eaten

;.t and taken a drink of water, he has a chance
:o look about and see what sort of company he
s in.

When one goes to a hotel, ona expects to receive

proper attention; so at the Horse Hotel there

"i ire plenty of servants, but the queer thing about it

s, that all the "maids" are men. Here is a picture

if one of the pretty chamber-maids, and you can-
lot fail to admire the charming stvle in which she

puts up her back hair and the dainty gaiters she

wears on her delicate feet. Every horse has a

chamber-maid to wait on him, to make up his

bed, to sweep out his room, and to set the table

and brush his coat, and attend to all the other little

horse-comforts. And excellent servants they are,

for the guests look as nice and clean as possible.

The coats are as glossy as silk, and every table has

clean plates three times a day. Besides this, every

horse can have a napkin if he asks for it politely.

THE CHAMBER-MAID.

The Chambers.

There are three sets of chambers in the Horse

Hotel. One lot of over twelve hundred in the

basement, and two more of over eight hundred in

the third story. Those upstairs are divided into

two sets. One is occupied by the horses that work

in the night, and as these fellows sleep in the day-

time, they have a separate place all by themselves,

where the others will not disturb them by tramping
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Sabout in the corridors. The stalls or chambers are winter, he has the best of care and all the luxm
placed side by side in long rows the whole length any reasonable horse can expect. The new-con r

of the great halls, and each horse stands facing may also amuse himself in looking about at

another in the next row. The sides of each stall horses that are coming and going all the time,

PREPARING DINNP:R.

are low, and the new-comer has a good chance to

see what is going on. There is a broad aisle be-

tween every double row of stalls, and plenty of

room for the horses to find their way about, or up

and down the broad sloping stair-ways. Every set

of stalls is numbered, and they do say that an old

resident, if let loose in the hotel, could find his way
to his own room without once asking the attendants

to show him the way. Besides, all the horses be-

longing to one car are together, and they soon learn

to know each other, and particularly the other

horse in the same span. If the horse has a room
in the basement, his stall is one of a short row run-

ning across the building. If he is upstairs, the

rows run the other way; but in either case, there is

plenty of light, and the air is sweet and comfortable,

and free from bad draughts from the open windows.

In the winter, every horse has a good blanket; but

in summer, he does not need it ; and in summer or

he may look out the window over the houseto

or make friends with the sparrows. These fat a

lively birds are everywhere, upstairs and dov>|

They sit on the tops of the stalls, and fly up a

down stairs, and visit all the rooms just as tr

please. They even help themselves to the horsi

dinner, without once asking leave, and fill ti

whole hotel with the sound of their twittering, at

no doubt the horses find a good deal of fun i

watching them.

Breakfast, Dinner and Tea.

The first week the country horse spends in

hotel, he tries the bill of fare to see if it agrees wl

him. It is a bountiful table, and the corn-steal 1

)

the oat-puddings, and hay-dessert, are prime,

sides this, there are tip-top gravies of salt

water, and harmless coffee of pure Croton. Twen I

seven pounds of oats, hay, and corn, ground
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mixed, for every horse every day, and equally

divided into three meals. The new guest thinks

the fare excellent, and is mightily pleased with his

good fortune, and eats it all up every time with a

good relish. Of course he must go out for exercise

every day, and for the first month he makes one

trip with the cars to the Post-Office and back each

day. After that, when he is well accustomed to

the luxurious fare at his hotel, he makes two trips

a day, and that makes his day's work,—all that is

expected of him. If we visited the Horse Hotel at

supper-time, we would see men dragging great

hand-carts through the aisles between the rows of

stalls, and giving each horse in turn his share, just

as in this picture.

Everywhere the utmost neatness and care, every-

where the utmost attention, so that every member of

the four-footed company be made perfectly comfort-

able. In one place horses are coming in from their

work, warm and perspiring, and the waiters rub

them down, and lead them to their places, but give

Everywhere hither and thither fly the sparrows,

up and down stairs and over the horses' heads, and

following the supper-carts about, to pick up a grain

or two, as if they were the guests and the great

house had been erected for their especial accom-

modation.
The Kitchen.

Down-stairs, in a place safe from fire, is the

kitchen, where the dinners for the two thousand

guests are prepared. In one room is a steam-

engine turning swiftly all day, that the mills may
grind the tons of corn and oats that are needed.

In another room are great wooden tubs, where the

corn and oats and cut hay are mixed together.

The tubs are as clean as good boards and plenty

of scrubbing can make them, and the horse-cooks

scatter salt in them, and then pour in the good

things and stir them all together till a great pud-

ding is made, and then the waiters come with their

trays-on-wheels and take it away to the hungry
company up and down stairs. The picture on the

n them nothing to drink till they are cooled off and
t|/.are perfectly rested and at ease ; then they in turn

ihave their supper. Other horses that have had an

31 early supper are going out for a trip down town
and they look fat and hearty, as if on the whole
they found the hotel comfortable and life reason-

ably agreeable.

opposite page shows how the cooks prepare the

second course that follows the soup, and the one

on this page represents the waiters attending the

table. Every day the cooks must prepare break-

fast, dinner and supper for two thousand horses,

and a great mountain of food it makes—more hay

and oats than two horses could drag in a hay-cart,
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and more than enough to keep all the horses in

some country villages for a whole year.

The Hospital.

Horses, like men, sometimes have their ill turns

and fits of sickness ; and the curious part of this is,

that they take cold, and have sore throats and the

rheumatism, and everything else that men are

liable to have if they do not take care of themselves.

So there is a doctor constantly on hand to look

after the company, and to give fhem their pills and

powders. The first sign that a car-horse exhibits

of sickness is a slight lameness when at work. Do
you think they whip him up and make him go

gone, the doctor's man dresses the patient's feet ajl

wipes them dry, and the horse feels a hundred tirn

better, and thinks he could try that long trail

down town again without misgivings. The shl-

maker puts on new shoes, and the convalesces

goes to his own room for a good supper anc*

night's rest, and tomorrow he will be all riife

again.

Another horse may decline his dinner, or refip

to rise early in the morning, or come home It

night and droop his head and leave his supji

untouched, and then the chamber-maids say if

poor thing is really sick, and that the doctor mit

be called. The doctor comes and examines le

GIVING MEDICINE TO A REFRACTORY HORSE.

faster? No ; they take him right to the hotel, and

call the doctor. The medical man looks wise, feels

of the poor fellow's feet, and says he is feverish and

must have a warm bath. So the doctor's assistant

takes off the patient's shoes, and leads him to the

hospital for lame horses. This is a cool and shady

room in the basement, and filled with comfortable

stalls, and each having a big tub of warm water.

Here the lame horse with fever in his feet has a

foot-bath of warm water and hay-seed. He has

tramped many a weary mile over the stones of

Third avenue, and the bath is grateful and comfort-

ing, and he holds his feet in it with resignation

and patience, as if he felt sure that the wise doctor

knew what was best. Then, after the fever has

patient, and in a few moments he knows what

the trouble, and the horse is led away down-st:s

and out into the yard to another part of the hoi^

to the hospital for sick horses. Here he ha^i

double bed given him, and the doctor write^

prescription and gives it to the nurse, and |

medicine is prepared in a little apothecary sn
|

attached to the hospital. Now. horses do not 1

medicines, and big doses are their particular'

c

like ; so the wise doctor is a homeopathist, a

administers his medicines in pills and powders tl

do not taste badly at all, and the horse takes th

without knowing it. Sometimes a sick horse, 1

a sick boy, gets nervous and behaves in ways t

are not nice, and then the nurse has to hold '
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head while the doctor gives him his medicine in a/

syringe. In this quiet and comfortable hospital,

far away from all the noise of the street and the

excitement of the hotel life, the sick horses soon

recover, and then they go back to their work again
;

or if they are old and nearly worn out, they are

placed in stalls by themselves, and offered for sale

to any one who cares to buy them. They are not

wholly worn out, and on a farm and at light work,

give one a better idea of the horse's brains, and

show that he is often almost human in his feelings

and instincts. Nearly all of the two thousand

horses gathered here display a docile and amiable

spirit, and actually seem interested in their work.

They take the greatest interest in all that is going

on in the hotel, and when it comes to real down-

right work in the traces, they certainly act as if they

had consciences, as if they were proud and willing

FOOT-HATH.

,und with an occasional taste of green grass, they
"1 .night live for years; so the farmers buy these old

locses, and take them away to the country to spend
;he rest of their days in peace, far from noisy Third
ivenue and the wearisome jangle of the car-bells.

Some boys and girls fancy a horse a stupid

Tareature, without an idea above oats. A walk
e

'J
:hrough this vast building, with its hundreds of

HLiorses in rows beyond rows, with its great variety
11 ')f animals from every part of the Union, will soon

Vol. IV.— 7.

to work, and wished to show that they appreciated

the attention and kindness that were bestowed upon

them. They sometimes quarrel among themselves,

and display a curious jealousy of new-comers ; but

they rarely attempt to kick the waiters or bite the

chamber-maids. Of course, they have to work,

and to work hard; but they find in their great

Horse Hotel every comfort in sickness or health,

plenty to eat and drink, and the sparrows for com-
panv.
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THE FLOCK OF DOVES.

By Celia Thaxter.

The world was like a wilderness

Of soft and downy snow

;

The trees were plumed with feathery flakes,

And the ground was white below.

Came the little mother out to the gate

To watch for her children three
;

Her hood was red as a poppy-flower,

And rosy and young was she.

And then she hid by the pine-tree tall,

For the children's tones rang sweet,

As home from school, through the drifts so ligl

They sped with merry feet.

" Oh, Nannie, Nannie ! See the fence

Alive with doves so white !

"

" Oh, hush! don't frighten them away!"
They whisper with delight.

THE SNOW DOVES

She took the snow in her cunning hands,

As waiting she stood alone,

And lo ! in a moment, beneath her touch,

A fair white dove had grown.

A flock she wrought, and on the fence

Set them in bright array,

With folded wings, or pinions spread,

Ready to fly away.

They crept so soft, they crept so still,

The wondrous sight to see !

The little mother pushed the gate,

And laughed out joyfully.

She clasped them close, she kissed their cheek

And lips so sweet and red.

The birds are only made of snow I

You are my doves," she said.
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THE BOYS OF MY BOYHOOD.

By William Cullen Bryant.

The conductor of St. NICHOLAS has asked me
for a talk with the boys who read this magazine.

If she had not at the same time suggested a sub-

ject, I am pretty sure that I should not have com-

plied with the request ; but when she mentioned
" The Boys of My Boyhood," there was something

in the words which carried my mind back to the

early years of my life, and made me think that I

might be able to hold the attention of the readers

of the St. NICHOLAS for a little while in discours-

ing of those who began life with me.

The boys of the generation to which I belonged

—that is to say, who were born in the last years

of the last century or the earliest of this—were

brought up under a system of discipline which put

a far greater distance between parents and their

children than now exists. The parents seemed to

think this necessary in order to secure obedience.

They were believers in the old maxim that famil-

iarity breeds contempt. My own parents lived in

the house with my grandfather and grandmother

on the mother's side. My grandfather was a dis-

ciplinarian of the stricter sort, and I can hardly

find words to express the awe in which I stood of

him—an awe so great as almost to prevent anything

like affection on my part, although he was in the

main kind, and, certainly, never thought of being

severe beyond what was necessary to maintain a

proper degree of order in the family.

The other boys in that part of the country, my
school-mates and play-fellows, were educated on

the same system. Yet there were at that time

some indications that this very severe discipline

was beginning to relax. With my father and

mother I was on much easier terms than with my
grandfather. If a favor was to be asked of my
grandfather, it was asked with fear and trembling;

the request was postponed to the last moment, and
then made with hesitation and blushes and a con-

fused utterance.

One of the means of keeping the boys of that

generation in order was a little bundle of birchen

rods, bound together by a small cord, and generally

suspended on a nail against the wall in the kitchen.

This was esteemed as much a part of the necessary

furniture as the crane that hung in the kitchen fire-

place, or the shovel and tongs. It sometimes hap-

pened that the boy suffered a fate similar to that

of the eagle in the fable, wounded by an arrow
fledged with a feather from his own wing ; in other

words, the boy was made to gather the twigs in-

tended for his own castigation.

It has never been quite clear to me why the birch

was chosen above all other trees of the wood to

yield its twigs for this purpose. The beech of our

forests produces sprays as slender, as flexible, and
as tough ; and farmers, wherever the beech is com-
mon, cut its long and pliant branches for driving

oxen. Yet the use of birchen rods for the correc-

tion of children is of very great antiquity. In his

" Discourse on Forest Trees," written three hun-

dred years ago, Evelyn speaks of birchen twigs as

an implement of the school-master; and Loudon,
in his "Arboretum," goes yet further back. He
says :

" The birch has been used as the instrument

of correction in schools from the earliest ages."

The English poets of the last century make fre-

quent mention of this use of birchen twigs ; but in

Loudon's time, whose book was published thirty

years since, he remarks that the use of these rods,

both in schools and private families, was fast pass-

ing away,—a change on which the boys both of

England and the United States may well be con-

gratulated,—for the birchen rod was, in my time,

even more freely used in the school than in the

household.

The chastisement which was thought so whole-

some in the case of boys, was at that time adminis-

tered, for petty crimes, to grown-up persons. About
a mile from where I lived stood a public whipping-

post, and I remember seeing a young fellow, of

about eighteen years of age, upon whose back, by
direction of a justice of the peace, forty lashes had

just been laid, as the punishment for a theft which

he had committed. His eyes were red, like those

of one who had been crying, and I well remember
the feeling of curiosity, mingled with pity and fear,

with which I gazed on him. That. L think, was

the last example of corporal punishment inflicted

by law in that neighborhood. The whipping-post

stood in its place for several years afterward, the

memorial of a practice which had passed away.

The awe in which the boys of that time held

their parents extended to all elderly persons, toward

whom our behavior was more than merely respect-

ful, for we all observed a hushed and subdued de-

meanor in their presence. Toward the ministers

of the gospel this behavior was particularly marked.

At that time, every township in Massachusetts, the

State in which I lived, had its minister, who was
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settled there for life, and when he once came

among his people was understood to have entered

into a connection with them scarcely less lasting

than the marriage tie. The community in which

he lived regarded him with great veneration, and

the visits which from time to time he made to the

district schools seemed to the boys important occa-

sions, for which special preparation was made.

When he came to visit the school which I attended,

we all had on our Sunday clothes, and were ready

for him with a few answers to the questions in the

" Westminster Catechism." He heard us recite

our lessons, examined us in the catechism, and

then began a little address, which I remember was

the same on every occasion. He told us how much
greater were the advantages of education which we
enjoyed than those which had fallen to the lot of

our parents, and exhorted us to make the best

possible use of them, both for our own sakes and

that of our parents, who were ready to make any

sacrifice for us, even so far as to take the bread out

of their own mouths to give us. I remember being

disgusted with this illustration of parental kindness

which I was obliged to listen to twice at least in

every year.

The good man had, perhaps, less reason than

he supposed to magnify the advantages of educa-

tion enjoyed in the common schools at that time.

Reading, spelling, writing and arithmetic, with a

little grammar and a little geography, were all that

was taught, and these by persons much less quali-

fied, for the most part, than those who now give

instruction. Those, however, who wished to pro-

ceed further took lessons from graduates of the

colleges, who were then much more numerous in

proportion to the population than they now are.

The profound respect shown to the clergy in

those days had this good effect—that wherever

there was a concourse of people, their presence

prevented the occurrence of anything disorderly or

unseemly. The minister, therefore, made it one

of his duties to be present on those occasions which

brought people together in any considerable num-
bers. His appearance had somewhat the effect

which that of a policeman now has at a public

assembly in one of our large towns. At that time

there was, in each township, at least one company
of militia, which was required to hold several meet-

ings in the course of the year, and at these, I

remember, the minister was always present. The
military parade, with the drums and fifes and other

musical instruments, was a powerful attraction for

the boys, who came from all parts of the neighbor-

hood to the place at which the militia mustered.

But on these occasions there was one respect in

which the minister's presence proved but a slight

restraint upon excess. There were then no tem-

perance societies, no temperance lecturers helc

forth, no temperance tracts were ever distributed

nor temperance pledges given. It was, to be sure
j.

esteemed a shame to get drunk ; but as long a:

they stopped short of this, people, almost withou

,

exception, drank grog and punch freely with

out much fear of a reproach from any quarter!

Drunkenness, however, in that demure population

was not obstreperous, and the man who was over!

taken by it was generally glad to slink out of sight

I remember an instance of this kind. Then
had been a muster of a militia company on thef

church green for the election of one of its officers,

and the person elected had treated the members ol

the company and all who were present to sweetened

rum and water, carried to the green in pailfuls

with a tin cup to each pail for the convenience ox

drinking. The afternoon was far spent, and I wa>

going home with other boys, when we overtook in

young man who had taken too much of the election

toddy, and in endeavoring to go quietly home, had
got but a little way from the green, when he fell hi

a miry place, and was surrounded by three or foul

persons, who assisted in getting him on his leg;

again. The poor fellow seemed in great distress,

and his new nankeen pantaloons, daubed with th'

mire of the road, and his dangling limbs, gave hinf

a most wretched appearance. It was, I think, th'

first time that I had ever seen a drunken man. Al
I approached to pass him by, some of the olde

boys said to me, "Do not go too near him, for \i

you smell a drunken man it will make you drunk.'

Of course I kept at a good distance, but not out o 1

hearing, for I remember hearing him lament hi

condition in these words :
" Oh dear, I shall die !

:

" Oh dear, I wish I had n't drinked any !
" " Ol|

dear, what will my poor Betsy say ? " What hi

poor Betsy said 1 never heard, but I saw him le<

off in the direction of his home, and I continue)

on my way with the other boys, impressed with ;

salutary horror of drunkenness and a fear of drunker:

men.

One of the entertainments of the boys of my time

was what were called the "raisings," meaning thi

erection of the timber frames of houses or barns;

to which the boards were to be afterward nailed*

Here the minister made a point of being present*

and hither the able-bodied men of the neighbor"!,

hood, the young men especially, were summoned,
and took part in the work with great alacrity,

was a spectacle for us next to that of a performe

on the tight-rope, to see the young men wall!

steadily on the narrow footing of the beams at

great height from the ground, or as they stood tcl

catch in their hands the wooden pins and the brace:*

flung to them from below. They vied with eacll

other in the dexterity and daring with which thejj
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;
went through with the work, and when the skeleton

, of the building was put together, some one among
them generally capped the climax of fearless ac-

,
tivity by standing on the ridge-pole with his head

j downward and his heels in the air. At that time,

(

even the presence of the minister was no restraint

1 upon the flow of milk punch and grog, which in

[ some cases was taken to excess. The practice of

.calling the neighbors to these "raisings" is now
^discontinued in the rural neighborhoods; the car-

penters provide their own workmen for the busi-

ness of adjusting the timbers of the new building

,J ri

to each other, and there is no consumption of

grog.

Another of the entertainments of rustic life in the

[region of which I am speaking was the making of

,,
maple sugar. This was a favorite frolic of the boys.

The apparatus for the sugar camp was of a much
['ruder kind than is now used. The sap was brought

1 in buckets from the wounded trees and poured into

l
r

a great caldron which hung over a hot fire from a

..stout horizontal pole supported at each end by an

jiupright stake planted in the ground. Since that

Xtitne they have built in every maple grove a sugar-

l, house—a little building in which the process of

:,„making sugar is carried on with several ingenious

i.; contrivances unknown at that time, when every-

u'.hing was done in the open air.

1 From my father's door, in the latter part of

March and the early part of April, we could see

perhaps a dozen columns of smoke rising over the

voods in different places where the work was going

>n. After the sap had been collected and boiled

or three or four days, the time came when the

(jj,hickening liquid was made to pass, into the form

,| )f sugar. This was when the sirup had become

,,L )f such a consistency that it would "feather"

—

I hat is to say, when a beechen twig, formed at the

,'.i mall end into a little loop, dipped into the hot

, I , irup and blown upon by the breath, sent into the

J ir a light, feathery film. The huge caldron was
hen lifted from the fire, and its contents were

ml .

zither dipped out and poured into molds, or stirred

.'riskly till the sirup cooled and took the form of

ordinary brown sugar in loose grains. This proc-

ss was exceedingly interesting to the boys who
' ame to watch its different stages and to try from

me to time the sirup as it thickened.

In autumn, the task of stripping the husks from

,

le ears of Indian corn was made the occasion of

, )cial meetings, in which the boys took a special
" art. A farmer would appoint what was called

a husking," to which he invited his neighbors.

'he ears of maize in the husk, sometimes along

ith part of the stalk, were heaped on the barn
oor. In the evening, lanterns were brought, and,

iated on piles of dry husks, the men and boys

stripped the ears of their covering, and breaking

them from the stem with a sudden jerk, threw them
into baskets placed for the purpose. It was often a

merry time ; the gossip of the neighborhood was

talked over, stories were told, jests went round,

and at the proper hour the assembly adjourned to

the dwelling-house and were treated to pumpkin-

pie and cider, which in that season had not been

so long from the press as to have parted with its

sweetness.

Quite as cheerful were the " apple-parings,"

which on autumn evenings brought together the

young people of both sexes in little circles. The
fruit of the orchards was pared and quartered and

the core extracted, and a supply of apples in this

state provided for making what was called "apple-

sauce," a kind of preserve of which every family

laid in a large quantity every year.

The cider-making season in autumn was, at the

time of which I am speaking, somewhat correspond-

ent to the vintage in the wine countries of Europe.

Large tracts of land in New England were over-

shadowed by rows of apple-trees, and in the month
of May a journey through that region was a journey

through a wilderness of bloom. In the month of

October the whole population was busy gathering

apples under the trees, from which they fell in

heavy showers as the branches were shaken by
the strong arms of the farmers. The creak of the

cider-mill, turned by a horse moving in a circle,

was heard in every neighborhood as one of the

most common of rural sounds. The freshly pressed

juice of the apples was most agreeable to boyish

tastes, and the whole process of gathering the fruit

and making the cider came in among the more

laborious rural occupations in a way which diversi-

fied them pleasantly, and which made it seem a

pastime. The time that was given to making cider,

and the number of barrels made and stored in the

cellars of the farm-houses, would now seem incred-

ible. A hundred barrels to a single farm was no
uncommon proportion, and the quantity swallowed

by the men of that da)' led to the habits of intem-

perance which at length alarmed the more thought-

ful part of the community, and gave occasion to

the formation of temperance societies and the intro-

duction of better habits.

From time to time, the winter evenings, and

occasionally a winter afternoon, brought the young
people of the parish together in attendance upon
a singing-school. Some person who possessed

more than common power of voice and skill in

modulating it, was employed to teach psalmody,

and the boys were naturally attracted to his school

as a recreation. It often happened that the teacher

was an enthusiast in his vocation, and thundered
forth the airs set down in the music-books with a
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fervor that was contagious. A few of those who
attempted to learn psalmody were told that they

had no aptitude for the art, and were set aside, but

that did not prevent their attendance as hearers of

the others. In those days a set of tunes were in

fashion mostly of New England origin, which have

since been laid aside in obedience to a more fastidi-

ous taste. They were in quick time, sharply ac-

cented, the words clearly articulated, and often

running into fugues in which the bass, the tenor,

and the treble chased each other from the middle

to the end of the stanza. I recollect that some
impatience was manifested when slower and graver

airs of church music were introduced by the choir,

and I wondered why the words should not be sung

in the same time that they were pronounced in

reading.

The streams which bickered through the narrow

glens of the region in which I lived were much
better stocked with trout in those days than now,

for the country had been newly opened to settle-

ment. The boys all were anglers. I confess to

having felt a strong interest in that "sport," as I

no longer call it. I have long since been weaned
from the propensity of which I speak ; but I have

no doubt that the instinct which inclines so many
to it, and some of them our grave divines, is a

remnant of the original wild nature of man. An-
other " sport," to which the young men of the

neighborhood sometimes admitted the elder boys,

was the autumnal squirrel-hunt. The young men
formed themselves into two parties equal in num-
ber, and fixed a day for the shooting. The party

which on that day brought down the greatest num-
ber of squirrels was declared the victor, and the

contest ended with some sort of festivity in the

evening.

I have not mentioned other sports and games of

the boys of that day,—that is to say, of seventy or

eighty years since,—such as wrestling, running,

leaping, base-ball, and the like, for in these there

was nothing to distinguish them from the same
pastimes at the present day. There were no public

lectures at that time on subjects of general interest

;

the profession of public lecturer was then unknown,

and eminent men were not solicited, as they now
are, to appear before audiences in distant parts of

the country, and gratify the curiosity of strangers

by letting them hear the sound of their voices.

But the men of those days were far more given

to attendance on public worship than those who
now occupy their place, and of course they took

their boys with them. They were not satisfied

with the morning and afternoon services, but each

neighborhood held a third service of its own in the

evening. Here some lay brother made a prayer,

hymns were sung by those who were trained at the

singing-schools, a sermon was read from the work
of some orthodox divine, and now and then a wor
of exhortation was addressed to the little assembl

by some one who was more fluent in speech tha

the rest.

Every parish had its tything-men, two in numbt
generally, whose business it was to maintain ordi

in the church during divine service, and who s;

with a stern countenance through the sermof
keeping a vigilant eye on the boys in the distal

pews and in the galleries. Sometimes, when hi

detected two of them communicating with eac

other, he went to one of them, took him by thl

button, and leading him away, seated him besicj

himself. His power extended to other delinquei

cies. He was directed by law to see that the Sal
bath was not profaned by people wandering in til

fields and angling in the brooks. At that time"*

law, no longer in force, directed that any pers(

who absented himself unnecessarily from publ

worship for a certain length of time, should pay
fine into the treasury of the county. I rememb
several persons of whom it was said that they h:

been compelled to pay this fine, but I do not r

member any of them who went to church aftx

ward.

For the boys of the present day an immen
number of books have been provided, some of the

excellent, some mere trash or worse, but scarce ai

are now read which are not of recent date. T
question is often asked, What books had they

read seventy or eighty years since ? They h

books, and some of great merit. There vM
" Sanford and Merton," and "Little Jack;" thtl

was "Robinson Crusoe," with its variations " Tl
Swiss Family Robinson " and " The New Robins*

Crusoe ;
" there was Mrs. Trimmer's " Knowledl

of Nature," and Berquin's lively narratives a I

sketches translated from the French ; there \\l

"Philip Quarll," and Watts's "Poems for Cl-

dren," and Bunyan's " Pilgrim's Progress," a|

Mrs. Barbauld's writings, and the " Miscellanecl

Poems " of Cowper. Later, we had Mrs. Eel
worth's "Parent's Assistant" and " Evenings I

Home." All these, if not numerous, were at le.i

often read, and the frequent reading of a few goi

books is thought to be at least as improving—

I

useful in storing the mind and teaching one 1
think—as the more cursory reading of many,
elementary books there was no lack, nor, as I ha

already intimated, any scarcity of private instru

ors, principally clergymen, educated at the c

leges.

I have here set down such particulars as n

occur to me of the employments, the amusemen
and the studies amidst which the boys of my ti

grew up and were trained for the duties of m;



i8 76.] THE SECRET DOOR. IO3

rltUood. Of those who set out with me in life there

ire few now remaining ; they are like old trees in

t young wood, waiting for a high wind to snap

heir aged trunks and level them with the ground.

They became dispersed to different parts of the

Country, particularly the new States of the West,

vhose institutions they have helped to form. They

iiiad grown up, in the main, a conscientious genera-

01 ion—laborious, enterprising, strict in the perform-

ance of duty, and obedient to the laws ; and on

Ijjhis account they were the very men to whom the

iliask of forming new communities might be most

ti dvantageously committed. A few of them became

j| listinguished above their fellows. One became

itj :
.n eminent Orientalist, and settled at Athens, in

ajiireece. Another, with whom I used to contend

fj'ia the foot-race, became one of the millionaires of

li
Jew York, and died not long since full of days,

leaving an honored memory. A third, my school-

fellow in preparing for college, retired from a pros-

perous mercantile career to become a lecturer on

political economy and the author of valuable works

on that science. One with whom I had a series of

written disputations, migrated to Indiana and be-

came one of its legislators. One was afterward the

founder of the American Tract Society, and now,

in the calm evening of a long life, employs himself

in writing its history. Two went to the East as

missionaries, and in the midst of their labors laid

down their lives before the approach of old age.

Whatever may have been the merits or the

shortcomings of the generation to which these men
belonged, they are now with the past, and it is yet

to be seen whether the different system now adopted

in training the youth of our country will give it a

better class of citizens.

THE SECRET DOOR.
(A Christmas Story pf Two Hundred Years Ago.)

By Susan Coolidge.

Knowle, in Kent, is an ancient manor-house.

t stands knee-deep in rich garden and pasture

rinds, with hay-fields and apple-orchards stretching

eyond, and solemn oak woods which whisper and

^iake their wise heads when the wind blows, as

lough possessed of secrets which must not be

etjooken. It is a real place, and the room which

;0U see in the picture is a real room. That makes
le picture much more interesting; don't you
link so ?

Very much as it looks to-day, it looked two hun-

red and thirty years ago, when Charles the First

as king of England. That was the Charles who
ad his head cut off, you may remember. Blue

hristmas smokes curled from the twisted chim-

eys in 1645, just as they will this year if the world

"Jjsts a month longer. The same dinnery fragrance

lied the air, for good cheer smells pretty much
ike in all ages and the world over. A few changes
lere may be—thicker trees, beds of gay flowers

hich were not known in that day ; and where
ice the moat—a ditch-like stream of green water
ivered with weeds and scum—ran round the walls,

iJ.
now a trimly cut border of verdant turf. But

j, iese changes are improvements, and in all im-

.
3rtant respects the house keeps its old look, undis-

jj-lrbed by modern times and ways.

In the same nursery where modern boys and
girls eat, sleep and learn their A, B, C to-day, two
children lived. You see them in the picture— little

Ralph Tresham and his sister Henrietta. Quaint,

old-fashioned creatures they would look to us now;
but, in spite of their formal dresses and speech,

they were bright and merry and happy as any
children you can find among your acquaintances.

Ralph's name was pronounced "Rafe," and he
always called his sister " Hexie."

Christmas did not come to Knowle in its usual

bright shape in 1645. Gloom and sadness and
anxiety overshadowed the house ; and though the

little ones did not understand what the cause of the

anxiety was, they felt something wrong, and went

about quietly whispering to each other in corners,

instead of whooping and laughing, as had been

their wont. They had eaten their Christmas beef,

and toasted the king in a thimbleful of wine, as

usual, but their mother cried when they did so ; and

Joyce, the old butler, had carried off the pudding

with a face like a funeral. So, after dinner, they

crept away to the nursery, and there, by the win-

dow, began a long whispering talk. Hexie had
something very exciting to tell.

" Nurse thought I was asleep," she said, "but I

was n't quite ; and when they began to talk I woke



io4 THE SECRET DOOR. [Decembe

up. That was n't wrong, was it, Rafe? I could n't

sleep when I could n't, could I ?
"

" I suppose not ; but you need n't have listened.''

said Rafe, whose notions about honor were very

strict.

" I did pull the pillow over my ear, but the words

would get in," went on Henrietta, piteously. "Aud-

it was so interesting. Did you know that there

were such creatures as Bogies, Rafe ? Dorothy

thinks we have got one in our house, and that its

replied Hexie. " How long is it, brother?—sine

Humphrey went away, I mean. Wont he evt
:

come back ?

"

" I asked Winifred once, but she only said, ' Gc
knew,' that nothing had been heard of him sint

the battle when the king was taken. He might b

dead, or he might be escaped into foreign parts--;!,

and then she cried, oh, so hard, Hexie ! Poc

Humphrey ! I hope he is n't dead. But, about tl

Bogie, how curious it must be to meet one ! Oh,

'LET 15 GO EACK, SHE CKIED.

hole is in the great gallery, because once when she

was there dusting the armor, she heard a queer

noise in the wall, and what else could it be ? It

eats a great deal, does the Bogie. That 's the reason

nurse is sure we have got one. It ate all the cold

sheep's-head yesterday, and the day before half the

big pasty. No victual is safe in the larder, the

Bogie has such a big appetite, nurse says."

"I remember about the sheep's-head," said Rafe,

meditatively. "Almost all of it was left, and I

looked to see it come in cold ; but when I asked,

Joyce said there was none. Cold sheep's-head is

very good. Do you remember how much Hum-
phrey used to like it ?

"

" I don't remember exactly, it is so long ago,"

say, let us go to the gallery now, and see if we he

any strange noises there. Will you ?
"

Oh, Rafe ! I 'm afraid. I don't quite like

" But you can't be afraid if I'm there," said Rai

valiantly; " besides, I'll put on Humphrey's
sword which he left behind. Then if the Bdjjj

comes—we shall see !

"

Rafe spoke like a conquering hero, Hexie thougl

so, though she trembled, she made no further o

jection, but stood by while he lifted down t

sword, helped to fasten its belt over his should'

and followed along the passage which led to t

gallery. The heavy sword clattered and rattled

it dragged on the floor, and the sound was echo

in a ghostly way, which renewed Hexie's fears.
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it: " Rafe ! Rafe ! let us go back !
" she cried.

1; "Go back yourself if you are afraid," replied

dph, stoutly ; and as going back alone through

ne dim passage seemed just then worse than stay-

er where she was, Hexie. stayed with her valiant

other.

is- Very softly they unlatched the gallery door, and

lie in. It was a long, lofty apartment, paneled

th cedar-wood, to which time had given a beau-

1 ill light-brown color. The ceiling, of the same
iod, was carved, here and there, with shields,

ats of arms, and other devices. There was lit-

furniture : one tall cabinet, a few high-backed

itch chairs, and some portraits hanging on the

.Us. The sun, not yet quite set, poured a stream

red light across the polished floor, leaving the

J
corners and the empty spaces formidably dusk.

fie children had seldom been in the gallery at

s hour, and it looked to them almost like a

ange place, not at all as it did at noonday when
;y came to jump up and down the slippery

or, and play hide-and-seek in the corners which

seemed so dark and dismal.

Even Rafe felt the difference, and shivered in

te of his bold heart and the big sword by his

e. Timidly they went forward, hushing their

itsteps and peering furtively into the shadows,

ddenly Hexie stopped with a little scream.

lose to them stood a huge suit of armor, larger

i taller than a man. The empty eye-holes of

: helmet glared out quite like real eyes, and the

ole figure was terrible enough to frighten any
le girl. But it was not at the armor that Hexie
earned ; the iron man was an old friend of the

ldren's. Many a game of hide-and-seek had

|5;y played around, and behind, and even inside

ti; for Humphrey had contrived a cunning way
which the figure could be taken to pieces and

t together again ; and more than once Rafe

jjjji been popped inside, and had lain shaking
" h laughter while Hexie vainly searched for him

ough all the gallery. This had not happened

hi .'ly, for Rafe was hardly strong enough to manage
himself the screws and hinges which opened the

J-nor ; but he knew the iron man too well to scream

ti: him, and so did Hexie. The object which ex-

;ij)Sd her terror was something different, and so

,;.! inge and surprising that it is no wonder she
I earned.

c ulose by the armor, half hidden by a curtain of
ivy tapestry, was an open door, where never door

I

I

been known to be. It stood ajar, and dimly

1
ble inside was a narrow staircase winding up-
d.

' The hole of the Bogie !
" gasped Hexie, clutch-

at Rafe's arm. He started, and felt for the

ird. It rattled fearfully, and the sound com-

*i

pleted Hexie's terror. She burst away, flew like a

scared lapwing down the gallery, along the pas-

sages, and never stopped till she reached the

nursery and her own bed, where, with two pillows

and the quilt drawn over her head, she lay sobbing

bitterly at the thought of Ralph left behind, to be

eaten perhaps by the Bogie ! Poor little Hexie !

Ralph, meanwhile, stood his ground. His heart

beat very fast, but he would not run away,—that was

for girls. It must be owned, however, that when a

moment later the sound of muffled voices became
audible down the stairs, he trembled extremely,

and was guilty of the unmanlike act of hiding be-

hind the curtain. He was only ten years old, which

must plead his excuse with bigger boys who are

confident that they could never, under any circum-

stances, hide themselves or be afraid.

The voices drew nearer, steps sounded, and two

figures came out of the narrow door-way. Could

there be two Bogies ? No wonder they ate so much.

But in another minute all thought of Bogies van-

ished from Ralph's mind, for in one of the figures

he recognized his own sister Winifred.

Her companion was a man. There was some-

thing familiar in his form. It moved forward, and

Ralph jumped so that the big sword rattled again.

Bogie number two was his brother Humphrey,
mourned as dead ever since the summer before,

when so many brave gentlemen gave up their lives

for King Charles at the battle of Naseby.

''What noise was that?" whispered Winifred,

fearfully.

"Some sound from below," replied Humphrey,
after listening a moment. " Must you go, Winnie?"

"I must, dear Humphrey. I dare not absent

myself longer lest I be missed and suspected. Oh,

if to-morrow were but over, and you safe on the

French lugger and over the sea ! I cannot breathe

while this hiding and danger go on."

" I suppose I ought to be glad also," said Humph-
rey, ruefully; "but to me that French lugger

means exile, and loneliness, and poverty, for the

rest of my life, perhaps. Better have laid down

my life with the rest at Naseby, in striking one last

blow for the king."

"Don't, don't speak so!" protested Winifred,

tearfully. "You are alive, thank God ; and once

these wars are over we may rejoin you, and have a

happy home somewhere, if not in the land of our

fathers. Now, dear Humphrey, have you all you

need for the night ?
"

" Christmas cheer," said Humphrey, in a would-

be cheerful voice. " Beef and ale,—what better

fare could be ? You are a gallant provider, my
Winnie, and there is need, for since I have lain

in that hole with nothing else to do, my appetite

has raged like a wolf. That sheep's-head was
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wondrous savory. I say though, Winnie, what do

the servants think of the famine I create in the

larder?"
" Oh, the stupid creatures fancy that a Bogie has

taken up his residence here. A very hungry Bogie,

Joyce calls the creature !

"

The brother and sister laughed ; then they

kissed each other.

" Good-night, dearest Winifred."

"Good-night, brother;" and Humphrey vanished

up the stairs. Winifred lingered a moment ; then,

as if remembering something, opened the door

again and ran after him. Ralph marked that she

laid her hand on a particular boss in the carved

wainscot, and pressed it in hard, whereon the door

sprang open. He stole out, laid his hand on the same

boss, and felt the spring give way under his touch.

Some undefined idea of stealing in later, to make
Humphrey a visit, was in his head; but he heard

Winifred returning, and hurried out of the gallery.

Putting back the sword in its place, he entered the

nursery. No Hexie was visible, but a sobbing sound

drew his attention to a tumbled heap on the bed.

" Is that you, Hexie? Why, what are you cry-

ing about ? " pulling away the pillow which she

held tight.

"Oh, Rafe ! Then the Bogie didn't eat you,

after all !
" And Hexie buried her tear-stained face

in his shoulder.

"Bogie! Nonsense! There are no such things

as Bogies !

"

" What was it, then, that lived up that dreadful

stairs ?
"

"I can't tell you; only it was nothing at all

dreadful. And, Hexie, don't say a word about that

door to any one, will you ? It might make great

trouble if you did."

" I did tell Deborah, when she fetched the can-

dle and asked why I cried, that I saw a strange

door in the gallery," faltered Hexie, truthful,

though penitent.

"Oh! Hexie, how could you? I don't like

Deborah, and her father is a crop-eared knave.

Humphrey said so one day. How could you talk

to her about the door, Hexie ?

"

" I—don't know. I was frightened, and she

asked me," sobbed Hexie. " Will it do any harm,

Rafe ?

"

" It may," said Rafe, gloomily. " But don't cry,

Hexie. You meant no harm, at all events."

" Oh, don't speak so gravely and so like Joyce,"

said Hexie, much troubled. She cried herself to

sleep that night. Deborah, who undressed her,

asked many questions about the gallery and the

door.

" It was very dark, and perhaps she mistook,"

—

that was all Hexie could be made to say. Ralph

was disturbed and wakeful, and slept later tltal

usual next morning. He jumped up in a hua
and made what haste he could with dressing m
breakfast, but it seemed as though they never t<|

so much time before ; and all the while he ate m
was conscious of a stir and bustle in the houH
which excited his curiosity very much. Knocking
the sound of feet—something unusual was going gri

As soon as possible he slipped away from nu|

and ran to the gallery. The door was half opui
He looked in, and stood still with terror. Men.a

J

brown uniforms and steel caps, were there souBi

ing the ^alls and tapping the floor-boards vfl

staves. The gallery seemed full of them, thoifij

when Rafe counted there were but five.

"This man of iron was, in all likelihood lal

Malignant also," he heard one of them say, strikja

the armor with his fist.

" He is somewhat old for that. Methinks t|

is armor of the time of that man of blood, Ha§
the Eighth. Move it aside, Jotham, that we
search the farther panel."

So the heavy figure was thrust into a corner, Ml
the men went on tapping with their wands. Re]
groaned within himself when he heard them declljH

that the wall sounded hollow, and saw them seaifej

ing for a spring. Twenty times it seemed as fhoihl

they must have lighted on the right place. TweBJ
times they just missed it.

"We were ill advised to come without too la

declared the man who seemed leader of the pa :

" Come thou to my shop, Peter Kettle, and than

Bartimeus and Zerrubabel, and we will fetch s®J

things as are needful. Jotham, stay thou here.M

see that no man escapeth from the concealing

behind the wall."

So four of the men went away, leaving Jothw
striding up and down as on guard. Preseiiyl

came a shout from beneath the window

:

" Jotham ! our leader hath dropped his poucln «

which are the keys of the smithy. Hasten .H
bring it to the outer door."

"Aye, aye !
" answered Jotham, and, poucliJll

hand, he ran down the stairs. Now was Rafe's H
portunity. Like a flash he was across the gall<]M

his hand on the boss. The door flew open, M
he fell into the arms of Humphrey, who, swon §1

hand and teeth set, stood on the lower step of k I

staircase, prepared to sell his liberty as dearhBJ

possible.

" Rafe ! little Rafe !
" he exclaimed.

"Hush! The man will come back," parW
Rafe. " Come away—hide—oh, where ? " Til
with a sudden inspiration he dragged his brotit

|

toward the iron man. "Get inside," he crll
'• They will never think of searching there ! <||

Humphrey—make haste ! Get inside !

"
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' 'here was no time to be lost. With the speed of

Operation, Humphrey unscrewed, lifted, stepped

!
l>de the armor. Rafe slipped the fastenings to-

'j'lher, whispered " shut your eyes," and flew back
l(

! his hiding-place. Just in time, for Jotham's

°|) was on the stair, and next moment he entered

i>|l gallery, and resumed his march up and down,

(I e dreaming that the man sought for was peep-

through the helmet holes at him, not three feet

fy.
resently the other soldiers came back with ham-

's and wrenches, and in a short time the beauti-

' wainscot, split into pieces, lay on the floor.

*' idenly there was a shout. The secret door had

n open, and the staircase stood revealed. Four

the men, with pikes and pistols, prepared to

iW.'nd, while the fifth guarded the opening below.

it that moment Winifred entered the gallery

i a the farther end. She turned deadly pale when

saw the open door and the men.

Oh ! Heaven have mercy !
" she cried, and

pped half fainting into a chair.

,afe darted across the floor and seized her hand.

Hush," he whispered. " Don't say a word,

t< -:r. He is safe."

|1 He ? Who ? " cried the amazed Winifred.

ut now voices sounded from above. The men
»l>e coming down. Winifred rallied her courage,

i: :, and went forward. She was very white still,

mfcishe spoke in a steady voice. Her two brothers,

UMiphrey in his hiding-place and little Rafe by
lW side, both admired her greatly.

lip What is the meaningof this, Jotham Green?"
it.: demanded. " By what warrant do you enter

Itii spoil our house ?
"

By the warrant which all true men have to

rap'ch for traitors," said Jotham.

sis You will find none such here," responded Win-

|
i firmly.

up We find the lurking-place in which one such

nil doubtless lain," said Zerrubabel. "Where
':s exist, look out for vermin."

You are less than civil, neighbor. An old

se like this has many strange nooks and corners

al i'hich the inhabitants may have neither use nor

knowledge. If your search is done, I will beg you to

make good the damage you have caused as best you

may, and with as little noise as possible, that my
mother be not alarmed. Jotham Green, you are

a good workman, 1 know. I recollect how deftly

you once repaired that cabinet for us."

All the men knew Winifred, and her calm and
decided manner made its impression. Jotham
slowly picked up the fragments of the paneling

and began to fit them together. The rest con-

sulted, and at last rather sheepishly, and with a

muttered half apology about "wrong information,"

went away, taking with them the injured wood-
work, which Jotham undertook to repair. Rafe's

first words after they disappeared were:
" Winifred, you must dismiss Deborah. It is

she that has betrayed us."

"How do you know that, Rafe ?
"

Then it all came out. Winifred listened to the

tale with streaming tears.

"Oh, Rafe, my darling, how brave you were!

You played the man for us to-day, and have saved

— I trust you have saved—our Humphrey. The
men will not return to-day, and to-night the lugger

sails."

And Humphrey was saved. Before morning,

well disguised, he had made his way across country

to a little fishing-port, embarked, and reached

France without farther accident.

So that strange Christmas adventure ended hap-

pily. It was all long, long ago. Humphrey and
Winifred and Rafe lived their lives out, and lay

down to rest a century and a half since under the

daisy-sprinkled English sod. Little Hexie died an

aged woman, before any of us was born. But still

the beautiful old manor-house stands amid its gar-

dens and pasture lands, with the silvery look of

time on its gray walls. Still the armed figure

keeps guard beside the secret staircase, the tapes-

try hangs in the old heavy folds, evening reddens

the cedar walls and the polished floor, and every-

thing occupies the same place and wears the same
look that it did when little Rafe played the man in

that gallery, and saved his brother Humphrey,
more than two hundred years ago.

>th
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.THE LETTERS AT SCHOOL.

By M. M. D.

One day the letters went to school,

And tried to learn each other

;

They got so mixed 't was really hard

To pick out one from t' other.

A went in first, and Z went last

;

The rest all were between them,

—

K, L and M, and N, O, P,—
I wish you could have seen them !

B, C, D, E and J, K, L,

Soon jostled well their betters

;

Q, R, S, T—I grieve to say

—

Were very naughty letters.

Of course, ere long, they came to words-

What else could be expected ?

Till E made D, J, C and T
Decidedly dejected.
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Now, through it all, the Consonants

Were rudest and uncouthest, ,

While all the pretty Vowel girls

Were certainly the smoothest.

And simple U kept far from Q,

With face demure and moral,

" Because," she said, "we are, we two,

So apt to start a quarrel !

"

But spiteful P said, " Pooh for U !

"

(Which made her feel quite bitter),

And, calling O, L, E to help,

He really tried to hit her.

Cried A, " Now E and C, come here !

If both will aid a minute,

Good P will join in making peace,

Or else the mischief's in it."

And smiling E, the ready sprite,

Said, "Yes, and count me double."

This done, sweet peace shone o'er the scene,

And gone was all the trouble 1

Meanwhile, when U and P made up,

The Cons'nants looked about them,

And kissed the Vowels, for, you see,

They could n't do without them.

DOINGS OF THE "POLLY'S CHRISTMAS SOCIETY."
(As told by One of its Members.')

By Olive Thorne.

HAT started the

thing, I don't re-

member. Oh, I

believe Nell Tain-

tor proposed it
;

anyway, it was

splendid, and I '11

tell you all about

it.

We girls had a

society, you know,

and we had n't

anything in par-

ticular to do; and
Nell proposed
that we should

make something

for Polly Stevens'

Christmas.

Polly 's a real

nice girl, and used

to go to our school,

she fell on the ice last winter, and hurt her

, and she has to lie down all the time ; she

even stand up a minute.

ell, we used to go and see her as often as we
L

1
; but, of course, we had our lessons, and prac-

'„ and other things, out of school ; and so she

to get awfully lonesome, Nell said, because she

!n't do much of anything, and she had read

every book Nell had,—Nell lived next door, and
used to run in. And she staid alone ever so much,
because her mother 's a dress-maker, and has to go

out, and she did n't have things very comfortable

;

the doctor's bills were so large, that her mother
had as much as she could do to get along.

When Nell told us about her, we felt ashamed
that we had n't been to see her more, and so we
just got up a plan to give her a surprise. We gave

our society a new name, " Polly's Christmas So-

ciety," or " P. C. Society," in public, so that every

one should not know what it was, and we all went

to work for her.

Kate Woodbury was president—splendid girl

Kate is. She said she would make a nice wrapper

for Polly, out of a blue dress of her own that she

had burned a hole in ; she knew her mother 'd let

her have it. Mattie Barker said she would give her

a quilt, or spread, that she was making out of bright

bits of silk. It was log-cabin pattern, and real

pretty. Alice Burnett said she would make her a

pretty rug to lay before her lounge; the floor was

bare, and it would look so pretty. She knew how
to make one out of round pieces of black and red

and white woolen. You 've seen them ? A black

one, about as big as a tea-cup, at the bottom, a red

one, a little smaller, laid on that, and a quite small

white one on top ; all tied together with a tuft of

red thread in the middle of the white one. Then,

when she had lots of these made, she sewed them
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all on an oval piece of old sacking, and it was real

bright and pretty. You can shake the dust out of

them.

Nell said Polly needed a curtain for the window

at the head of her lounge ; she had nothing but an

old shade, and it was n't nice, so I said I would

make her one like some I saw at my aunt's last

summer. It was of unbleached muslin, with two

wide stripes of bright red, and bright blue percale

across the top and the bottom,—a little way apart,

you know. It did n't cost much, and I had a dol-

lar of my own, and it was ever so pretty. It looked

like some foreign cashmere thing.

Well, we all went to work with a will. Nelly

got Will, her brother, to make a lounge-frame,

Polly had a horrid old hair-cloth sofa. He made
it out of some timber they had in the yard. It

was rough, of course, but stout I tell you; and we
nailed some old bagging on it for a bottom, and

made a nice soft cushion for it, and a big pillow,

and covered the whole with real pretty chintz; and

Mattie made a crocheted tidy for it, that could be

washed. Oh, I forgot ! John Burnett sawed out a

lovely set of shelves, with his new jig-saw, and Kate

Woodbury took an old stand out of their attic. It

was good, and strong, but awfully old-fashioned

;

and it had two drawers, and leaves to let down. It

was just the thing for Polly, because she could

keep her things in the drawers, you see ; and her

shelves could stand on it. And I made a cover

to fit it, out of Turkish toweling, the new-fashioned

way, you know, with gay figures sewed on ; and

Alice brought a sweet little vase that she had, to

hold flowers, or ferns and grasses, in winter. We
knew Polly was very fond of flowers, and Nell said

she had to keep them in a tea-cup.

Let me see, was that all ? Oh, no ; every girl

collected all the nice books she could. We each

gave one or two of our own, and asked the boys

that knew Polly, and most all our mothers gave us

one or two, so we had a real lovely library. I re-

member some of the books—" Undine," " Grim's

Stories," " Hans Andersen's Works," a whole set

(Johnny Burnett gave that ; wasn't he splendid!)

and "Little Women," and "We Girls," and

—

oh, lots of others I can't remember, only all nice

ones, and in good order. Mrs. Woodbury put in

a lovely new Bible with clasps, and there were lots

of poetry books; she 's very fond of poetry.

And—let me think— Mattie's sister, who 's been

to Europe, gave her a most lovely photograph.

—

three little angels, or cherubs, or something. Oh,

it was too sweet for anything ! I 've seen Polly

look at it till she cried, and I wanted to myself,

though I 'm not good, like Polly.

We got a glass, and made a frame for it of card-

board, with delicate lichens glued on. You know

how ? they 're real pretty, are n't they ? W<ij

went out in the woods to get them, and we broB
home such beautiful mosses,—we tried to thirl

something to make of them, and at last we din
some of the nicest in a box, and covered it witlH

pieces of glass cut the right shape to make a 'M

like a box, and fastened at the corners with corti

paper gummed on. We found two ferns M
yet, so late as that, and some partridge-berry

Kate put in a slip of her Kenilworth ivy, and.ift.

haps you won't think so, but it was just lovely I
it grew all winter, and I believe Polly enjo^B

more than anything, she watched it so much sil

knew every leaf, she said.

Well, I believe that was all. These things jol

us some weeks to do, and we worked hard ffl

tell you. We had hardly time to make our CB
mas presents for our own folks, but I did getB
to embroider that cushion for mamma; is til

pretty ? I did every stitch myself. But wheiB
I? Oh, all this time the secret was kept nfl

though a good many knew about it ; and ju>B
fore Christmas, one day Mrs. Stevens, Polly's iB
er, was cutting a dress for Mrs. Barker, and \B
went over to tell her about it. Nell TaintoiBJ

her that we girls had a society, and had been BJ

ing some presents for Polly.

Well, she cried ! I do wonder why peopl.M

when they 're glad ! She said she had been I'M

to get Polly something nice for Christmas, sl.ha

such a dull life, and she was so patient ; 1 H
spite of all she could do, everything she coul< fld

was used up in doctor's bills and rent. Sh sal

she meant to make her a cake, at least, an<BJ

said, right off, that she could come into their tul

to make it, so that Polly should n't know.

We talked the thing over, and we decidedM

Mrs. Stevens should get Polly to bed eaijH

Christmas Eve. There was a hall between t'BJ

ting-room and bedroom, and she thought BJ
wouldn't hear us, and we were to go abouljgl

o'clock to fix it all up for her, and then alll

there the next morning to see her surprise. AH
day, Mrs. Stevens told us afterward, Polly w;i§L

low-spirited, though she tried to be cheerful Vm
thing. She was a good girl, always; but sM
membered that our school was getting readW
festival and a Christmas-tree, and she could n

thinking of last year, I suppose, when she was I
and had presents with the rest of us.

She did have a present on the tree, too, ;B
as the rest of us ; and we took it with us wlH
went that night. It was a real nice work-bo:|

everything in it complete. Miss Murton m
Polly was her pet scholar.

Well, we could hardly wait for eight o'cl

you may imagine, and before the clock wa
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king we were there. Polly was abed and asleep,

i,s. Stevens said, and we went right to work. The

|i 's brought in the lounge, and put it in a pleasant

I Inerof the room, and we girls fixed it up with its

il
v quilt and nice big pillow ; and we laid the rug

I m in front of it, and hung the curtain over the

j dow ; and put the stand, with its cover, and the

j
ik-shelves, at the head where she could reach it.

|;d we put the moss-thing on it, and the vase filled

1 grasses, and ferns, and bitter-sweet on top of

Then we filled the shelves with books, and

ig the picture where she could see it without

I/ing.

And then we trimmed the whole room

l evergreens left from decorating our church.

,ir the door we put "Merry Christmas," in

|
umn leaves. Mrs. Taintor made it-; she sewed

[f
leaves upon white muslin, and it looked as

;| igh it was right on the wall.

shite worked there, if you '11 believe me, till twelve

jlock, and when we finished, it was just lovely. All

;j ;
time Mrs. Stevens could hardly help a bit ; she

Jj sat in the corner and cried. I never saw such

nt3man.

1
1,
fe gave Mrs. Stevens the new blue wrapper.

Hi told her to put it on Polly when she dressed

.Jf and tell her the girls sent it to her so she would
i til fine when we came. I was so excited I

),i|,;ght I should n't' sleep a wink that night, but 1

n ^
after all—slept like a log, and I had to hurry off

jljjre breakfast so as not to be late.

.

t
|t seven o'clock we were all there—all we girls,

J/an; Will and Johnny wouldn't go—and Mrs.

glens went into the bedroom and dressed Polly,

jE )
brought her out. She was so thin and light

ej,|j
she was easily carried. Polly was so delighted

i her pretty wrapper that she looked perfectly

lj(
|.)y when she came in. The first thing she saw

[ijii her mother laid her down was us, and she

n, '" Oh, girls !
" but at that minute she seemed

:e something strange in the room. "Why,
" she began, and stopped short, and looked

j]f;;nd. She looked at everything—the walls, the

re, the stand and books, the mosses, the

%£ itself; her chin began to quiver, and her

^Lto work, and suddenly she just buried her face

ut
,Lie pillow and cried as hard as she could cry. I

jjjp
thought of crying ; and I 'm sure I don't

jjjj/why, but I found the tears running down my
„jXks, . and looked around, and every one of the

was crying, too. It was the most ridiculous

; I ever saw, but I could n't help it. Soon we
IB to laugh, though, and make fun of our cry-

• and we would n't let Polly even try to say

,,,.nkyou!"

en we all went out into the hall and brought
i, j

r surprise for Mrs. Stevens. We told her we

had come to stay to breakfast, and every one of us

had "a basket full of good things from our own
breakfasts—broiled chickens, breakfast rolls, hot

coffee (Nell brought that from her mother's kitch-

en), cold meat, pickles, hot Saratoga potatoes (from

Nell's), and ever so many things. We pulled

out the table and spread it before Polly's lounge,

and before long we sat down to a jolly breakfast.

There was ever so much left, though.

Finally about ten o'clock we went away, and after

we were gone Polly received the very best present

of all from her mother. You see it worried her

'most to death that she could not help her mother.

It was one thing that kept her back. And Mrs.

Stevens had taken specimens of her knitting around

to ladies who had little children, and had got or-

ders for pretty bright

stockings for them
;

enough to keep Polly

busy all winter. Each
iady had furnished

her own yarn, and
there was a pile of

lovely colored yarns

for her to begin on.

Polly could knit

beautifully, and
H

I do

believe the prospect

of earning something

to help her mother

was the best present

she had that day.

In the evening,

when I was on my
way to a Christmas

party at Nell's, I

passed by Polly's,

and the curtain was

not quite drawn. I

could n't help just peeping in. There she lay half

up on her elbows, a book in her hand, but not

reading, looking at nothing, with the most lovely,

happy look I ever saw. I 've often wished I had

a picture of her.

We were careful not to neglect Polly after that.

From that day she was the happiest girl I ever saw,

busy from morning to night, knitting or reading,

or repeating poetry, which she learned by the page.

She earned a good deal of money, and she knit so

beautifully that she always had lots of orders ahead.

Now her mother knits too, and takes in some
work, but does not go out any more. I don't know
any happier or nicer place to visit than Polly

Stevens'.

I think that Christmas was the nicest one I ever

had.

NELL BROUGHT THE COFFEE.
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THE KINGDOM OF THE GREEDY.
(By P. J. Stahl.)

Translated by Laura W. Johnson.

Part II.

SOME of the envious or ill-tempered declared it

would be impossible to cook the edifice which

Mother Mitchel had built ; and the doctors were,

MOTHER MITCHEL MAKES HER OFFICIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

no one knows why, the saddest of all. Mother

Mitchel, smiling at the general bewilderment,

mounted the summit of the tart; she waved her

crutch in the air, and while her cat miowed in his

sweetest voice, suddenly there issued fromjl

woods a vast number of masons, drawing wan
of well-baked bricks, which they had prepay n
secret. This sight silenced the ill-wishers, im

filled the hearts of the Gifl

with hope.

In two days an enor in

furnace was built aroundfl

above the colossal tart, vfl

found itself shut up in an
mense earthen pot. TB
huge mouths, which werto»

nected with thousands of 'Fi4|

ing pipes for conductingB
all over the building, 9
soon choked with fuel, hB
help of two hundred cha aij

burners, who, obeying ; n
vate signal, came forth innj

array from the forest, I
carrying his sack of <M

Behind them stood MBJ
Mitchel with a box of maud
ready to fire each oven SM

was filled. Of course th'.dn

dlings had not been forg<B

and all was soon in a blaB
When the fire was li ltd

in the thirty ovens, whei hfl

saw the clouds of smokcB
ing above the dome, th.: an

nounced that the cookinB
begun, the joy of the ppl

was boundless. Poets ifl

vised odes, and musician-UK

verses without end, in fl

of the superb prince wlite(

been inspired to feed h pW

pie in so dainty a m;B]
when other rulers cou

give them enough, even

bread. The names of M
Mitchel and of the illu

engineer were not forgol

this great glorification,

to His Majesty, they weii

tainly the first of mankind, and their name
worthy of going down with his to the re

posterity.

All the envious ones were thunderstruck.
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ied to console themselves by saying that the work

as not yet finished, and that an accident might

ippen at the last moment. But they did not

ally believe a word of this. Notwithstanding all

ieir efforts to look cheerful, it had to be acknowl-

Iged that the cooking was possible. Their last

source was to declare the tart a bad one, but
'

iat would be biting off their own noses. As for

.'dining to eat it, envy could never go so far as

at in the country of the Greedy.

After two days, the unerring nose of Mother

>j itchel discovered that the

rt was cooked to perfection.

Xhe whole country was per-

med with its delicious aro-

a. Nothing more remained

it to take down the furnaces.

* other Mitchel made her

Scial announcement to His

ajesty, who was delighted,

_d complimented her upon

r punctuality. One day was

[11 wanting to complete the

.3nth. During this time the

ople gave their eager help

, the engineer in the demo-

on, wishing to have a h.and

the great national work,

d to hasten the blessed mo-

at. In the twinkling of an

£ the thing was done. The
jjLcks were taken down one

' one, counted carefully, and

]5.Tied into the forest again,

I

serve for another occasion.

Jhe TART, unveiled, ap-

ired at last in all its maj-

ff
and splendor. The dome

LjjjjS gilded, and reflected the

s of the sun in the most

,.

J
zling manner. The wild-

, L excitement and rapture

through the land of the

;edy. Each one sniffed

h open nostrils the appe-

ag perfume. Their mouths

,
ered, their eyes filled with

rs, they embraced, pressed

n rh other's hands, and in-

..'ged in touching panto-

.ties. Then the people of

n. and country, united by

B
rapturous feeling, joined

ds, and danced in a ring around the grand con-
ion.

Io one dared to touch the tart before the arrival

lisMajesty. Meanwhile something must be done

VOL. IV.—8.

to allay the universal impatience, and they resolved

to show Mother Mitchel the gratitude with which all

hearts were filled. She was crowned with the laurel

of conquerors, which is also the laurel of sauce, thus

serving a double purpose. Then they placed her,

with her crutch and her cat, upon a sort of throne,

and carried her all round her vast work. Before

her marched all the musicians of the town, dancing,

drumming, fifing and tooting upon all instruments,

while behind her pressed an enthusiastic crowd,

who rent the air with their plaudits and filled it

n

THE TRIUMPHAL PROCESSION.

with a shower of caps. Her fame was complete,

and a noble pride shone on her countenance.

The royal procession arrived. A grand stair-way

had been built, so that the King and his Ministers
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could mount to the summit of this monumental
tart. Thence the King, amid a deep silence, thus

addressed his people

:

"My children," said he, "you adore tarts. You
despise all other food. If you could, you would

even eat tarts in your sleep. Very well. Eat as

much as you like. Here is one big enough to

satisfy you. But know this, that while there re-

mains a single crumb of this august tart, from the

height of which I am proud to look down on you,

all other food is forbidden you on pain of death.

While you are here, I have ordered all the pantries

to be emptied, and all the butchers, bakers, pork

and milk dealers, and fishmongers, to shut up
their shops. Why leave them open? Why indeed?

Have you not here at discretion what you love best,

and enough to last you ever, ever so long ? Devote

yourselves to it with all your hearts. I do not wish

you to be bored with the sight of any other food.

"Greedy ones! behold your TART !

"

What enthusiastic applause, what frantic hurrahs

rent the air, in answer to this eloquent speech from

the throne

!

"Long live the King, Mother Mitchel and her

cat ! Long live the tart ! Down with soup ! Down
with bread ! To the bottom of the sea with all

beefsteaks, mutton-chops, and roasts !

"

Such cries came from every lip. Old men gently

stroked their chops, children patted their little

stomachs, the crowd licked its thousand lips with

eager joy. Even the babies danced in their nurses'

arms, so precocious was the passion for tarts in this

singular country ! Grave professors, skipping like

kids, declaimed Latin verses in honor of His Maj-

esty and Mother Mitchel, and the shyest young

girls opened their mouths like the beaks of little

birds. As for the doctors, they felt a joy beyond

expression. They had reflected. They under-

stood. But—my friends !

At last, the signal was given. A detachment of

the engineer corps arrived, armed with pick and

cutlass, and marched in good order to the assault.

A breach was soon opened, and the distribution

began. The King smiled at the opening in the

tart; though vast, it hardly showed more than a

mouse-hole in the monstrous wall. Then turning

to his people, who, seated at long tables, were

stuffing themselves like mad, he whispered in the

ear of his Prime Minister, the first mathematician

of the age:
" The train is fired. How long will it burn?"
"Six weeks, Your Majesty," replied the man of

science.

At this answer, the King stroked his beard

grandly. "All goes well," said he, " for him who
knows how to wait."

Who can tell how long the feast would have

lasted, if the King had not given his command th

it should cease? Once more they expressed th

gratitude with cries so stifled that they resembl

grunts, and then rushed to the river. Never hadi

nation been so besmeared. Some were daubed >

the eyes, others had their ears and hair all stick);

As for the little ones, they were marmalade fro

head to foot. When they had finished their toilc,

the river ran all red and yellow, and was sweeten

for several hours, to the great surprise of all t

fishes.

Before returning home, the people presently

themselves before the King, to receive his co-j

mands.

"Children !
" said he, "the feast will begin ag;a)|

exactly at six o'clock. Give time to wash the dislB'J

and change the table-cloths, and you may oisil

more give yourselves over to pleasure. You sllj

feast twice a day, as long as the tart lasts. Do :Q
forget. Yes ! if there is not enough in this ontla

will even order ANOTHER from Mother Mitchel; m
you know that great woman is indefatigable. Y'lj

happiness is my only aim." (Marks of universal jrrj

and emotion.) " You understand ? Noon, and I
o'clock ! There is no need for me to say, be puis4!

ual ! Go, then, my children—be happy !
"

The second feast was as gay as the first, anew
long. A pleasant walk in the suburbs,—first •

ercise,—then a nap, had refreshed their appeta
and unlimbered their jaws. But the King fam|^

that the breach made in the tart was a little smafi

than that of the morning.
" 'T is well !

" said he, " 't is well ! Wait till

morrow, my friends ; yes, till day after to-morrl

and next week J"
The next day the feast still went on gayly

; yea
the evening meal the King noticed some enta

seats.

"Why is this?" said he, with pretended ii

ference, to the court physician.

" Your Majesty," said the great Olibriers, "apw

weak stomachs ; that is all."

On the next day there were larger empty spn

The enthusiasm visibly abated. The eighth

the crowd had diminished one-half; the ninth, thfe

quarters; the tenth day, of the thousand who elf

at first, only two hundred remained ; on the elevi(l&

day, only one hundred ; and on the twelfth—as)

who would have thought it ?—a single one answ

to the call. Truly he was big enough. His 1

resembled a hogshead, his mouth an oven, anc,

lips—we dare not say what. He was known irj

town by the name of Patapouf. They dug o

fresh lump for him from the middle of the tart,

quickly vanished in his vast interior, and he re
1

with great dignity, proud to maintain the hone

his name and the glory of the Greedy Kingdoi
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MASTLR PATAPOUF.

the next day, even he, the very last, appeared that night from too much tart. Let us draw a veil

lore. The unfortunate Patapouf had sue- over those hours of torture. Mother Mitchel was

ed, and, like all the other inhabitants of the in despair. Those Ministers who had not guessed

ry, was in a very bad way. In short, it was the secret dared not open their lips. All the city

:nown that the whole town had suffered agonies was one vast hospital. No one was seen in the
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streets but doctors and apothecaries' boys, running

from house to house in frantic haste. It was dread-

ful ! Dr. Olibriers was nearly knocked up. As for

the King, he held his tongue, and shut himself up

in his palace, but a secret joy shone in his eyes, to

to the wonder of everyone. He waited three days

without a word.

The third day, the King said to his Ministers

:

" What ! Your Majesty, must we eat it all ?
'

"You must!" sternly replied the King;

MUST ! By the immortal beefsteaks ! not one

you shall have a slice of bread, and not a loaf sh

be baked in the kingdom, while there remains!

crumb of that excellent tart !

"

"What misery!" thought these poor peopjj

" That tart forever !
"

THE MERE SIGHT OF THE TART M.ADE EVFRYEODY ILL.

" Let us go now and see how my poor people are

doing, and feel their pulse a little.''

The good King went to every house, without for-

getting a single one. He visited small and great,

rich and poor.

"Oh, oh! Your Majesty." said all, "the tart

was good, but may we never see it again ! Plague

on that tart ! Better were dry bread. Your Maj-

esty, for mercy's sake, a little dry bread ! Oh, a

morsel of dry bread, how good it would be !

"

"No, indeed," replied the King. " There is

more of that tart!"

The sufferers were in despair. There was I

one cry through all the town—"Ow ! ow ! ow

for even the strongest and most courageous wel

horrible agonies. They twisted, they writhed,
J

lay down, they got up. Always the inexol

colic. The dogs were not happier than their
|

ters ; even the)' had too much tart.

The spiteful tart looked in at all the wincl

Built upon a height, it commanded the town,

mere sight of it made everybody ill, and its fcj

admirers had nothing but curses for it now.

happily, nothing they could say or do made il
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OW I OW !

ialler; still formidable, it was a frightful joke for

Dse miserable mortals. Most of them buried

:ir heads in their pillows, drew their night-caps

sr their eyes, and lay in bed all day, to shut out

; sight of it. But this would not do ; they knew,

:y felt it was there. It was a nightmare, a hor-

le burden, a torturing anxiety.

[n the midst of this terrible consternation, the

ng remained inexorable during eight days. His

art bled for his people, but

! lesson must sink deep,

it were to bear fruit in fu-

e. When their pains were

ed, little by little, through

ting alone, and his subjects

mounced these trembling

rds, "We are hungry!" the

ig sent them trays laden

h—the inevitable tart.

'Ah !

" cried they, with an-

sh, "the tart again ! Always

tart, and nothing but the

v t ! Better were death !

"

V few, who were almost fam-

i id, shut their eyes, and tried

1 eat a bit of the detested

) d; but it was all in vain

I hey could not swallow a

luthful.

'At length came the happy
• when the King, thinking

ir punishment had been se-

; enough, and could never

'forgotten, believed them at

gth cured of their greedi-

s. That day he ordered
r
-

l ther Mitchel to make in one
her colossal pots a super-

ellent soup, of which a bowl was sent to every
ily. They received it with as much rapture as

the Hebrews did the manna in the desert. They
would gladly have had twice as much, but after

their long fast it would not have been prudent.

It was a proof that they had learned something
already, that they understood this.

The next day, more soup. This time the King
allowed slices of bread in it. How this good soup

comforted all the town ! The next day there was
a little more bread in it, and a little soup-meat.

THE HAPPY DAY.

Then for a few days the kind Prince gave them
roast beef and vegetables. The cure was complete.
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The joy over this new diet was as great as ever

had been felt for the tart. It promised to last

longer. They were sure to sleep soundly, and to

wake refreshed. It was pleasant to see in every

house, tables surrounded with happy rosy faces, and

laden with good nourishing food.

The Greedy people never fell back into their

old ways. Their once puffed-

out, sallow faces, shone with

health ; they became, not fat,

but muscular, ruddy, and solid.

The butchers and bakers re-

opened their shops ; the pastry-

cooks and confectioners shut

theirs. The country of the

Greedy was turned upside down,

and if it kept its name, it was

only from habit. As for the

tart, it was forgotten. To-day,

in that marvelous country there

cannot be found a paper of sugar-

plums or a basket of cakes. It is charming to see

their red lips and their beautiful teeth. If they have

still a king, he may well be proud to be their ruler.

Does this story teach that tarts and pies should

never be eaten ? No ; but there is reason in all

things.

The doctors alone did not profit by this great

revolution. They could not afford to drink wel
any longer in a land where indigestion had becoM
unknown. The apothecaries were no less unhap \i

Spiders spun webs over their windows, and tl I
horrible remedies were no longer of use.

Ask no more about Mother Mitchel. She \sl

ridiculed without measure by those who had adorij

JOY IN THE KINGDOM.

her. To complete her misfortune, she lost her

Alas for Mother Mitchel

!

The King received the reward of his wisd

His grateful people called him neither Charles

Bold nor Peter the Terrible, nor Louis the Gr

but always by the noble name of Prosper I.,

Reasonable.

THE COMPLAINT OF THE STOCKINGS.

By Sydney Dayre.

Dear St. Nicholas : Last Christmas we had a Christmas-tree—we always hung up our stockings before. On Christmas momin
of the baby's stockings was gone, and we could n't find it anywhere. But yesterday it turned up in the funniest place. You never

guess where, so I must tell you. It was tucked into one of the pigeon-holes of grandfather's desk. He found it there on Christmas i

ing ; and as he can't see very well, he thought it was a pen-wiper some of us had put there to surprise him. And this letter, directed tL

was in the foot of the stocking. No one can tell how it ever could have got into grandfather's desk ; but you know a great many won
things do happen on Christmas Eve !—Yours truly, Mav Merripe

I HAVE a piteous tale to tell,—and where, I should like to know,

But to the good St. Nicholas, should a baby stocking go ?

I thought if I told our family wrongs, in good old-fashioned rhyme,

You 'd fix the matter up, somehow, before next Christmas-time.

Perhaps you 're wondering how it is I look so very bright,

All covered up with pretty stripes of red and blue and white ?

Well, when the stockings came last Fall, in brown and navy blue,

Mamma declared, foi baby they would never, never do

!

The sober things might answer to be worn by Will or May,
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But the dimpled darling Lewie's should glow like a summer's day.

So grandma got her needles out, and began me, so I 've heard
;

And with every stitcb she knit, wove in a smile or loving word.

And how I gather round the cunning feet you ought to see !

Why, the toes are like pink sea-shells, and dimpled is each knee

!

I 've hugged the dainty things with a clasp so warm and tight,

That old Jack Frost has never had a chance to take a bite.

But I must hurry on to show how, on last Christmas night,

The stockings of this family received a dreadful slight.

I '11 tell you what my father said—he '11 tell it best, I know,

Though I am getting old myself— (there 's a big hole in my toe).

I heard him sadly groan that night—his name is Gray Lambswool

;

My mother, Mrs. Fleecelined, sighed as though her heart were full.

" Ah me!" he cried, "that Christmas Eve should now be passing o'er,

And I and mine be lying here upon the bedroom floor!

I thought we 'd all be hanging up along the chimney there
;

How wonderful the things we held last Christmas, I declare !

Such gay embroidered slippers, done in beads and Berlin wool,

With meerschaum, studs, and smoking-cap, till every part was full.

My eldest son there, Seal Brown, ought to have his foot this minute

Pressed out of all its comely shape by treasures crowded in it,

—

With ball and top, and soldiers with trumpet, sword and gun,
' And everything, besides, a boy would need for Christmas fun.

" And next to him Miss Navy Blue would hang, and proudly hold

A little chain and locket, and a ring of shining gold,

A tiny, tinkling music-box, and, standing over all,

With such fine clothes, and real hair, the very loveliest doll

!

And stumpy, dumpy Redstripe would lovingly embrace

A stumpy, dumpy baby, with a smiling rubber face,

A glowing coral necklace, a rattle too, methinks,

And sugar-plums among them, just to fill up all the chinks.

But ah ! 't is hard for stockings to fall on times like these,

When all the world is going mad about its Christmas-trees.

We 've been a faithful family ; I 've served my master well
;

I 've not a darned hole anywhere, as any eye may tell."

So now you see the reason I have spun a yarn so long

—

I want to get St. Nicholas to right this fearful wrong

;

I want his prancing reindeer to tear through all the land,

And bring him to each chimney, to fill, with liberal hand,

The stockings blue, red, brown and gray.—the stockings great and small.

-

The ribbed, the striped, the plain, the plaid,—the stockings short and tall;

And if you now are weary of the grievances I sing,

Just cry, "Oh, hang those stockings!"—that will be the very thing.
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A CLOCK IN THE SKY AT NIGHT.

By Richard A. Proctor.

There are some old churches in England which

have clocks showing the lime with only one hand

—

the hour hand. I dare say that it will seem very

strange to active and busy minds in America that

such clocks as these should still continue in exist-

ence. A slumberous place it must be, truly, where

men are content to know time by the hour, and to

take no note of minutes. Or, if that is not really

the way of it, still it must be a strangely backward

world where such clocks, once sufficient for their

purpose, have not yet been replaced by time-

measures better suited to active, business-like folks.

When such clocks were more common, and house-

clocks and watches less used (and probably very

seldom in order), it would have been useful to

know what I am now going to tell you about a

clock in the sky,* though at present the knowledge

will help rather to teach young folks the stars, than

to show them how to learn the time from the stars

;

for the clock I have to describe has only one hand,

and not only so, but that hand goes the wrong way
round, and only once round in a day.

The first step toward a knowledge of the stars

should be the recognition of the pole-star, because

the pole of the heavens being the point round

which all the stars are seemingly carried, so soon

as we know the stars around the pole, we have a

center, so to speak, from which we can pass to

other groups until we know them all. Once known,

the pole-star can always be found by the learner,

supposing he observes the heavens always from the

same station ; for it lies always in the same posi-

tion (or so nearly so that the change can scarcely

be noticed). If, for example, you have once been

shown, or have found out for yourself, that from a

certain spot in your garden, or from a certain win-

dow in your house, the pole-star can be seen just

above a certain chimney or tree, then at any time,

on any night when the sky is clear, if you betake

yourself to that spot, or look through that window,

you will see the pole-star over its accustomed chim-

ney or tree. It is there, indeed, all the time,

whether the sky be clear or cloudy, whether it be

day or night. Not only does a knowledge of the

pole-star give you a known central-point whence to

proceed to others, but it gives you the means of

knowing where lie the cardinal points round the

horizon ; for, of course, when you face the pol

star, the north lies before you, the south behin

you, the east on your right, the west on your left

But to find the pole-star, it is well to begin

the dipper. This well-marked group includes t\\

stars which are called the " pointers," because tht

point to the pole-star. The dipper is so conspic

ous and well-marked a group that it is easily learnt

and cannot easily be forgotten. Although not ve

near the pole, it is yet not so far from it as to ran

very widely over the heavens ; and if you loi

toward the north at any hour of any clear nigl:

you will seldom require many seconds to find tl

familiar set of seven bright stars, though at o

time it is high above the pole, at another close

the horizon, now to the right of the pole, and am
to the left. In England the dipper never sets;

America it partly sets, but still can be recogniz

(except at stations in the most southern State

even when partly below the horizon.

Let us inquire, first, where the dipper is to

looked for, and in what position its stars are place

at various hours all the year round. Of course,

a general sense, the dipper lies always toward t

north. The student, therefore, will not, like " Bi

o' Fredum Sawin'," " w'eel roun' about sou'-wes

to find it. Still, it saves trouble to have soi

idea where and how the group will be place

especially if the night of observation is half clouds

so that all the seven stars are perhaps not seen

once.

The dipper lies low down to the north (as she

at I in Fig. I ) at about six in the evening of Dece

ber 2 1 st. The seven stars are marked, for cc

venience of reference, with the Greek letters

which astronomers know them, namely : a (Alph

/3(Beta), 7 (Gamma), t! (Delta), c (Epsilon), \ (Zet

and ;; (Eta). The two stars a and /3, which fo

the side of the dipper farthest from the hand

are called the pointers, because they point (as I

arrow shows) toward the pole-star marked 1 in I

picture. This star is easily distinguished in t

heavens, because it is much brighter than any

its immediate neighborhood. It is not at the ti

pole of the heavens, which lies where the two era

lines of the picture intersect. Consequently, I

pole-star goes round the pole, though in a v

* We find traces in the writings of old times that the stars were used to show the time. For instance, the "first earner" in SI

speare's :< King Henry IV." (part i., act ii., scene i.) says, "An 't be not four by the day, I '11 be hanged ; Charles' Wain is over the

chimney,"—Charles' Wain being the group of seven bright stars which is commonly called in America "the dipper."

»
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Overhead
atP/tiladelphia

>%U t 5

Horizon of^e*v0r7eans

k 3

J

j«/i

yyf—Horizon—of-\—-Xouisvi/le
Horizon—of—ff'/iilade/phio'

Horizon of -Boston and aZ p/acrs in about-Latitude 42i°-Nbrt/i.

JToTZson of Zondon (J?r?{?) Hes Acre

FIG. I. SHOWING THE VARYING POSITIONS OF THE DIPPER, THE POLE-STAR, AND THE GUARDIANS OF THE POLE, VIZ. AT

I, i, and I, respectively, at 8 P. M. Nov. 22 ; at 9 P. M. Nov. 6 ; at 10 P. M. Oct. 22 ; at 11 P. H, Oct. 6 ; midnight Sept. 21.

II, 2, and II,
"

at 8 p. M. Feb. 19; at 9 P.M. Feb. 5 ; at 10 P.M. Jan. 21 ; at 11 p. M. Jan. 5 ; midnight Dec. 21.

III, 3, and in, " at 8 P.M. May 21; at 9 P.M. May 8; at 10 P.M. April 23; at 11 P.M. April 8; midnight March 23.

IV, 4, and iv, " at S p. M. Aug. 23 ; at g P. M. Aug. 7 ; at jo P. M. July 22 ; at n p. M, July 7 ; midnight June 22.

f
lill circle ;

* it is shown in four different positions,

nbered i, 2, 3, and 4 in Fig. 1. The Greek
;er a (Alpha) is assigned to it, because it is the

ha star, or leading star, of the group to which

it belongs. The seven stars of the dipper belong

to the constellation (or star group) called Ursa

Major, or the Greater Bear; while the pole-star

belongs to the constellation called Ursa Minor, or

The actual distance of the pole-star from the pole is about two and a half times the apparent diameter of the moon ; so that the pole-

appears to go round in a circle having a diameter exceeding five times the apparent diameter of the mooo. This is a much smaller

s, however, than most persons would suppose from this description, for the mind unconsciously overestimates the size of the moon,
three stars forming the belt of Orion will afford a very good idea of the range of the pole-star around the pole ; the stars to the right

left of the middle star of the belt representing almost exactly the relative positions of the pole-star on the right and on the left of the

of the heavens. Or the matter may be thus stated : Orion's belt just about measures the distance between 2 and 4, or between 1 and 3,

g. 1. A star placed at the true pole would make, with stars at 2 and 4 (Fig. 1), a set just like the belt of Orion.
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the Lesser Bear. Two other stars, also belonging

to Ursa Minor, are shown in the picture, at I, with

their proper Greek letters, /? (Beta) and y (Gamma).
They are called the "guardians of the pole," be-

cause they circle around it as though keeping watch

and ward over the axle-end of the great star-dome.

The best way, perhaps, to remember where the

guardians are to be looked for, is to notice that the

four stars I, e, 6, and /3 of the dipper are nearly in

a straight line, and that if a square be supposed to

be set up on this line, as shown in Fig. 2 (on the

side toward the pole), the guardians lie close to

that corner of the square which is opposite the

pointers. You cannot easily fall into any error as

to the four stars of the dipper, to be used in thus

finding the guardians of the pole, for they are the

only four which lie nearly in a straight line. But

to make assurance doubly sure, notice that the star

I, which lies at one end of the line of four stars,

has a companion close by (as shown in Fig. 2).

Thus we have at one corner of the square the

pointers, at another the double star {, and at the

next corner the guardians.

The dipper, as I have said, is in position I at

about six o'clock in the evening of December 21st.

The pole-star is at this time placed as at 1, a little

above and to the right (or east) of the true pole.

The guardians are at I. The dipper is now at its

lowest ; but, as the picture shows, all the seven

stars are visible at all places in the latitude of Phila-

delphia. The dotted line, however, which repre-

sents the horizon of New Orleans, shows that in

that latitude only one star of the seven can be seen,

namely a,* the pointer nearest to the pole. This

star is so bright, that even as far south as New
Orleans our description of the position of the dipper

will serve as a sufficient guide to find the pole, if

only the Southerner who uses it notices how Fig. 1

presents the stars of the dipper, which for him lie

below the horizon. If this method should not

suffice, then let him look for the dipper two hours

later, by which time all the other stars except \ and

7] will have moved round so far toward position II

as to be visible at New Orleans,

—

c and 7 lying

almost on a horizontal line very near indeed to the

horizon.

If on any night toward the end of December, you

were to watch the northern heavens from about six

o'clock, when the dipper is as at I Fig. 1, until

about midnight, you would see the dipper move
steadily round till it had reached the position

marked II. The guardians of the pole would by

that time have reached the position II ; and the

pole-star, though it would seem to you to be in the

same position as at the beginning, would in realil

have shifted from 1 to 2. If you still went c

watching, you would find that by about six in tr

morning the dipper would have gone round in tl

direction shown by the arrows until it was in tb

position marked III, high up above the pole an

not very far from the point overhead. If yoi

watch had begun earlier in the evening, say

about five, when the sky is already quite dark (i

December), you would have seen the dipper in

position between I and IV (but nearer to I) ; ar

in the course of the entire night,' that is from evei

ing twilight until daybreak, the dipper would ha\

gone more than half way round, from this las

named position to a position somewhat farthi

round (in the direction shown by the short arrow

than III.

But in order to see the dipper in these differei

positions, and also in that portion of its course (c

either side of IV) which in December it travers

FIG. 2. SHOWING HOW THE GUARDIANS OF THE POLE MAY BE

FOUND WHEN THE DIPPER IS KNOWN.

during the day-time, it is not necessary to keep

long watch upon the group, or to study the heave,

during those " wee sma' hours ayont the twa

wherein the professional astronomer does the be

part of his work. If you come out in the evenii

(say at about eight) once or twice a week on cle

nights, all through the winter half of the year, ar

a little later during the summer months, you w
see the dipper and all the polar groups carried rig

round the pole. For though, speaking generall

it may be said that they complete a circuit once

every day, yet in reality they gain about four mi

utes' motion in the twenty-four hours, and thus g
further on little by little night after night— gai

ing an hour's motion in about a fortnight, tv

hours' motion in a month, twelve hours' motii

(or half the complete circuit) in half a year, un

finally, at the end of the year, they have gainf

a complete circuit.

* This little star is called by country folks in England " Jack-by-the-Middle-Horse," the stars e, gt
and n representing the three hon

oi the " wain," or wagon. The small star was a test of eyesight among the Arabians. It is, however, very easily seen. The star

called Mizar. its companion Alcor.
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Thus at eight o'clock on or about November
:2d, the dipper is at I, the guardians of the pole

ire at I, and the pole-star is at 1. At eight o'clock

in or about February 19th, the dipper is at II, the

;uardians are at n, the pole-star is at 2. At the

ame hour on or about May 21st, the dipper is at

II, the guardians are at III, the pole-star is at 3.

Lnd lastly, at the same hour on or about August

3d, the dipper is at IV, the guardians are at IV,

he pole-star is at 4.

It is because of this steady turning motion or

Dtation around the pole of the heavens, that the

stars of the dipper (say, for instance, the pointers)

form as it were a clock in the sky, by which the

astronomers at any rate, though also any one who
is willing to give a little attention to the matter, can

tell the hour within a few minutes on any night in

the year.

A few observations made in this way on a few

nights during the course of the year, will give a

clearer idea of the steady motion of the star-dome

(resulting in reality from the earth's steady rotation

on her axis) than any amount of description either

in books or by word of mouth.

LEON MATURIN'S CHRISTMAS EVE.

By C. F. Jackson.

The snow was falling thickly and steadily, and

le evening shadows were gathering so closely

ound the house that Leon and Annette were

.ad to turn from the window where they had been

ir the last half hour, and nestle down together in

te corner of the big fire-place. There was no
mp or candle in the room, but the large fire of

?at and brushwood sent forth a ruddy glow, which

'ightened everything immediately around it, while

1 occasional leaping flame would suddenly bring

to view some more distant object, and send the

ladows chasing each other into the farthest cor-

>r of the low kitchen.

The pot was boiling over the fire, and Mere
' aturin was walking backward and forward pre-

iring supper.

''See, Leon," whispered Annette, "how funny
andma's cap looks on the wall ! When she goes

er to the cupboard it is quite small, and when
e comes nearer here it grows up, up, half way
er the ceiling. Look, there it is now, just like

e of Maitre Caussin's hay-mows in July !

"

"Yes, and see the spinning-wheel change and
rn as if the fairies were spinning on it !

"

1 "Do they ever, Leon? Perhaps they are doing
'mow. Oh, if we could see them !

"

"You little silly," replied her brother. "Who
:r saw fairies Christmas Eve? If it were mid-

' Timer now ! St. John's Eve is the time for them.
e here, Annette, if you are very good from now
St. John's Eve,—if you do everything I want

a to,— if, if," said Leon, wishing to make as good
1 1

>argain as possible, " if you always drive Blan-

chette home from pasture when I want to play

with George, if you will always get grandmother

the cresses when I don't want to go to the brook

for them, I will show you the fairies on that night;

that is," added the boy, thinking, perhaps, he had

better not promise too much, " I will let you go

with me to the big stones in the middle of the

wood yonder, just at midnight, and there— Maitre

Caussin's Joseph told me so—you will be sure to

see them."
" Oh, Leon, I will do anything for you if you

will but let me see them ! But it is so long to

wait
;
perhaps grandmamma knows if one can see

them any other time. Grandmother" (raising her

voice), "do the fairies ever come Christmas Eve,

and do they ever turn spinning-wheels to help

people ?
"

"Nay, child, who ever heard of fairies then?"

said Mere Maturin, "and if they did take the

trouble to turn spinning-wheels, it would not be for

idle folk like you ! Come and put the dishes on

table, for the pot is boiling, and it is time we had
supper."

Annette speedily obeyed, and there was no more
talk of fairies for an hour. After that, the dishes

being all washed and put away, and grandmother

seated in the chimney-corner with her knitting, the

children took their places, side by side, on the

hearth opposite to her, and began to plead with

her for some legends and stories, such as they

loved to hear.

Leon and Annette lived in Brittany, in a little

old cottage not far from the sea, and a few miles
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from the town of St. Malo. Their eldest and only

brother, Louis, had gone as a soldier two years

before, and was at Toulon with his regiment. Once

in a great while they heard from him, and his last

letter but one had told them he was married. They
were looking for a letter from him now, for it was

six months since the last one came, and they said :

" Louis will surely send us a message for Christ-

mas."

This Christmas Eve, the father and mother had

gone into St. Malo, to be present at the midnight

mass and Christmas morning service, after which

they were to come home, and the children had

been left with their grandmother. Since sunset,

the snow, which had been gathering overhead all

day, had begun to fall, and was rapidly covering

up the well-beaten road, on which for many weeks

no fresh snow had fallen.

" Tales, tales," said the old woman, " you have

heard them all many times, my children. I have

no new stories for you."
" Then tell us old ones, dear grandmamma !

"

"They say, then, little ones, and I have heard

it ever since I was but half your size, that on the

holy Christmas Eve, when the hour of midnight

strikes, all the oxen and cows and asses can speak

like us human creatures, because they stood by
when the Blessed Mary laid the Holy Babe in the

manger," and the old woman made the sign of the

cross devoutly.

"But is it true, grandma?" said little Annette,

eagerly.

" I cannot say for myself, as I never heard them
speak, child ; but why should not poor brutes have

a voice given them for once for sake of that blessed

night, and that they may praise God ? There was

Antoine," the old woman went on, murmuring to

herself, "sat up on purpose to hear them one

night, and at twelve he went out to the stable, but

the poor fool made such a clattering in undoing

the door, that the beasts in St. Malo might have

heard him through their sleep, so the ass and the

cow were well warned, and never a word would

they speak before him ; and they were wiser than

some folk if they had secrets to talk about, for

everything Antoine heard he went straight and

told it ; and, indeed, I believe he could not have

helped it, if he knew he was to swing for it the

next minute; but he is dead now, like many a one

I once knew. May he rest in peace !

"

"But did you ever know any one else who tried

it," cried both the children at once.

" Only Pierre. Pretty Madeline, old Jacques the

miller's daughter, waited up one Christmas Eve,

and, when midnight drew near, she was too afraid

all at once to stir out in the dark alone for anything

so strange and wonderful, so she sent Pierre, her

cousin. He had heard nothing, he said when hi
came back; but nobody thought that counted fo'j

much, for though Pierre was a clever fellow enough)

and could even read in the newspapers all by hifflj

self, without the priest to help him, everybodl

knew he would n't have heard the church bells,

they had all rung at once and he in the tower,

he were thinking of Madeline ; and that same evenj

ing did n't the miller—Jacques was lame then—as

him to give him his crutch, and put a stick on th

fire, and did n't Pierre put the crutch on the fii

and give Jacques the stick, and Madeline was bi

just in time to pull the crutch out of the flame

and it was scorched ever after. So you see he w;

not much to be depended on, till he marric

Madeline and settled down.
" Madeline was only a goose-girl, but she was

stout, comely maid, with cheeks like roses, ar

Pierre from a boy had always been fond of he

He taught her to read while she was minding tl

geese, and there never was a storm so bitter th

Pierre was n't glad to face it if he could only he

Madeline home with her geese. Ah, they 've ris<

a bit since that day, for Pierre turned out a thrif

fellow, and The saints shield us ! Leo

what was that ?

"

" I heard nothing but the night-wind blowing

said Leon, gravely. But Annette clung to h

grandmother, and the grandmother laughed light

to think how slight a thing startled her in her o

days.

The little girl listened for some time longe

while Mere Maturin wandered on, telling old storl

of the people she had known in her youth, q
Leon was strangely silent. A thought was workii

in his brain. Why should not he, that very nigh

find out with his own ears if this we're true?

would not tell Annette, for she might be afraid al

cry or make a noise, and spoil all, and he wou
succeed no better than did Antoine, whom
grandmother knew. So when Mere Maturin si

it was time to go to bed, he undressed, and sa

his prayers, and climbed up to his little mattrd

in the loft. He had grown too big for it, but it \

the best he had, and his sleep was always soun

Grandmother and Annette would soon be aslel

in the room off the kitchen, and Leon lay in bl

watching the faint glimmers and shadows that fl

on the loft stairs from the remains of the fire tl|

burned low in the wide kitchen chimney. Tli

had had a larger fire than usual, for it was vel

cold weather and Christmas Eve, and Mere Mat]

rin had said, " We must be warm to-night, if

are cold all the rest of the winter." He kept I

eyes open for some time, but fell asleep at lal

and started awake again in a sudden fright,

the magic hour had slipped away from him



» a

876. J LEON MATURIN S CHRISTMAS EVE. I2 5

11.
IIS sleep, and he would have a whole year to

/ait before he could try his chance again. The
louds had all cleared away, and the moon was

hining brightly in through the diamond-shaped

lanes in the little window. Leon slipped out of

ied and into his clothes, and then softly crept down
he stairs. He could just see the face of the old

lock in the corner, and he was in time. It wanted
ve minutes of twelve. He crossed the kitchen so

'jftly that he did not disturb his grandmother and
'iSter, and, unfastening the door, stood alone out
'1 the night. Leon was a brave boy, so no thought

?f fear came to him, but he shivered in the nipping

inter air, and pulled his cap further down over his

ars. He could easily see by the moonlight where
'ie path to the stable ought to be, although it was

covered by several inches of snow, and in a few

minutes he was at the door.

Very softly now, Leon, or Blanchettc will lift her
head and look at you out of her large, gentle brown
eyes, and old Jeanette will move her long ears and
snuff danger near, and you will spoil it all.

So gently he undid the door, so quietly he stole

in and stood in the shadow,

that neither cow nor ass-

could be disturbed, yet surely

something has aroused and
affrighted them both. Leon-

listened breathlessly. Sud-
denly both the animals be-

side him moved uneasily.

Presently, from outside the

stable, came clearly and dis-

tinctly on the night air the

bray of an ass. It made
Leon start more than when
Jeanette answered it from,

within the stable with an-

other bray.

He was only frightened

for a moment, however, and
then he turned and went out

of the door to see who this

midnight visitor could be.

There was nothing in the

yard ; but he crept along

by the fence, and whea
he reached the gate, there,

standing in the moonlight,

was an ass, her head pushed
far over the gate, and her

long ears bent forward, list-

ening for some answer to her

summons. There was a sad-

dle on her back, but no one
on it.

For a moment, Leon
paused. He knew she had
not come there all alone,

but that probably somewhere
along that lonely country

road she had parted from

sese. her burden. The nearest

house was four miles off, and
in a different direction from that by which the
ass had come, for Leon saw her footprints in the

snow. He might have to walk far ere he should
find those whom she had carried, but if he did not

go— if he waited till daylight— it might be too late

for help to reach those whom cold and snow had
perhaps overcome. He opened the gate, then fas-

tened it securely behind him, and gently turned
the ass around. To his surprise she made no
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objection, but somewhat wearily retraced her foot-

steps in the snow.

They did not have to go far, however. A few

yards from the house the road turned, and crossed

a little stream where was a bridge ; beyond this

was a hollow, and then came woods. At the

entrance to these woods was one of those way-side

shrines which you often see in France, where was

an image of the Virgin with the infant Saviour in

her arms ; beneath this, on the white snow, lay

something dark, and when she reached it, the ass

stood perfectly still. Leon came up to her, and

stooping down by this dark mass upon the snow,

saw lying there a young woman, unconscious, with

a baby in her arms.

What was the boy to do? His stout arms could

not lift the inanimate form. There was no one but

his grandmother and Annette within call, and they

would be but little help to him. Yet something

must be done. Leon felt her. She was not

quite cold, and the baby, wrapped in the mother's

cloak and clasped to her breast, was still warm.

Leon tried to make the ass kneel down. She did

it readily enough, as if she were accustomed to it,

and understood the need now. Then he laid his

warm cheek against the girl's and breathed into

her lips and called to her, and strove in every way
to rouse her.

She stirred, but did not open her eyes. The
baby, however, awoke and cried. That cry did

more to fully arouse the mother's consciousness

than anything else, and to Leon's joy she mur-

mured, "Hush, my darling!" Then he called

aloud to her, and at last tried to take the baby from

her arms. She opened her eyes then, but half

vmderstandingly, and with great difficulty obeyed

Leon's words when he told her to rise. She could

not stand, but Leon got her upon the saddle, and
putting one arm around her to hold her firmly

there, he guided the ass down the road and over

the bridge to the gate. They arrived there safely,

though many times on the way Leon thought they

would not.

He ran into the house and woke Annette and

his grandmother. It was some time before he

could make them understand, but at last they did.

Fortunately there were still hot embers on the

hearth, and Annette heated a little milk, which

they poured down the poor woman's throat. This

brought her to herself enough for them to lead her

into the house, where the warmth soon revived

her. Leon put more wood on the fire, which soon

gave out a good heat, while Annette and the grand-

mother warmed blankets and put about the woman
and child, and rubbed the mother's cold limbs.

When they had quite recovered, and had partaken

of bread and milk, Mere Maturin would not allow

them to speak, but put them in her own bed am
left them to sleep.

The first red streaks of dawn were seen in thi

eastern sky before Leon had quite satisfied hi:

grandmother and sister on this wonderful advent

ure. Then he went back to bed, and did no

wake till the Christmas sun streamed in at hi:

window, and he heard Annette calling out he

greeting to him from the foot of the stairs.

Their strange visitors slept till quite late in th(

morning, and had not yet appeared when the fathe

and mother came home. You may be sure then

was much to tell and hear about this odd adventun

of Leon's, and then Pere Maturin held up a lette

from Louis, a Christmas letter, which made thi

children dance with joy. In the midst of it all

their visitor came into the kitchen from the inne

room, her baby in her arms, and looking quite

bright again after her rest. She was very small

so tiny that Leon wondered that such a stout bo;

as he was should have had so much trouble in lift

ing her on to the ass, and she looked very youn;

indeed. Then she told them her story.

Her husband was a soldier. He had met her a

Toulon, her native place, and married her there

She had continued to live at her father's till hi

died, leaving her a little money. Her husband'

regiment was ordered to Algeria soon after, and a:

she had no relations in Toulon or anywhere else

he thought it best to send her and her child to hi:

mother in Brittany. He had written home som<

time before he left, and said he knew his fathe

would meet her at St. Malo, as he had requested ir

his letter. But when she reached there after he:

long journey, she did not find him, and, being :

stranger in the place, she thought the best thing

she could do would be to hire an ass, and take thi

straight road to her husband's home. The land-

lord at the inn in the town where she had stoppec

to inquire the way, had told her that she could no

fail to find the house ; but the snow had come or

and hidden the path, and she grew wearied. The)

wandered out of the way many times, sometime;

finding the road, and then losing it again, till, worr

out, she had fallen from the ass right below the

shrine in the road. " When I looked up, anc

saw the gentle face smiling down upon me, 1

thought, " said she, "Heaven would have pity or

me and my baby, and I said my prayers, and had

just fallen asleep, when the good God sent you,

Leon, to wake me. And now, dear friends, I will

not trouble you more ; if you will kindly tell me

where the Pere Maturin lives I will go and find

him, and my Louis and I will bless you always in

our prayers. "

"Pere Maturin! Louis!" they all exclaimed;

and then followed such explaining, and laughing,
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d crying, and kissing as never was known before.

h last, when all was quiet, the father read Louis'

:ter to them, and it was the one they ought to

ve received long before, telling them his Marie

is coming to them, and would they love and care

fV her and the baby for his sake ?

Oh, how happy they all were together, and how

:asant that the joy should come to them on

iristmas Day

!

When dinner was over, and they had said every-

ng they could think of about this wonderful ad-

'nture, and had admired little Marguerite, An-

tte suddenly exclaimed :

" Leon ! did the ass and the cow speak? "

"
I did n't hear them, " said Leon, shaking his

head ruefully; "but the ass did everything but

speak when she looked at me over the gate, and

then took me to Marie."

"Yes," said his mother, "and though there is

nothing in the idle tale to speak of, you may be

sure God led the ass to you, Leon, and taught her

how to make her wants known to you, though it

was not by speech ; and He cared for Marie and

her babe, for the sake of the Holy Child, laid in

His mother's arms in the stable among oxen and

asses that first Christmas Night."

SOME ORIENTAL SPORTS THAT I SAW.

By Fanny Roper Feudge.

'•

I SHOULD like see a boy beat me at catching ; or

lan either, as for that," were the boastful words I

'-ird uttered by a twelve-year old lad, as he tossed

i ft two balls at once, and caught them as they

cended, one with each hand. That was eer-

ily very well done ; but let me tell the boys who
d the ST. NICHOLAS of some "catching" that

'iave seen in far-off lands,—catching with the

> ; uth instead of the hands,—and they shall judge

[gther my boastful young friend of the two balls

1 ild be likely to carry off the palm amid all com-

itors.

'"he first time I witnessed these feats of agility

1i at the palace of the King of Siam, where I

1 been dining. His favorite band of gymnasts

e in attendance that day, and he challenged us

>ee their exploits, and then tell him whether our

'ntrymen could do anything more wonderful in

i way of climbing and catching. So he seated

little party on an elevated platform, where we
Id see readily the movements of the actors, and

'i first thing that met our view was a swinging

i

1

;e attached to two slender poles that were plant-

r perpendicularly in the ground. About twelve

' Js off was another pole, to which was suspended

1 funny hook a silk net purse filled with gold.

' purse was full forty feet above the ground,

le the stage swung about five feet lower, and was

It swaying to and from the pole that held the

p.5e, by the action of a long rope pulled bv men

standing on the ground. On the stage stood four

men, and as it veered toward the money purse, he

who stood nearest was allowed one trial of his skill

at catching the purse with his mouth. If he suc-

ceeded, the money (about sixty dollars in gold) was

to be his reward, and he might descend, as he had

mounted, by a rope ladder ; when the next one

would take his turn, till all who wished to do so had
made the attempt ; anew purse being supplied each

time one was carried off by the teeth of a victor.

I thought it a fearful risk, and almost held my
breath in dismay ; but everybody around me was

laughing, and the gymnasts themselves did not seem
to think of danger. As easily and naturally as you

would catch a ball tossed toward you by your com-
panion, the first man opened his mouth just at the

right instant, touched the purse with his lower lip

to dislodge it from the peg, and caught the string

between his teeth, just as his time was up, by the

veering away of the stage. Several others followed,

with the same success, each loudly cheered, and
appearing triumphantly happy. Then for one poor

fellow, who failed to catch the coveted prize, came
the usual penalty of being hissed and hooted at by
the crowd ; but worst of all, he had to let go the

stage, grasp the pole to which the purse was

attached, and, with hands and legs entwined, slide

down as best he could to the ground. I thought,

of course, he would fall ; but he let himself down as

readily as a monkey or a squirrel could have done,
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CATCHING THE PL'KSE. (DRAWN BV A SIAMESE ARTIST.)

or even the dan
of a descent

that bare pole.

course there w
only a few seconds of ti

for him to seize the p
as the stage swung aw
and had he halted or h
tated at all, he must im
tably have been dashed

pieces.

A native artist drew
scene for me, but failed

giving an idea of the gr

height of the poles.

In another game,
poles forty feet high

erected five feet apart,

the top of each was a sri

platform sufficient to aft'

standing-room for a sin

man. When the perfoi

ance began, a man stood

one platform with his

upward, and on the ot

stood one in his natural p
1

tion. As soon as the sig

was given, the two ac

changed places and positi

at the same time ; so t

the one who had stood

his head on the platfc

nearest to me, passed

comrade and came down
his feet on the platform

ther off. This excha

was repeated some twe

times or more, without

pause of a single mome
and when these retired,

same feat was repeated

other gymnasts.

Then came a game
which four lances or spe

were placed points upw;

at the four corners of a be

or table, sixteen inches «

and about four feet lo

At regular intervals all

the center, were eight or

shorter spears, jmmedia

over which, with the po

touching his bare back

a man, who in this posii

supported the weight of t

and appeared too crestfallen . at the disgrace he and sometimes four others. These walked, jum

had incurred to care about the loss of the money, and danced upon the body of their prostrate d
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1 ,
Sometimes they turned

I :rsaults, and at last they

I y seated themselves on

ead and knees, called for

.nd drank it, then lighted

lots from a brand which

>f them reached over and

||
in the mouth of the

,rate man, as they all

)ed off together. The
as he lay motionless

the spears, seemed not

el any pain from these

,ig movements, and I

'told that no sign of a

d was ever left. The

it was borne mainly by

heels and palms bent

vard, and the center of

:ty must have been per-

maintained. Occasion-

swords were used instead

;ars, and when this was

they were placed hori-

,ly, with the edges up-

toward the actor's body,

ne of the feats in rope-

ng were odd enough,

dancer always had a

lie wire fastened firmly

his waist, and to this

>ne end of a strong cord

ttached. The other end

string was made fast to

on ring, and through

as passed the rope up-

ich the actor performed

rious feats. He turned

saults, danced, fenced,

it his body into all man-

ludicrous attitudes ; and

astonished us all by

g from the rope and

g about in mid-air, like

;e fish floundering in

v water, the ring and

preventing him from

rig the ground. Then
jew himself back on the

and walked up and down, carelessly fanning

; f with a bunch of feathers which he held in

land. Presently the feathers were thrown

and the actor rushed up and down the rope

inning for a wager, but pausing every now
en to toss a joke or a bon-bon at those near-

him-; and, when we least expected it, he
from his rope and disappeared with a bound.

a£. IV.—9.

THE PERFORMERS ON THE POLES. (DRAWN BY A SIAMESE ARTIST.)

Next, feats in tumbling and fencing were per-

formed with great dexterity. Some walked on

their hands, others on their elbows, and all were

capable of putting their limbs into attitudes that

seemed, to our Western eyes, equally ludicrous and

impossible. One man defended himself against

half a dozen others, though his only weapon was

a staff about as long and as thick as an ordinary
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yard-stick, while his opponents had short swords to among the gymnasts of our own country. InciJ

use against him. But by his dexterity in parrying it is hard to conceive of gymnastic skill and da I

their weapons, jumping over their heads, and superior to that shown on this occasion. All
occasionally putting his feet on their shoulders, the feats I have mentioned, and many similar o I

THE PERFORMANCE ON THE SPEAR-POINTS. (DRAWN BY A SIAMESE ARTIST.)

and turning a somersault backward, he succeeded

in disarming several, and driving all from the

stage.

You may judge that after witnessing these ex-

ploits, we had to admit to the king that we had

never seen the equals of these Siamese performers

are performed by the bands of trained gyr

belonging to royal and noble Siamese housel

But these performers are never seen else*!

They are regarded as a necessary part of al

man's household, but as not suitable for the
]

tainment of the laboring class.

|
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THE HOUSE OF SANTA CLAUS.
(A Christmas Fairy Sirour for Sitnday-sclioots.)

By Edward Eggi.eston.

Arrangement of the Stage.

E stage, shown in the diagram, is about fif-

feet deep by twenty in width in its main por-

It may vary considerably from these dimen-

according to the size of the hall or Sunday-

r-
a

e

"
\h h

X
i x

Front of Stage.

PLAN OF THE STAGE.

room. The room in this diagram is sup-

to be forty feet wide. The stage should

! less than twelve feet in depth nor less than

in width. The portions of the stage repre-

. at B and/" may be on the same level of the

platform, or B may be higher or lower, and

ncline. The beauty of the stage is greatly

ced by surrounding it with a fence of pop-

The upright posts should be bits of lath

en inches high, the lower end nailed to the

if the platform, and the whole wrapped with

; of pop-corn. Then draw two strands of

irn from post to post, to represent the hori-

rails. At /' there should be a gate with

ted arch over the top. This should also.be

l, wrapped with pop-corn. There should

:e strands in the gate and a diagonal brace.

Dp-corn fence is not essential, but it is a great

n to the beauty of the scene, giving the

i weird and fairy-like appearance, and con-

g finely with the dark green behind. At x, x,

' ia.ll Christmas-trees may be planted.

i house, A. is nine feet in length and six in

It should be about six feet high at the

The frame is of studding, and it is first

i with lath nailed six inches or more
Cedar boughs are then so interwoven as

rely cover it. The roof is thatched in the

way. At e there is a chimney made by
ig out both ends of a packing-box, such

sed for shoes. The box is kalsomined or

painted to look like stone;* cleats arc nailed around

this chimney near the top, to imitate ornamental

stone-work. The box is securely nailed to the

timbers of the house, and there is a ladder inside

the house, so arranged that the lad who represents

Santa Claus can put his head and shoulders out at

the top. At b there is a door-way two feet wide,

in which is a door on hinges. Make it an open

frame covered with pink tissue paper. The win-

dow, c, is two feet square and made like the door,

but intersected with strings of pop-corn for sashes.

Over the door-way, b, is a transparency like a tran-

som. It reads " Santa Claus," and is lighted by a

lantern behind. The house should be provided

with a door-bell. Every precaution must be taken

against fire. The house should stand about two

feet from the wall, and the back may be left open.

At a, a, two pumpkin faces illuminated are sus-

pended or put upon any support that may be found

convenient.

At B there should be either a miniature tent or

a dense arbor of evergreens. If the tent is used,

a Chinese lantern may be suspended on the top

outside.

Characters, Costumes, Etc.

Santa Claus should be a boy of fourteen or

sixteen years of age, with good acting qualities,

THE GATE.

especially a sense of drollery. He should have any

appropriate costume, wig, mask, etc. He carries a

1 See "Letter-Box."

—

Ed.
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snuff-box, and a red or yellow handkerchief. He
is also provided with a whistle.

The Dwarfs are boys of ten or twelve years of

age. They wear masks and a red tunic of paper-

muslin, stuffed, to give them a hunchback appear-

ance. They carry staffs, little tin trumpets, stoop

as they walk, and speak in a squeaky falsetto.

Their stations are just inside the house, at h, h.

They appear from behind the house in every case

except the very last.

The Fairy Queen should be a little girl of

from six to nine years of age, dressed in gauze, with

wings of the same material. Stripes or stars, or

spangles of gold paper, add to the effect of her

dress. She wears a coronet and carries a wand.

The Committee should consist of three girls

in ordinary dress. They are represented by X.,

Y. and Z. in the following dialogue, but their real

names should be used instead of the letters. Z.

should be a rather small girl.

Preliminary Arrangements.

The superintendent or pastor conducts the intro-

ductory exercises from some point in front of the

stage. No one must be seen on the stage until

the dialogue begins.

At the time of beginning, the house, A, conceals

Santa Claus and his two dwarfs, and a grown per-

son who has charge of the lights and who acts as

prompter. There is no light on the stage except

that in the transparency over the door, and that in

the pumpkin faces. There are a large number of

tapers or lamps inside the house, carefully arranged

to avoid the danger of fire. These are not lighted

until the signal is given in the dialogue. The
fairy queen is concealed in her bower at B, with

some one who has charge of her, and an automatic

music-box, which sits upon the floor of the plat-

form, wound up and ready to be started at the

proper time. The committee of girls sit in the

audience, and not together.

Dialogue.

After appropriate introductory exercises, a teacher

rises in his place and speaks in substance as fol-

lows :

Teacher. Mr. Superintendent, I see some very

pleasant decorations here, but no presents or re-

freshments for the scholars. I move that a com-
mittee of three be appointed to go up to Fairyland

and inquire of Santa Claus. I would like to know
why this Sunday-school has been left out.

Another teacher. I second that motion.

[Superintendentputs this question to vote, and
declares it carried, in due form.

Superintendent. I would appoint— let me see

—

girls are better at coaxing than boys, I think— I will

appoint X., Y. and Z. [calling the girls by

real names'] , who will please come forward.

[X., Y. and Z. rise from their places in I

several classes, and come forward l\

superintendent.

Superintendent. Girls, you see we are witl

any candy or anything of the sort for our schcl

Old Santa Claus has forgotten us. He nevel
so before. Now I want you three to proceJ
Fairyland and see if you can find him. Telll

we must have something. Don't come down I

out something. We can't have all these chi

I

disappointed.

[ The committee proceed by the steps to the s

They stop to examine the first pup
face.

Z. What a strange face ! Wonder who it i

}'. One of Santa's tricks, I suppose.

X. They do say that he 's full of fun Bu
must be his house. Let 's find the door.

proceed to thefro?it.] Here it is.

J'. Is n't it 'cute ? I 'd like to live here.

Z. And play dolly-house ?

X. Here 's a door-bell. Santa Claus has a

latest improvements, I declare.

Y. Ring it.

Z. No, don't ; I 'm afraid.

X. Pshaw ! Santa never hurts anybody,

you see his name over the door? [Rings.]

a pause.] I wonder he don't answer. May
is n't at home.

Y. Gone sleigh-riding, as sure as I live !

Z. I guess he's gone to bed. Maybe his

ma would n't let him sit up late.

X. Let 's look around, and see what we cai

You two go around that side, and I '11 go a

this. See if you can 't find him in behind tl

that 's hanging up there.

[X. goes to the left, around the house.

• Y. a?id Z. go around to the right. Th,

ceed timidly to the back of the house

sight of the audience, whereupon the

blow sharp blasts upon their horns, a

girls all rush back to thefront of the I

X. I 'm so scared !

Y. and Z. Oh, dear ! I'raso scared !

X. What could it be? Guess old Santa,

made that noise just for fun. I wish the si

tendent had come himself, or sent some of th

]'. I '11 bet the boys would run from that

Don't you ?

X. Yes. Boys never are as brave as gir'l

how. But let's go back again, and see wha|

is there.

Z. I 'm afraid.

X. Well, you stay here, and Y. will go th

and I will go this wav.

.



THE HOUSE OF SANTA CLAUS. 133

X. again goes to the right, Y, to the left. They

proceed more timidly than before to the rear

of the house, disappearing behind it. The

dwarfs blow their horns, the girls re-appear,

< crying out in alarm, and the dwarfs run

out after them. The girls hurry back to the

front of the house, followed by the dwarfs—
one coming routid one end of the house, the

other round the other. They speak in high,

squeaky tones.

fst Dwarf. What do you want ?

-ond Dwarf. What are you doing here ?

We want Santa Claus. But we did not know
were two Santa Clauses.

[ The dwarfs laugh long and loud.

'st Dwarf. We are not Santa Clauses. We
le dwarfs that take care of Santa Claus's store-

s, full of goodies and presents.

ond Dwarf. But there 's nothing left to take

of now. Santa 's given away all he had this

tmas.

But we must see old Santa. Our Sunday-

1 has been left without anything, and we want

good old Claus himself.

st Dwarf. But you can't. He 's asleep.

ond Dwarf. He was out all night last night,

ow he 's tired to death and sleeping like a top.

der would n't wake him.

But we must see him.

and Z. Yes, we must.

ond Dwarf. If you'd been riding over roofs

;ht

st Dwarf. And climbing down chimneys

ond Dwarf. And filling stockings

st Dwarf. And Christmas-trees

ond Dwarf. And climbing up chimneys

st Dwarf. And getting your hands and face

;r soot

ond Dwarf. And driving reindeer,—they do

h Dwarfs. I guess you 'd be sleepy too.

iBut we must have something for the chil-

ind Z. We must have something.

it Dwarf. There is n't a thing left.

ond Dwarf. Not a thing.

What will the superintendent say ?

What will the children say ?

What will the infant class say?

.And what will the deacons say?

md Z. Yes, what will the deacons say ?

'1 Dwarfs. Deacons ! Oh, my ! Ha ! ha !

The dwarfs now give a blast apiece, and re-

treat into their hiding-places.

Well, I 'm going to wake up old Santa Claus.

Way be he '11 be cross.

X. But we must have something. [Rings.'] I

wonder he does n't answer.

Z. Ring louder.

.V. Well, here goes. [Rings three orfour times.]

[Santa Claus, appearing at the top ofthe chim-

ney, blows his whistle.

X. Y. and Z. Oh. dear!

Santa Claus. Who's there? Who rang my bell,

I 'd like to know? Pity if I can't sleep Christmas

Night, when I 'm tired to death. Who 's there, I

say ?

X. Oh, you dear old Santa Claus ! Don't be

angry. Some of your little friends have come to

Fairyland to see you. Come down.

Santa Claus. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Some of my little

friends come to see me ! Well, well ! [Blows his.

whistle.] Light up the house, fairies, light up the

house. [ Whistles again, and then descends the

chimney and re-appears at the front door. The

house is lighted within.] How do you do, girls?

how do you do ? [Shakes hands all round, and
then, with great deliberation, takes a pinch of

snuff.] Well, I 'm glad to see you. What can I

do for you ?

A". Why, you see, Santa Claus, our Sunday-

school is left without anything this Christmas.

Santa Claus [sneezes and uses his bandana].

What? You don't tell me so? What 's the name
of your school?

X. The Sunday-school.

Santa Claus. Oh, yes ! and your superintend-

ent is Mr. ? I know him, like a book. I 've

filled his stockings many a time when he was a

little fellow. I don't know how I came to miss that

school, But you see I 'm getting old and forgetful.

]'. How old are you, Santa?

Santa Claus. O, now! Do you think I'd tell

you that ?

Z. You must be as old as the Centennial.

Santa Claus. Pshaw ! I used to fill George

Washington's stockings when he was a little boy.

V. No ! Now, did you ?

Santa Claus. Of course I did.

I'. What did you put in them ?

Santa Claus. What did I put in little Georgie

Washington's stockings? Well, now. that's more
than a hundred years ago, and an old man's mem-
ory is n't strong. I can't remember but one thing.

A". What 's that ?

Santa Claus. A hatchet.

Y. Oh, my !

Z. That same little hatchet ?

Santa Claus. The very same little hatchet.

[Laughs.] But I did not give him the cherry-tree.

A". Yes, but we must have something for oui

school, good Santa Claus.

Santa Claus. But you can't. I 've given away all
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I had, and turned the reindeer out on the mount-
ains to pasture, and the times are so hard that I

can't afford to hire a livery team.

X. Yes, but we must have something.

V. Yes, we must, dear old Santa.

Z. Yes, indeed.

Santa Clans [takes snuff and sneezes}. Well,

what is to be done ? How many scholars have you

got this year ?

X. About .

Santa Clans. So many ? Why, you must be

growing. I hope you have n't any Christmas bum-
mers among them—folks that come to Sunday-

school to get something to eat. I hate that kind.

V. I don't think we have many of that sort.

Santa Clans. Well, I always did like that school,

and now I 've gone and forgotten it. I wish some-

thing could be done. [Blows his whistle long and
lond, and shouts :] Dwarfs ! here ! Drako, where

are you? Krako, come! Wake up! [Whistles

again.} [Enter dwaifs, each blowing his horn.

Santa Clans. Now, my little rascals, what have

you got for the Sunday-school ?

Both dwarfs [bowing very low]. Nothing, my
lord.

Santa Clans [takes snnff and sneezes}. I don't

see that I can do anything for you.

.V. But we cannot go back without something.

The children will cry.

Santa Clans. Dwarfs, go and look again.

[ They go back behind the house as before.

After a time they re-appear.

First dwarf. We cannot find a thing.

Second dwarf Not one thing.

Santa Clans [takes snnff]. Well, my little friends,

this is very embarrassing—very—but I have n't a

thing left.

.V. But we can't go back. What will the super-

intendent say? We must have something.
}". Something or other.

Z. Yes, something.

Santa Clans. I '11 go and see myself. [Exit into

honse. After a considerable delay re-enters.] Yes,

I find a box of candy, nuts, and pop-corn in the

closet.

X., Y. and Z. Candy, nuts, and pop-corn !

Good !

Santa Clans. What have you got to put the

things in ?

A". Why wc have n't got anything.

Santa Clans. Well, then, the children will have

to take off their stockings and let me fill them.

A"., Y. and Z. Oh, Santa Claus ! we could n't,

such a cold night as this.

Santa Claus fakes snuff, looks perplexed, walks

abont the stage]. Well, I don't know what to do.

X. Oh dear

!

Y. Oh dear!

Z. Oh dear ! dear ! dear !

Santa Clans [starting up]. Now I have it.

X. Have what ?

Santa Claus. An idea.

Z. An idea? [Addressing X.] What 's an 1

Can you put candy into an idea ?

A". Be still, Z. Let 's hear what Santa CI;

idea may be.

Santa Claus. I know who will help me ov

this trouble. There 's my friend the Fairy Qi!

.V. The Fairv Queen !

V. Oh, my !

'

Z. Goody ! goody ! goody !

[Santa Clans blows three blasts on his wi

and listens. The music-box in the

bower begins toplay.

Santa Claus. Listen ! She 's coming !

A*. Fairy music.

V. and Z. Sh-h !

[ Thefairy comes down from B, skipping

reciting or singing:

In the secret rocky dell,

There the fairies love to dwell

;

Where the stars on dew-drops glance,

There the fairies love to dance.

Both dwarfs [bowing to Santa Claus]

Fairy Queen, my lord !

Santa Claus [bowing]. Hail, Queen of the Fa

A'., Y. and Z. [bowing]. Hail, Queen o

Fairies

!

Fairy Queen [bowing]. Hail, Santa C
Hail, little friends

!

Oh, stocking-filler, Santa Claus,

I heard you whistle—what 's the cause

You rough and shaggy children's friend

Why did you for a fairy send ?

Santa Claus [taking snuff]. Why, you see, 1

a Sunday-school forgotten, hundred chi

I want to give them something: But they ha

got anything to put it in.

Fairy Queen. How would fairy stockings

White or black or pink or blue ?

A". Fairy stockings

!

]'. Oh, my!
Z. Goody ! goody ! goody !

Fairy Queen [waving her hand toward fi]

Whatever Santa Claus ?hall say,

That let Fairyland obey.

Santa Claus [entering the house and blowi.

whistle.] Fill up the stockings, fairies; fill u

stockings.

[ The dwarfs enter, this time by thefrom\

and return carrying between them a

full of little pink tarlatan stockings

with candy, nuts, etc., which are the.

tributed to the children.
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THE GOOD-NATURED BEAR.

By Isabella Valancv Crawford.

ITTLF. Nona and her

mother were walking

together through the

wood on their way

home from market.

The wood was a wild,

lonely place enough,

but that was not the

reason why Nona sud-

jag" denly turned, ran back

*fn iCpPsSK, * to her mol;her's side,

and clutched her gown

with a frightened air.

No, it was because Ger-

stein, the huntsman,

had become visible in

a side-path.

Why do you always run away from Gerstein ?

5 a good, kind fellow," said the mother.

Oh, no, mother ! he cannot be good, he is so

dfully ugly, and has a hump on his back,"

I'ered Nona, shuddering.

His hump is not his fault ; the good God gave it

"said the mother severely. " And do you sup-

that only handsome and straight people are

ous and respectable ?
"

Dna felt ashamed, but she nodded her little

That shows what a silly child you are," went

ne mother, " silly and thoughtless, too. When
are older and wiser, you will see your mistake,

discover that ugly forms often cover kind hearts,

li that a beautiful person is sometimes the cloak

ilfcad nature. Now you are but a child and we
forgive you for being foolish."

<j)na shook her short golden curls and looked

nvinced. Gerstein had now disappeared, so

ran forward gayly and without fear, till the

Is were passed, and they neared the brook and

mill, close to which was her home, for Nona
die miller's little daughter.

Ho, ho !
" cried an elf as the mother and child

d out of view. " So you don't believe in ugly

;le, fraulein Nona? And you think all pretty

le are good, do you ? Just give me the chance,

I'll show you the difference," And the elf

' ;d his legs together, and doubled himself up in

iig fit of chuckling laughter which sounded

.
igh the wood like the clink of tiny castanets.

1 Vhat are you laughing at, friend Greenjacket ?
"

1 a doe who, with her fawn beside her, was

cropping the grass close to the bough on which the

elf sat astride, swinging to and fro.

" At the folly of a mortal child," responded the

elf. " Not the first one I have laughed at either.

Mortal children are uncommonly silly. This little

fool now-, because she happens to be pretty herself,

imagines that every one who is not pretty must be

wicked. Ho! ho! ho!"
" Dear me," sighed the doe, raising her beauti-

ful head with a sniff. " Lightfoot," turning to the

fawn, " I hope, dear, you have more sense than

that, young as you are."

'• Oh, yes, mamma," said the fawn. " I thought

the wild cat we saw was so pretty, you remember,

till you told me what a cruel beast it is. Now I am
wiser."

" I '11 teach her a lesson," said the chuckling elf,

balancing himself on his thumbs, and flourishing

his legs. Then he nodded to the doe, and with a

rapid movement vanished into a crack in the

ground.

Nona had no idea that the creatures of the forest

were discussing her thus. She was a good, helpful

child in spite of the small flaws of character which

we have seen ; and having many things to do about

the house, it was several days after this conversation

with her mother before she again walked in the

wood. This time she went alone. The forest had

a bad reputation among the country people, who
considered it the home of sprites, dwarfs, goblins,

and other unearthly beings. But Nona had lived

close to it all her life, and was not in the least afraid.

She had never seen a goblin, and did not believe

there were any in the wood. So she tripped gayly

along the shady paths, gathering flowers, and sing-

ing a little song so sweetly that the birds flew

after, perching on way-side trees, and joining their

shrill pipes to the melody of her voice till the leafy

aisles rang with the noisy concert.

Thus Nona wandered on. Hour after hour

passed ; more birds, more flowers, more distance

measured by the busy feet, till suddenly the sun

dropped out of sight, the shadows of the trees

mingled into one, and Nona aroused as from a

dream, to find herself in a new and strange place

which she did not recognize at all.

She was not frightened at first ; it seemed as

though it must be easy to return to the accustomed

path, but when moment after moment went by, each

bringing fresh bewilderment, deeper twilight, she

lost courage. To and fro she ran; searched this
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way, that. All was of no use. At last she sat down
on a moss-covered log, and began to cry. The wind

rose and made strange sounds in the boughs above ;

her sobs echoed through the lonely wood, and every

now and then a queer noise as of soft chuckling

laughter mingled with these echoes, and perplexed

her. Her eyes were too dim with tears to see where,

not far off, an odd little sharp face, surmounted by
a pointed cap, was poked from beneath a grass tuft

to watch her movements. It was naughty Green-

jacket, who, having led Nona into this trap, was

enjoying his success.

Presently the moon rose, and Greenjacket drew

in his head, afraid of detection. The stars came
out in the sky, and twinkled in a friendly manner,

which was cheering. Then the moon reached down
a long ray like a hand, touched Nona's hand, and
seemed to draw her along. She went for a few

paces, then paused affrighted, for a small figure

stopped the way, and a keen little voice said, " This

is the path, Nona, I '11 guide you."
" Oh, dear, what is it ? " she gasped.
" This way," repeated the voice ; and Nona fol-

lowing quite bewildered, Greenjacket led her down
a narrow path beset with brambles, which plucked

and caught at her dress as though they wished to

detain her. Suddenly the path ended in a great

rock in which was a black, gaping cave-mouth.

''Oh, what is that? Why did you bring me
here ? " cried Nona.

" It is the cave of Bruin the bear. He is the

ugliest bear in the wood, so you can fancy how bad

he must be," replied the mocking sprite. " Ho,

Bruin ! Come out of your house and see what a

nice little tidbit I've brought you."

With these words, the fairy vanished, while Nona,

with a moan of despair, sank on the ground, sob-

bing to herself, "What shall I do? what shall I

do?"
" Ugh ! ugh !

" growled a deep voice from the

depths inside. ''Who is that? Ugh! ugh!"
Nona's heart stood still with fear as she heard a

heavy footstep approaching, and saw the red glare

of a torch. Presently out of the cave-mouth came

a huge black bear, lumbering on his clumsy toes,

and growling dreadfully. Another bear followed,

carrying in his paws a torch which he held respect-

fully to light the big bear along.

" Ho, ho !
" said the big bear. " Who have we

got here, I should like to know ? " and he put his

nose so close that Nona thought he was going to

eat her at once, and shivered with fright.

" You are cold," said the bear, misunderstanding

this motion. " It is a chilly night, but inside my
house you '11 find it nice and warm. Come in,

come in, you 're just in time for supper."

"Oh dear! he means me. 1 am the supper,"

thought Nona, and she began to cry bitterly, mi

to the surprise of the kind old bear.

" Heyday !
" he exclaimed. " What 's all tl

I never saw such a child for crying. Come in

warm yourself, and let me see if I can't find soi

thing you can fancy to eat."

" Don*t you eat little girls ever ? " inquired No
still drawing back.

"Little girls! Nonsense! They're not g
to eat. We like potatoes and ground-nuts m
better," said Bruin, and Nona, quite re-assurec

his tone, resisted no longer, but took his paw, wl:

he offered politely, and let him lead her into

cave. It was light inside. A big fire burned

the ground, over which hung pots and kettles, fi

which issued all sorts of savory smells. But N
shuddered a little as she perceived, seated round

crimson fire, a number of strange and ugly cr

ures, who all rose and saluted as she entered \

the bear.

There were brown elves no bigger than a m;

thumb, with spindle legs and green, shining e:

There were dwarfs with heads like pumpkins,

bodies as thin and wiry as that of a daddy-lc

legs ; hairy creatures who carried brooms in

hands ; moon-faced goblins, sprites, wrapped

green little sheets ; and tiny men in green, an

with canes tipped with bee-stings. All of tl

bowed and smiled pleasantly as they made n

for Nona beside the fire, and after a few min

she ceased to be afraid, so easily do we accus

ourselves to what is amiable and harmless t

when it takes a hideous form.

The pots and pans held some odd food iv|

looked unlike anything Nona was used to eat,

one of the bears supplied her with a bowl of

milk and a honey-comb, both of which articles

knew all about. So the supper passed off me
with her as with the rest.

Supper ended, the company remained by

fire conversing pleasantly. Not a cross word

spoken by any one. The very ugliest of the
i

lins seemed to have the wish to be agreeable. N

saw an elf with spider-claws get up to offer his

to a little dwarf whose corner was chilly,

noticed that in spite of his gruff voice and clu

movements, the big bear was the life of the p:

and seemed to have but one wish, that of mal

all about him comfortable and at home. She be

quite to love the old fellow with his shaggy 1

and blunt muzzle, and when he asked her to

them a song, she made no objections, but lifted

voice and sang even more sweetly than when

afternoon she had charmed the birds. The b

and all the assemblage were delighted, and -beg

for another and another, till Nona had finishei

the songs she knew.

I
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After that the big bear

ing, which ran as follows :

himself volunteered a

' Though I 'm a rough old fellow,

With a shaggy coat,

With a voice which comes like thunder

From my wide, red throat,

With little eyes and fishy,

And a pair of great brown paws
Finished and ornamented

By strong, sharp claws.

Although I 'm very ugly

allowed to light Nona home, so they trimmed their

glow-worm lamps, and the good old bear, placing

her on his back, trotted through the woods in the

direction of the mill. The elves flew beside, amus-

ing themselves with all sorts of droll pranks,

pinching the squirrels as they lay asleep in their

nests, wakening the birds, and rousing the dream-

ing owl on the bough by a crack and a loud whoop
in his ear. Some of the gentler ones filled Nona's

basket with wood-flowers wet with dew ; and one

DRt'tN LEADS NO

If you judge me by my shell,

Still my heart is kind and tender,

And I love all things well.

And there 's a good old saying,

Admit it friends and foes,

That only he is handsome
Who always handsome does."

Though Bruin's voice was rough as his coat, this

igwas much applauded by the company, and he

s begged to favor them with another, which he

. Then a great clock struck, and it was time

the party to break up.

little darling brought her a rose-cup in which were

cuddled two tiny butterflies, side by side. So they

went along.

As they gained the edge of the forest, a horn was
sounded close to them, and Bruin set Nona hastily

down on the ground.
'' Here we part." he said, ''for that is the horn

of Gerstein. the huntsman. And a wise bear will

keep out of his way, though he 's a good fellow and
a kind one. Good-bye, dear Nona. Don't forget

your friends, the bears, and remember [here
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Bruin's voice grew impressive] , remember that an

ugly creature may have as kind a heart, and be as

worthy of regard, as a handsome one."

Nona blushed deeply and felt abashed, for she

now understood that her foolish words had been

overheard, and that the bear wished to give her a

lesson.

" Good-bye. You Ye all been so good," she fal-

tered ; and even as she spoke, Bruin and the elves

vanished, and she stood alone in the forest.

Not alone for long, however. In another moment
Gerstein broke through the boughs, and the joyful

smile which lit his face when he saw her, made him
seem almost beautiful.

" Here is the dear little maiden," he cried.

" Well, there will be joy at the mill. Thy mothc
has wept much, Nona ; thy father has searched al

night, but now all will be forgotten, for thou ar

safe, praise be to God."' Then he lifted Nona in hi

strong arms, and as she clung to his rough shouldc

she thought of the good bear, and it seemed to he

that Gerstein was of kin to him, strong and ugh
but kind of deed and tende 1- -,iTieart.

Ever after that day she loved Gerstein. Ant
when her mother saw her run to meet him, ant

jump for joy at the sound of the horn which told o

his coming, she would smile and say:

" Thou art grown wiser, Nona. I told thee on
day that so it would be. Dost thou not remember

It was the day we walked together in the wood."

THREE LITTLE BOYS ON A SPRING-BOARD,

JUST GETTING READY TO FLY ;

ONE, TWO, THREE ! AND NOW YOU CAN SEE

THOSE THREE LITTLE SPECKS IN THE SKY.

THE TRUE STORY OF A DOLL.

By Rebecca Harding Davis.

It is a single little doll, laid away by itself in a

box—a cheap china doll, such as you buy for a few

cents, but dressed in a gay slip, with lace ; the sew-

ing on the dress very bad indeed—in some places

the stitches long and gaping. I want to tell the

readers of St. NICHOLAS the story of the doll and

the sewing on it.

A year ago, a young girl, one of the teachers in

a school in a great city, bade good-bye to the chil-

dren and went home. The children laughed a

great deal, and the story went about how that Mi;

Nelly was going to be married soon, and was goin

home to learn to keep house.

Nelly was one of the merriest girls in the work

In school or at home, everybody tried to sit ne;

to her, to hear her laugh. Nobody was 'ever s

friendly or so full of life, they said. But she wi

not strong ; and when she went home, instead c

learning to keep house, she grew thinner an

weaker day by day, while the doctors stood hel;
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lessly looking on. The marriage was put off again

and again. At last she could not leave her room.

Yet still people tried to come close to her ; the

laugh was always ready on her lips, and the big

blue eyes grew more friendly with each fading day.

The valley of the shadow of death was sunnier to

her than life is to most people. She held the hands

of all her friends as she went through it, and the

best Friend of all was close beside her.

It began to be noticed, however, that she was

anxious to sew or knit all the time, to make some-

thing for little children—soft, white little shirts, or

baby's socks. It may be that the thought of a

little child which ne,ver should rest on her own
bosom was the tenderest memory in the world she

was leaving. In the city where she lived there is

a hospital for sick children, in which there are

many " memorial beds " given as legacies by dying

women, or in remembrance of them by their friends.

Nelly had no money to endow a memorial bed, but

her thoughts were busy with the sick babies.

" I will dress a box of dolls," she said, " so that

each can have one on Christmas morning."

They gave her the doll, and scraps of silk and
lace, and she worked faithfully at it with her trem-

bling fingers.

'
I will have them ready," she would say.

I!ut it seemed as if she would not have even one

ready, she was forced so often to lay it down. One
September night she was awake all night, and by

dawn made them wash and dress her and give her

her work-box and scissors.

By noon the doll was dressed, and she laid it

down, smiling.

An hour or two later, they told her that the end

was near. " She kissed them all good-bye. Her
face was that of one who goes upon a pleasant

journey ; and, holding her mother's hand, she

closed her eyes and went away.

There is the little doll, alone in its box. I

thought if each little girl who reads this story in

St. Nicholas would dress a doll and send it to a

poor child in some asylum or hospital on Christmas

morning, that Nelly would surely know of it, and

be glad that she and her loving fancy had not been

forgotten.

THE PETERKINS' CHRISTMAS-TREE.

By Lucretia P. Hale.

PRETTY early in the autumn the Peterkins began
to prepare for their Christmas-tree. Everything

was done in great privacy, as it was to be a surprise

to the neighbors, as well as to the rest of the family.
!Mr. Peterkin had been up to Mr. Bromwich's wood-

lot, and, with his consent, selected the tree. Aga-

memnon went to look at it occasionally after dark,

and Solomon John made frequent visits to it, morn-

ings, just after sunrise. Mr. Peterkin drove Eliza-

beth Eliza and her mother that way, and pointed

furtively to it with his whip, but none of them ever

spoke of it aloud to each other. It was suspected

:hat the little boys had been to see it Wednesday
"ind Saturday afternoons. But they came home
with their pockets full of chestnuts, and said nothing

ibout it.

At length Mr. Peterkin had it cut down, and
jrought secretly into the Larkins's barn. A week
or two before Christmas, a measurement was made
>f it, with Elizabeth Eliza's yard-measure. To Mr.

3?eterkin's great disma; , it was discovered that it

: vas too high to stand in the back parlor. This

act was brought out at a secret council of Mr.

and Mrs. Peterkin, Elizabeth Eliza, and Aga-

memnon.
Agamemnon suggested that it might be set up

slanting, but Mrs. Peterkin was very sure it would

make her dizzy, and the candles would drip.

But a brilliant idea came to Mr. Peterkin. He
proposed that the ceiling of the parlor should be

raised to make room for the top of the tree.

Elizabeth Eliza thought the space would need to

be quite large. It must not be like a small box, or

you could not see the tree.

" Yes," said Mr. Peterkin, " I should have the

ceiling lifted all across the room ; the effect would

be finer."

Elizabeth Eliza objected to having the whole ceil-

ing raised, because her room was over the back

parlor, and she would have no floor while the

alteration was going on, which would be very awk-

ward. Besides, her room was not very high now,

and if the floor were raised, perhaps she could not

walk in it upright.

Mr. Peterkin explained that he did n't propose

altering the whole ceiling, but to lift up a ridge
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across the room at the back part where the tree

was to stand. This would make a hump, to be sure,

in Elizabeth Eliza's room ; but it would go across

the whole room.

Elizabeth Eliza said she would not mind that. It

would be like the cuddy thing that comes up on

the deck of a ship, that you sit against, only here

you would not have the seasickness. She thought

she should like it for a rarity. She might use it

for a divan.

Mrs. Peterkin thought it would come in the worn

place of the carpet, and might be a convenience in

making the carpet over.

Agamemnon was afraid there would be trouble

in keeping the matter secret, for it would be a long

piece of work for a carpenter ; but Mr. Peterkin

proposed having the carpenter for a day or two, for

a number of other jobs.

One of them was to make all the chairs in the

house of the same height, for Mrs. Peterkin had

nearly broken her spine, by sitting down in a chair

that she had supposed was her own rocking-chair,

and it had proved to be two inches lower. The
little boys were now large enough to sit in any

chair ; so a medium was fixed upon to satisfy all

the family, and the chairs were made uniformly of
,

the same height.

On consulting the carpenter, however, he insisted

that the tree could be cut off at the lower end to

suit the height of the parlor, and demurred at so

great a change as altering the ceiling. But Mr.

Peterkin had set his mind upon the improvement,

and Elizabeth Eliza had cut her carpet in prepara-

tion for it.

So the folding-doors into the back parlor were

closed, and for nearly a fortnight before Christmas

there was great litter of fallen plastering, and laths,

and chips, and shavings ; and Elizabeth Eliza's car-

pet was taken up, and the furniture had to be

changed, and one night she had to sleep at the

Bromwichs', for there was a long hole in her floor

that might be dangerous.

All this delighted the little boys. They could

not understand what was going on. Perhaps they

suspected a Christmas-tree, but they did not know
why a Christmas-tree should have so many chips,

and were still more astonished at the hump that

appeared in Elizabeth Eliza's room. It must be a

Christmas present, or else the tree in a box.

Some aunts and uncles, too, arrived a day or two

before-Christmas, with some small cousins. These

cousins occupied the attention of the little boys,

and there was a great deal of whispering and mys-

tery, behind doors, and under the stairs, and in the

corners of the entry.

Solomon John was busy, privately making some

candles for the tree. He had been collecting some

bayberries, as he understood they made very nice

candles, so that it would not be necessary to buy
any.

The elders of the family never all went into the

back parlor together, and all tried not to see what
was going on. Mrs. Peterkin would go in with

Solomon John, or Mr. Peterkin with Elizabeth Eliza,

or Elizabeth Eliza and Agamemnon and Solomon
John. The little boys and the small cousins were
never allowed even to look inside the room.

Elizabeth Eliza meanwhile went into town a num-
ber of times. She wanted to consult Amanda as

to how much ice-cream they should need, and
whether they could make it *t home, as they had
cream and ice. She was pretty busy in her own
room; the furniture had to be changed, and the

carpet altered. The " hump " was higher than she

had expected. There was danger of bumping her

own head whenever she crossed it. She had to

nail some padding on the ceiling for fear of acci-

dents.

The afternoon before Christmas, Elizabeth Eliza,

Solomon John, and their father, collected in the

back parlor for a council. The carpenters had done
their work, and the tree stood at its full height at

the back of the room, the top stretching up into

the space arranged for it. All the chips and shav-

ings were cleared away, and it stood cm a neat box.

But what were they to put upon the tree ?

Solomon John had brought in his supply of can-

dles, but they proved to be very "stringy" and
very few of them. It was strange how many bay-

berries it took to make a few candles ! The little

boys had helped him, and he had gathered as much
as a bushel of bayberries. He had put them in

water, and skimmed off the wax, according to the

directions, but there was so little wax !

Solomon John had given the little boys some of

the bits sawed off from the legs of the chairs. He
had suggested they should cover them with gilt

paper, to answer for gilt apples, without telling

them what they were for.

These apples, a little blunt at the end, and the

candles, were all they had for the tree.

After all her trips into town, Elizabeth Eliza had
forgotten to bring anything for it.

"I thought of candies and sugar-plums," she

said, " but I concluded if we made caramels our-

selves we should not need them. But, then, we

have not made caramels. The fact is, that day

my head was full of my carpet. I had bumped
it pretty badly, too."

Mr. Peterkin wished he had taken, instead of a

fir-tree, an apple-tree he had seen in October, full

of red fruit.

" But the leaves would have fallen off by this

time," said Elizabeth Eliza.

•

;
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" And the apples too," said Solomon John.
; " It is odd I should have forgotten, that day I

Vent in on purpose to get the things," said Eliza-

>eth Eliza, musingly. " But I went from shop to

hop, and didn't know exactly what to get. I saw

I great many gilt things for Christmas-trees, but I

knew the little boys were making the gilt apples;

•here were plenty of candles in the shops, but I

! :new Solomon John was making the candles."

Mr. Peterkin thought it was quite natural.

Solomon John wondered if it were too late for

hem to go into town now.
' Elizabeth Eliza could not go in the next morn-

ag, for there was to be a grand Christmas dinner,

nd Mr. Peterkin could not be spared, and Solomon
!lohn was sure he and Agamemnon would not know
'hat to buy. Besides, they would want to try the

andles to-night.

Mr. Peterkin asked if the presents everybody

ad been preparing would not answer? But Eliza-

eth Eliza knew they would be too heavy.

A gloom came over the room. There was only

flickering gleam from one of Solomon John's

andles that he had lighted by way of trial.

Solomon John again proposed going into town,

[e lighted a match to examine the newspaper about

le trains. There were plenty of trains coming out

t that hour, but none going in except a very late

ne. That would not leave time to do anything"

nd come back.

' "We could go in, Elizabeth Eliza and I," said

olomon John, "but we should not have time to

uy anything."

Agamemnon was summoned in. Mrs. Peterkin

as entertaining the uncles and aunts in the front

arlor. Agamemnon wished there was time to

:udy up something about electric lights. If they

Duld only have a calcium light ! Solomon John's

andle sputtered and went out.

' At this rhoment there was a loud knocking at the

ont door. The little boys, and the small cousins,

and the uncles and aunts, and Mrs. Peterkin,

hastened to see what was the matter.

The uncles and aunts thought somebody's house

must be on fire. The door was opened, and there

was a man, white with flakes, for it was beginning

to snow, and he was pulling in a large box.

Mrs. Peterkin supposed it contained some of

Elizabeth Eliza's purchases, so she ordered it to be

pushed into the back parlor, and hastily called back

her guests and the little boys into the other room.

The little boys and the small cousins were sure they

had seen Santa Claus himself.

Mr. Peterkin lighted the gas. The box was

addressed to Elizabeth Eliza. It was from the lady

from Philadelphia ! She had gathered a hint from

Elizabeth Eliza's letters that there was to be a

Christmas-tree, and had filled this box with all

that would be needed.

It was opened directly. There was every kind

of gilt hanging thing, from gilt pea-pods to butter-

flies on springs. There were shining flags and

lanterns, and bird-cages, and nests with birds sit-

ting on them, baskets of fruit, gilt apples and

bunches of grapes, and, at the bottom of the

whole, a large box of candles and a box of Phila-

delphia bonbons

!

t

Elizabeth Eliza and Solomon John could scarcely

keep from screaming. The little boys and the

small cousins knocked on the folding-doors to ask

what was the matter.

Hastily Mr. Peterkin and the rest took out the

things and hung them on the tree, and put on the

candles.

When all was done, it looked so well that Mr.

Peterkin exclaimed

:

" Let us light the candles now, and send to invite

all the neighbors to-night, and have the tree on

Christmas Eve !

"

And so it was that the Peterkins had their

Christmas-tree the day before, and on Christmas

night could go and visit their neighbors.

)•

A RIDDLE.

Johnny looked down in the spring, one night,

And what did he see but a dipper !

The handle crooked, the bottom out.

Yet floating as trim as a clipper.

It wasn't broken; 'twas good as new;
Yes, fit for a monarch's daughter.

Ho ! you 're a funny old dipper !
" said

•' You can't hold a drop of water."

John ;
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cil JACK-IN -THE- PULPIT

A BUSY December to you, my youngsters! A
busy December, full of plans for making other peo-
ple happy ; and then a merry Christmas ! The
holiday St. Nicholas, I 'm told, will reach you
this year before Christmas Day. If that 's the case,

why Christmas, too, will come in ahead of time,

that 's all.

The fact is, Christmas is n't a golden flash in the

children's sky. No, it 's a sort of goldy way, bright,

beautiful, and holy, that shimmers into view early

in December, grows brightest on The Day, and
then fades slowly into the New Year. Christmas
shines in some hearts as soon as they know it is

coming.
Let 's see. We must start off with a holiday sub-

ject this time. Ha ! I have it !

A BIG PLUM PUDDING.

Now and then, the Little Schoolma'am reads

things to the children that make your Jack almost
jump out of his pulpit. Now what do you think

of this account which the little lady lately read out

of an old book to a hungry group of youngsters

who had crowded about her because they had seen

her "laughing at something in the book?" She
said the June referred to was the summer of 18 19.

"On June 8th, at Paignton fair, near Exeter, the ancient custom
of drawing through the town a plum-pudding of an immense size,

and afterward distributing it to the populace, was revived. The in-

gredients which composed this enormous pudding were 400 pounds
of flour. 170 pounds of beef suet, 140 pounds of raisins, and 240 eggs.
It was kepv constantly boiling in a brewer's copper from Saturday
morning to Tuesday, when it was placed on a car, decorated with

ribbons, evergreens, &c, and drawn along the street by eight oxen."

There was a pudding for you, almost as grand
as Mother Mitchel's ! But they should have saved
it for Christmas.

THE CHRISTMAS PUTZ AT BETHLEHEM.

My Dear Jack : Will you please let me tell the other girls, and
their brothers, how to make something pretty for Christmas?

In Bethlehem, Pa., where mother and I passed considerable time,
there is a large Moravian settlement, and some of their customs are
very interesting, particularly during the Christmas season At that
time, the Moiavians make what they call a Putz, not only for the
amusement of their children, hut for all who may come to see it.

A Putz is a miniature landscape, with whatever figures you may
.like to put in it. Some of these scenes are made on a grand scale

;

but smaller ones, eqally pretty, and not so difficult to manage, are
made at fhe foot of the Christmas-tree. The tree is placed on a table,

or, better still, it is set in a large dry-goods box, and then boards are
put across the top of the box, as a foundation for the Putz.

If you wish to make one, girls, you have only to go into the woods
for your materials. Pieces of rock, large and small, mosses, ferns,

lichens, vines, and whatever you may think pretty, will answer the
purpose. The large rocks, you use for mountains, interspersed with
small branches of cedar and pine for trees. A narrow piece of tin-

foil, bent into various shapes, will do for a water-fall, across which a
card-board bridge can be laid. Lower down, you can have a looking-
glass lake, or, better still, a tin pan, filled with water, on which arti-

ficial ducks, geese, fish, boats, etc., can float. Conceal the edge of
the glass or pan with moss, and put grave! at the bottom of your real

lake, as well as gravel walks around it

With card-board houses, and fences, and miniature sheep, horses,

etc.. you can make very pretty scenes. Or you can represent the
birth of the Christ-child, with small toy figures that come expressly
for such scenes. You will find it easy to make a pretty design for

Christmas with very little material.

The Moravians at Bethlehem welcome all visitors, whether stran-

gers or not, who choose to go into any of the houses to examine the

Putz, and it certainly is a very interesting sight.

I am your sincere young friend, Mamie H.

EAST OR WEST?

" Deacon Green, please sir, Tom Scott says

Aspinwall is west of Panama, and I say it is n't."

" Well, my man, what are your grounds for dis-

puting him ? " said the Deacon, mildly, seeing that

some reply was, expected.
" Why, good grounds enough, sir. He admits

that Aspinwall is on the Atlantic Ocean side of the

isthmus, and Panama is on the Pacific Ocean, or

that part of it known as Panama Bay. Humph !

guess 'most anybody ought to know that the Pacific

Ocean is west of this continent, and the Atlantic

is east of it ; and yet he sticks to it that Panama is

east of Aspinwall !

"

" Well, Thomas is generally pretty sure of a

statement before he makes it," put in the Deacon.
" But, sir," proceeded the boy, growing redder

as he began to suspect that the Deacon might be

on Tom's side, " I don't see any sense in going
right against geography. He needn't try to make
out that the Pacific Ocean is east of the Atlantic

—

not on this side of the world, sir."

"That's true," said the Deacon. "And now.

Joe, I '11 tell you what I '11 do. You just run home
and examine the map closely, and then if you find,

on careful inspection, that Thomas is wrong, come
to me and I '11 fill your hat with the finest apples

you ever tasted in your life."

Joe did run home ; he did examine the map
closely—and to this day he never has said a word

to the Deacon about those apples.

ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER.

Germantown, August ioth, 1876.

Dear Jack : I wish to tell you a little story about a canary and

a sparrow. One momine, while my little brother and myself were

sitting on the piazza, a sparrow came and perched on my canary's

cage, and began eating the seed it found on the outside. My bird

was very glad to see a friend, and immediately began singing. My
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ittle brotlier happened to be eating a piece of bread, and he threw a

ew crumbs to the sparrow, which it soon picked up and carried to

he canary. It was very funny to see it put the crumbs in the canary's

kieak. I think it gave them to the canary because it was thankful

or the seed my bird had given him.—Yours truly,

Edith M. Darrach.

A LITTLE HOLLANDER'S BIRDCAGE.

New York, Oct. 12, 1876.

Dear Jack-IN-THE-Pulpit : Once, when I was

n Holland, waiting in an Amsterdam railroad sta-

ion for the train to come along, I saw something
very pretty that I made a drawing of it on pur-

pose for you, knowing you would like to show it to

our boys and girls. Here it is—a bird-cage, and
he very finest bird-cage I ever saw in my life.

There is no need of describing it. The children

/ill see the beautiful stand embellished with moss
nd flowers, the two houses set in the midst of the

;reen, the connecting gallery covered with fine wire

auze, and the birds skipping to and fro enjoying

very inch of it. They can see, too, the bell in the

agoda tower which rings sweetly whenever the

ttle inmates choose to pull the string. In fact,

'hile I was looking, one of the birds did pull the

tring, so I sketched him in the act.

I did not draw the railroad station, you see, Jack,

ecause the person who was taking the cage home

Warren, the St. Nicholas artist. He has done
it so beautifully and accurately that if ever I make-

any more drawings I shall ask him to copy them
for the credit of the family.

I am, dear Mr. Jack, yours very truly,

Joel Stacy.

the safety lamp.

Philadelphia, Sept. 25, 1876.

Dear Little Schoolma'am : I think the omission in C. A. D.'s

letter, page 798, of the October St. Nicholas, is the safety lamp
that Sir Humphrey Davy invented, by means of which many lives

have been saved. In May, 1812, an explosion of gas took place in

the Felling Colliery, near Newcastle, which caused the death of nine-

ty-two persons. This prompted a committee of proprietors of mines
to wait upon Davy to sec if he could devise any way of preventing

similar accidents.

Davy had observed that combustion was not communicated through
tubes of small dimensions, and, by experimenting, he gradually re-

duced the size of the tubes till he found that a metallic gauge, with
apertures not exceeding one twenty-second part of an inch, was
sufficient to prevent the flame inside of the lamp from igniting the

explosive gas on the outside. He therefore devised a lamp with a

wire screen, which the miners could use with safety.

Your friend, Francis H. Jackson, Jr.

The Little Schoolma'am wishes Jack to thank
Master Jackson, Nelly M. Sherwin, Martie S. D.,
" Ned," R. S. S., and all other young friends who
have correctly given the important fact omitted by
C. A. D. She wishes you also to know that a new

A

f a birthday present to his little daughter, said it

is to be set upon a pedestal in the garden. I

i'<-tld n't help thinking how delighted the little girl
i )uld be with his beautiful gift, and how easily "the

,:ing could be copied (from the drawing) by some
merican cage-maker in case I ever should want
give my little girl a superb Christmas present.
Then I thought of your thousands of young folks,

d how some of their fathers, who could spare the
quisite money, might like to have such cages
ide for them. The wire-work can be so delicate
it the birds inside will almost think they are not
;ged at all. Perhaps I ought to tell you that the
awing I send was made from my sketch by Mr.

safety lamp, called Landau's New Safety Lamp, for

use in mines, promises to be an improvement even
on Sir Humphrey Davy's. She says, "Tell them
that the chief peculiarity of the invention is that,

by an ingenious arrangement, the admission of

gas extinguishes the flame, so that it cannot under
any circumstances be exploded by the lamp."
Humph ! The dear Little Schoolma'am does n't

tell us how the miners will feel when they are left

in the dark. I should n't like that part of the in-

vention ; still, it is better than being blown up.

Any intelligent miner would rather have a whole
body in the dark, than to be scattered about in

fragments in a good light.
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THE ROBIN'S VISIT.

nce a robin flew into a pretty room

;

and just as he went in, the wind

banned the window-blinds shut, so

he could not cret out agrain.

At first he did not mind, but flew

about and lit on the bright picture-

frames, and wished his pretty wife

were with him to enjoy the pleasant

place. Then he rested on the back

of a small chair, and then he saw

another robin !

" O-ho !

" sang he to himself,

—

" here is some one else. I must

speak to him :
' Whew ! Mr. Robin,

glad to meet you. My name is

Cock Robin. What do they call

this place ?
'

"

But the other robin did not an-

swer. He only opened his mouth

and jerked his head from side toj

side just as Mr. Cock Robin did.

You see the other robin lived in the

looking-glass, and could not speak.

" A rude fellow !

" chirped Mr.'

Cock Robin to himself. " Not worth

talking to ! Ah ! yonder are some

fine cherries ! I '11 eat some."

The cherries were in a bowl on

the table. Mr. Cock Robin helped

himself. Then he decided to try the

other bird once more.

" My friend," sang he softly, as he

caught the stem of a fine cherry

in his beak and flew to the chair

again, " here is a fine cherry for

you Oh ! oh !

"
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Well might Mr. Cock Robin say " Oh !

" for there stood the other robin

n just such a chair, offering him a cherry in the most polite manner !

" Thanks !

" said Mr. Cock Robin. " But, my deaf and dumb friend,

„$ we each have one, we need not stand on cer-e-mo-ny."

So both began to eat.

" He is a fine, sociable fellow, after all," said Mr. Cock Robin.

The door opened, and in came a little girl.

" What 's that ?
" cried Mr. Cock Robin faintly to himself.

The girl clapped her hands for joy, and ran toward him.

Up flew Mr. Cock Robin in a great fright. He whisked past the looking-

,lass and saw that the other robin was badly scared also. Then he tried to

y out of a closed window where there were no blinds ; but he only dashed

gainst some very hard kind of air that hurt his sides. If he had been like

du, he would have known that it was window-glass, and not hard air.

" Poor birdie ! " said the little girl, as she threw open the window.

You shall go out if you want to."

In an instant, Mr. Cock Robin was flying through the sunlight to his

:tle wife.

" Where have you been ? " chirped she, as he reached the nest.

" Oh, I 've been on a visit," said Mr. Cock Robin—and he told her

1 about it.

Soon Mrs. Cock Robin said, softly :
" I should like to see that other one.

/as he very handsome, my dear ?
"

" Handsome !

" cried Mr. Robin, sharply. " Handsome ! Not at all, my
'ear—a very homely bird, indeed ! Yes, ma'am—very homely, and as deaf

5 a post."

" How dreadful !

" sighed Mrs. Cock Robin.

WHAT MY LITTLE BROTHER THINKS.

My little brother is—oh, so funny !

He thinks that a king is made of money

;

He thinks little cherubs, overhead,

Hold up the stars to light us to bed.

He thinks that near those cherubs, but under,

Are other cherubs who cause the thunder
;

Vol. IV.— 10.
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They roll great tables and chairs around,

And growl and roar with an awful sound.

He thinks some quick little cherub scratches,

To make the lightning, a million matches
;

Another carries a watering-pot

To wet the earth when it gets too hot.

He thinks—my brother is, oh, so knowing !

—

A feather-bed cherub does all the snowing
;

He thinks the feathers come sailing down,

And make the snow that whitens the town.

He thinks that a painted mask can eat him
;

Or pull his hair ; or chase and beat him.

Yes, really thinks a mask is alive !

But my little brother is only five.

He thinks little fairies make the clamor

In grandpa's watch, with a tiny hammer.

He thinks some fairies can live in a book

;

Or dance in kettles, to frighten cook.

He thinks the grasshoppers bring molasses
;

That a fairy over the bright moon passes ;

He thinks my Jack-in-the-box is alive,

Like witches who go to the sky for a drive.&

He thinks our " sis " is her dolly's mother

—

My dear, absurd little baby brother !

Yes, thinks he is uncle, and feels quite grand

To lead his niece about by the hand !

But, the best of all, he is really certain

He once saw Santa Claus through the curtain ;

And he thinks Old Santy '11 come by and by,

On Christmas Eve—and so do I.
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WHAT MY LITTLE BROTHER THINKS.
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CHRISTMAS CAROL.
Words by Mary Mapes Dodge.

; Sop. Solo. Allegro Moderate.

1. Good news on Christ - mas morn - ing, Good news, O child - ren dear

!

2. Good news on Christ - mas morn - ing, Good news, O child - ren sweet 1

Tenor or Baritone Solo, ad lib.

Music by F. Boott.

For
The

Christ,

way

3. Good news on Christ -mas morn - ing, Good news, O child - ren

4. Good news on Christ - mas morn - ing, Good news, O child - ren
glad!
fair!

Rare
Still

gifts

doth

once born
to find the]

are yours to
\

the one Goo

Beth - le- hem, Is liv - ing now and here.

Ho - ly Child, Is light - ed for your feet.

Good news on Christmas morn - ing, Good news, O child -ren
Good news on Christmas morn - ing, Good news, O child - ren

s-

give the Lord, As ev - er wise men had.
Shep- herd hold, The feeb - lest in his care.

Good news on Christmas
Good news on Christmas

morn
morn
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THE LETTER-BOX.

Home-made Christmas Presents.

The best response we can make to correspondents who ask us for

' p in devising Christmas presents that they can make with their

n hands, is to refer them to the article called "One Hundred
ristmas Presents, and How to Make Them," in St. Nich-

\S for December, 1875. A new supply of this back number is

'.*dy, and any one, by inclosing twenty-five cents with full past-

lice address to the publishers, will receive a copy of the article by

irn mail. It is so full, so clear, and so copiously illustrated, that

,

do not feel able to improve upon it. Our " Letter-Box " in last

nth's St. Nicholas contains directions for making a few articles

!feChristmas gifts. In fact, suggestions for pretty handiwork abound

St. Nicholas, and we always are glad when correspondents

dly add to our stock.

Berlin, Mass., August 29, 1S76.

)ear St. Nicholas: I saw in your March number an account
L

,-i doll claimed to be the oldest in America.
1 friend of mine, Mary I,. Whitcomb, has in her possession a doll

- ch is much older. This, the first doll brought to America, was
denied, in 1733, by Captain George Girdler to his daughter, Han-

Girdler, then two years of age.
:

'he doll's body is of wood, to which the legs and arms are tacked
. 1 small nails. The doll's head is of wood, painted or coated with

lething giving it an appearance not so much unlike that of those

*v* ur day as might be expected.

5t was last dressed about thirty-five years ago, and now wears a

te lace cap, dress of brown satin, white stockings, and velvet

pers, and looks very like the little old lady it is. I intended
+ l *ing long before now on this subject, but have neglected to do so.

3* ink St. Nicholas is a splendid magazine.—Very truly yours,

Clara L. Shattuck.

New York, Oct. 16, 1876.

•ear St. Nicholas: I cut this out of the newspaper, and I do
1 you would put it in the " Letter-Box." It is so nice, and it

-
r
:es me feel as if Cinderella, and Jack-the-Giant- Killer, and all

U 1
ie old stories might be true :

_ \ Two exceedingly tall people are Captain Bates and wife, the giant

j - giantess, who were married in London some years ago. The
l^ain and spouse have retired from public life, and built a house

r Rochester, New York. He is seven and a half feet high, and
,

is an inch taller, and each weighs more than four hundred pounds.
''

''
i rooms of their house arc eighteen feet highland the doors twelve

Z : high. Their bedstead is ten feet long, and all the furniture is

j;s>ortionateIy large."

T^-ist to think of it ! I should n't be surprised if there were a great
knocker on the slreet-cloor, made like a man's face, and if it snap-

; its teeth at people when they went to knock.—Yours truly,

t , Sally G. Clark.

Orange, N. J., August 20, 1G76.
ear St. Nicholas : I have seen a great many things about girls

J±
'- "Oving themselves and learning to be housekeepers, and so on ;

" not a word about boys. Now I think that somebody ought to

; something for us fellows.—Yours truly, Arthur Ropes.

rthur, and hundreds of other boys, will be glad to know that his

£ t has been anticipated. There are to be nine familiar and friendly
1 dks with Boys" during the present volume of St. Nicholas, and

if them from men who know just what the boys ought to hear.

Bryant tells you this month of the ways of boys when he was a
"jhimself, and beneath his pleasant narrative you will find many a

^f n of true manliness. Every word of Mr. Bryant's has value for

boys, because it comes from one who, by an upright, noble
ind the worthy cultivation of fine gifts, has proved an honor to

1 ime and his country. Soon you shall hear from the others. Your
. Trowbridge has a hearty word to say, and friends from the

St. Louis, Mo.
Dear St. Nicholas: I live in St. Louis, and get your Magazine

every month. I have got the hull of a boat, about two feet long,

with places for two masts: and I have rigged her like a schooner and
have great fun sailing her on a pond near where I live. But I never
saw a vessel; only pictures, and don't know how to rig her right. I

wish some boy, who lives on the sea-coast, would tell me how to rig

her like a yachL 1 saw a picture of the " Countess of Dufferin," but
I can't make it all out. My father has been to sea, and tries to ex-
plain it to me; but he has forgotten, it was so long ago. Do yachts
have fore top-masts, and top-sails ? and how is the top-sail hoisted ?

And do they have ratlines? and do ihe stays come down over the

ends of the cross-trees to the side of the vessel, or are they made fast

to the mast? I don't see how they can be made fast to the mast, for

then you can't raise the gaff; and I don't see how there can be a
foretop-sail, because it would foul the maintop-stay. I am going to

take my schooner to pieces, and rig it up right after school hours,

and if you would like, I will tell you more about it some other time.

—

Lewis G. Conant.

Miniature yachts, when rigged as schooners, have foretop-masts

and maintop-masts, and foretop-sails, and maintop-sails. Both top-

sails are secured to short " sprits " or poles, and are hoisted from

deck. The stay from the foremast to the mainmast is called the

. irowoncige lias a nearly word to say, and tnends irom the

p; side of the Atlantic are coming to have a friendly talk with

George MacDonald, who wrote that wonderful fairy tale,

e Princess and the Goblin," and the rhyme beginning " Where
; r 'ou come from, baby dear?" will soon be heard from, and before

you shall have a word from the school-boy's friend, Tom Hughes,
ar of " Tom Brown at Oxford " and " School-days at Rugby."

" spring-stay," and in changing the vessel's course, the foretop-sail

is lowered till it can pass under the spring-slay, and then it is brought

up on the other side. Ratlines are never used on the shrouds. Only
the larger vessels use cross-trees, or "spreaders" as they are called;

and in every case the top-mast back-stays always come to the deck,

and are fastened just abaft (to the rear) of the shroud. Such schoon-

ers also have a stay from the top of the maintop-mast to the top of

the mainmast,

This outline drawing gives the position of the sails commonly used

in miniature yachts; 1 is the mainsail, 2 the maintop-sail, 3 the fore-

sail, 4 the foretop-sail, 5 the staysail, 6 the jib, 7 the flying-jib. The
first mast is called the foremast; the short mast above, the foretop-

mast. The second mast is the mainmast, and the one above it is

the maintop-mast. Two shrouds arc given to each mast, and one

back-stay to each topmast. The dotted lines show how the foretop-

sail passes the spring-stay, and the top of the foresails, and shows
how the jibs pass each other, one lapping over the other. This is an

outline of the sails and standing rigging only, the running rigging

being omitted to save room.

Providence, R. I., October 23d, 1S76.

Dear St. Nicholas: The lady with the cold in her head, men-
tioned in the last number of St. Nicholas, called to the person who
was coming, "Caduceus"—Can you see us?
The Caduceus was the rod of Mercury, the messenger of the gods,
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and God of Trade, and also of thieves. It consisted of a short staff,

around which two snakes twined, and which bore a pair ofwings.-

Yours truly, Charles Hart Payne.

Annie Manning also answers the question correctly.

We are sure that all our readers who admire a fine dialogue, or

parlor- play, will heartily welcome Mr. Eggleston's ''fairy show"

in the present number, entided "The House of Santa Claus." The
play has been publicly tried in Brooklyn, and has proven a complete

success. With only slight changes, it can be readily adapted to

home or parlor representation. In its present form, therefore, it com-

mends itself equally to those who are seeking an effective and lively

composition for school or public exhibition, and to those who may
desire an aid of this sort in the entertainment of a social or family

gathering.

Boys and girls wishing to imitate stone, when making scenery such

as is described in the " House of Santa Claus," or when making card-

houses, etc., can do so by covering the object which is to represent

stone with a coating of glue, or mucilage, and then throwing com-

mon sand upon it, before the glue has dried. If the sand is applied

liberally, a very close resemblance to stone may thus be produced.

Buckland.
Dear St. Nicholas : I 've meant to write to you for ever so long,

and to join with the rest of the girls and boys in telling how I love

you,—yes, I believe I almost love you. I think you're just the fresh-

est, cheeriest, jolliest, and altogether loveliest magazine I know of
I 've taken you ever since you were born, and we all enjoy you so
much, from grandma to my little three-year-old brother, who looks
at the pictures, and takes a great deal of delight in having " Sister

Lizzie" read the short, big-print stories to him. There was one in a

previous number— I think the May one—which especially pl<:

him, and which he is never tired of hearing read. I can't remei
its name; but it's about some little chickens, whose mother told t

to fly, but, as their wings were not grown, couldn't; and non
them tried, except one, who did his best, although he did n't succ
and was afterward rewarded because he really tried. "Brave
our Centennial Cat," also delighted him very much. For my pa
Hked " The Queen of the Moles," and Miss Thaxter's bear stoi

well as any, though I don't know but Mrs. A. D. T. Whitr
"Spinning and Weaving," "Midsummer and the Poets,"
well, I keep thinking of more and more of them,*—and all I can 1

is to repeat what I said before, and that is, that I think the v
number is just as nice as it could possibly be.—Yours always,

L. W.

St Alba
Dear St. Nicholas: I will tell you a story about my uncle

he was a little boy. He told his mother he was sick, and c

want to go to school. She said he could take some castor-oil a:

to bed. He went to school. Frankie Webb

"The Boy Emigrants," which has so delighted our readers d

the past year, is soon to be published in book form by Scribner,

strong & Co. Mr. Brooks knows a boy's heart through and thr<

and his fine story, with its wealth of strong narrative, exciting s

a:,d incidents, and true lessons of self-reliance, ought to be re;

every boy in the land. No better picture of the gold-seeker's Hi

be found anywhere in literature than this stirring, straightfor

manly story of "The Boy Emigrants." We know, young fii

that all of you will rejoice at its publication in separate form, ai

heartily congratulate Mr. Brooks, and the host of boys who w
eager to own it, on the handsome appearance of the volume,

binding is neat and tasteful, and the pictures are the same that

appeared in St Nicholas. For you who read the magazine, the

needs no word of praise or introduction, but we feel it both, a me
and a duty to commend it earnestly to all.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN NOVEMBER NUMBER.

Acrostic.—Dame Durden, Little Nell

D —affbdi— L
A —lkal— I

M —in— T
E —lephan

—

T
D —amse

—

L
U —sag— E
R —ave

—

N
D —im— E
E —1— L
N —icke— L

Anagrams.—x. Boston. 2. New York. 3. Rochester. 4. Wash-
ington. 5. Charleston. 6. Mobile. 7. St, Paul.

Easy Syncopations.—x. Marry, Mary. 2. Lucky, Lucy. 3.

Norma, Nora.
Reversals.—1. Brag, garb. 2. Room, moor. 3. Flow, wolf. 4.

Mode, Edom. 5. Note, Eton. 6. Strop, ports. 7. Animal, lamina.

Abbreviations.— 1. Bread, red. 2. Cedar, ear. 3. Dirge, ire. 4.

Iliad, lad. 5. Jewel, eel. 6. Maple, ale. 7. Niece ice. 8. Olive,

lie. 9. Spire, pie. 10. Wheat, hat.

Diagonal Puzzle.—Baronet, Coronet

B a a l b e C
b A l l o O N
B A R T R A M
B E D O V I N
C A N O N R Y
L E a f l E t
T A B O R E T

Cross-word Enigma.—London.
Charade, No. 1.—Chimney-piece.
Square-Word.— iron

ROME
OMIT
NETS

Grammatical Comparisons.— 1. Bee, beer, beast. 2. Bow
boast. 5. Fee, fear, feast 4. Row, roar, roast.

Riddle.—Cricket
Apocopes.— 1. Cockade, cock. 2. Hamper, ham. 3. Rattl

4. Rushlight, rush. 5. Rueful, rue.

Rebus.—" Great expectations bring great disappointments.'

Pictorial Double Acrostic.—Table, Easel.

T —un— E
A—mmoni—

A

B —00k— S
L —yr— E
E —1- L

Easy Enigma.—Man, hat, tan—Manhattan.
Charade, No. 2.—Eye-lash.
Diamond Puzzle.— r

not
ROMEO
TEN

O
Numerical Enigma.—The Aurora Borealis.

Pictorial Enigma.—Stream: Star, arm, ram, aster, mastisfe

tar, mat, rat, rest, meat, ear.

Clarence M. Trowbridge and Robert L. Groendycke answered correctly all the puzzles in the October number.

Answers to Special Puzzles in October Number were received, previous to October iS, from Walter Raymond Spaldin:

Mosmat), Brainerd P. Emery, Lou L Richards, John B. Greiner, Emma Elliott, " Ajax and Alex," Bessie T. B. Benedict, Virginia 1

A. Carter, Sheldon Emery, Mary P. Johnson, Howard Steel Rodgers, Lena Devereux, Willie Dibblee, C. H. Delanoy, W. C I

Allie Bertram, Ella M. Kirkendall, Leila Allen, Millie Thompson, Charles N. Wilkinson, Mary N. Wadsworth, "Juno," Mamie B. E

Howard Steel Rodgers, Osman Abbott, Nessie E. Stevens, Charles F. Cook, C. A. Montague, A. G. Cameron, "Scarsdale," Susie 1

Eleanor N. Hughes, Frank P. Nagel, Bessie McLaren, Helen Green.

oi
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Fourteen letters. My whole is a fragrant flower.

L went to pick wild i, 5, 7, 9, 2, 6, 14, ti, 10, 8, 3, 13, and found it

oming in the field where they grew. The 7, 12, i, 3, 1 made the

i, 7 very 13, 2, 14, 3, 5 ; and I did not care if the 6, it, 8, 9, 7, 1

V 3ked my fingers. I 13, c, 2 a sheep or 5, 2, 12 come and 6, 11, 12,
1

[, 14 some of 8, 5, 1 leaves. A boy with a sly look (who 11, 12,

-H'l birds' nests) came by, trundling a 6, 9, n, 7, 12, 2. He had
.3 a 6, 12, 2 and 9, 11, ro, 12, 2, and aimed at the 6, 11, 4, 9, 13, 5

1 robin, through the 6, 9, 7, 13. I was 13, 12, 7, io, 8, 14, n than
1

an teil that he hit 8, 5. Then I took my 10, 12, 13, 4, 1 and 6, 14,

11, 8, 4, 1, and went home. B.

CHARADE.
My first is never out

;

My second 's but a letter

;

My third will waste your ink,

—

Or, if you like it better,

My third will hold your sheep

;

My last is impress deep.

My whole is free and bold,

And will not be controlled. L. w, h.

DOUBLE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

I

'Jine letters. Diagonals—From left to right : A sportive insect.

>m right to left : A genus of plants which one handsome species

:his insect lives upon.
. An ancient kingdom. 2. A very useful household article. 3. A
low flower. 4. Small fleets. 5. To attract strongly. 6. Making
nparisons. 7. Gay. 8. A small flag on a vessel's mast. 9. A use-

piece of furniture. p.

HIDDEN WORD-SQUARE.
;

. Mv sister Rebecca detests both pickles and pears. 2- Then are

ighty children not allowed to go? 3. We made bark frames and
kets for the fair. 4. The great door is broken, actually broken in

'; ces. 5. Those were the first arts that we learned.

Concealed in the above arc five words having the following signifi-

-Mons: 1. A student at a military school. 2. A place of public con-
'- 3. To shut out or exclude. 4. To decree or establish as law.

Specimens of a kind of pastry.

Che five words, when found and properly arranged, will form a
lare-word. j. J. t.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.
(The whole is a word dear to all Americans.)

Mv first is in flour, but not in wheat ;

My second is in dine, but not in eat;
My third is in bench, but not in seat;
My fourth is in fence, and also in gate

;

My fifth is in number, but not in date.
My sixth is in stop, but not in go

;

My seventh is in yes, but not in no. L. P.

SQUARE-WORD.

Fill the blanks in their order with words making sense, and which,
placed under each other in the same order, will f< >rm the square-word.

I saw a violet and gold growing beside a wild on a little

in the river, and wondered if birds carried the there. J.

AVORD SYNCOPATIONS.

Take one word from out another without changing the order of the
letters, and find a complete word remaining.

1. Take to sin from a small dog and leave a row. 2. Take always
from a young hare and leave to allow. 3. Take a shoemaker's in-

strument from unrestrained by law and leave smaller. 4, Take a tree

from showy and leave an insect. 5. Take an era from a show and
leave a short breath. 6. Take cunning from a checked cloth and
leave to brown. 7. Take the last from a cord and leave a weight. 8.

Take part of a bird from vibrating and leave to utter melodious
sounds. c. d.

ANAGRAM PROVERBS.

Make a proverb from each sentence. Thus the letters of " Flams
sage's rags" may be transposed into " As green as grass."

1. Earns sage's rags. 2. A bub says, "Ease! '*
3. Scold a shy

cat, Ira. 4. Asa has a dream charm. 5. Again Sam blows a nice

ace. CYRIL DEANE.

RIDDLE.

Five of a party of seven arc we

—

With our respects to you.
Now, a part of each of our names we'll tell,

In a tale both new and true

:

Two friends who longed to wed, would fry

Some fish—so down they sat:

By set of sun the fish were done,

—

Now what do you make of that ?

EASY DECAPITATIONS.

1. Behead a small hound and leave a large American bird. 2.

Behead a North American bea->t of prey and leave a part of his head.

3. Behead a sly, thievish animal and leave a common beast of bur-

den. 4. Behead a common, lively horned quadruped and leave a
grain. 5. Behead common farm animals and leave a beverage.

6. Behead a small, spry animal and leave part of an artist's outfit.

7. Behead an early bird and leave a ship mentioned in the Bible.

8. Behead a wild aquatic game bird and leave one who is in love.
' s.

EASY DIAMOND PL'ZZLE.

I. A CONSONANT. 2

metal. 5. A consonant.
A domestic animal. 3. Glossy silk. 4. A

TRANSPOSITIONS.

. Shr-
it was

her assertion that among all her pets the one valued
. 2. The tired Arab joyfully exclaimed,

, and I shall be released from my . " 3.

: Indian said of himself, " through tangled bushes, and
- the thorniest thickets. 4. Her found vent
sars. 5. He could not propensity for writing . B.

CLASSICAL DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. A BEAUTIFUL Roman girl, whose father slew her rather than

have her made a slave. 2. The Grecian Goddess of Peace. 3.

A dramatic poet of Syracuse, who flourished during the reign of

Ptolemy I. 4. A daughter of King Creon of Corinth, whom Jason
married after deserting Medea. 5. A name given to Pluto, Per-

sephone, the Erinnyes, and others. 6. A contracted form of the name
of the king to whose court Thetis sent Achilles in disguise.

The initials form the name of a celebrated Roman poet, and the

finals his masterpiece. sedgwick.
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A CHRISTMAS PUZZLE.

t

The twenty-six numbered designs in the show-window represent as many articles suitable for Christmas gifts, including one or monl
each member of the family. Nos. i and 2 are for grandfather; 3, 4, 6, 12 for grandmother; 5, 7, 8, 9, 10 for mother; 11, 13, 14 for fatlg

15, 16, 17, iS, 23 for sister; 19, 20, 21, 22 for brother; 24 for baby; 25, 26 for the one who is most fond of music. \V hat are the gifts ?

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

The initials and finals name two bays in the western part of Europe,

i. A title of nobility. 2. One of the United Stales. 3. Part of a

saddle. 4. A monk's hood. 5. A fruit 6. An affirmative.

F. L. o.

MATHEMATICAL PUZZLE.

I am a word of five letters, the sum of which is 157.

My 1, — (my 2, -f-
my 4), = my 5 ; my 5, -(- my 3, = £-J

of j
j -, my 3, — my 2, X mv 5' = my x » X (mY 2

-f-
m >' •»)•

SEDGWICl:'
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THE MINUET.
[Engraved by J. G, Smithwick, Irom a picture by J. E. Millais,]
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THE MINUET.

By M. M. D.

Grandma told me all about it.

Told me, so I could n't doubt it,

How she danced—my grandma danced !—
Long ago.

How she held her pretty head.

How her dainty skirt she spread,

How she turned her little toes

—

Smiling little human rose !

—

Long ago.

Grandma's hair was bright and sunny;

Dimpled cheeks, too—ah, how funny !

Really quite a pretty girl,

Long ago.

Bless her ! why, she wears a cap,

Grandma does, and takes a nap

Every single day ; and yet

Grandma danced the minuet

Long ago.

Now she sits there, rocking, rocking,

Always knitting Grandpa's stocking

—

(Every girl was taught to knit,

Long ago).

Yet her figure is so neat,

And her way so staid and sweet,

I can almost see her now
Bending to her partner's bow,

Long ago.

Grandma says our modern jumping,

Hopping, rushing, whirling, bumping,
' Would have shocked the gentle folk

Long ago.

No—they moved with stately grace,

Vol. IV.— h.
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Everything in proper place,

Gliding slowly forward, then

Slowly courtseying back again,

Long ago.

Modern ways are quite alarming,

Grandma says ; but boys were charming-
Girls and boys, I mean, of course—

Long ago.

Bravely modest, grandly shy-

What if all of us should try

Just to feel like those who met
In the graceful minuet

Long ago ?

With the minuet in fashion,

Who could fly into a passion ?

All would wear the calm they wore
Long ago.

In time to come, if I, perchance,

Should tell my grandchild of our dance,

I should really like to say,
; We did it, dear, in some such way,

Long ago."

A LETTER TO A YOUNG NATURALIST.

By William Howitt.

Rome, April 9, 1876.

y dear Young Friend : It gave

me much pleasure to receive your

letter. I am much obliged by your

kind offer of sending me specimens

of American insects and birds, of

which you seem already to have a

promising collection ; but I do not make collections

of any kind of natural history objects. If I can be

called a naturalist at all, it must be a very natural

one, for I never studied any branch of natural his-

tory in books, excepting botany, and only the

botany of the British Isles. That was to me a

great delight and source of health in my early

youth as it led me to range far and wide over the

country, over hills and fields, through woods and

marshes, and along the sea-coasts. But even that

branch of natural history was superseded by other

constant pursuits, and I have never renewed it me-

thodically. Nevertheless, the acquaintance wt

I then, and in still earlier years, made with fen

flowers, grapes, and various forms of vegetable :

remains with me. There are few British pk
that I do not know familiarly, though their sci

tific names I should sometimes have to look

This acquaintance gives me a good guess at in;

species of foreign plants that I see, and adds to

pleasure in the country wherever I am.
As to animals of all sorts, quadrupeds, bipf

reptiles, insects, I have a wide acquaintance vH
them by sight, not by science. The appeararafl

notes, and habits of most British birds, are asM
miliar to me as possible. I never hear a song cfl

twitter of one, as I am walking anywhere, btBS

recognize it as the voice of an old friend, to B /

great astonishment of my human friends. SHa
are the pleasures of an habitual intimacy with is

works of God in this his wonderful world. I fhi§

fore congratulate you on the taste for natural I
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ory, and hope you will, in classifying and preserv-

lg your various specimens, keep alive in your

eart all the poetry of nature connected with these

vnumerable and charming inventions of the Great

lechanist. He must surely be the best naturalist

ho carries into his cabinet the consciousness of all

re freshness, loveliness, and indescribable harmo-
' ies of the magnificent world in which God has

iven them places to live for our mutual pleasure

nd advantage,—that world which we are too fond

f calling "this wretched world," "this vale of

'ears," and the like.

What a vast and varied field you have in the

.merican continent for your inquiries and acquisi-

ons. I have seen something of the beauties of

our ornithology in Audubon and Wilson, and of

our trees in some handsomely illustrated works,

/hen you have mastered the northern portion of

our immense continent, what a second one there

, swarming with all the forms of life, and such

fe ! I never had but a few days' view of South

merica, but it was to me a glimpse of wonder and
' slight. A land of palms, cocoa-nut trees, bananas,

tangoes and bread-fruits ! The trees, the flowers,

le birds and insects ! Those blue-green butter-

ies, large as my hand, and the margin of their

ings studded, as it were, with jewels, floating

'nid magnolias and a world of other trees, new
1 me, with the quaint chameleons lurking in the

lickets below !

When you have completed the ornithology and
vtomology of total America, there is Australia.

hich by that time will be brought very near to you
• / steam. That, of course, will be a great while

: ;nce, and I shall be glad to think that you will

;tend your researches thither, because you must
: then an old man and will have enjoyed a long

,
e of pleasure in the accumulation of knowledge.

;

Tn Australia (to say nothing of India and the

les of the Southern Ocean) there is a totally new
,:orld of creatures,—the kangaroo, a whole race of

arsupials
; that queer nondescript, the platypus

Prnithorynchus paradoxus) , with a head and bill

, r
te a duck, the body of an otter, and a tail like a

aver, which is carnivorous and lays eggs. These
eatures, which are quick as lightning, disappear-

\ S like a flash under water, we yet managed to

oot sometimes, but never found anything in their

omachs but a little fine black mud; probably
-acerated infusoria. The impossibility of furnish-

;'g this food has defeated all attempts to convey
I'em to other countries. There you would find

e swan black ; emus\ ibises, native companions,
sort of tall adjutant or crane, of most comical and
cular habits. The gorgeous lyre-bird and the

wer-bird, which amuses itself not only in building

tower, but of making little inclosures of shining

stones or shells, as children do. You have there

trees occasionally arriving at a height of 500 feet,

and nettles, real urtica, growing into large and
very dangerous trees. As for insects, they are as

the sands of the sea. There is a mole-cricket,

which makes a lid to its hole, with a hinge, and as

you approach ceases its noise, drops the lid, and
shuts itself in. Amongst the oddities, though not

insects, you have fish that hop about on land,—

I

have seen them ; and crawfish of a bright red, as

if already boiled. But let me tell you about the

mantis, and the ants. You have no doubt seen the

mantises of South America and India, which are

precisely like leaves, with the leaf ribs and foot

stalks, too ; but the Australian ones that I saw

were different. We caught one with a body like a

straw of about four inches long, and a pair of small

but lovely Psyche-like wings, with rainbow colors.

As we had no chloroform, or anything to kill it

with, we kept it under water for more than twelve

hours. When taken out, as fast as it dried it be-

came lively again as ever. It continued all day

just as lively, although pinned down upon a piece

of bark. At night a mouse ate off its head and the

legs on one side. The next night the mouse ate off

its tail and more legs, but it continued as lively as

ever. On the third day a bird scooped down upon
the table before our tent and carried it away, and
possibly managed to extinguish the vivacious remains

of the mantis in its stomach, but I would not say.

We had in one part of the country a small house-

ant of not half an inch long, that was found on
almost every twig of a bush, or hole of a tree. It

would jump down our backs, when, as often was

the case in hot weather, we had our shirt-necks

open, and would kick and sting away until we had

destroyed him. This ant was an admirable fly-

catcher, and would dart at a fly many yards, and

would strike it with unerring precision. Frequently

it would dart down from the roof of the tent, as I

sat reading,- and strike at a capital letter on my
open book, taking it for a fly. The ants by myr-

iads, and of many species, are always traveling up

and down the Australian trees. I suppose they

puncture the tender shoots at the top and suck the

juices. Probably this is the cause that at a particu-

lar season of the year the manna gum-tree scat-

ters down its manna. As many of these trees are

some hundreds of feet high, the daily journeys of

these ants is considerable, but as the concentric

rings in the stems of these trees make it probable

that some of them have lived for 1.000 years or

more. I expect such armies of ants have been

marching up and down them for the same long

period. It would require a large volume to give

you an idea of the various and showy birds of Aus-

tralia. I mav tell you two little facts.
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We used to be much amused with the family life

of a gray bird, I believe a sort of gray magpie.

These birds seemed never to produce more than

one young one at a time, but then father and
mother, uncles and aunts, joined in feeding it, and

making a great fuss over it. You could always

know where one of these much-rejoiced-over young
birds was, by the clamor and cackling of the assem-

bled relatives, as of a lot of barn-door fowl.

In once digging for gold, that lay near the sur-

face, we came upon a small bush containing the

nest of a little bird called the " splendid warbler; "

it was full of young ones ; the father, a gay, fine fel-

low, brilliant with a variety of colors, but a very great

coward, scarcely dared come near us, but three or

four brown little birds— I suppose the mother and

her sisters, or eldest daughters—fed the young with-

out caring for us. We were so much amused by

them that we would not disturb the bush till they

had flown, but went on to another place. As soon

as we thought the young ones had flown we
returned to dig up the bush, but a party of Mor-

mons, from California, had saved us that trouble.

We asked them how much gold they found under

the bush, and they said four ounces. Four ounces

at four pounds sterling an ounce. So we had lost

sixteen pounds sterling, not wishing to disturb the

warbler's family ; but we did not regret it, for they

had given us more than that amount of amusement
by their proceedings.

Sir John Lubbock of late years has been study-

ing the habits and instincts of bees and ants. I

am afraid, however, that he has been doing in

entomology what Niebuhr did in history, and rent

away a good deal of fact along with actual myth.

I think that there is a vast deal that is wonderful in

these insects. It always astonishes me to see a

young swarm of bees one day put into a new hive,

and perhaps carried away to a new place ; the next

day fly off far and wide over the fields, load them-

selves with wax and honey, and come back with

the rapidity almost of rays of light—come direct to

the new hive, though it stand among a dozen oth-

ers, without mistake or circumlocution ; dart past,

not only houses among trees, but moving objects;—
pass you as you stand near the hive, hundreds of

them at a time, yet neither strike you nor each

other, though thus concentrating their flight to a

point. Independently of their geometric skill in

constructing their cells, this seems to me marvel-

ous. And if they fly, as Sir John Lubbock sup-

poses, by scent, what noses they must have !

An old friend of mine, an enthusiastic philo-apia-

rian, told me that being at a friend's house one dry

summer, when all the field flowers were nearly

scorched up, he saw thousands of bees busy in a

field of clover then in bloom.

" I wish my bees were here," said my friend.

" Probably they are," replied the gentleman.
" What, at forty miles distance ?

"

" Yes," said his friend. " On your return horn
dredge the backs of your bees with flour as the

issue from the hives in the morning, and we sha

see."

This was done, and his friend wrote to hit

directly: -'There are plenty of your white-jackc

bees here in the clover."

But whatever is the fact with bees, ants folio

their noses much more than their eyes. In m|

garden I saw a train of ants ascending an appl

tree
;
go up by one track, and descend by anothc

As in ascending they passed between two sma1

shoots that sprung from the bole, I stopped the

passage with a piece of bark. The ants did n

see this obstruction with their eyes, but ran bum
against it, and stood still, astonished. Soon
crowd of them had thus been suddenly stoppei

and were anxiously searching about for a passag

By various successive starts forward, they eventual

got around the obstruction and reached the trac

on the other side. The line of scent was renewe

and thenceforward, on arriving at the barricad

they went, without a moment's hesitation, by tl

circular track. I then took my penknife and par!

away a piece of the outer bark on the open be

where the ants were descending. The effect v

the same. The scent being taken away, the ar

came to a dead stand, and there was the same co

founded crowd, and the same spasmodic attem[:

to regain the road, which being effected in t

same way, the scent was carried over the shav,

part of the bark, and the train ran on as freely

before.

We have a large black wood-ant in Engla
and probably you have one similar in America,

makes in the woods heaps of small dead twigs,

large as a cart-load. This mound of twigs is a c

of ants, almost one living mass. Turn aside a f

of the outer twigs, and hundreds of ants are m
visible, in a state of great agitation. Put the po

of your stick near them, and they will sit up, a:

sitting in chairs, and bite and fight your st

lustily.

In my teens I went to ramble much about Sh
wood Forest, the scene of Robin Hood's explo

Near the town of Mansfield, on the forest, wa;

wood called Harlowe Wood. In this I saw a 1

of these wood-ants following a track burnt qi

bare, as if by the formic acid of their bodies,

followed this line for about a furlong, to ascert

whither the ants were going. At that distance t

wheeled around and returned to their nest, wit!

any apparent cause for this march that I could

cover. There must, of course, have been a mo
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for it,—of food or moisture, or something,—but I

could detect none. Nearly twenty years afterward,

having paid a casual visit to my old haunts, in

crossing this wood, to my astonishment, I came

upon this line of ants proceeding from their nest to

this very same spot, and back again, with as little

visible cause as ever ; and though it is very many
years since that last visit, I feel persuaded that if

that wood be not destroyed, the same line of ants

is at this day making the same march to the same

spot, and thence returning.

Probably the object may be to capture insects

that cross their line of march ; but they never

seemed to pause or quit the exact track, or to show
any disorder, as if engaged in looking out for or

securing prey.

I send these desultory remarks, knowing the in-

terest that a young naturalist takes in the smallest

characteristics of animal life. A son of ours, as a

boy, could tell you every mason-bee's abode in an
old wall where there were hundreds ; and, after-

ward, had a pleasure in. and sympathy with, every

creature that existed near him.

May you live, learn, enjoy, and make known
much of the hidden knowledge of God's humble
creatures.—Your friend, William Howitt.

:

KATINKA.
(A Russian Story.)

By Kate Brownlee Horton.

'SHE WOULD CATCH IP HER LITTLE SISTER LISA AND RUN HOME.

Katinka was tired, and lonely too. All day
,

mg, and for many days together, she had plied

er distaff busily, drawing out the thread finer and
ner from the great bunches of flax, which she

:rself had gathered and dried, till the birch-bark

isket at her feet was almost filled with firm, well-

laped " twists," and the sticks in the great earthen

pkin, upon which the thread must be wound
"ew fewer and fewer.

The tips of her fingers were sore, and it was dull

work with no one to speak to except her faithful

cat, Dimitri, who was never content when he saw

his mistress working, unless he had a ball of thread

for himself; and as she looked about her cheerless

little room, so lonely now, she thought of the days

when a kind mother had been near to lighten every

duty; and joyous, merry children had been her

companions in all childish sports. She hated the
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tiresome flax now, but then the happiest days were

spent in the great flax-fields, playing at " hide-and-

seek " up and down the paths the reapers made.

And when the summer showers came pelting down,

how she would catch up her little sister Lisa and

run home with her "pick-a-back," while neighbor

Voscovitch's children laughed and shouted after

her as she ran. Ah, those were happy days ! But

now mother and sister were gone ! Only she and

her father were left in the little home, and she had

to work so hard ! She did wish that her life was

different ; that she was not poor, lonely Katinka,

the peasant maid, any more. Oh ! why could she

not be like the rich Lady Feodorovna instead,

whose father, Count Vassilivitch, owned nearly all

the houses and land from Tver to Torjok, and had

more than three hundred serfs on his estate.

Now, Katinka's father, Ivan Rassaloff, was only

an istroatchick* (sneeze, my dears, and you can

say it nicely), and owned nothing but a rickety

old drosky \ and Todeloff, a sturdy little Cossack

pony, and drove travelers here and there for a few

kopeckst a trip. But he saved money, and Katinka

helped him to earn more ; and one of these days,

when they could sell the beautiful lace flounce, on

which she had been working during all her odd
moments for three years, and which was very nearly

finished, they would be rich indeed. Besides, the

isba (cottage) was not really so bad, and it was all

their own ; and then there was always Dimitri to

talk to, who surely seemed to understand every-

thing she said. So a smile chased away the gather-

ing frown, and this time she looked around the

little room quite contentedly.

Shall I tell you what the isba was like, that you

may know how the poor people live in Russia ? It

was built of balks (great beams or rafters), laid

horizontally one above the other, the ends crossing

at each corner of the building ; and it had a pointed

roof, somewhat like that of a Swiss chalet. Inside,

the chinks were filled with moss and lime, to keep

out the cold. It contained only one room ; but a

great canvas curtain hung from the roof, which by
night divided the room in two, but by day was

drawn aside.

There was a deal table, holding some earthen-

ware pipkins, jars, and a samorar (tea-urn),—for

even the poorest peasants have an urn, and drink

tea at least three times a day ; a deal settee, on

which lay the winter store of flax ; Katinka's dis-

taff, and the curious candlestick which Russian

peasants use. This is a tall wooden upright, fas-

tened to a sort of trough, or hollowed log of birch-

wood, to keep it erect. To the top an iron cross-

bar is attached (which can be raised or lowered at

will), having at the end a small bowl containing c§

and a floating wick, which burns brightly for sever)

hours, and is easily lowered and refilled ; while tl

wooden trough below catches the drip.

But the most curious thing in the room was tm
stove. It was made of sheet-iron, and very largil

with a door at one end, into which whole logs I

wood could be put at once ; it was oblong, and fl
-

on the top, like a great black trunk ; and on th

flat top, with the fire smoldering away beneal
him, Ivan always slept at night in winter ; ai1

sometimes, when it was very cold, Katinka wou \

bring her sheepskin blanket and sleep there toij

Not one Russian isba in fifty contains a bed ; whij

there is a large family, father, mother, and litt

children all crowd upon the top of the stove \

winter, and in summer they roll themselves up
their blankets and sleep outside, by the door

!

The lamp was lighted and shone brightly

Katinka, who made quite a pretty picture as si

rested awhile from her work to speak to Dimit

She wore a white chemise with very full, loi

sleeves, and over it a sarafane of red linen with

short boddice and shoulder straps of dark bin

On her head she had tied a gay-colored kerchii

to keep the dust of the flax from her glossy bla

hair, which hung in a single heavy braid far do\

her back. One of these days, if she should man-

she would have to divide it in two braids, and we

a kerchief always.

Her shoes were braided, in a kind of basket-wo

of strips of birch-bark, very pliant and comfortab

though rather clumsy in appearance.

All the day Katinka had been thinking of son

thing which Ivan had told her in the morni

about their neighbor, Nicholas Paloffsky, and

poor, motherless little ones. The mother had be

ill for a long, long time, and Nicholas had spent

he could earn in buying medicines and good h

for her, but they could not save her life. Th
when she died, Nicholas was both father and motl

to the little ones for months ; but, at last, he

fell ill, and now there was no one to assist him.

Besides, he did not own his isba, and, if the r

were not paid the very next day, the starosta (lar

lord) would turn him and his little ones out-of-doo

bitter winter though it was.

That was fearful ! But what could she do

help him ? Suddenly there flashed across her mi

a thought of her beautiful lace flounce, on wh
she had worked till she loved every thread of

and in whose meshes she had woven many a briyj

fancy about the spending of the silver roubles til

would be hers when she sold it. She had intern

to buy a scarlet cusackan (jacket) with gold e

b Drosky-driver, or cab-man. t Drosky, or droitzschka, a four-wheeled pleasure carriage.

I A kopeck is a coin worth about a cent of American money.
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roidery, and a new drosky for her father, so that

is passengers might give him more kopecks for a

titde. But other plans came to her mind now.

Just then, Ivan came home hungry ; and as she

1.
listened to prepare his supper of tea and black

(I
-ead and raw carrots, and a kind of mushroom

ewed in oil, she almost forgot neighbor Nicholas

hands, and a silver crucifix hanging from his girdle,

who, on reaching the church to which he bade

Ivan drive quickly, gave him his blessing—and

nothing more ! So Ivan's pockets were empty,

and the pony must go without his supper, unless

Katinka had some dried fish for him.

Katinka, who had a tender heart for all animals,

KATINKA AND DIMITRI.

ile waiting on her father, who was always so glad

j'come home to her and his snug, warm room.

(

8ut to-night, for a wonder, he was cross. All

j/ he had waited in the cold, bleak public square

Torjok, beating his arms and feet to keep him-

f warm ; and occasionally, I fear, beating his pa-

nt little pony for the same reason. Not a " fare"

i come near him, except a fat priest, in a purple

c gown and broad-brimmed hat, with long, flow-

; hair and beard, a gold-mounted staff in his

carried a great bowlful of fish out to Todeloff, who
nibbled it eagerly ; for ponies in Russia, especially

those that are brought from Iceland, consider dried

fish a great delicacy, and in winter often live on it

for weeks together. Then she gave him a " good-

night kiss " on the little white spot on his nose,

and he whispered, " Now I don't mind the beatings

I had to day !
"—at least I think he must have

meant to say that when he whinnied so close to

her ear.
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When she went back to the house, Ivan was
already wrapped up in his sheep-skin blanket on
top of the stove, and snoring lustily ; so she lowered

the curtain and crept softly into her little corner

behind it. But she could not sleep, for her mind
was disturbed by thoughts of neighbor Nicholas,

whose little ones perhaps were hungry ; and at last-

she arose, filled and lighted the tall lamp, then

unrolled her precious flounce, and worked steadily

at it till, when morning came, only one little sprig

remained undone, and her doubts as to what she

should do with it were dispelled in the bright sun-

light.

After breakfast, which she made ready as briskly

as though she had slept soundly all night, she said:

" Father, let me be your first fare to-day, and

perhaps I may bring you good luck. Will you

drive me to the Lady Feodorovna's ?
"

"What in the world do you want there, Ka-
tinka?" said her father, wonderingly.

" To ask if she will buy my lace," said Katinka.
" She has so many beautiful dresses, surely she

will find a place on one for my flounce."

" Ha !
" said Ivan, " then we will have a feast.

You shall make a cake of white flour and honey,

and we will not eat ' black-brod ' for a month !

But what will we do with so much money, my
child ?

"

Katinka hesitated a moment ; then said, shyly :

" Pay Nicholas Paloffsky's rent, and send the Tor-

jok doctor to cure him. May I, father?" she

added, entreatingly, forgetting that the money
would be her own.

" Hum-m-m !
" said Ivan; "we shall see. But

go now and prepare for your drive, for Todeloff

does not like to wait."

Katinka was soon ready. With her sheep-skin

jacket, hat and boots, she did not fear the cold

;

and mounting the drosky, they drove rapidly toward

Count Vassilivitch's beautiful home, not fearing to

leave their little isba alone, for the neighbors all

were honest, and, besides, there was nothing to

steal I

A drive of four versts (about three miles) brought

them to their journey's end, and Katinka's heart

beat anxiously as the old drosky rattled up through

the court-yard to the grand hall-door ; but she

went bravely up to the fine porter, and asked to

see Lady Feodorovna.
" Bosja moia !'" (bless me) "what do you want

with my lady ? " asked the gorgeous Russ who, in

his crimson and gold livery, serf though he was,

looked scornfully down on free Katinka, in her

poor little sheep-skin jacket.

I think Katinka would scarcely have found cour-

age to answer him, but, luckily, his lady crossed

the hall just then, and seeing Katinka, kindly

beckoned her to enter, leading the way to her ow
especial apartment.

"What do you wish with me?" she askec

kindly. But Katinka was too bewildered by th

splendor on e\ery side to answer as she should.

Truly it appeared like fairy-land to the youn
peasant maid. The room was long and very loftv

the ceiling, one great beautiful picture ; the floe

had no carpet, but was inlaid with different kind

of wood in many curious patterns; the walls we r

covered with blue flowered silk, on which mirroi

and lovely pictures were hung alternately ; whi!

beautiful statues, and luxurious couches covere

with blue damask, added to the elegance and con

fort of the room.

There was no big, clumsy stove to be seen (fc

in the houses of the rich, in a recess in each roonj

is a kind of oven, in which a great wood fire

allowed to smolder all day), but a delicious feelin

of warmth prevailed, and a soft, sweet perfuni

floated on the air.

At last, Katinka's eyes rested on the fair lady

her soft, fleecy gown of white (for even in wintt

Russian ladies wear the thinnest summer dresses i

the house), and she said, softly :

" I think this is heaven, and surely you are lik

an angel !

"

" Not an angel," said Lady Feodorovna, smilinj

"but perhaps a good fairy. Have you a wisl

pretty maid ?
"

" Indeed, yes," replied Katinka. " I wish, wis

•wish (for you must always make a wish to a fai

three times) you would buy my lace flounc

See !
"—and she unrolled it hurriedly from out tc

clean linen cloth in which it was wrapped. " It

fair and white, though I have worked on it

three years, and it is all finished but this one litt

sprig. I could not wait for that ; I want the mom
so much. Will you buy it ?

"

" What is the price ? " asked the lady, who sa

that it was indeed a beautiful piece of work.

"Ninety roubles" (about seventy-five dollar;'

said Katinka, almost in a whisper, as if she fearn

to name so great a sum aloud, though she knt'

the lace was worth it.

" Why, what will you do with so many roubles i

asked the lady, not curiously, but in such a goo

fairy way, that Katinka said :

" Surely I need not fear to tell you. But it is

long story. Will you kindly listen to it all ?
"

"Yes, gladly; sit here," and Feodorovna point

to one of the beautiful blue couches, on the

tre edge of which Katinka sat down timid]

making a very funny picture in her gray sheep-sk:

jacket and scarlet gown. " Now tell me, first, yo

name."
" Katinka Rassaloff, barishna (lady), daughl
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Aif Ivan, peasants from beyond Torjok. Beside us

ives a good man, Nicholas Paloffsky, who is ill

t nd so poor. He has four little children, and many

, day I have divided my supper with them, and

et I fear they are often hungry. The baby cries all

illay, for there is no mother to care for it, and the

iries trouble the poor father, who can do nothing

no help. Besides, unless the rent is paid to-morrow,

rhey must leave their isba. Think of that, lady !

—

bio home in this bitter winter weather ! no shelter

p]r the baby ! Ah, buy my lace, that 1 may help

hem !
" replied Katinka, earnestly.

i Without speaking, Lady Feodorovna rose and

ii

that he could not get it shut in time to say a word,

but opened his eyes instead to keep it company,

and stood looking after her till she was seated in

the drosky. Then Ivan "flicked" Todcloff, who

kicked up his heels and rattled out of the court-

yard in fine style. When they were out of sight,

the porter found he could say " bosja moia " again,

so he said it ; and feeling much relieved, was grad-

ually getting back to his usual dignified manner,

when his lady came tripping down the stairs,

wrapped in a beautiful long sable mantle, bidding

him order her sledge, and one for her maid, to be

brought to the door at once.

ON THE WAV TO POLOFFSKY S COTTAGE.

(

nrent to a beautiful cabinet, unlocked the door with

i tiny gold key, which was suspended by a chain

:) her girdle, took out a roll of silver roubles, and
..id them in Katinka's lap.

"There," said she, "are one hundred roubles,

.re you content ?
"

', Katinka took the soft white hand in hers and
«issed it, while such a happy smile lighted up her

.ce that the " good fairy " needed no other answer.

fc "Hasten away, Katinka," she said; "perhaps

:
Ju may see me soon again."

Katinka courtesied deeply, then almost flew out

the great hall-door, so startling the grand porter,

- ho had his mouth wide open ready to scold her,

When the sledges were brought, Lady Feodo-

rovna entered hers and drew the soft, white bear-

skin robe around her, while her maid threw over

her fur hood a fine, fleecy scarf of white wool.

Then the maid put numberless packages, small

and great, into the foot of the other sledge, leaving

only just room to put herself in afterward.

While they are waiting there, I must tell you

what Lady Feodorovna's sledge was like. It was

built something like our "one seat Boston cutters,"

except that the back was higher, with a carved

wooden ornament on top ; there was no *' dash-

board," but the runners came far up in a curve at

the front, and where they joined was another splen-
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did ornament of wood gilded, and surmounted by

a gilded eagle with outspread wings.

The body of the sledge was of rosewood, and in

the front was a beautiful painting of Cupid, the lit-

tle "love-god," and his mamma. The other sledge,

which had a silver swan at the front, was not quite

so fine, though the shape was the same.

There were no horses to draw these sledges,

but behind each stood a servant in fur jacket,

cap and boots, with a pair of skates hung over his

shoulder.

" I wish to go to the isba of Paloffsky, the peas-

ant, beyond Torjok ; we will go the shorter way,

by the river," said Lady Feodorovna. " Hasten !

"

Then the servants each gave a great push, and
the sledges started off so quickly and lightly down
the slope to the river that they could scarcely keep

up with them. When they reached the banks of

the Blankow, which flowed past the Count's grounds,

and was frozen over for miles, the servants stooped

and put on their skates, binding them by long

straps over their feet and round and round their

ankles. Then they started down the river, and,

oh ! how they flew ! while the sledges, with their

gorgeous birds, fairly sparkled in the sunlight.

Sooner almost than I can tell it they had reached

their journey's end ; the skates were unstrapped,

and the sledges drawn up the bank to the door of

the little isba, which Lady Feodorovna entered, fol-

lowed by the maid with the bundles.

A sad picture met their eyes. Poor Nicholas sat

on a bench by the stove, wrapped up in his sheep-

skin blanket, looking so pale and thin that he

scarcely seemed alive ; on his knee lay the hungry

baby, biting his little fist because he had nothing

else to bite, while on the floor beside him sat a lit-

tle three-year-old fellow crying bitterly, whom a

sad little elder sister was trying to comfort.

Nicholas looked up as the door opened, but did

not speak, as the strange lady advanced, and bade

her maid open the packages and put their contents

on the table. How the children stared ! The little

one stopped crying and crept up to the table, fol-

lowed shyly by his sister. Then the maid put a

dainty white bread roll in each little hand. Then
she took the baby gently from off the poor, tired

father's knee, and gave it spoonful after spoonful

of sweet, pure milk, till its little pinched cheeks

seemed fairly to grow full and rosy, and it gave a

satisfied little ''coo—o," that would have done

your hearts good to hear.

Meanwhile, Lady Feodorovna went up to Nicho-

las and said, softly :

" Look at your little ones ! they are happy now !

Can you not rouse up and drink this good bowl of

soup ? It is warm yet, and will do you good. Drink,

then I will tell you some good news."

Nicholas took the bowl which she held towart

him, but his hand trembled so that it would hav

fallen if she had not herself held it to his lips. A
he tasted the warm, nourishing soup, new lit

seemed to come to him, and he grasped the bou
eagerly, drinking till the last drop was gone, then

looking up with a grateful smile, he said, simply
" Ah ! we were so hungry, my little ones and I

Thanks, barishna."
" Now for my good news !

" said the lad)

" Here is the money for your rent; and here a

ten roubles more, for clothes for your little ones

The food there is sufficient for to-day ; to-morro

I will send you more. Do not thank me," sh

added, as Nicholas tried to speak; "you mu:
thank Katinka Rassaloff for it all."

Just then a great noise was heard outside, an

little Todelofif came prancing merrily up to In

door, shaking his head and rattling the little bel

on his donga (the great wooden arch that all Ru
sian horses have attached to their collars), i

proudly as if he had the finest drosky in all S

Petersburg behind him.

Katinka jumped quickly down, and entering tr

little isba, stood fairly speechless at seeing Lac

Feodorovna, whom she had left so shortly before i

her own beautiful home.

"Ah, Katinka ! I have stolen a march on you

said the good fairy. "There is nothing you a
do here."

" Is there not ? " said Katinka. "See! here

the sfarosta's receipt for a year's rent, and there

turning toward the door as a venerable old m;

entered, "is the Torjok doctor, who has come
make neighbor Nicholas well."

I must tell you what the doctor was like, r

wore a long, fur coat with wide sleeves, fur boot

and a great pair of fur gloves, so that he look

almost like a big bear standing up. He wore que

blue spectacles, and from under a little black \

vet cap, long, silky, white hair fell over his shot

ders, and his white beard nearly reached to

waist.

The doctor walked up to Nicholas, put his han

on his knees, stooped and looked gravely at hit

then rising, turned sharply to Katinka, saying:

"There is no sick one here! Why did y<

bring me so far for nothing? But it is two roublf

all the same."

"Here are the roubles," said Katinka, "and
am very glad we do not want you ;

" which was n

at all polite of her.

Then, too, Ivan had driven off in search of p;

sengers, so the poor doctor had to walk nearl)

verst (about three-fourths of a mile), through' t

snow, back to Torjok, which made him growl li

a real bear all the way.
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Katinka went shyly up to Nicholas, who was

wning crossly at her, and said

:

•'Are you angry with me? Do not frown so, I

y. Well, frown if you will ! the children do not,

i I did it all for them ; I love them !
" and she

ight up baby Demetrius and buried her face in

curly hair to hide a tear that would come ; for

J
felt grieved that Nicholas did not thank her,

:n with a smile, for what she had done.

When she looked up Lady Feodorovna and her

id were gone, and Nicholas stood before her

ding little Noviska by one hand, while two-year-

[ Tottleben (that is a real Russian name, though

:haps you did not know it), clung to his knee,

i' Katinka," said Nicholas, gently, "now I can

Ink you with all my heart, though I cannot find

rds to speak my thanks. Let the children kiss

1 for it all ; that is best."

Catinka kissed the children heartily, then she

| down the baby and opened the door, but Nich-

Then Katinka hastened to brush her pretty hair,

and put on her best sarafane (dress), with the scar-

let embroidered boddice and straps, and was all

ready when Ivan came in, to tell him of their invi-

tation, and help him make his toilet.

" I must have my hair cut," said Ivan, seating

himself on a bench, while Katinka tied a band
around his head, fastening it over his forehead,

then got a great pair of shears and cut his hair

straight round by the band. (Even the barbers

always cut by these bands, and I do not think one

of them could have done it better.) Then, like a

good little Russian daughter that she was, Katinka

took a bit of tallow candle and rubbed it on her

father's hair to keep it smooth, belted down his

gray flannel blouse, and handed him his sheepskin

jacket, with a hint that it was high time for them

to be off.

When the guests entered his isba, Nicholas

kissed Ivan,—for that is always the custom be-

' THE FEAST.

i's face was sober then, though his eyes still

led as he said

:

1 Come back to tea, Katinka, and bring Ivan

1, and our young neighbor Alexis, who often is

i'gry, we will have a feast of all these good

4gs."

"Horro sha " (very well), said Katinka, then ran

':kly home.
limitri met her at the door, crying piteously.

(

Poor pussy !
" cried Katinka; ''you have had

ling to eat all day ! What a shame !

"

.1 Miauw !
" said Dimitri to that.

Never mind, pussy ; you shall have all my sup-

and father's too, for we are invited out to tea,

,nust not eat anything now."

Miauw, miauw," said pussy to that, and scamp-
I away to his bowl to be all ready for his fish,

milk, and sour cabbage soup (think of that for

iss ! but he liked it), that he knew was coming.

tween Russian men who are friends,—then he
called to Alexis :

"Heads up, my boy! and help me with the

supper."

Alexis, who was turning somersaults in his joy,

came right side up with a spring, and soon the feast

was on the table, and the four wooden benches
drawn up around it.

Ivan and Nicholas had each a bench for himself;

Alexis sat beside Katinka, while Noviska and Tot-

tleben were placed on the remaining bench.

Katinka had wrapped baby Demetrius up in his

little lamb-skin blanket, and laid him on the top of

the stove, where he fell asleep while she was patting

his soft cheek.

What appetites they all had ! and how quickly the

good things disappeared! wine-soup and grouse;

cheese-cakes and honey ; white rolls and sweet

cream cakes (" Charlotte de Russe" perhaps—what
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do you think?) vanished almost as if by magic, till

at last there was only a bowl of cream left. Alexis

—who had acted as waiter, removing all the empty
dishes in turn— placed this in the middle of the

table, giving to each one a birch-wood spoon and
refilling the glasses with tea ; then he sat down by

Katinka again at the plain uncovered table.

(Do you know anything about Russian tea, chil-

dren ? It is made very strong and is drunk always

from glasses instead of cups, and so hot that, it

would bring tears from the eyes of any one but a

Russian. Milk is not used ; a slice of lemon instead

floats on the top. Sugar is never put in the glass,

but tea-drinkers hold a lump between their teeth,

and then drink the tea through the sugar ! Even
very little children are given strong tea to drink as

soon as they have teeth to hold the sugar, arid tl

seem to thrive on it.)

There was much to talk about. Nicholas hai

very, very hard time in persuading Katinka to ta

the rent money which the grand lady had left,

which he protested he no longer needed, since

landlord was paid, and he already felt well enoi

to work. Katinka, in her turn, had to laugh

the jokes of Alexis, who was really a funny f

when he was not hungry ; Tottleben had to sim

funny little child-song ; and Ivan had to tell Nic

las of Todeloff's wonderful ways.

And here we must leave them—a happy, grate

party, though Nicholas still looked pale and feel

and the company-boy had eaten so tremendoi

that Ivan still was staring at him with astonishme

BUDGE'S STORY OF THE CENTENNIAL.

By the Author of " Helen's Babies."

H, Toddie,—where do you think

I 've been ? I Ye been to the

Centennial ! Papa woke me up

when it was all dark, and we

rode in railroad-cars and horse-

cars before it was light ; that 's

the way men do, Tod, an' it 's

lots of fun. My ! did n't I do

lots of railroad-riding before I

got to the Centennial ! An' all

along the road I saw piles of big

sticks laid crosswise ever so nice,

so they looked just like the picture in the big Bible

of the altar that Abraham put Isaac on, you know,

and I thought they was altars, an' after I thought

about what lots of little boys there must be going

to be burned up in that country, and asked papa

about it, he said they was n't altars at all, but only

just piles of railroad ties—was n't it too bad ! And
I crossed the Delaware at Trenton, too, just like

George Washington, but 't was n't a bit like the

pictures in the history-book that papa reads out of,

and nobody there had on hats a bit like Washing-

ton's.

But I tell you the Centennial was nice ; every

little while we 'd come right up to a place where

they sold pop-corn balls, and they made 'em as

1

easy—why, a little thing went down, an' a 1

thing came up, and there was a pop-corn ball

in a second. An' then they made people pay

cents for 'cm ! I think 't was real mean ; / vj

a hundred times that much for a penny wht

keep my clothes clean all day.

But, oh, if you only could see the big engin

Machinery Hall ! I don't see how the Lord c,

do more than that engine; itturnsal] sorts of wl

and machines, an' don't make a bit of noise al

it, an' it don't ever get tired. An' the water

—

if we lived in Machinery Hall I guess papa woul

ever scold us for leaving faucets open an' wa
water, for there 's dozens of great big pipes

don't do anything but spout out water. An' t

was a whole lot of locomotives, but they hai

any men in 'em, so you could walk around 'en

look at 'em without anybody sizzin' steam or.

you.

An' do you know, papa says all the stearr

gines and locomotives in the world began by a

Watts boy playing with the tea-kettle on his n

ma's stove ; he saw that when there got to be

of steam inside of the kettle, it pushed the top

an' that little boy thought to himself, Why coul

steam push up something that was useful ? B
we was to go in the kitchen an' see what the
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tie would do, then Bridget would say, " Ah, go

y an' don't ye be meddlin' wid fings." I guess

world was a nicer place for boys when that little

itts boy was alive.

was awful disappointed at the Centennial,

ugh ; 1 thought there 'd be lots of color there,

my centennial garters is all color,—red, an'

,te, an' blue, an' nothin' else but Inja-rubber,

the houses was most all just the color of mud-

s, except Aggerycultural Hall, an' the top of

t was only green, an' I don't think that 's a very

tty color. It was nicer inside of the houses,

i.ugh ; there was one of them that papa said had

re than twenty-two miles of walks in it; I guess

re was, cos we was in it more than an hour, an'

h funny things ! You ought to see a mummy,
1,— I guess you would n't ever want to die after

t, but papa said their spirits was n't in 'em any

re,—I should n't think they would be, if they

ited to look nice. You know mamma's opal

;
?—well, papa lifted me up and showed me the

jest opal in the world, and 't was nearly as pretty

he inside of our big sea-shell,

know what you 'd have liked,—there was a

ure of Goliath, an' David had chopped his head

in' he was a-holdin' it up,— I think he ought to

e had his head chopped off if he looked as flor-

as that. An' I saw Circe, and the pigs all

baling to her to turn 'em back into men again,

really believe I heard 'em squeal,—an' Circe

sat there lookin' like Bridget does when she

it give us more cake. It made me feel dreadful

riink there was men inside of those pigs,

ut what bothered me was, every once in a while

(would come to a place where they sold cakes,

then papa would hurry right past ; I kept show-

him the cakes, but he would go along, and he

just the same thing at the places where they

le candy, only he stopped at one place where
" was making chocolate candy, an' grindin' the

- -:olate all up so that it looked like mud, an' he

, "Isn't that disgustin'?" Well, it didn't
' very nice.

there was a whole lot of things from Egypt,

re Joseph and Moses lived, you know, and all

ind the wall was pictures of houses in Egypt,

:.. asked papa which of 'em Pharaoh lived in, an'

;» two or three people close to us looked at me
.aughed out loud, an' I asked papa what they

hed for, an' he said he guessed it was because

Iked so loud ; I do think little boys have an
il lot of bothers in this world, an' big people

real ugly to 'em ; but papa took me away from

1, an' I got some candy at last, an' I think

s about time.

tien we saw lots of animals, an' birds, an' fishes,

they was n't alive, an' I was walkin' along

thinkin' that I wished we could see somebody we
knew, when all of a sudden I saw a turtle, just like

ours. I just screamed right out, an' I liked to have

cried, I was so glad. That was in the Gov'ment
Building, I believe papa called it; an' I saw all the

kinds of things they kill people with in wars, an' a

man on a horse that was just like papa was when
he was a soldier,— I guess you would n't want to

run up to him an' ask him what he 'd brought you,

he looked so awful. An' just outside the door of

that house was a big god like the heathens make
an' pray to. I should think they would keep him
out-of-doors, he was so awful ugly—why, I would n't

say my prayers to him if I did n't ever get anything.

I asked papa if the god was standin' there while he

made a heaven for himself, an' papa said I 'd have

to ask Mr. Huxley about that; I don't know any
Mr. Huxley, do you ?

Then we saw the Japanese things,— I knew them
right away, cos they always look like things that

you don't ever see anywhere else. One of the

things was a man sittin' on a cow, an' papa read a

card hangin' on it
—" Shoki, punisher of imps and

bad boys," an' then he said, " You 'd better behave
yourself. Budge, for that old chap is looking for

you." I did n't think he looked shockey a bit, an'

I just told papa so, and then a lady laughed an'

said I was a smart boy, as if it was anything very

smart not to be afraid of a little old iron man on
an iron cow !

You just ought to see how people looks inside of

'em ; I saw some people that was cutted open, only

they wasn't real people, but just made of mortar.

You 'd just get tired to see what lots of funny places

bread an' butter an' apples have to go in us before

they turn into little boy, and how there 's four little

boxes in our hearts that keep openin' an' shuttin'

lots of times every minute without the hinges ever

comin' loose an' lettin' the covers drop off, like they

do in our toy-boxes.

You never saw such lots of pictures; there was
rooms, an' rooms, an' rooms, an' each one of them
was as lovely as Mr. Brown's barn was when the

circus pictures was all over it. There was one big

picture that papa said was all about a lady named
Cornaro, that was stole away from her home, and
the people that stole her tried to make her happy
by givin' her nice things, but the picture looked so

much like a lovely big rug that I wanted to get up
there an' lie down an' roll on it. An' then there

was the <ra»fullest picture of a whole lot of little

boys—not so very little, either—that was crucified

to keep the Lord from bein' angry. I tell you, I

just said a little prayer right away, an' told the Lord

that I was glad / was n't a little boy then, if that

was the kind of things they done to 'em. I guess

I know what people mean now, when they say
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they 've got the blues, cos that dreadful picture was

blue all over.

I think comin' home was about as nice as any-

thing, though, cos boys kept comin' through the

cars with bananas, an' figs, an' peanuts, an' apples,

an' cakes, an' papa bought me everything I wanted,

an' a lovely lady sat in the seat with us an' told

about a picture of Columbus's sailors kneelin' down
an' beggin' him to forgive 'em for bein' so bad,

just like mamma reads to us out of the history-

book. An' then another lady sat in the seat with

us, but she was n't so nice, cos she said " Sonton-

nial,"—/ think big folks ought to know how to talk

plainer than that. An' papa said he 'd go out a

minute or two, an' I was thinkin' what a great trav-

eler I was gettin' to be, an' how I knew most every-

thing now I 'd been to the Centennial, an' how I

was smart enough to be a big man right away, an'

what lots of things I
:d do, and how I 'd have every-

thing nice I wanted to, like big men do, when
at once I got afraid we 'd gone off an' left papa,

then I got to be a little boy right away again, at

cried, an' when papa got back I just jumped in

lap an' thought I 'd rather stay a little boy.

I 'm awful sorry you was n't there, too, Tod,

papa said such a little boy as you could n't do

much walkin'. An' I asked papa when there 'd

one that you 'd be big enough to go to, and

said, " Not for a hundred years." Gracious Pet<

I knew you 'd be dead before then. But yo

see a centennial even if you die, cos the Lord
everything nice in heaven, an' centennials are ni

so there '11 be lots of 'em there, an' you wont

tired a bit lookin' at 'em, an' I don't believe I

angels '11 laugh at you when you say things,

you wont be dragged past all the cake and can,

places, so I guess you '11 have a good time, ever

you was n't with us.

THE STARS FOR JANUARY.

By Richard A. Proctor.

Introduction.

It is very pleasant to know the stars—to be able,

like Milton's hermit, to

" Sit and rightly spell

Of every star that heaven doth show."

And it is not at all difficult to learn all the chief

star-groups,—or constellations, as they are called,

—

if only the learner goes properly to work. Perhaps

I ought rather to say, if the teacher goes properly

to work. I remember, when I was a boy about

twelve years old, being very much perplexed by the

books of astronomy, and the star-charts, from which

I tried to learn the stars. There was "Bonny-
castle's Astronomy," with a very pretty picture of

one constellation,—Andromeda,—in which, if one

looked very carefully, one could perceive stars,

though these were nearly lost in the carefully

shaded picture of the Chained Lady herself. An-

other book which I found in my father's library

showed a series of neat pictures of all the chief

constellations, but gave no clear information as to

their whereabouts. And the charts which I found

were not at all easy to understand, being, in fa

the usual star-charts, which give no informat;

whatever about the places of star-groups on the &
of any place or at any time. So that it was only I
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1 rking my way from the Great Bear to constella-

ns close by it, then to others close by these, and

so on, that I slowly learned the

chief star-groups. The object

of the series of maps which are

now about to be given, month

by month (in pairs), is to re-

move this difficulty for the young

astronomers of America. The
maps are made specially for

America, and for the particular

month to which each pair be-

longs. For instance, they would
FIG

'
2 ' not be right for London (as, in-

:d, some writing on each map shows) ; nor

uld the January maps which appear in the pres-

. number of this magazine be of the least use for

le or July.

The two maps printed on pages 168 and 169

)\v what stars can be seen toward the north, and

at stars toward the south, at a certain convenient

Lir during every night in January. This hour

•ies, night by night. On January 1st, the hour

which the stars shown in these maps can be

n in the position shown will be about a quarter

it nine in the evening ; on January 2, about

ven minutes past nine ; on January 3, about

en minutes past nine, and so on earlier and
lier each night : on January 5, at nine

; Jan-

y 8, at a quarter to nine
;
January 12, half past

ht; January 16, a quarter past eight
; January

eight o'clock ; January 23, a quarter to eight

;

mary 27, half past seven; and January 31, a

irter past seven.

iefore describing the maps for the month, it will

well for me to note that the black part of each

p shows the sky as it would be seen (toward the

th in Map I., toward the south in Map II.) by
ervers living in Philadelphia or in the same
tude. This is nearly correct (quite sufficiently

for the purpose of these maps) for New York,
Louis, Washington, Cincinnati, and all places

or nearly on the same latitude as any of those

es. The horizon for Boston, Chicago, and other

:es nearly in that latitude, is shown below the

izon of Philadelphia in the northern map, and
ve that horizon in the southern map. The
izon for Louisville, and places nearly in the same
:ude, is shown above the horizon of Philadelphia

he northern map, and below that horizon in the

thern map. The horizon of New Orleans forms
lower limit of the southern map, and is seen in

northern map high above the horizon of Boston.

,

tly, to show the young American astronomer

J
' notably American skies differ from English,

t horizon of London is shown below the lower
1 t of the northern map, and high above the

horizon of Boston in the southern map. The point

overhead, of course, varies just as the horizon varies.

Its position for Philadelphia and Boston is shown

in each map ; its position for London (England) in

the northern map, and for New Orleans in the

southern.

In each map the Latin names of the constella-

tions are given ; but in the description of each map
the English names will be given, and a few re-

marks on each constellation. The Greek letters

used by astronomers are also given ; and the young

learner who may not happen to know the Greek

alphabet, will do well to learn the names of the

Greek letters, as follows :

a is callec Alpha i' is ca lied Nu
j3

i: Beta £ /
Xi

7
" Gamma ' ' Omicron

6
" Delta n

' Pi

e " Epsilon P Rho
C " Zeta c '

' Sigma

V
" Eta T

' Tau
e " Theta I' ' Upsilon

1 Iota ' Phi

K Kappa X Chi (Ki)

7. " Lambda V- ' Psi

a Mu (j
" ' Omega

Most of the bright stars have proper names,

chiefly derived from the Arabic. Many of these

will be mentioned as our survey proceeds.

Looking northward, we see that Draco, " the

dragon," has usurped the region due north imme-
diately under Ursa Minor, the " little bear." The
full proportions of the dragon are now clearly and

conveniently shown, except in the southern parts

of the L'nited States,— for the horizon of New
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Orleans conceals from view the two bright stars y

and /?, which anciently formed the head of the

great monster. In those modern maps which show

the constellation figures, the dragon is represented

differently, and generally somewhat as in Fig. I

(knots and all). But you cannot imagine the stars

of familiar objects out of the stars; but this is ce

tainly a mistake, for I know that when I was a lac

and before I had learned to associate the stars wit

the constellations at present in use, I used to in

agine among the stars the figures of such objects ;

I was most familiar with. In the constellation i

is thepointoverhead '
er

_ o isthepointoverAeadforf/ie

forthe MtudeofI7iilad«^~-~~ T~ xMAMAaifjfi
-£ Staraf/stifairsS:: ^ •> < I to ff«/ ' \srarof2ndAfaf^.

•

PERS-EUs X |r c

1 «« ?&

:| C^ sol

CE.PHE.US- aJPoIeStark.

T URSA
! MINOR.

A.Vr?ea/i& .

<. j Horizon

JL2 WBr/ftms

boote;
, ;ii ,,

;

.

'

|||

[

LgoJ/0//

'V--*'

Jforizon ofZondon (E?ny.)

T/ieJYorr/iernSkrat/O ?uDec.2/; at -9pm San S.-and ntS r m.<fan 20.

to form a dragon, or snake, in that way. Now we
may be sure that the ancients, when they called a

group of stars by any name, really imagined some
resemblance between the star-group and the figure

after which they named it. I have heard it said

that the liveliest imagination cannot form figures

the Swan, I saw a capital kite (it is there to tl

day). In the Great Bear, I saw the figure of a t

very common at that time in England, representi

a monkey that passed over the top of a pole. T

three stars forming the handle of the Dipper (7

and f) made the tail of the monkey ; and if y
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10k at the Dipper in the position it now occupies

the early evening, you will readily see the figure

a climbing monkey. In Perseus I could see a

irland of flowers such as my sisters used to make.

rion was a climbing giant when rising, but took

ie attitude of a giant going down hill as he passed

groups really seemed pictured in the heavens. Add
to this the consideration that it would not be among
the stars overhead, but among those toward the

horizon, that they would imagine such shapes, and
I think we can understand where and how they saw
a dragon in the stars shown in the lower part of our
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;r to the west. In the Serpent-Bearer and Ser- northern map. It was not such a nondescript as

it I saw a monstrous sword, shaped like the Fig. 1 which they saw, but a really snake-like fig-

ved saber which Saladin wielded ; and so forth, ure ; and, for my own part, I have no doubt what-
doubt, in the infancy of astronomy, or perhaps ever that the stars d and y were the eyes of the
the world itself, men were fanciful in the same dragon they imagined, and that its head was pict-

y, and the figures they assigned to the star- ured in their imagination somewhat as shown in

VOL. IV.— 12.



170 THE STARS FOR JANUARY. [JANUA;

Fig. 2.* On referring to the northern map, you

will see that I have borrowed a star from Hercules

to make the snake's head complete. But that does

not trouble my mind in the least. The idea of

separating the constellations one from another was

a much later one than that of merely naming the

more remarkable star-groups. If one set of stars

seemed to resemble any object, and another set to

resemble another object, I think the corresponding

names would have been given even though some
stars of one set were included within the other set.

In fact, I think this very constellation of the Dragon
seems to me to show that our modern constellation

figures have been largely reduced in extent. When
/ look northward at the Dragon placed as in the

northern map, I see not a mere snake with his

head as in Fig. 2, but a monstrous winged serpent,

as in Fig. 3 ; only, to make the figure complete, I

have to take in a large piece from the Little Bear.

The stars thus borrowed make a great wing for the

dragon ; the stars <o, V, 15, etc., of the dragon make
another wing ; and the neck, body, and tail run

from f through r/, H, 1 and a to X
You may, perhaps, think that it matters very

little what figures the ancients really imagined
among the stars. But you will be disposed to think

differently when I mention that the supposed want

of resemblance now between the star-groups and
the figures assigned to them, has led some to form

the bold idea that there was once a strong resem-

blance, but that some stars have gone out, others

have shone forth more strongly or are altogether

new, and that thus the resemblance has been de-

stroyed. When we remember that our sun is only

one among the vast number of suns, it becomes
rather a serious matter for the inhabitants of the

earth if so many suns have really changed. For,

in that case, our sun may soon change in his turn,

and either broil us up with excess of heat, or leave

us to perish miserably from "extremity of cold.

However, I think the explanation which I have-

given shows that the resemblance formerly im-

agined still remains, and that it is only because

modern astronomy has docked the dimensions of

the old figures that they no longer correspond with

their names.

Above the Dragon we see the Lesser Bear, the

two guardians of the pole, ji and 7, having swung
round a little past the lowest part of their circuit.

Approaching the north from the left are the stars

of Cepheus, which will in a month or two be more
favorably placed for study. Notice the glory of the

" milky way " overhead. Looking that way, also,

the very bright star Capella will attract your notice.

It belongs to the constellation Auriga, or "the

charioteer." There is a nearly vacant space 1

tween Auriga and Ursa Minor, which seems
show that in that direction the system of stars

j

which our sun belongs is not so richly strewn wi

suns as elsewhere. And although, when a telesco

is turned toward this region, hundreds and tho

sands of stars are brought into view, yet not neai

so many are seen as when the same telescope

directed toward Perseus or Cassiopeia.

And now turning our back upon the pole-st;

let us look toward the south. A month ago,
" great whale," Cetus, occupied the greater part

the southern mid-sky ; but now (at the same hou

that constellation has passed away westward (wht

it can still be seen), and the mighty river Eridan

occupies nearly the whole space between the eqi

tor and the southern horizon. This constellation

a great deal too large ; it has not room to tr

itself. Observe how poor Bayer (the astronon

who first gave to the stars of each constellation

letters of the Greek alphabet) was perplexed

the large number of stars he had to deal wi'

There are seven T'aus (in reality there are nine, 1

the other two are small), and five Upsilons

shown (out of seven), while several stars wh:

ought to have received their proper Greek lette

have been only numbered.

Above Eridanus is the fine constellation Taur
or "the bull," belonging to the zodiacal twe

which mark the road-way of the sun and plane

The sun's path, or ecliptic, is marked on the m
the portion shown being that which he traverse;

May and June. The symbol II represents the s:

of " the twins," the sun entering that sign, on

course toward the left shown by the arrow, ab

the 2 1st of May—which is, therefore, not the ti;

to look for Taurus or the Pleiades, seeing that

sun is shining in the midst of their region of

heavens. The sign of Gemini, or " the twins," u

formerly to agree with the constellation of

twins," but now, as the map shows, falls u{

Taurus.

The group of stars called the Pleiades is one

the most interesting objects in the heavens,

former times they were thought to exert very :

portant influences on the weather, probably beca

when the sun was in Taurus, which then coi

sponded with the end of April, it was a time wltti

all nature seemed to spring into activity. Admil

Smyth says that the passage in Job, translate

"Canst thou bind the sweet influences of Jki

Pleiades, or loose the bands of Orion ? " etc. , shod

be rendered thus

:

" Canst thou shut up the delightful teemings of Chimah ?

Or the contractions of Chesil canst thou open ?
"

' Aratus, in describing the constellations, speaks of the Dragon as "with eyes oblique retorted, that askant cast gleaming fire.'
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himah representing Taurus, or the constellation

xupied by the sun (in Job's time) in spring (April

nd May) : while Chesil is not Orion, but Scorpio,

he constellation which in Job's time was occupied

y the sun in autumn (October and November).

is interesting to notice the ancients thus regard-

!

; ig the stellar influences, as exerted, not when the

l-ars in question are visible in the night-time, but

I
hen their rays are combined with those of the

I'm, which also was the way in which astrologers

)"garded the stars. Taurus now shines highest in

l?ie skies at midnight toward the end of Novem-
":r ; but in Job's time, six or seven weeks earlier.

esiod, speaking of their return to the night skies

ter being lost in the sun's rays, which in his day

ould be in early autumn, says :

" There is a time when forty clays they lie,

And forty nights, concenl'd from human eye;

But in the course of the revolving year,

When the swain sharps the scythe, again appear."

With the telescope, more than two hundred stars

can be seen in this group. To ordinary vision, six

only are said to be visible. Yet many persons see

seven, not a few can see nine or ten, and Kepler

tells us that Moestlin could count no less than four-

teen stars, without telescopic aid.

The bright and somewhat ruddy star Aldebaran
is in the head of " the bull," formed by the closely

clustering group between Aldebaran, e and y. This

group is called the Hyades, from a Greek word
signifying rain, the influence of these stars being-

considered showery. The two stars
:
i and f form

the tips of the bull's horns.

Facing the bull, we see on the left the glorious

constellation Orion. But this constellation is far

too important to be dealt with in the short space

now left me ; and therefore I must defer my ac-

count of this splendid group to next month, when,

at the hours selected for our evening observations,

he shines in full glory upon the meridian.

HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter V

PINKEY MAKES A SUDDEN MOVE.

THE pleasant excitement of the auction passed

th the afternoon, and with the approach of even-

'

I came more serious thoughts to Jacob.

Nearly everything had by that time been removed

m the house, and he felt that he no longer had

home. Friend David had led away the cow.

' m men were lifting his aunt's bureau into a

gon at the gate. Another was ruthlessly cutting

by the roots the corn which the boy had planted

id hoed that summer, in the pleasant anticipation

! roasted ears in August. The ears were not yet
1 ge enough to eat, and the whole must go for

-der. The half-sized potatoes would also have

be dug; for everything left growing in the gar-

r when he gave up the cottage would belong to

: owner. The small price which these things

lught at auction had not troubled him, but it

" de him wince to see so much of his summers
rk rudely swept away.

\lphonse, who had stood at the gate, whittling

tick, while the men were loading up the furni-

e, now returned to the door where Jacob was

omily surveying the scene of desolation.

"Jacob, my boy," cried the professor, gayly, "I
have whittled out another idea."

"What is it?" asked Jacob, trying to look

cheerful.

" I leave here to-night—in half an hour."

"Where for?"
" For Cincinnati."

Jacob turned pale.

" You can't ; there 's no stage."

" I 've hired one of these men to take me over to

the other road in his wagon ; there 's a Sunday
stage on that road."

Jacob could scarcely speak, so great was his agi-

tation. He had sold out his home, and now he

seemed about to lose his only friend.

" What 's to become of me? "

" You are to go with me, of course."

That brought back a gleam of hope to his dark-

ened soul.

" But—how can I ? It is so sudden !
" he said.

" Everything happens suddenly with me, as I

told you," laughed Professor Pinkey. " Listen.

Though you 've arranged to have your bed and a

few things left in the house, it wont be pleasant to

remain here till Monday. We might stand it one

night; but two nights and Sundav—bah ! I don't
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know how I 've endured it as long as I have, under

the most favorable circumstances ; it was only to

keep you company and put through the auction.

Now everything is ready. You Ve got your money.

Hurrah !

"

"But there are some people I ought to see

first."

" Who, for one ?
"

"The man who owns the cottage. I shall owe

him a month's rent on Monday."
" You can send it to him. Besides, there 's gar-

den stuff enough left on the place to pay him.

Moreover," added Pinkey, " he should have been

present at the auction, and bid in something to

secure his debt."

JACOB WEARS HIS BEST CLOTHES.

"Then the doctor hasn't been paid. His bill

for attending my aunt will be ten or twelve dollars."

"That can wait. It is boyish to be in such

haste to pay bills!" cried Alphonse with some con-

tempt. "Pay bills always

—

at your own conven-

ience; that's the rule. Come, put on your Sunday

clothes ; hang up your old ones for the landlord

—

they'll be something toward his rent!" Pinkey

rattled away. " What do you stand staring there

for ? I tell you I 've whittled it ail out ; it can't be

improved."

He drew Jacob into the house, and, taking down
from a nail a small black traveling-bag, which they

had saved for the purpose from the old lady's

assets, called for the boy's shirts and stockings

be stuffed into it.

Jacob, bewildered, hardly knowing what he d
began to put on his best clothes, and empty 1

pockets of his old ones.

" Here's all this money !
" he exclaimed in

spair. " I have n't got my belt made yet !

"

" I '11 lend you mine," said Alphonse.
" What will you do with your money ?

"

" Why, leave it in the belt, and let you carry!

you look out for the belt, and I '11 look out for yo I
" I should n't dare !

" said Jacob, frightenedrt

the idea of losing both his own money and p
friend's. " I wish you would put my money i§

the belt, and wear it yourself ; I shall feel belj

about it."

" No. I wont ! I 'm not going to have anyth

to do with that money ; I 've said so, and I '11 si

to it," declared the virtuous Pinkey. " I can mil
a belt for you in ten minutes—only give me a pis

of sheepskin, or strong cloth."

Unfortunately, no material of the kind was tcH

found in a house which had just been cleared by.n

auction sale.

" Might tear up a sheet," suggested Alphoij.

"That wont do though; the sheets are sold vjj

the other bedding. I don't see but that I sill

have to take your money in my belt, after all."

Jacob thought it very kind in the professor, t

to relieve his inexperienced mind of a great carl

Alphonse disposed of the money while Jacob as

dressing. When the traveling-bag was packed, lie

professor said, throwing out scornfully some thigs

his young friend wished to put into it

:

"That old jacket? You never will want tit,

my boy ! You are to be a gentleman now,-|t

least you are to travel with a gentleman, and bas

much like one as circumstances will allow. \pt

best clothes are bad enough. Ha, ha !
"

jjfi

Alphonse laughed at Jacob's outfit.

" May be you will be ashamed to travel mt

me," said the boy, blushing, as he looked dowjt

his pepper-and-salt "go-to-meeting trousers, 'as

he called them, and surveyed his tight coat-sleeS.

He had always thought it a very proper suiijar

a lad of his years ; but now, as he began to viefc

with the eyes of the elegant Mr. Pinkey, it locB

ridiculous enough. He tried to pull down his \5t,

which was made too short ; then to button his At

at the waist, as Alphonse did, but it was too sn&

and he only made things worse.

" No matter! you are all right !
" said the I

fessor, laughing merrily. " What you lack inle-

gance of attire, you make up in personal beaut"

"
I don't know what you mean by that," pofid

Jacob, with a strong suspicion that he was nfti

fun of.
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pi "I mean that you are a right good-looking

Dung chap, in any clothes."

c'J "Pshaw!" said Jacob, coloring redder than

;
i
efore.

I

" Oh, but I 'm in earnest now !

"

1 1 And, indeed, if you had seen our young friend

ashed and combed, and with his clean " shirtee "

a (as he called the false bosom and collar which

e put over his coarse cotton shirt), you would

n ave thought the professor not far wrong.

(no Jacob, however,—who had been bred up by his

:c ant to the wholesome belief that he was a very

1 omely boy,—did not agree with him ; and de-

i

ared that, even if the dancing-master was not

si shamed of his traveling companion, he would be

shamed for him.

tfcjri
"I'll tell you how we '11 manage that," replied

;) .lphonse. " You can travel as my servant,—if

lat will suit your idea of the fitness of things any
etter."

Jacob did n't know whether it would or not ; but

efore he could make a reply, Alphonse appeared

> have settled the matter in that way.
" There comes our wagon ! Now are we all

:ady ? " said the professor, taking up his violin-

tse.

" I want to look around a little first !
" said

>icob, surveying with a sad heart the old house

} hich had been so long his home, and which he

A as now to quit forever.

b, "What's the use of looking around? There's
jlothing you want here, is there ?

"

ljr "Yes— I want a last drink out of the old well-

ucket, 'fore I go !

"

i
Jacob was almost choking as he spoke,—with

t .|
r

first, probably, for he had been eating a hasty

Ijjtpper. He went to the well, drew up a brimming
' bucket with the long sweep, set it on the curb,

|j

nd stooped over it, spattering his newly-blacked

I

toes with the drippings as he drank. Then, hav-

|
ig replaced the bucket on the curb, he wiped his

JUouth, also giving a little dash at one eye with a

;

' orner of his handkerchief, and said he was quite

, . :ady.

i

'•' Well, bring the baggage ;
" and Alphonse

.

n
iarched off with his violin, leaving Jacob to follow

,;|c
ith the bag and valise.

r
j.'As they went out, they noticed Joe Berry and

i

iiother of the boys who had stoned Jacob, hanging
ground the gate. His heart relented toward them,

id he wanted to give them a friendly hand at

,,j.arting. But Joe, moved by envy and malice,
died out to his companion

:

:
"Some folks feel mighty big since they've had

,
i auction and sold off their old duds !

"

That provoked Jacob, I am sorry to say ; and he
tiled out, in reply :

l 73

" See here, Joe Berry ! There 's some cast-off

clothes of mine in the house, that I don't want

;

they 're a good deal better than any you 've got, or

are likely ever to have again, and I '11 give 'em to

you, if you '11 be a good boy and keep your face

washed."

This retort had the desired effect ; but Joe's

angry reply was lost in the loud laughter of Al-

phonse and the driver of the wagon, as the three

rode away.

Having locked up the cottage, Jacob stopped to

leave the key at the nearest neighbor's house. The
people there had been very kind to him, and it

cost him a good deal of pain to bid them good-bye.

The professor would not let him make any more

stops, although Jacob thought he ought to give

warning of his departure to the buyers of some of

the things still left in the old home.
" What's the use ?" said Alphonse. '"They '11

find it out soon enough."

And he would not hear a word about their going

a little out of their way to see the landlord and the

doctor and pay their bills.

Jacob yielded to him in this as he did in every-

thing, but with a heart full of misgivings.

Night was now coming on ; the road wound
among shadowy hills, and the evening crickets

were beginning to sing. Jacob looked back, and

thought of his lost home, and of all the friends he

was leaving, probably never to see one of them
again. Then he looked forward into the future

and the on-coming night, with feelings which Joe

Berry would not have envied so much, could he

have looked into his heart.

Chapter VI.

DOWN THE OHIO RIVER.

The home Jacob was leaving was in one of the

easterly counties of Ohio, about thirty miles from

the Ohio River.

But the river he had never seen. He had never,

in fact, been a dozen miles from home. Every-

thing was new and strange to him on that first

journey ; and when, late Sunday afternoon, the

stage-coach, on the top of which he rode with Mr.

Pinkey, came out of a pleasant grove on the brow

of a hill that overlooked the broad stream winding

between woods and farms, and shining miles away

by the beautiful Virginia shore, he thought it the

finest sight in the world.

They stopped that night at a village on the

banks, and on Monday forenoon went on board

a steam-boat going down the river.

It was the first steam-boat Jacob had ever seen ;

and his heart beat high with joy and pride as he

stood on the deck and heard the rushing of the
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paddles, and beheld the boat swing off from the

shore and go gliding away on the stream, bearing

him and his fortunes.

" Now you see how it is," said Alphonse. " Who
would stay cooped up in a wretched little town like

that you 've left, when he can put out and see the

world as you are doing ? " And he added, spread-

ing his hands to the river and horizon to give effect

to his eloquence: " Lives there the man, with soul

so dead, who never to himself hath said, ' This is

my own, my native land ?
'

"

Jacob did not quite see the relevancy of this last

remark, which sounded very much like a quota-

tion ; but he felt that it was something fine.

" Now for our state-room," said the professor,

taking up his violin-case from the deck, and walk-

ing off, followed by Jacob with their baggage.

The boy was surprised to see how perfectly at

home Mr. Pinkey appeared on the boat. He was

at once on familiar terms with the captain ; and he

walked in among the passengers, lifting his hat to

the ladies, and making pleasant off-hand remarks,

like any old acquaintance. With his trim figure,

his wide trousers, his coat buttoned with one but-

ton at the waist, and falling carelessly open above,

displaying an expansive shirt-front and blue neck-

tie,—his pretty mustache, which he occasionally

stroked, his hair in ringlets, and his graceful,

vivacious ways,—it was no wonder the ladies re-

garded him admiringly, and seemed pleased with

his attentions.

Jacob, too diffident to put himself forward and

share his fine friend's triumphs, would have felt

quite lonely and neglected if he had not had the

novel scenes on the river to divert him, and the

passengers to study.

Some of these interested him because they

seemed so suddenly to have become intimate with

Alphonse,—two young ladies particularly. They
were evidently sisters, and looked so much alike

that he could not have told them apart, but that

one was dressed in green silk and the other in

pink. They were rather handsome, and full of gay

talk and laughter. In half an hour they were talk-

ing familiarly to Alphonse ; while a certain tall,

dark man, with a black beard, whom Jacob had

first seen talking with the sisters, kept aloof from

them and paced the deck, frowning frequently at

the favored Pinkey.

Jacob was seated on a bench by the rail, looking

sometimes at the river and shores, and sometimes

at the passengers, and listening to the sounds of

merriment in which he could not share, when
Alphonse called out to him.

"Oh, Jacob, my boy, bring up my violin, will

you ?
"

Jacob seemed quite to have forgotten that he

was now his own master. He started to obey wl
the alacrity of a servant, and had reached the sta

I

room before he remembered that Pinkey had t|

key. He was going back for it, when he ni
Pinkey coming to bring it.

" Where did you first know all those people I

Jacob asked, as Alphonse stood at the glass, toui>

ing up his toilet before returning to the deck.
" I never saw one of them before, you greJ

horn !
" laughed the professor.

" Why, how could you get acquainted with th<i

so soon ?
"

" That 's the Pinkey style ; that 's the way to m
slow-coach ! Walk right in ; care for nobodj
push yourself—push yourself; that 's my motS
Though, of course, you can't do that in pepp[-

and-salt pantaloons. Ha, ha ! Come, bring l£

fiddle."

So saying, Pinkey locked the door again, al

tripped airily back to the group awaiting him unc»

the pillared roof of the deck
; Jacob following ole

diently with the instrument.

" There ; thank ye, Jacob, my boy
;
put it dowfl

said the professor, with a condescending smile. 4

Jacob felt all eyes on him as he awkwardly wis

drew, and, rolling his own in distress, saw a bri;|

young girl with merry blue eyes fairly laughing*

him.

He had noticed her before. She was sitting vM
a lady who, as Jacob had noticed, called her FloiiJ

while the young girl had called her, "mamm"
She was full of fun, and seemed to know eve«<

body, and to be a favorite with everybody. 1-fi

was not quite so old as Jacob ; and he had thoug;,-

as he watched her, that he would give anyth g

in the world if he but had the courage to speako

her. She had looked at him curiously once S

twice, and given him no further notice till now. m
She was laughing, and her mother was trying

stop her, though she was smiling herself at «

time. It was a moment of bitter chagrin to Jacl

He believed that he hated Florie, though onll

little while before she had appeared to him so gci

and beautiful. He returned to his place by i

rail, and gazed off upon the water, with a fe

which was very red indeed.

Professor Pinkey played some merry tunes a

his violin, and the sisters in green and pink s:i I

some lively songs. The passengers applaudij

and everybody seemed happy except the till

dark man, who continued to pace the deck <?

mally. We must also except Jacob. He its

entertained, but by no means blissfully at ease|

his mind, as he sat there, in the distressing c|fc

sciousness of an ill-fitting coat and pepper-and It

trousers, and watched the sport, and wondered-B

many another sensitive young person has donen

I
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like occasion— if he could ever get to feel at home

l
" company."

He did not receive another word or look from

t dphonse until they met in their state-room after

upper. Then the professor overflowed with affa-

ility and extravagant praises of " the heiresses."

"What heiresses ? " said Jacob, much astonished.

" Why, the sisters, the twins—the Misses Chip-

e»erly; the girls in green and pink, with the big

ar-rings. They are the only daughters of the

chest man in St. Louis. One's name is Theodora,

rid the other's, Theodosia ;
' Dory ' and ' Doshy '

what their mother calls them. That 's the stout

Id lady with the double chin. I 've learned all

oout them, and am dead in love !
" said Alphonse.

" With which one ? " Jacob inquired.

" I don't know yet," replied Alphonse, care-

:ssly. " But I 'm resolved to offer myself to one

r both of them before we leave the boat."

" Wont that be—rather—sudden ?" said Jacob.
" I tell you, things happen sudden with me.

'ovv do you like 'em ?
"

Hv Jacob felt bound to like ladies whom his elegant

' iend admired. He could not help saying, how-

•fver, that he thought them rather rough in their

rljiiianners.

" That 's Western style," Pinkey replied. " Did

)u notice how mad that fellow was at me ?
"

" The tall, black-bearded man ? I saw him look-

ling daggers !

"

ill
" He 's a Kentuckian—Colonel Corkright, a no-

j:> 'Hous duelist!" said Alphonse, confidentially.

I But I 'm not afraid of him."

Chapter VII.

NIGHT ON THE STEAM-BOAT.

MATTERS took a singular turn that evening.

Jacob saw Colonel Corkright throw the stump of

s cigar into the river, and deliberately walk over

where Alphonse was telling stories that made
re young ladies in pink and green scream with

.1; ughter. He expected nothing less than to see

.
e tall Kentuckian pick up the slight professor

1 i

id fling him over into the water, after his cigar-

ump. But nothing of the kind occurred.

8 j Corkright treated Alphonse with courtesy, deign-

ing even to smile while the sisters laughed. Still

1
tcob was alarmed on his friend's account, and he

1

nged to get word with him, to warn him of his

;
inger.

j
. It was a warm moonlight evening, and the com-

. -iny kept the deck, enjoying songs and stories.

•
:

e fresh breeze, and the beautiful play of light on

; J e water between the boat and the Virginia shore.

r
-

I
"You seem lonesome here by yourself," said a

1
:ntle voice to Jacob as he sat musing.

He was so intent just then in watching Florie as

she flitted in and out among the groups of pas-

sengers, that he had not noticed Florie's mother

seating herself on a camp-stool near by.

It was she who spoke. Her voice was so very

soft that it had a sort of sympathetic drawl.

"I'm not lonesome," he replied, with a little

embarrassment: "though maybe I seem so be-

cause I don't know anybody."
" Are you traveling alone ? " she inquired.

Jacob answered that he was traveling with Pro-

fessor Pinkey.
" Oh yes ! I remember you brought up his violin

for him." Jacob was glad that the moonlight did

not betray his blushes. " He seems a very pleas-

ant gentleman," added the lady.

Jacob answered, with a glow of pleasure, that

Mr. Pinkey was the best fellow in the world, as well

as the smartest.

" You have known him intimately a long while,

then ?

"

This question, put with the lady's peculiar drawl,

set Jacob to thinking that his intimacy with Al-

phonse really extended over only a few days. But

he thought of their first acquaintance, and said :

'*
I ve known him ever since last winter, when he

kept a dancing-school in our town."

Florie had glided near, and now stood leaning

fondly on her mother's shoulder. The moonlight

was on her face, lighting up an intent, curious

smile, with which she seemed to be scrutinizing

Jacob. He remembered her merriment at his ex-

pense, which had stung him so, and he tried to

think he hated her still ; but he might as well have

tried to hate a rose-bud because he had felt its

thorns.

" I should think he would make a very good

dancing-master," said the mother. " His manners

are exquisite."

Florie laughed, " You did n't go to his school,

did you ?
"

" Florie, be still !
" said her mother. She was

always saying to her, " Florie, be still !
" but some-

how Florie never would be still. She was not

exactly rude, but she had been a good deal spoiled,

no doubt ; and she had a way of saying and doing

always the first thing that came into her gay young
head.

Jacob looked her full in the face, and said, with

an honest smile :

" Yes, I did go to his school, though I suppose

you would n't think so, from my manners."
" I think he must be a very poor teacher."

laughed Florie.

" Be still, Florie !
" said her mother.

Jacob was a pretty plucky boy. although he ap-

peared so diffident in society. Opposition roused
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his spirit. Florie's presence and saucy bright eyes

had troubled him at first. But her pert remarks,

instead of increasing his confusion, cured it ; and

he was now quite himself as he replied, with the

same steadfast, honest look and smile :

" He is a very good teacher. But I suppose I

was a bad subject. We were all pretty green, and

he gave us only ten lessons ; I had only nine, for I

went in after the first one. Not much of a chance,

you see, for a boy that had always worked hard

and never been in company ! But you can't under-

stand that. You can afford to laugh at an awkward
fellow like me !

"

Jacob laughed himself as he spoke, while Florie

looked more serious.

" I don't laugh at you !

"

" You don't now ; but you did."

"When?"
" When I carried Mr. Pinkey's violin to him

to-day."

Florie's silvery laugh rang out again.

"I laugh at everything—anything; but I was

laughing more at your dancing-master than at you

—he was so ridiculous !

"

" Be still, Florie !
" said the mother.

" How—ridiculous?" cried Jacob, firing up for

his friend.

" Ordering you about as if you were his servant

—and he such a little fellow, dangling those ring-

lets ! ' Put it down, Jacob, my boy !
'

"

Florie struck an attitude, waved her hand, shook

her own auburn curls, and made altogether so droll

an imitation of Pinkey's manner, that Jacob had to

laugh, while her mother exclaimed, " Be still, be

still, Florie !

"

" I 'm sorry you don't like my friend," said

Jacob, struggling remorsefully against his merri-

ment.
'

' Like him—ha, ha ! If 1 were you, I 'd get a

pair of scissors, or use my jack-knife, and cut off

that lowest button of his coat, so he can't button it

at the waist and make a wasp of himself any more !

And I 'd snip out curls enough from his head when
he's asleep, so he'd have to have his hair cut,"

Florie went on, in spite of her mother. " He's so

absurd !

"

" You don't seem to agree with the ladies who
admire him so much," replied Jacob.

"What ladies? If you mean the Chipperly

girls," cried Florie

" Be still, Florie, my child !
" said her mother.

"He's just the kind of man to please them,"

the child kept on. " Have you noticed how "

" Florie ! Florie ! if you don't stop, you shall go

to bed ! Come !
" and the mother arose, taking

the wayward girl firmly by the hand. " I don't

know what this young lnd will think of vou !

"

Florie laughed as if she did n't care, and r;

away, like a fain 1

, in the moonlight.
" You must not think anything of what s

says," remarked the mother, turning to Jaco
" She is very thoughtless."

" I don't care for what she says of me or any
the rest, but she really does Mr. Pinkey injustice

replied Jacob. " I can't understand why she doi

like him ; everybody else does."

" Oh yes, everybody must admire Mr. Pinkey

But in the lady's drawl there was something whi

sounded to Jacob a little like irony. He h
noticed the same when she spoke of Pinkey's ma«
ners being " exquisite ;

" but it did not occur

him then that there could be any sarcasm in t

remark. " He is almost too brilliant ; there is d;

ger of his dazzling a lad like you."
" Danger—how ? " said Jacob.
" You may be blinded to his faults. For I si

pose even Professor Pinkey has his faults !

"

That was decidedly satirical, though spoken w
an innocent demureness, which would have qu

deceived Jacob only a few minutes before. Son
how his talk with Florie had quickened his

amazingly.
" Yes, I suppose he has," he answered. " I 01

know he is a most generous fellow. He insisted

paying my traveling expenses—though he had da

a great deal for me before."

" And did you let him ?
"

" I could n't help myself, because he has

money."
" Oh !

" said the lady. " How happened that

Jacob told her.

" Very kind in him indeed to relieve you of

care of your money ! I ought not to breath<

word against so good and generous a friend ! A
truly, I am sure he is a person of some excell

traits as well as accomplishments. But is he tn

—is he altogether upright ? Are you sure his

fluence over you is good ?
"

" Oh, very sure !
" exclaimed Jacob.

" I am very glad to hear it. Good night !

"

Nothing could have been kinder than the lads

manner. But somehow her words implied a grit

deal more than she said. They set Jacob to thifr

ing of something which had troubled his consciem

all along, and which made him feel extremely <

easy just now. There was the doctor's account I

attending his aunt in her last illness ; why hadlj

not asked for and paid it before coming aw;.'

And he ought to have settled with the landlord-|t'

was a small amount that he owed him ; he had M

money, and it would have cost but little troubkp

find him. Why had he not done so ? Certainly, hi

cause of Professor Pinkey's advice. Was, then, til

gentleman's influence over him altogether goodv
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But while Jacob reasoned thus, and condemned

imself, he found plenty of excuses for Alphonsc.

Florie and her mother had gone. Soon after,

i ae other ladies withdrew, the mother of the sisters

aving sent for them from her state-room. Al-

honse was left in conversation with the Kentucky

j

olonel and two other men, and all of them pres-

ently entered the cabin.

Jacob followed, and found the four engaged in a

ame of cards, amidst a company of pretty rough-

looking men, several of whom were also occupied

1 card-playing. The end of the cabin devoted

When Jacob returned, he found Pinkey and
Corkright engaged in a game ; and noticing the

skill with which the professor handled the cards,

was not surprised to see him win.

It was growing late, and Jacob, who wished to-

go to bed, saw with some discomfort that another

game was to be played.

"Are you coming soon?" he whispered to Al-

phonsc.
" Yes, in a few minutes. Here, take the key;

the room is too small for two to undress together

;

I '11 be there by the time you are in bed."

'.3re exclusively to gentlemen had been shut off

nm that of the ladies by the dividing doors, and
> was filled with loud talk and tobacco-smoke,

rich were so offensive to Jacob that he wondered
<w the delicate Alphonse could endure such an
rtosphere and such society.

Hearing male voices in the ladies' cabin, he
. Iked into it ; but, finding that he had entered a

emn meeting, where a traveling preacher had
' iembled a small company for evening prayers, he
shfully walked out again.

. " Curious !
" thought he. " Bible-reading on one

e of the partition, and gambling on the other !

"

Pinkey and the Colonel were now on such friendly

terms that Jacob dismissed his fears on his friend's,

account. Still he did not like to leave him there

in such company ; and it was only because he did

not wish to displease him that he finally with-

drew.

He passed through the other part of the cabin

again to his state-room, and went to bed, leaving

the lamp burning ; then lay awake for a long while

waiting for Alphonse. At last he fell asleep, and

it must have been two or three hours later that he

was awakened by somebody in the room.

It was Alphonse. He was very pale, his eyes.
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shone, and his fine white forehead glistened like

marble. Jacob did not speak until he saw that his

friend was not preparing for bed, but going out

again with his violin.

" You are not going to play, this time of night,

are you ? " he said, anxiously.

'• What business is it of yours whether I play or

not ? " Alphonse retorted, sharply.

" I did n't mean cards— I meant the violin," said

Jacob.

"Just a tune or two," rejoined Pinkey, in a

kinder tone, as he went out and closed the door.

Jacob did not know when next he fell asleep
;

but, awaking a second time, he found himself in

the dark. He remembered that the lamp had been

burning low, and that he had seen Pinkey turning

up the wick. Had he entered the room a second

time, and put out the light ? Or had it burnt out?

He listened for any movement or sound of brea

ing in the berth below. All was silence, broki

only by the constant jar of the boat's engine al

the rushing noise of the strong paddle-wheels.

Jacob turned, and listened again. Then t

reached carefully down to the berth below. It \1

vacant ; the carefully tucked-in coverlet had it

been disturbed.

A great fear possessed him, and he was about!

get up and dress himself, to go in search of s

friend, when he heard footsteps approaching, a|

a hand on the door. Somebody came in, ail

without striking a light or stopping to undrt,

got into the lower berth.

The moon had set ; but the first glimmer f

dawn was beginning to steal through the snl
state-room window, and by the gray, cold li|#

Jacob could see that the comer was Alphonse. ;

(To be continued.)

KING LONESOME.

By Lucy Larcom.

Who is the white-faced old man
Outside, at the window-pane.

That muttered and sighed, as away he ran

Into the sleet and rain ;

Crying to some one behind.

Calling to some one before,

One whom he cannot find,

One who will come no more?"

That old man has sisters three
;

One he has never seen

:

On a throne of roses afar sits she,

And the whole world owns her a queen.

But out ot her riches and power.

Nothing has she to spare

—

Not so much as a flower

—

For the lonesome wanderer there.

One sister beside him delayed,

And tried his thin fingers to hold
;

But the storm her garments shredded and frayed,

And she sank, benumbed with the cold.

And ever he prays and cries,

And over her silence grieves
;

Behind him, alas ! she lies

Buried in golden leaves.
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One happy young face before,

Looks back, between cloud and drift,

With a sudden smile, and is seen no more
;

And the pilgrim follows, swift

As a flash of the noon-day light
;

With wail, and reproach, and shout,

He follows, through day and night,

Till again the face peeps out.

-

LO ! THERE AT THE TANE HE GLOWERS

!

This fairest sister of all

Will laugh in the old man's face,

Will challenge him onward, with merry call,

To measure with her a race,

Till, weary and lame, he falls

Amid rose-buds and springing fern.

She flies with the wind ; he calls,

But never will she return.

For the pale-faced pilgrim without

Is Winter, the lonesome king,

Calling back to Autumn with dreary shout,

And hurrying on toward Spring.

As Summer rules over the flowers,

Over ice and snow reigns he.

Lo ! there at the pane he glowers,

And shakes his white scepter—sec !
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LITTLE TRAVELERS.

By Harriet M. Miller.

WE all are travelers on the jour-

ney of life—some of us pleas-

ant and helpful, and some of

us cross and complaining, but

all with equal speed hurrying

on to the end.

Let the older travelers pass on

their way, while we take a peep

at the youngest of all the little

travelers in their first stage,

when as yet they have no voice

in the conduct of their own lives,

but are tumbled and tossed about

at the convenience of more ex-

perienced fellow-passengers.

To begin where the human race started, let us

i
how the little travelers get on in the far East,

e Oriental baby inherits from his grave, ceremo-

us papa a quiet, thoughtful air, to which our

)ies are perfect strangers. No laughing, kick-

, crowing, and screaming little traveler have we
e, but a solemn, quiet, black-haired infant, who
ks out at life from his mother's back with a calm

ifference that even the grown-up babies of the

:st cannot equal. Tied up in his wooden tray,

a cradle, he goes with mamma to the field,

ing his dinner, or lying under a tree, with equal

rvposure, contentedly waiting the time when he

11 waddle around, wrapped in yards and yards

>ilk and woolen cloth ; jackets and trousers, fez

1 turban, and big shawl around his waist, if he 's

Turkish baby ; and red shoes or wooden kob-

>s, blue baggy trousers, loose jackets, and red

or tarboosh, if he's a Syrian baby. He makes
journeys in a basket hung on the side of a horse,

i stuffed seat and bar to hold him up, while his

se rides the same animal and keeps him quiet

i a lump of opium, if he 's a Persian baby ; and
:s luxuriously on donkey-back, with his cradle

ng between two upright posts from the saddle,

e 's a Jerusalem baby.

'he bare-headed baby of China, not quite so

ve as his Asiatic cousins, is still a contented

e traveler, whether he rides on the back of

nma, or is tied on a mat to sleep, or exposed
de the door in a bamboo cage, or fastened

lis gilded baby-chair, to teach him to sit up.

! most important moment in his young life

/hen, at the age of one year, he decides his

re destiny in a curious way. He is carefully

ised in new clothes, and seated in the middle

of a large sieve, in which are placed many articles,

among which are money-scales, a brass mirror,

writing utensils, books, silver and gold ornaments,

and fruits, while the anxious parents stand by to

see which object will first attract his sober black

eyes. If he takes up a book or pencil, he is

destined to become a scholar ; if the glitter of gold

or silver attract him, his fate is to amass wealth
;

if fruits suit him best, he will incline to spurn the

rice of his father's table, and feast upon delicate

puppy-stew, or bird's-nest soup.

At two years of age he will dress like his grand-

father of eighty, and look like that old gentleman

seen through the small end of an opera-glass.

When he first enters school, he will bring, not a

spelling-book and slate, but two candles, a few

sticks of incense, and a small quantity of mock
money (made of paper), to be burned before a

piece of paper having the name of Confucius writ-

ten upon it. Thus the little Chinese traveler is

launched on his school-life.

The little traveler on the shore of the Ganges

has a very different life. Bathed every day in the

sacred stream, or in a jar of its water ; scrubbed

with its holy mud—ears, eyes, and mouth ; thor-

oughly purified from all sin, as his parents devoutly

believe—how can he help being better than other

babies? He is a jolly, happy baby, bright as the

sunshine of his native land ; not troubled with clothes

if he belongs to the poor classes ; but wrapped in

gorgeous silks of scarlet and blue, loaded with

jewels, and weighed down by enormous gold-em-

broidered turban, if he happens to be a prince.

He is betrothed by his parents while he is still in

the first stage of his journey, and often is married

at the age of six or eight to a bride of as many
months, when, according to the custom of the

country, he goes to live in the family of his little

wife, and be educated—not to learn his lessons with

her, as you might suppose, for, alas ! the baby-

girls of Burmah are not taught to read.

This little Hindoo traveler sleeps in a basket

hung from the roof, and rides out on mamma's
hip ; and, what seems dreadful to us, he learns to

smoke before he can walk, his mother often taking

a cigar from her own lips and putting it into his.

If his life-journey is cut short, his body is carried

to the grave in his basket-cradle, which is covered

with a fringed canopy and hung from a pole on the

shoulders of men, and left at last upside down on

his last resting-place.
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By the side of the same sacred stream we can see

the little traveler of the Parsees, a people who
came long ago from Persia, and who worship the

sun. The peculiarity of this fair-faced baby in the

land of darker colors, is that he is never seen with

his head uncovered. Man, woman, or child,—old

or young, rich or poor, day or night, asleep or

awake, indoors or out,—the Parsee must always

keep the head covered. He wears a pretty cap of

silk or velvet or linen, which is very becoming.

His dress is always of silk, covered with embroidery,

gold and jewels, according to the wealth of his

family, and the little Parsee is a very picturesque

object among the naked babies of the poorer

classes.

The little traveler in Italy, with his droll little

cap, and dress like his grandmother's, goes in lead-

ing strings, or a walking-frame of wicker-work.

On the Cornice road he goes to market with

mamma, riding in a basket hung to the sides of

a donkey, with a brother or sister in a similar

basket on the other side. The vegetables, which

mamma sells, and the babies, ride very content-

edly together ; while the mother, with her parasol-

hat, crowns the droll load, busily engaged in knit-

ting or spinning as she rides along.

In Algiers, baby rides " pick-a-back," and in

Bavaria tied flat to his nurse's back; but if he

belongs to the poorer classes, he has the best time

in France. Have you heard of that most beautiful

charity of Paris called "The Cradle" (Creche),

where the babies of mothers who must go out to

work are kept all da)—bathed, freshly dressed,

fed, doctored, and amused till their mothers return

home at night ? The late Mrs. Field, in her pleas-

ant letters from France, tells about it, and how the

children of richer parents are interested in it, saving

their money to pay for a cradle in the house, and

then going to visit it, and feeling a particular in-

terest in the baby which lies in their cradle.

There is another charity in Paris, as well as in

many other places, for the little traveler who is

"left out in the cold" by poor or unhappy parents.

In our country he is apt to start on his life-journey

from somebody's door-step, from which he is gener-

ally sent by the owner to a Foundling Home, pro-

vided for such unfortunate waifs ; but in Paris the

charitable home for this little traveler has, in its

door-way, a sort of box which turns on a pivot.

When a mother, from poverty or any reason, feels

obliged to give away her baby (and none can tell

what a mother must feel before she comes to that),

she goes to this door, lays the little creature in the

movable box, and turns it around out of her sight,

ringing a door-bell as she does so. An attendant

takes the gift, carries it to kind-hearted women
within, who dress and feed it, and bring up the

motherless baby, in time tench it some trade,

give it a start in life.

The little traveler on our side of the water h
variety of fashions. In Lima he swings in a h
mock

; in Yucatan he toddles around amply dredl

in a straw hat and pair of sandals. Among le

Indians of our prairies he begins life as a paste

bundle, hung over his mother's back or from &
limb of a tree. His head is made to grow flatiy

means of a board (as you see in the picture), if'fc;

is to have the honor of being a Flat-head Indiii.

Waste no pity on him ; it would be the sorrow

disgrace of his life if his head were shaped te

yours. He will in future years select his skis

from round-headed races, and proudly declare tat

no Flat-head was ever a slave !

When the little travelers come in pairs, tgr

make confusion in the world. Among our PJifc

Indians (as I lately read in a Nevada paper), wni

this happens, it becomes necessary, by Indian lfl

for the dignified, pompous papa himself to tee

care of the superfluous baby. When you rem'a-

ber that an Indian never deigns to notice, ml-
less to touch, a papoose, you can imagine wh;fe

mortification this must be to him.

Among some peoples the extra baby is at cse

put out of the way ; but in one African tribfc

curious custom prevails. The hut containing Be

unfortunate pair is marked by a cloth hung be re

the door, and a row of white pegs driven into fe

ground in front of it. If any one except the par<fe

goes in, he is at once seized and sold into slavfe.

The twins cannot play with other children, anew
one can use anything out of that house. '&

mother is allowed to go out to work in the fid,

bring wood and other necessary things, but ae

cannot speak to any one out of her own fanll

This performance goes on till the unwelcome tir

are six years old, when they have a great ceremiy

—music, marching, feasting, and dancing; id

when this is done, the banished family take^its

place among respectable people again.

Save your pity for the unhappy little travcM,

American born and white, who is abandonecto

the tender mercies of nurses. He will be drefed'

too tightly perhaps, drugged with soothing-sip

(or worse), slapped if he cries, and left alone inhe

dark. He will ride in his carriage with the su in

his eyes, if it is sunny ; and with arms and h;ds

uncovered and half frozen, if it is cold. Flies nil

be allowed to tickle his fat little nose, and pinto

stick into his tender little back. The strings oris

absurd lace cap will choke him till he is blaclin

the face ; and he will nearly break his neck fallg

over the arm of Bridget when she wants to gclip

with a crony. His troublesome clothes willbe

twitched down and jerked around ; and he wil be



77- '83

id down, set up, turned over, and arranged any

iy most convenient to her. Above all, if he dares

ien his mouth to complain of any of these tortures,

5 delicate little body will be trotted on her hard

tees till it will be nothing short of a miracle if his

ccious little life is not worried out of him.

si. The calm Oriental baby in his tray or basket;

ie Chinese baby in his cage ; the baby of Burmah,

ked or wrapped in silks, smoking at two and
1 irried at ten : the baby of the " Cradle " and the

Kindling Asylum of Paris ; the Lima baby in its

hammock, and the stolid Indian papoose on its

boards,—each and every one is happier and better

off than our poor little mother-abandoned American

baby, left to ignorant and careless nurses.

The ''mother-baby,"—the happy little traveler

who is not left to the mercies of a nurse, whose

throne is his mother's arms, whose pillow is soft,

and whose needs are wisely met,—he is the hap-

piest of all. Fair, fat, and hearty, the sorrows of

babyhood come not near him. He truly is the one
" born with a silver spoon in his mouth."

77-

By M. M. D.

ING, dong ! Ding, dong !

Seventy-six will soon be gone
;

Seventy-seven 's coming on,

—

Ding, dong ! Ding, dong !

Tell us, year, before you go,

—

Ding, dong ! Ding, dong !

Why at last you hurry so,

Though at first so very slow ?

Ding, dong !

Can't you wait a little longer,

Till the baby-year gets stronger?

Ding, dong ! Ding, dong !

Why can't years come back again,

Just the same as they have been ?

Ding, dong ! Ding, dong !

Big folks say 't would never do,

None would live the past anew
;

But I 'd like it,—would n't you ?

Ding, dong ! Ding, dong !

Just the same ? No, I must be

Better with each year, you see,

Old year! Don't you pity me?
Ding, dong ! Ding, dong,

Ding !
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POPPETS.

By Amalie La Forge.

It was a calm, still evening. The broad bosom

of the Thames was scarcely ruffled by the little

breeze that stirred the drooping sails of some of the

river craft. Over the city and over the forest of

masts, the round full moon was rising. Touching

the dome of St. Paul's, it glanced down over roofs

and under bridges till it lay a broad path of light

on the sleeping river. The gas lamps nickered and

looked pale before its light, and many a weary

pedestrian, hurrying across the crowded bridges

which span the river, paused a moment to gaze at

the full-orbed globe which even to weary eyes was

a wondrous revelation of beauty.

It was dark under the bridges, and the water

lapping against the piers had something mournful

in its sound. One of the slow river-barges was just

passing into the shadow. John Briggs, her owner,

leaned against the tiller, guiding his clumsy craft

carefully through the arches. Near the bow his

nephew Ben was seated, pulling one long oar.

" Steady, Ben !" called out the master, warningly.

" Steady it is," and Ben drew in his oar a little.

Out into the light again the boat came slowly

creeping, eagerly watched by a little figure stand-

ing on one of the water-stairs. As they came closer,

he sent out to them a feeble piping hail.

John Briggs shaded his eyes with his hand.
" Why, bless my soul, it 's Poppets ! Bring her

near, Ben, so he can come aboard."

Then a strong hearty shout was sent back in

answer, while the boat's head slowly turned toward

the stair.

John Briggs took his pipe out of his mouth to

welcome the new-comer. " Why, Poppets, we
was gettin' oneasy 'bout you, me an' Ben. We
thought you'd got lost, mebbe."

" Me lost ! Why, dad !
" and they both laughed

heartily in huge enjoyment of the joke, the thin

treble of the one ringing pleasantly through the

gruff bass of the other.

''Well, Poppets," and John Briggs resumed his

pipe, "wot has you bought fur us, fur 't wont be

long afore we wants our supper."

The little boy knelt down beside his basket which

he had set with great care in a corner, and touch-

ing each parcel as he took it out with a caressing

little pat, he went rapidly over his list.

"There's the tobacco, dad, and the tea and

sugar, and bacon and herrin's—and oh, dad ! I got

some cresses. They looked so green and pretty, like

the fields : I got 'em cos of that."

" Ho ! ho !
" laughed Ben, who was listening;

his uncle frowned him into sudden gravity, th

nodded kinaly at the little flushed, eager face

:

"It 's all right, my lad. Cresses is werry g<fl

for the health, as my old mother used to say."
" They 're too pretty to eat 'most," said the b<J

touching them tenderly.

"Well, Poppets, what '11 we have for supper.l

bein' it 's your watch ?
"

" Oh, dad, herrin's ! They 're so good, and l|

awful hungry."
" Werry good, my lad. Here, steward," to Bl

who grinned in appreciation of the never-faill

joke, " you hear the cap'in. He says herrin's
f

supper, and consequently herrin's it is."

" Ay, ay, sir !
"—and Ben pulled his foreloclJ

the little " cap'in," who clapped his hands gleeful

" Now, cap'in," said John Briggs, gravely, "i|

be as you '11 mind the tiller a bit, I '11 take the i

an' by the time Ben 's got supper we '11 be readjl

anchor.

"

Higher and higher rose the moon, silvering
j

masts and spars of the many vessels crowded

the docks. The barge was anchored now;
Ben, his labors ended, was stretched sound asll

on the deck. Farther aft, John Briggs and Popn

were seated on a coil of rope, talking in low toil

—the child holding clasped in both his, the ha

rough hand of the other.

" Now, dad, tell me 'bout that night," he was !

ing; and "dad," drawing him a little closer, cJ

menced the often told, yet never tired of, story!

" Well, Poppets, it was a night just like thil

clear full moon an' a light breeze not much moij

to-night, for I remembers the sails o' the vea

'round hung just like rags. Well, we was kin|

driftin' along. Ben was at the tiller, an' I

pullin' wery slow, for I was feelin' uncommon
Poppets, cos of havin' buried my little girl andl

mother that werry same week."

Here the child nestled his head down onl

speaker's arm. He always did when this pari

the story was reached.
" Well, Poppets," stroking his hair softly,

was sayin', we was driftin' down slow an' std

like. When we come under London Bridgel

moon was shinin' werry bright indeed, an'

looked back kind o' natural like to see if wel

goin' to clear the bridge, 1 sees somethin' fIo:l

on the water, right under the bridge, Poppe^

floatin' up an' down with the tide."
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gets the somethin' out, an' then we finds a shawl,

an' then we finds some more clo'es, and arter a

long time we finds a baby, an' that baby was "

"And that baby was me.'" cries the child, de-

lightedly. "Go on, dad."

"An' that baby was my Poppets"— stooping to

pat the boy's cheek. " Well, then, Ben an' me
took you off wot you was lyin' on" (he did not

tell him—poor baby.—that it was his dead mother's

heart), "an' we rubbed you an' wrapped you up

warm, an' by an' by you begins to cry ; an' my !

how you did go on, Poppets ! Says Ben to me,

shoutin' out cos I could n't hear cos of you,

—

' Uncle,' says he, ' did you ever hear such a

screecher?' An' says I, 'No, Ben, an' I hopes I

never shall again.' You may laugh, Poppets, but

Ben an' me did n't do much laughin' that night."

" Dad," said the child, suddenly, " did you ever

know my mother ?
"

John Briggs turned away with a little embarrassed

cough. "I've seen her, Poppets; but we was n't

werry intimate, so to speak."

"'Cause you said ///is"— touching a little ring

hanging from his neck by a faded ribbon—" was

hers, and she left it for me."

"Well, Poppets, an' so she did; she was a

werry respectable woman, your mother, an' she

did n't want to have nothin' to leave you, I s'pose."

" What was she like ? " questioned Poppets.

"Well, she was all dressed in black w'en 1 see

her, with a widow's cap on. She was a werry nice

woman, I makes no doubt, Poppets, but she got

poor an' werry discouraged afore she died."

Then seeing another question moving on the

child's lips, he went on hastily

:

"Look here, lad; this here isn't goin' on with

our story. Well, you just screeched and screeched,

till Ben an' me was 'most worn out, but I would n't

give you up,—no, I would n't ; an' you was that

hungry, there was no satisfyin' you ; so I says one

day, 'Ben.' says I, 'go an' buy a goat;' so Ben
he goes an' buys a goat, an' the next day overboard

it goes, an' Ben arter it, an' gets near bein' drown-

ded on account of its bein' so contrary. Well, at

last I takes you to a woman 1 knows, an' I asksTier

wot 's the matter.

" She looks at you awhile, an' then says she,

' He do screech like a good one, don't he ?
' An'

says I, ' Nobody knows that better nor me, mum.'
" Then she looks at you again, an' says she,

' His mind wants amusin', that 's it,' says she.

" 'As how, mum ?' I says.

" ' Lord love you, man,' says she, 'how should I

know ? You Ml have to find out. Children is werry

different about that,' she says.

" So I walks off with you in my arms, not havin'

learned so werrv much arter all. Howsomever, I

makes you a soft ball, and I hangs it by a striijj

an' you 'd lie dabbin' at that there with your li

fists; like a kitten for all the world. Arter a wh
you gives up screechin', an' you 'd laugh to me
pretty like, you cured the pain in my heart w
derful ; an' then w'en you growed, I sent you

school evenin's, and my ! how proud you was w
you could read to yer dad, an' yer dad, Poppc
was just as proud, every bit. Then arter a whj

you say you wants to do something to help yer

dad, so I takes you to the shops and shows
what to buy, an' then you says you wants to

alone, so one day go alone it is. Well, arter yot

got started, I says to Ben, 'Ben,' says I, 'I

awful oneasy 'bout Poppets.' An' says he,

knowed it; s'pose you go arter him.' So ol

starts. Well, I kept you in sight for a good 1

sneakin' 'round corners an' skulkin' behind barn

for I did n't want you to see me, ye see. If

kept at that business long, Poppets, I 'm sure

ha' took to pickin' pockets. Somehow I felt
j

like a thief. Well, you goes about, lookin' as

as anybody, an' I was just laughin' at myself

bein' so oneasy 'bout you, when all at onct I se

lot o' boys stop you, an' one on 'em tried to t:

yer basket, but you held on to that, an' by an'

a big fellow steps up an' says he, ' I say, youngsi

just give up yer basket, or 1 11 punch yer 'ead,'

then you begins to cry, an' says you, ' Oh, I w

dad was here !

'

" I was only waitin' for that, so I sings t

' Stand by, my hearties !
' an' I makes a rush

knocks over the big fellow with a cuff on his (

an' then they all takes to their heels like a lot

little fishin'-boats if a man-o'-war bears down \

'em.

" Well, you walked on quiet for a bit, an' tl

you says, ' Dad, how did you come here?'
" ' Well,' says I, ' Poppets, I thought I 'd lib

take a walk.' ' Now, dad,' you says, lookin' strai

at me, ' you know you come to look arter t

Well, I had to say I did. You thought awhile,

then says you, ' Dad, s'pose you do that fur a lit

fur I aint goin' to give it up,' says you, clutel

yer little basket— ' an' then some day you leave

when I don't know it, an' then I '11 feel just as i

thinkin' you 're there, an' then arter a while I vvj

mind.' Oh ! you always was a terrible straj

child, Poppets !

" So we does that, an' sometimes I 'd see

looking back fur me, an' I 'd make b'lieve I did|

see you, an' walk on an' take no notice, an' so

got to go alone, an' now there aint nobody can!

it better than my Poppets."
" And that

;

s all about me, dad ?
"

" An' that 's all about you yet awhile, my lacl

The shadows were denser under the bridjij
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d the water lapped the piers a little more quickly,

• the tide was coming in. Red and green lights

re twinkling in the rigging of the vessels, and

3 crowd in the streets was thinning, and still John

iggs and the child sat talking together.

Once and again the child's thoughts would turn

his dead mother, and he would ask earnest,

zzling questions, and always gently, always skill-

ly, would the other lead him away from the sub-

it.

There aint no use tellin' the child his mother

s drownded," he had said to Ben long before,

f she fell in a-purpose,—which aint no ways

likely, them London bridges bein' a dreadful

mptation to folks as is worrited in their minds,

—

must n't never know it ; an' if she fell in by

ident, which may be too, why he 'd always be

nkin' if there 'd been somebody there they might

I, got her out, so we jist wont tell him at all."

They had sat silent for some time, when suddenly

: child spoke.

'Now, dad, I'll tell you a story, such a nice,

le one," said Poppets, who had been gazing for

ong time at the moon shining so quietly down
them.
' Ay, lad, that '11 be prime ! Why, come to

ik, Poppets, you 've never told yer old dad a

ry yet."

' Well, I 'm going to now," answered the child,

Iding his head gravely. " Once upon a time

—

t 's the way all the stories begin in the fairy-book

1 bought me, dad."

'All right, deary ; now then, go on. ' Once upon

:me'"
' Once upon a time, there was a good, good

n, who was very, very lonely, 'cause of havin'

ied his little girl and her mother."

That's me," said the listener, under his breath,

'inly I don't know 'bout the ' good.'"

if-' Hush, dad; you mustn't stop me," warned

ipets, shaking his head at him. "Well, this

id man was sailin' on the river one night, and he

feelin' very low and very unhappy, and he was

n' to himself, ' There aint nobody left, and I

1 I was n't left neither.'
"

';i Why, Poppets !
" said John Briggs, with a

.0, " how 'd you know?"
I Never mind ; I know. Well, he was thinkin'

I, and the moon looked down at him, and she

w all about it, and she'd sparkle up the water,

« she'd smile at him, and still he did n't notice

lin'. So she kept thinkin', thinkin' what she

: d do for this good, good man. And by and by
autiful angel came along, holding a little girl

;

the little girl had long yellow curls and blue

I

I,
and she called the pretty angel ' mother.' "

he child paused a little, for his listener had

shaded his face with his hand, and Poppets' little

tender fingers went up to stroke it gently.

" Well, then, the moon and the angel talked

about the man ; and by and by, the moon made a

little boat out of the moonlight, and she put a baby
in it, and then she sent it sailin', sailin' down a

streak of light till it came to the water ; and there

it was rockin' up and down, and the moon watchin'

it. And then another angel comes along, and she

says to the moon, ' Where have you sent my baby ?

'

And the moon says, ' I 've sent it to that good,

good man, to be a comfort to him.' "

"An' so you are, my blessed Poppets!" mur-
mured the other, fondly.

" Hush, dad ; I 'm not done. So the moon and
the two angels and the little girl all stood watching

the man. And when he came to the bridge, the

moon shone out very bright and showed him the

little baby ; and they saw him take it up and hold

it in his arms, and then the two angels and the little

girl went away together. Well, the baby was a

very bad baby for a while, and most wore out the

good, good man ; but he took care of it all the

time. And by and by it grew to be a little boy,

and then the man used to send it to school in the

winter, so it could learn to read for him nights.

And after a while he let this little boy go errands

for him—and oh, how glad the little boy was to do

it ! for he used to lie awake nights, wonderin' what
he could do for this good man. Well, the little

boy grew and grew till he got to be a big, strong

man, and he worked hard and saved up his money;
and one day he and the good man, who had got to

be an old man then, left the boat with Ben, who
was a very good man too. And they went off to-

gether, and they got a little home by some trees,

and a pretty field near, with buttercups in it, and a

brook with cresses. Dad, think o' that ! And the

little house had a garden, and the young, strong

man used to work in it ; and then he used to bring

all kinds of nice things to the old man, who sat in

a big chair by the door. And they had a goat

—

no, a cow ! Dad, was n't that good ? Wait, dad,

the story 's most done. And they lived there to-

gether a long, long time, and the little boy that

had grown to be a big, strong man was so very,

very happy, 'cause now he could take care of the

good man who had taken care of him. And the

old man he was happy too, and there was nobody

in all the world he loved so well as the little baby

the moon had sent him. And often and often,

dad, the two angels and the little girl used to come
there too, though the young man and the old man
could n't see them ; and they were all so happy,

'cause the good, good man was happy too. And
that 's all. Dad, do you like it ? Why, dad, you

are cryin' !

"
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" Bless my little Poppets ! "—and "dad" stooped

to kiss the flushed cheeks again and again.

And still the moon shone softly, steadily down.

Ben had long ago tumbled into his bunk, and the

two were left alone together. Poppets had laid his

head on his protector's breast, and was watching,

half asleep, the sparkle of the light upon the water.

Soon the bells rang out over the city, chimijl

the hour of twelve. Poppets was asleep. The otlJ

only drew him a little closer; he had often slil

the night through so before. In his dreams, ll

child was seeing the little cottage of his hopes, al
far into the night John Briggs sat holding him i\m

puffing silently at his pipe.

a
<f
f^%

j l^/^Q^Ofl

Gregory Griggs, Gregory Griggs,

Had twenty-seven different wigs.

He wore them up, and he wore them down,

To please the people of London town.

He wore them east, and he wore them west,

But he never could tell which he liked the best.
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THE GREYHOUND'S WARNING.

By Hezekiah Butterworth.

LD stories are now in fashion,

and here is a Christmas story

that was told to my grand-

mother by her grandmother,

who heard it from an old

lady once in attendance upon

the royal family in the days

of King Charles I.

Charles I., you remem-

ber, founded a colony in this

jntry in very early times, and in honor of his

Ling and beautiful Queen, Henrietta Maria, he

led it Terra Marias, or Mary-land. He gath-

:d fifteen hundred orphan children from the

;ets of London, and sent them to Mary-land

;

1 these settlers, in the long-forgotten Christmas

re, loved to hear and recount the legends of the

irt of Charles ; and so this story came from a

irt lady who visited Maryland in early colonial

ies, and who, as I have said, told it to my grand-

ther's grandmother.

Hampton Court Palace, which is still in perfect

servation, was a grand old English manor in

s that are dim in history. It was the palace of

mptuous old Cardinal Woolsey; and here, after-

•d, kings were born, and queens were married,

I disappointed princes grew gray and died.

•Hoody Mary celebrated Christmas here on one

asion, when she had the great hall illuminated

1 one thousand lamps.

lere Charles I. and his beautiful girl-queen

sed their honeymoon. Marriages for love are

common in old royal families, but Charles had

:d Henrietta Maria ever since he had seen her

ng face at a splendid reception at the court of

nee, and when his ministers failed to arrange a

riage for him, he let his heart speak for itself,

offered his hand to the princess, whose beauty

i first enchanted him. So Henrietta was mar-

to him in France while he was yet in England,

leer old way of doing things that royal families

1 to practice. It was called marrying by proxy.

wedding took place one fair spring day in the

id old cathedral of Notre Dame, which was

g with rich tapestry and tissues of gold and
;t satin, figured with golden lilies or fleurs-de-

Henrietta at this time was about fifteen years

ge, so she was hardly more than a little girl

n Charles first fell in love with her.
r
e cannot stop to tell you of the gala days that

wed the marriage, or the gay ship that bore

the girl-queen over to England, to meet the king

she had wedded. The pageants faded as she drew

near to London, for the plague was in the city, and
bells clanged and tolled every minute of the day.

But the gay Duke of Buckingham made a splendid

banquet for the royal pair at his residence at Bur-

leigh-on-the-Hill, and it was on this occasion that

Jerfry Hudson, the famous dwarf of Charles's court,

was first presented to the queen, being served in a

large pie on the table. When the pie was cut,

Jeffry jumped out, armed cap-a-pie.

But the honeymoon went by, and the best days

of the king's life passed, and the storm of the

English revolution began to gather. There were

riots in London, and long and angry Parliaments,

and the queen fled away for safety, and the king

found himself a prisoner at last in Hampton Court

Palace, where the happy days of his honeymoon
had passed, when life lay fair before him.

Two of his children were with him much of the

time in these perilous days—the Princess Elizabeth

and the young Duke of Gloucester. They were his

hand-in-hand companions in his walks in Paradise,

as the Hampton Court Palace gardens were called.

The Princess Elizabeth was her father's favorite, a

tender-hearted, fair-haired child, frail as a flower,

her pure soul shining through her pale face like a

lamp through a vase of alabaster. It was to her,

as he took her on his knee, that the king confided

his last messages to the queen before his execution.

"Tell' her, sweetheart," he said, "I loved her to

the last."

The Duke of Gloucester was younger than the

princess, but older in heroic appearance and larger

in stature, for Elizabeth was a wee, frail thing.

The king had a favorite hound. It was always

with him when he was alone or with his children
;

it guarded the door of his chamber at night ; its

only delight seemed to be to do the bidding of his

royal master, and to receive his caresses.

Charles was one day amusing himself with his

children in the Hampton Court garden, when a

wild-looking woman drew near, and, holding out a

thin hand, said :

•' Alms?"
She was a strange fright of a creature, and the

children thoughtlessly laughed at her, which sent

the blood tingling into the furrows of her cheek.

" Who are you ? " asked the king.

" They call me a gypsy," answered the woman,
assuming a mysterious look. " I foretell events."
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The king was not overawed by her air of mys-

tery, but told her that she must at once leave the

place.

She moved away darkly and sullenly, when the

children uttered an audible laugh. She caught the

sound, and turned sharply.

The king was caressing the hound. The fact

that a brute was faring better than she, seemed to

increase her bitter feeling.

"He can play now," she said, looking enviously

toward the dog. " Let him. A dog will howl one

day, and then the kingdom will want for a king

;

then the kingdom will go."

The king seemed to be disturbed by the evil

prophecy. He addressed the strange woman in a

softer tone, and offered her money.

The black lines faded partly out of her face, and

she courtesied lower and said

:

"A dog will die in this palace one day; then

the kingdom shall be restored again."

People were very prone to believe in omens,

signs and fortune-telling at this time, and the

gypsy's words became known in the palace, and

were treasured up to see if they would come to

pass.

There was nothing remarkable in the prophecy.

If one were to say that a dog would howl in Queen
Victoria's park at Balmoral before the Queen
should die, or that the cock should crow in the

grounds of Windsor Castle before the Prince of

Wales should take the throne, it would probably

all come to pass, and if so common an event were

looked for, it might seem to unthinking people

quite a remarkable thing.

The civil war grew more fierce ; the king's life

was threatened ; the king began secretly to plan

an escape from Hampton Court, and from this tur-

bulent part of the kingdom. He was really a

prisoner in his palace; old friends were everywhere

turning against him, and he was sometimes made
to feel that his only friend, except his children, was

his faithful hound.
" Poor thing, poor thing ! he is faithful to me,"

said the king one day. " But how can I be faith-

ful. I may leave you one day, good fellow, and

then a* dog will howl. It is a pitiable case when
a king cannot be true even to his dog."

The hound seemed to understand the king's

great trouble, and at such times would lick his

master's hand, and would press his knee and whine,

as though to break the reverie.

It was toward the close of a dark afternoon on

the nth of November, 1647. Night came early,

with no ray of sunset. The palace gardens were

obscured in a deep mist, and the river ran dark

below them, with hardly a ray to penetrate the

gloom.

The king ate an early supper, and then retird

with his favorite dog. It was his custom to go

his chamber for devotions immediately after tl

evening meal.

It was very still in the palace ; very gloom
with the dull sound of the November rain ince

santly falling. Occasionally the step of the gua 1

was heard on the corridor. The little duke ai

the princess were waiting the return of their fath

in a dimly lighted room near the banquet hall.

He did not come. The foot of the guard sound
firmer, and became impatient.

Suddenly the pitiful howl of the king's hou
broke the silence of the palace.

The little duke heard it, and started to go to '.

father's chamber. The young princess follow

him, a strange look of terror in her baby face, a

her eyes filled with tears.

The children came to the main stair-way, wh
they were ordered back by an attendant. In th

retreat they again heard the hound in their fatht

chamber utter the same friendless, piteous howl.

There was a back staircase that led up to t

same room. The children passed silently throu

the empty apartments that led to it, and wi

startled again and again on their noiseless way
the pitiful howling of the dog, which now began
be piercing in its distress.

Just as they arrived at the foot of the stairca

a heavy sound was heard at the chamber di

above. It was answered by a sharp bark from

hound.
" Father must have gone," said the little prince

" what made the dog howl so?"
There was a crash at the door above. The yoij

princess clasped her brother in fear, and tried |

draw him back.

"They are breaking into his room," said

prince ; "let us go to him ; let us defend him."|

There was a hurried step and a cry on the stal

The children drew back; the hound came bouj

ing down and ran up to them and around then
j

anxiety and terror. There were more footsteps!

the stairs, and another cry :

" Give the alarm ; the king has escaped !

"

Years pass. The stormy scenes of the Engl
Revolution are over. King Charles I. has

slept in the silent vaults of St. George's Cha;|

and his separated children have grown to manhi
and womanhood in exile.

There came to Hampton Court Palace one

summer day, Oliver Cromwell. Protector of

Commonwealth of England. He, too, was attenl

by a faithful dog. He slept in the old royal apl

merit, and his dog kept guard at the door,

awoke one morning, but his dog did not comJ
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m. He arose and found that the trusty animal

is dead.

Oliver Cromwell was a stern man, but, like most

en of that day, he was superstitious. He believed

signs and omens and witchcraft, and he had

:ard of the withered gypsy's prophecy.

He was shaken in health, and the sight of the

:ad dog awakened his nervous fears. " Alas !

"

said, " the kingdom has departed."

Cromwell soon died, and. as all our school-

children know, Charles II., son of the first Charles,

came back to the throne, amid great rejoicings

and celebrations.

And this is the old story—a curious mingling of

true history and superstition—that was told over

and over again in the Christmas-tide to open-

mouthed groups around Maryland firesides in the

old Colonial times.

HAPPY NF.W YEAR '
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GREAT-GRANDFATHER'S BOOKS AND PICTURES.

By II . E. Scudder.

I HAVE just been looking at an " Indestructible.

Picture Book of Mother Hubbard and her Dog,"

which is the first book in my little girl's library. I

am afraid it will not last many days more, in spite

of its name, and it is very certain that her great-

grandchildren will never see it, though I hope they

will see one like it ; at least I hope they will care

for Mother Hubbard and her Dog, and I am pretty

sure they will. There are books read by children

to-day which their great-grandfathers were reading

a hundred years ago ; and there is one little book

not so much read by children now, which was not

only well known to their great-grandfathers but to

the great-grandfathers of their great-grandfathers
;

that is, to such as were born and bred in New Eng-
land or of New England parents. It is " The New
England Primer," a little book not much largerthan

a baby's hand, which was once almost universally

used in New England as the first book for children.

You would not think it a very bright-looking book,

but it was a useful one, for it had all the let-

Iri A d a m ' s Fall

We finned all.

Heaven to find,

The Bible Mind,

Chrift crucify'd

For finners dy'd.

The Deluge drown'd
The Earth around.

Elijah hid

By Ravens fed.

The judgment: made
Felix afraid.

letters, which are enough to make one's head ach

as they stand in a row :

t\, ft, fi, fl, ffi, ffl, fh, fi, fk ffi, (1, ff, ft,

The primer was the entrance to spelling an

reading for all children : with its alphabet to sta

As runs the Glass,

Our Life doth pass.

My Book and Heart

Must never part.

Job feels the Rod,—
Yet bleffes GOD.

Proud Korah's troop

Was fwallowed up

Lot fled to Zoar,

Saw fiery Shower
On Sodom pour.

M oses was he
Who Israel's Hofb

Led thro' the Sea.

ters of the alphabet, not only the regular letters

from A to &, which brought up the rear with a

lively flourish of its little tail, but a list of the double

with, it gradually led the way, by column afl

column of easy syllables, up to words of six syl

bles, and then began the reading. But I do r

believe that children then waited to spell all t

easy and hard words before they looked at the pi

ures further on. There was a picture for eve

letter of the alphabet except &, and against ea

picture two short lines, which rhymed, were easy

learn, and impossible to forget. I suppose the

are thousands upon thousands of grown people ni

in America who, when they were children, learn

these lines, and could say them to-day without kx

ing at the book. But as the New England Prin

has been crowded out by the picture-papers a

magazines and books, now so plentiful, you mi

not have seen it. Therefore, St. Nicholas ri

made exact copies for you of the twenty-four qu<

little pictures and stories which great-grandfatl
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sed to look at. J, you see, is not here, because

.; was only I with another name ; U and V, too,

'ere called the same letter ; and &, as I said, has

picture ; more 's the pity, for they might have

dded

:

.

An Drew his net
For men did set.

By a little study you can make out all the fig-

res, though the pictures are rather dim.

The pictures are small, and so the one who drew

lem had to make haste to get in everything that

:lped to tell the story. The apples are on the

pee; Adam is known from Eve by his hat ; Noah's

,
k is the only dry thing in the Deluge ; Elijah

( in scarcely wait for the eager raven ; and both

lul and Felix see the judgment as plain as if it

sre in the same room.

Many of the rhymes, you sec, tell the stories

lich the children had heard from the Bible, and
e pictures would make the scenes very vivid

;

at troop of Korah's—one can almost hear them

y out as the ground gives way; then how ashamed
b's friends look, and one shudders at the narrow

.:ape of Lot ; while the dripping Israelites are

iking every exertion to get up to Moses.

I suppose, in the picture below. Noah sees the

Ir. in the midst of the black waters—the old

irld—and then holds his hand up in admiration

he sees the ark upon dry ground upon the top

Noah did view
The old world & new

Young Obadias,
David, J o sias
All were pious.

Peter deny'd.

His Lord and cry^d.

Queen Esther fues

And faves the Jews.

Young pious RtjtHj
Left all for Truth.

Young Sam':, dear

The Lord did fear.

The story about him, David and Josias is brief,

but it would take great-grandfather's mother a long

while to tell the whole story about each. When
she finished, she could have summed them up no
more completely. So, these three having been

Young Timothy
Learnt fin to fly.

V a s t h 1 for Pride,

Was fet afide.

Whales in the bea,

GOD's Yoice obey.

Xerxes did die,

And fo muft I.

YOUTH forward Hips,

Death fooneft nips.

ZACCHEUshe
Did climb the Tree
Our Lord to fee.

Ararat, the new world, which he and his sons,

are huddled in the corner, are to enter upon,

ng Obadias must be the one without a crown.

boys, the story of Ruth is suggested, and one sees

the house left behind ; she is going off with Naomi,
and she was sincere.

Sin, in the picture, is certainly not made win-

ning and beautiful, but the meaning is that young
Timothy saw sin just as hideous as it really was.

You will not think these pictures beautiful, andi

they are not ; but, like the lines at their side, they

are direct. The book was a little book, and when
it was made there were very few books at all made
expressly for children, so that the makers tried to

put as much as they could into this small compass.

They did not expect that children would get all

their reading out of it, but they meant that when
children were learning to spell and to read, they

should be taught something about good living, and
learn some of the things that were n*~ .rest their

fathers' hearts. The Bible was the boo., that their

fathers went to most of all, and so this primer is

full of bits about the Bible, as in the pictures we
have been looking at, and also about religion and

duty, as their fathers understood these. Just after

this picture alphabet is another "Alphabet of Les-

sons for Youth, beginning: " A wise son maketh a.

glad father, but a foolish son is the heaviness of his.

mother." and ending: "Zeal hath consumed me,.
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because thy enemies have forgotten the word of

God." There was a Cradle Hymn, a part of which

many children still hear, beginning:

" Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber,

Holy angels guard thy bed."

But this was not in the very old primer, for it was

.

not then written, and there were other verses and

short proverbs which those who learnt probably

remembered long after they had forgotten larger

books.

There was but one other picture, and that was to

keep alive the remembrance of terrible times in

England, which had been suffered by the great-

grandfathers of those who first used the New Eng-

land primer. It was the picture of John Rogers,

as follows

:

Beneath it was printed :
" Mr. John Rogers,

minister of the gospel in London, was the first

martyr in Queen Mary's reign, and was burnt at

Smithfield, February 14, 1554. His wife, with

nine small children, and one at her breast follow-

ing him to the stake ; with which sorrowful sight

he was not in the least daunted, but with wonder-

ful patience died courageously for the gospel of

Jesus Christ."

The first people who came to New England had

grave fears lest the times of Queen Mary were

coming again in England, and it is not to be won-

dered at that they should keep alive the memory
of these things. How many children have counted

that little flock, to see if the nine were all there,

and have looked with terror at John Rogers in the

fire, and the pleased, smiling faces of the soldiers

who kept guard over Mrs. Rogers and her children !

The New England primer was not the only little

book which great-grandfather had. There were

not many books made in America then, and this

was almost the only one made expressly for chil-

dren ; nor were there very many made or written in

England for children alone in those days. Ii

reading the lives and recollections of those

lived at the time of the revolution, or shortl

after, one finds mention of a few books for littl

children which are still read. " Mother Goose
Melodies " is an American book, and was mad
more than a hundred years ago. Many of th

rhymes in it, most indeed, are English nurser

songs, brought over in the head to this country

but there was a real Mother Goose in Bostor

who sang the little ditties to her daughter's ch

dren, and her daughter's husband, who was
printer, collected them into a book. Then we red

of " Goody Two Shoes," which was quite we'

known, and there were a good many scraps of hit

tory, and anecdotes in almanacs, as there are now

But then, as now, children read the same books th;

their fathers read. Indeed, that was much moi
common then, for it is only within the last hut

dred years, more especially the last twenty-five

thirty, that there have been many books and maj
azines especially for children. But there were Ion

ago books written, like "'The Arabian Nights
" Robinson Crusoe," and "Gulliver's Travels," tl

authors of which were not thinking of children

all; and yet these books have come to be res

almost entirely by the young. Great-grandfath

had these books, and he read besides many boo

which children to-day, with books of their own, a

less likely to see. There was John Randolph,

Roanoke, for instance, a notable Virginian, wl

was born in 1773. The first book that fell in

way was Voltaire's "History of Charles XII.

Sweden." He found a closet full of books, z\

before he was eleven years old he had read "T
Spectator," " Humphrey Clinker," " Reynard t

Fox," " The Arabian Nights," " Tales of t

Genii," "Goldsmith's Roman History," and an (

"History of Braddock's War," "Don Quixoti

"Gil Bias," "Quintus Curtius," " Plutarch's Live
" Pope's Homer," " Robinson Crusoe," " Gullivt

Travels," " Tom Jones," " Orlando Furioso," a!

" Thompson's Seasons "—a queer lot, but some

them great books, which it would be well to re

now, instead of weak and foolish ones.

Then there were parents in those days vi

thought much of what their boys were readi

and thinking about. Listen to what John Qui

Adams— which President was he?— says of

mother :

" In the spring and summer of 1775, she tan

me to repeat, daily, after the Lord's Prayer, bef

rising from bed, the Ode of Collins on the pati

warriors who fell in the war to subdue the Jacob

rebellion of 1745 :

" ' How sleep the brave who sink to rest,

By all their country's wishes blest!'"
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' And here is a letter from the same John Quincy

hdams, written, when he was ten years old, to his

ither, John Adams, absent then at Congress

:

Braintree, June 2, 1777.

'Dear Sir: I love to receive letters very well, much better than I

b ve to write them. I make but a poor figure at composition ; my
tad is much too fickle: my thoughts are running after birds' eggs,

ay, and trifles, till I get vexed with myself. Mamma has a troublc-

me task to keep me steady, and I own I am ashamed of myself.

' have but just entered the third volume of Smollett [History of

igland], though I had designed to have got half through by this

lie. I have determined this week to be more diligent, as Mr.

Sacher [his tutor] will be absent at court, and I cannot pursue my
icr studies. I have set myself a stent, and determine to read the

xd volume half out.

When the Revolution was over, the schools of

e country were in a very bad way. The country

is poor, there were very few books of an)- kind,

id school-books were of the poorest sort. It was
? this time that Noah Webster, who made the dic-

inary later in his life, and was now a poor school-

aster, determined to make a speller, a grammar
'.id a reader for schools. His grammar and reader

'ire long since forgotten, but his speller is still

ed all over our country. It is a different book,

1 Iwever, from the first speller which he made,

tat, like " The New England Primer" of his

andfather, not only taught the alphabet and

felling, but tried to teach the little American some
> ) the lessons in goodness and patriotism, which

bah Webster saw were much needed. It was the

ly book that a great many children had, and it

'd pictures—pictures a little bigger than those

the primer, but very much of the same kind.

om a very early time fables have been written

d told to teach simple truths, and Webster put

few fables into his book, and a picture to each.

:re are some of them :

FABLE I.

Ofthe Boy that stole Apples.

&N old Man found a rude Boy upon one of hla
es stealing Apples, and desired him to come

down ; but the young Sauce-box told him plainly

he would not. Won't you? said the old Man,
then I will fetch you down ; so he pulled en soma
tufts of Grass, and threw at him ; but this only

made the Youngster laugh, to think the old Man
should pretend to beat him down from the tree

with grass only.

Well, well, said the old Man, if neither -words

nor grass -will do, I must try what virtue there is

in Stones ; so the old man pelted him heartily with
stones ; which soon made the young Chap hasten
down from the tree and beg the old Man's pardon.

MORAL.
If good words and gentle means will not reclaim (Tie

wicked, they must be dealt with in a more severe manner

SMMM^j

m

SHI
FABLE II.

The Country Maid and her Milk Pail.

WHEN men suffer their imagination to amuse
them, with the distant and uncertain improvements
of their condition, they frequently sustain real losses,

by their inattention to those affairs in which they arc

immediately concerned.

A country Maid was walking very deliberately

with a pail of milk upon her head, when she fell

into the following train of reflections : The money
for which I shall sell this milk, will enable me to

increase my stock of eggs to three hundred. These
eggs, allowing for what may prove addle, and what
may be destroyed by vermin, will produce at least

two hundred and fifty chickens. The chickens
will be fit to carry to market about Christmas,

when poultry always bears a good price ; so that by
May day 1 cannot fail of having money enough to

purchase a new Gown. Green—let me consider

—

yes, green becomes my complexion best, and green

it shall be. In this dress I will go to the fair

where all the young fellows will strive to have me
fc* a partner ; but I shall perhaps refuse every one
of them, and with an air of disdain, toss from them.
Transported with this triumphant thought, she

could not forbear acting with her head what thus

passed in her imagination, when down came the

pail of milk, and with it all her imaginary happi-

ness.
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FABLE III.

The Tex and the Swalter.

ARISTOTLE informs us, tliat tire following

Fable was spoken by Esop to the Saimans, on a
debate upon changing theh-.ministers, c\vho were ac-

cused of plundering the commonwealth.

A Fox swimming across a river, .happened to be
entangled in some weeds that grew near the bank,

from, which he was unable to extricate himself. As
he lay thus exposed to whole swarms of flies,

which were galling him and sucking his blood, a
Swallow, observing his distress, kindly" offered to

drxvjs them away. By no means, said the
1

Fox;
for if these should be chased away, which are al-

ready sufficiently gorged, another more hungry
swarm would succeed, and X should be robbed of

every remaining drop of blood in.my veins.

FABLE IV.
The Cat and the Hat.

A CERTAIN Cat had made such unmerciful
Havoc among the vermin of her neighborhood, that

not a single Rat or iVIouse dared venture to appear
abroad. Puss was soon convinced, that if affairs

remained in their present situation, she must be
totally misapplied with provision. After mature
deliberation, therefore, she resolved to nave re-

course to stratagem. For this purpose, she bus-

pended herself from a hook with, her head down-

wards^ pretending to be dead. The Rats and
.Mice, as they peeped from their holes, observing',

her in this dangling attitude, concluded she was
Hanging for some misdemeanor; and with great joy
Immediately sallied forth in quest of their prey.

Puss, as soon as a sufficient number were collected

together, quitted her hold, dropped into the .midst;

of them ; and very few had the fortune to make
good their retreat. This artifice having succeeded
so weli, she was encouraged to try the event of a'

second. Accordingly she whitened her coat. all

over, by rolling herself in. a heap of flour, andin
tills disguise lay concealed in the bottom of "a mea :

tub. This stratagem was executed in genenurwill

the same effect as the former. But an. old expeB
rienced Rut, altogether as cunning as his adversai*

ry, was not so easily ensnared. I don't much likdji

said he, that white heap yonder j Something whi<
(
»

pers me there is mischief concealed under it. 'Til
true it may be meal j hut it may likewise be some
thing that I should not relish quite so well. Ther
can be no harm at least in keeping at a proper die :

tance; for caution, I am sure, is the parent c!n

safety.

FABLE V.

The Tax and the Bramble.

A FOX, closely pursued by a pack of ~Do\

took shelter under the covert of a Bramble, li

rejoiced in this asylum ; and for a while, was vs|J

happy j but soon found that if he attempted to si

he was wounded by thorns and prickles on evil

side. However, making a virtue of necessity,

forbore to complain ; and comforted himself

reflecting that no bliss is perfect ; that good :|

evil are mixed, and flow from the same fount:!

These Briars, indeed, said he, will tear my si

a little, yet they keep^ off the dogs. For the si

of the good then let me bear the evil with

trence; each bitter has its sweet: and these Brs

bles, though they wound my flesh, preserve

life from clanger.

Like the primer, Webster's speller was small, m
had no room for long stories ; but you have seen
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nuch could be gotten into these little fables with

jheir pictures. In the first one of these funny old

; rood-cuts there is a story that any one can under-

Hand, and it is told in a very lively fashion. The

I

Id man in his continental coat has only got as far

Js words in the picture, and the boy is just reach-

gig out his arm for the round apple near him. If

tnother picture had been given, the old man's coat

P'ould have been off, and that boy would have been

[i;en slithering down the trunk of the tree. But

/Were was only one picture to a fable.

"
I wonder if the moral of the second fable was

Tinted at the top for fear it would not be read if

, came at the end of the story. The poor milk-

maid looks rather forlorn in the picture. The toss

;' her head is there still ; she was too shocked with

:r grief to put her head back again.

Webster was a man who watched politics very

osely, and it is not impossible that he put in the

ird fable with an eye to something then going on

the country. If he had made the fable longer,

•rhaps he would have made the fox call upon
Ime friend to help him cut the weeds away in

hich he was entangled. But there is no doubt

at those flies, so orderly and determined, would

enough to drive any fox wild.

Did you ever think before reading Fable IV. what
s the origin of that phrase, " A cat in the meal? "

was the old experienced rat, you see, that first

d it, only he said it in rather longer words. It

iji iuld be pretty hard to tell from the picture what

all the delicacies were on the table, but there is no

doubt that the cat made herself look extremely

like a dead cat. Is that a ham hanging on the

wall ? I can't quite make it out.

I am afraid the artist gave up the difficult task

of showing the dogs in the last picture ; and with-

out the story it would be rather hard to tell what

the picture meant. How different all these pictures

are from the new ones which you see on turn-

ing the leaves of St. Nicholas ! A great deal

has been learned in this country about drawing

and engraving pictures, just as there has been a

great deal more attention given to writing books

and stories for children. Yet some of these pict-

ures, like some of the stories, have this about

them, that they are perfectly intelligible and are

easily remembered. When you compare these old-

fashioned books which great-grandfather had with

those which you now have,—with St. NICHOLAS,
for instance,—and remember how much greater

and more prosperous this country is than it was in

great-grandfather's day, do not forget that great-

grandfather helped to make the country what it is,

and that the books which he read and the pictures

he looked at, helped to make him what he was.

So, as we have been reading fables and their morals,

here is the moral of what I have been saying, and

you must not skip it : Our books and pictures are

not only to amuse us, but to make us wise and
good; if they do not, then the better they are the

•worse we shall be.

la

is'

'

THE TWO DOROTHYS.

By C. F. Jackson.

)orothy Patten Sylvester had come to

grandfather's to make a visit. A visit to grand-

1a was to each one of the seven Sylvesters the

'1 'St delightful thing that could be imagined. They
e, all of them, always ready to go there when-

ioiS \ grandpapa and grandmamma sent for one or
1 of them, only the trouble was to decide which
:hem should have the pleasure. This time,

"'jjEpge to say, Dorothy was alone: I will tell you

.,„! t i' happened. Of course, everybody wanted to

Philadelphia, to the Centennial celebration

;

all through the spring, poor little Dorothy was
Nth a fever. When she was well enough to

, ,

ut she was still thin, and weak, and pale ; and

papa and mamma thought a crowded city was not

the place in which to find fresh roses for their little

girl's cheeks ; so they decided to let Dorothy make
a visit to grandpapa's, while the rest of the family

went to Philadelphia, and although she was disap-

pointed at first, she soon cheered up and began to

talk of all the delightful things she would see and

do in the country. Then Charley and Frank had

promised to write her about everything they saw,

and Phil had given her Prince, his black-and-tan

terrier, to take care of while he was away. Besides,

Bessie, the sister nearest her in age, had agreed

that her doll, Alice Rosamunda Temple, should

keep a diary of everything of interest that hap-
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pened to her, for Dorothy's doll, Susan Araminta
Lorraine. Then, best of all, they were to bring

back from Philadelphia some one whom Dorothy

had never seen, and whose acquaintance she wanted

very much to make. Agnes Sylvester, her eldest

sister, had married two years before, and was living

in Philadelphia, and the children had never seen-

her baby boy ; so you may imagine how much
Dorothy wanted them all to come home, particu-

larly Master Dicky Leigh. There were a few tears

shed when Dorothy saw them all drive off from

grandpapa's, where they had left her ; but grand-

mamma soon comforted her, by taking her over to

Mrs. Smith's to drink tea, or rather, as far as she

and little Rose Smith were concerned, rich, yellow

Aldemey milk, with as many strawberries as their

plates could hold ; and then the walk home through

the clover fields by starlight was so pleasant !

The next day, Dorothy ran about the farm till

noon ; now in the barn to look for fresh-laid eggs in

the hay ; now with grandpapa to the pasture, to pat

the pretty Alderney calves who would come quite

close, and lick her hands with their rough tongues,

and then jump away and pretend to be frightened

when she came a little nearer to them ; off again

to the dell behind the house to look for wild flowers,

until, quite hot, and tired out, she came into the

cool front room where grandmamma sat reading in

the middle of the afternoon. "You have run too

hard, Dot," said grandma, "and have got heated

;

I can't allow that, or we shall be having the fever

back, and then papa and mamma will never lend

you to me again. Come, now, go up to your room
and take a little rest ; then you can come down
again when it is cool and pleasant, just before tea."

" I will, grandma ; but may I take Fuzzy for com-
pany ?" Consent was given, so Dot and Fuzzy went

upstairs. Fuzzy was a gray kitten, who considered

it necessary to be always on the lookout for ene-

mies; for at the slightest noise she would put up

her back, and every individual hair on her body

would stand straight out. She had met with an

accident to her tail in early youth ; about an inch

had been cut off, and the rest was very thick and

bushy ; so when she was angry she would make the

hairs stand out on it till she looked exactly like a

fuzzy ball. Dorothy was devoted to her in spite of

her bad temper, which she declared was soured by

the loss pussy had met with, and no wonder, for it

must be very trying and mortifying to be so differ-

ent from one's acquaintances. Fuzzy and she were

on the best of terms at all times, so when Dorothy

caught her up from the porch, where she was com-
fortably washing herself, she made no resistance,

but allowed her little friend to carry her off up-

stairs.

Dorothy's room looked very quiet and pleasant,

and she nestled down on the soft, white bed, witl

Fuzzy in her arms, to rest and grow cool.

It was a low, old-fashioned room, with a higl

bureau and heavy carved cabinet, that had stood il

the same place for generations ; there was one stifl

straight-backed chair, and two or three others ncl

so old, but much more comfortable ; a polishc

floor that had never known a carpet, but which ha

now a new, pretty rug spread over it ; and best 1

all, a wide, low, western window through which, th

hot summer day, came the drowsy hum of insect

the ceaseless distant noise of falling water, and tt

steady whir of the mill-wheel. The house was tr

oldest for many miles around, and there had bet

fewer alterations in this room than in any othe

The Pattens had never been a race who lovt

change, so the high clock that had ticked the mi
utes, and struck the hours for a hundred years pa;

still stood at the head of the stairs. The long mi

ror, with peacocks cut. in relief on its heavy woodi

frame, yet hung over the dining-room mantel, at

now reflected the rosy-cheeked Sylvester childre

as it had reflected the little Ruths, Dorothys, E
wards, of years ago ; or the ruffles, puffs, brocads

and powdered hair of their elders ; there was si

in grandmamma's room the rosewood secretary, wi

its secret drawer, which little Dot held in such awl

and about which she had made up so many storicl

In the dining-room hung the powder-horn whil

the private in great-grandfather's regiment hi

given him, with the plan of his native New Englal

town cleverly cut upon it ; the streets laid out
f

regular order, and the queer old meeting-hous

steeples, windows, and all marked out with exa|

ness in their places.

All these things, and many others, our Dorotl

loved to look at ; and now her thoughts wandeil

back to the little girl who had lived in this sai|

room a hundred years before. Many stories of I

childhood and girlhood in those exciting, troubkl

times of the Revolution were familiar to all II

Sylvesters, as were also those of the calm, swl

old age, which she had come back to spend in 1

early home. Grandpapa had often told them, til

the memory of such a life as hers was a better hil

tage than old house or lands ; and it always seenl

to Dorothy that something especially bright i\

secret lingered about the place where so much!
this good life had been spent. Now, as she lay

j]

the bed she began to think about the old room t
j

had looked so nearly the same for so many yeail

" I wonder, " she thought, " what sort of a lii

girl that first Dorothy Patten was ! There 's tl

picture of her down-stairs, in a cap. How funinj

think she was ever little like me, when she lil

ever so long ago. There was the first Dorothy tl

lived in this very room a hundred years ago ; t|
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jiere was her little Dorothy Patten Sylvester; then

er son, that 's grandpa, had his Dorothy ; then

lerc 's me, called for Aunt Dorothea; always a

lorothy for a hundred years. I 'm so glad old Uncle

dward Patten— 1 Ye never told you this, Fuzzy,

tad you 're so intimate you ought to know—mam-
1a says family affairs ought n't to be talked of to

rangers ; but I don 't mind telling you, Fuzzy, if

du promise never to tell Mis. Smith's Blackey

;

ut you see when Uncle Edward, whom I never

;
iw, 'cause it was years and years ago, died, he said

his will that grandpa was to come and live here

;

1 tad I 'm so glad, for it 's the nicest place that ever-

as, and grandma ' said it was so funny that I should

ave the very room my great—great—great— oh, I

>n 't know how many greats—grandmother, an-

her Dorothy had, a hundred years ago. I won-

ir did they call her Dolly, or Dot, as they do

e? How many names! Dorothea—Dorothy

—

oily—D-o-t ;
" that was the end of the little girl's

inking; and Fuzzy, who had watched her closely,

1 she was quite sure she was asleep, bounded from

e bed, and ran down-stairs to her old place on

e porch to finish her washing.

" Dorothy, daughter, come down to me !

"

" Yes, mother."

Doroflry answered the call at once, but she

ought as she went that something unfamiliar had
ien drawn like a veil over everything she was ac-

stomed to since the last time she had passed

; rough the halls and down the stair-way. It was

'rs. Sylvester, certainly; but her little girl had
' ver seen her in such a dress. Her dark hair was

led up very high over a cushion ; she wore a

aight, narrow, brocaded over-dress, with a petti-

at of darker stuff showing beneath it ; sleeves,

ht to the elbow, and flowing below; and muslin

ded over her neck, showing her white, slender

"oat. She held an open letter in her hand, and
iked troubled.

:'" My child. Deacon Peter Johnson has just driven

re in his chaise. He left Dalford yesterday,

.yed the night at the Red Lion tavern, and came
re the first place. He brings me this letter

m your grandmother; she writes she is sick, and
s a wish to see me : I will go this afternoon,

idng you with me. The coach passes through at

;lf-past three, so we must at once put our things

the little hair trunk. Do you go up and lay out

the bed your tippet and best dress, together with

ur bonnet
;
put out also the other needful things

yourself and me against I come up, and be care-

that you do not drop upon the floor the fresh

'igs of lavender I laid in your drawer the last

ursday."

' But, mother, in that gown ? " rose to Dorothy's

lips. "Assuredly, my child ; one must make a good
appearance, you know." And her mother looked

complacently down on the dress that had struck

her daughter so strangely." Dorothy turned slow-

ly to go up the stairs, for the habit of obedience

was strong, but much she wondered to herself.

" Grandma sick at Dalford ! Why, she had left

her but a little while before, perfectly well, down-

stairs. Tippet! Straw bonnet! What did it mean ?

She felt sure that when she opened the old cabinet

she would find her pretty brown suit and hat with

the daisies. She opened it, however, and looked

in. There, folded neatly away, with a white cloth

over, on which were scattered sprigs of lavender,

lay a brocaded dress with a tippet and black silk

apron ; and in the closet above, a straw hat of im-

mense size, trimmed with a blue ribbon. Carefully

did Dorothy lift them out and lay them on the bed.

"Be quick, Dorothy; be quick. The coach will

be here presently. Your knitting, child." Doro-

thy gave her mother the half-knit stocking, and
stood silently by as she rapidly and neatly packed

the little hair trunk, closely studded with nails

;

leaving out the hat for her to wear on the journey.

A few more preparations for herself, and then they

both came down to the door.

" You will take good care of the house, Deborah,

till my return," said Mrs. Sylvester, turning to the

old colored woman. "Now call Silas to follow

with our trunk. Good-day. "

As Dorothy stepped out of the door she was con-

scious of a strangeness in the objects around her;

the country was familiar, and yet not what she had
ever before seen. Where was the stable? Where
was Mr. Wright's new house? And, why, there was
a clover field instead of Mrs. Smith's brown cottage.

She would have asked her mother ; but Mrs. Syl-

vester looked so troubled, and walked on so fast,

that the child could hardly keep up with her.

Silas marched behind, in a blue coat and knee-

breeches, carrying the light little trunk. As they

went on, Dorothy looked in vain for the station and
the railroad, but presently her attention was at-

tracted by a singular-looking object that had just

appeared at the turn of the road beyond them. It

was some sort of a vehicle, for it was drawn by four

horses who were dashing along the road quite fast,

while the driver shouted to encourage them, and
flourished his whip in the air.

The stage-coach, for this it proved to be, was
painted bright yellow, and was very high indeed.

Mrs. Sylvester exclaimed in delight at seeing it,

and said :

"There, I thought if we came on this road we
would just be in time. We should have missed it

if we had gone to the tavern. Stop them, Silas."

They moved to the side of the road and waited,
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while Silas flourished hat and stick and grew quite

hoarse shouting to the driver to stop. He saw them

and drew up his horses. The steps were let down,

and a gentleman sprang out to help them. Dorothy

thought she could never get up into that high

thing, but she managed to do it with the assistance

of the strange gentleman and Silas. There was one

lady in the coach, but she and the gentleman were

the only passengers beside themselves. Dorothy

looked in wonder at the lady's bonnet. It had

quite a small crown, but flared out to an immense
size in front, coming away out beyond the face. A

plete suit of drab, made, however, in the sanl
fashion as that of Silas ; his hair was quite lorl

and powdered, and fastened in a queue behind, j

" Did thee ever travel by coach before, my littl

friend ? " he said presently.

"No, sir," answered Dorothy, timidly, "and
do not like it very much."

"Perhaps thee is afraid to go so fast; but we ai

quite safe—there is no need to fear."

"Oh, that is not it at all," she answered; b
stopped suddenly, quite unable to tell the gentl

man that she liked the cars better because th'

yellow ribbon was fastened around the crown, over

which curled a white feather, and from it all floated

a gossamer veil. She also wore slippers and black

mitts, and carried a reticule. For the first time,

then, Dorothy noticed that her mother wore a bon-

net almost exactly similar, but trimmed with pink.

This surprised her very much, but she was on the

lookout now for astonishing things. She soon

became tired out with the jolting and disagreeable

swaying of the high coach, but her mother and the

lady talked on serenely, seeming quite at ease and
comfortable.

Presently the gentleman looked kindly at her,

and she was struck with the benevolent expression

of his face ; she also noticed that he wore a corn-

were so much faster. Somehow she could not

the words ; she felt that they would be utterly

meaning to the serene old gentleman opposite,

she kept quiet and listened to what her mothen
saying to the lady.

" My husband is at present at New York w

General 'Washington. I expect, daily, news fr

him, for it is three weeks since I have heard,

there is so much to fear with this continual fig

ing. Can you kindly tell me, sir," she said, tu

ing to the old gentleman, "what is the latest ri

from our troops?"
" The last I have heard, friend," said he, inre|

"is that matters are quiet just now. Gerr

Howe has established his head-quarters at Sti
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and, and an attack is soon expected. It is much
be desired," he added, earnestly, "that some

;ans may be found for averting more bloodshed,

ii d at the same time preserving us in our rights."

-Dorothy spoke now, but the words came in quite

different form from that she was accustomed to.

" Honored sir," she said, sedately, " is there not

nething at present happening in the city of

liladelphia ? Many persons whom I know have

(ne thither to attend the C—C—C " She

aid not form the word she wanted, and the gentle-

llin came to her assistance.

'"Congress," you mean, my child," he said, and

;>ugh she was perfectly certain she did n't mean
b'she was unable to say a single word. " Yes,

ngress is meeting there, and we may trust it

1 find some remedy for our sorrows. The state

our land is indeed miserable."

Dorothy said nothing more during the journey,

she was trying to understand what everybody

i everything meant. They did not stay over-

lit at the inn, as the coach went on, and her

ther was anxious to reach Dalford. They said

jd-bye to the kind Quaker gentleman, whom
>s. Sylvester called Friend Timothy, and later in

i evening to the lady.

!t was quite late when they reached her grand-

ther's, and Dorothy had not yet been able to ask

mother how it happened that her father was at

w York, and there was fighting there. Mrs.

vester engaged a man to carry her little trunk

Mistress Patten's, and the little girl followed her

d over unfamiliar paths till they stopped in front

a low red farm-house. Her mother paid the

n, who went off, and Dorothy and she entered

house. The little girl looked round with curi-

y. The room was long and low, with a huge
-place at one end ; the floor was well sanded

;

1 on a table in the middle of the room were set

is and saucers, while an old colored woman
3d in front of the fire stirring something in a

She turned as they entered, and eagerly

^corned her visitors, saying her mistress was
a.,.ch better. Mrs. Sylvester hurried into the next

m to see the old lady, leaving Dorothy in the

,;hen, and she employed her time in looking

und her.

/he room was spotlessly neat ; in one corner

)d a spinning-wheel, and near it a distaff and
;idle, and a tall vase of flowers stood in the

dow.

Irs. Sylvester soon returned, and told Dorothy

50 upstairs and lay off her bonnet and tippet.

en she came down again, old Rachel, the colored

,
nan was still at work in the kitchen, but she

s
. nothing to the child, who sat down quietly in a

> ler. Now came a time of confusion to Dorothy.

Vol. IV.— 14.

The room was lighted by one tallow candle and
the' fire-light; the latter made strange dancing

shadows on the wall and ceiling, which took all sorts

of forms to Dorothy's imagination. Sometimes
they made a tumbling coach and dashing horses

;

sometimes a lady whose bonnet and feather grew
bigger and bigger ; sometimes a company of sol-

diers marching, but always, she noticed, they wore
Continental uniforms ; and through all she would
catch the old colored woman looking at her with a

grin, and showing the whites of her eyes. She
would speak, but Rachel never would answer

;

again she would try to speak and could not, and
the old woman would laugh harder than ever at

her attempts. She would shut her eyes, but all the

time she was sure she was being laughed at, and
when she opened them again, there was the old

woman watching her still. Sometimes it was night

and sometimes morning, but Rachel's grinning

never changed or stopped. This went on for

hours, it seemed to Dorothy, till at last she felt

herself growing very hungry, and, after making a

great many vain efforts, she managed to say

:

"I'm so hungry; when are we going to have

something to eat, and wont you please just stop

looking at me ?
"

The old woman, still laughing, answered

:

" I's gwine to grin till Congress tells me to stop,

and when I gets orders from Philadelphy, I '11 git

yers suthin to eat. We does everything here by
orders from Congress, and I guess we 's gwine to

git a message now by the runnin' outside."

Sure enough there was a tumult in the village,

and Dorothy, her mother, her grandmother, Rachel,

and the black cat, all ran out to see what the noise

was about. It was bright daylight now ; a crowd

was gathered in the village around a horseman, who
had spurred his weary horse up to the inn door.

The man's face was hot and red ; his blue coat,

yellow waistcoat, and drab knee-breeches, and even

his cocked hat, were splashed with mud. He looked

quite exhausted, as if he had ridden day and night,

as indeed he had, from Philadelphia. He waved
his whip in the air, however, and shouted: " Hence-
forth we are Free and Independent States ! The
Declaration of Independence is signed !

"

Shouting and cheering followed.

Dorothy slowly opened her eyes, and looked

about her in a bewildered way.
" How I have slept," she said at last, " and what

a strange dream ! I 've been 'way back to the

Revolution."

She rubbed her eyes, and looked down on her

dress, to make sure that she had on her cambric,

and not that funny straight gown with the black silk

apron. Then she looked around the room, almost

expecting to see the lady in the queer bonnet, the
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old Quaker gentleman, or grinning Rachel ; but

she saw only the carved cabinet standing in the

corner, the high bureau, the chairs, and the rays of

the afternoon sun streaming through the window.

Dorothy sat musing on the bed, then shook herself

fairly awake, and rose to dress for tea.

I cannot explain to you the mystery of my story.

Was the dream intended to have fallen gently upon

the closed eyelids of Dorothy the first, a hundred

years ago ; and had it instead lain hidden in the

old room for a century, perhaps in the queer ol

carved cabinet, perhaps lingering about the wair

scotted corners, or in the shadows of the slopin

roof, waiting till Dorothy the second should fa 1

asleep in 1876? I cannot tell you how it was, bi;

I am sure it was very puzzling to our Dorothy I

leave the sunshine and reality of living childhoo.

and wander back through the shadows of a hui

dred years, to enter into the life and borrow tt

dream of her little girl great-grandmother.

THE MODERN AND MEDIEVAL BALLAD OF MARY JANI

By Henry Baldwin.

[This is a shadow-play, which can be performed in any parlor. A sheet is hung between the audience and the performers, who, 1

the proper arrangement of light (which can best be attained by experiment), throw their shadows on the sheet.

Somebody hidden from the audience reads the ballad aloud.]

i.

It was a maiden beauteous

—

Her name was Mary Jane ;

To teach the district school she walked

Each morning down the lane.

[She passes and repasses behind the curtain.

Well skilled was she in needle-work,

Egyptian she could speak,

Could manufacture griddle-cakes,

And jest in ancient Greek.

THE STALWART BENJAMIN.

It was the stalwart Benjamin,

Who hoed his father's corn ;

He saw the lovely maiden pass,

At breaking of the morn.

Deep sighed that bold, admiring swain
;

The maid vouchsafed no look

—

She munched a sprig of meetin' seed,

And read her spelling-book.

[She enters at left, and ha

A low obeisance made he then
;

Right bravely did he speak

:

" There is no rose so fair," he said,

"As that upon thy cheek!

He enters at left.

THE BEAl'TEOt'S MARY JANE.

"And many a brooch and silken gown
Will I bestow on thee,

If thou wilt leave thy father's house

And come and marry me."
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Then proudly spake that lovely maid :

" Thy corn-patch thou may'st till !

I haste to teach the infant mind,

On yonder lofty hill.

" Though never golden brooch have I,

Though silken gown I lack,

I will not wed an husbandman,
So take thine offer back !

"

Oh, fiercely blow the icy blasts

When winter days begin !

But fiercer was the rage that filled

The heart of Benjamin !

He tore in shreds his raven locks,

And vowed he 'd love no more.
" Smile on," he cried, " thou haughty maid,

Thou shalt repent thee sore !

"

"HE TORE IN SHREDS HIS RAVEN LOCKS.

The lady turned, she did not speak,

Her tear-drops fell like rain
;

[Tears represented by small pieces of paper.

Those plaintive words at last did pierce

The heart of Mary Jane !

II.

Oh, blithely sang the soaring lark;

The morning smiled again ;

Up rose the sun, with golden beams,

And up rose Mary Jane.

[The lark should be made of pasteboard, and a

string, passed through his body, should be

stretched diagonally across the sheet By an-

other string fastened to his head, and running

over the upper nail, he may be made to soar.

The sun should rise by a string passed over a

nail in the center, and at the top of the frame-

work on which the sheet is stretched. The
lark should be about as large as the sun.

She gat her lo her daily task,

As on the former morn
;

Alack ! she spied not Benjamin
A-hoeing of the corn. [Enter Mary Jane.

[E SUN. THE SOARING LARK.

No longer, as she trips along.

Her merry songs she sings
;

The tear-drops dim her pretty eyes,

Her lily hands she wrings.

• And art thou gone, sweet Benjamin ?

Ah ! whither hast thou fled ?

My spelling-book has charms no more

;

I would that I were dead !

"

But soon her bitter moan she ceased
;

She viewed her doughty knight,

Delayed not many leagues from thence,

And in most grievous plight.

For as he to his husbandry

That day would fain have passed,

A monster cow his path beset,

And sorely him harassed.

Upon the summit of a wall

He sits, and dares not flee
;

The awful beast its sprangling horns

Doth brandish frightfully.

[The cow, made of pasteboard, should be fastened

to a broom handle, and poked in from one side.

The smaller the cow the better.

THE COW HARASSES BENJAMIN.

Oh, Mary Jane! " he cried, " if you

But love me, do not stay-

To weep, but lend a friendly hand,

And drive the cow away !

"
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Her apron then she quickly takes,

And wipes her streaming eyes;

Not quicker melts the morning dew,

Than to her love she flies.

MARY JANE WAVES HER PARASOL.

The monster turns at her approach,

It shakes its ample tail

;

Take heart, O Benjamin ! thy love

Will neither quake nor quail.

Her parasol that venturous maid

Exalted o'er her head
;

Thrice waved it in the air, and lo !

Straightway the monster fled.

Then tarried not that joyous pair

Fond vows of love to make,

But to the house of Mary Jane

Themselves they did betake.

[As the cow runs away, Benjamin gets down and
approaches Mary Jane till almost close to her.

Then, if both lean forward, the above affecting

tableau is produced. They then take hands,

and the lamp is moved slowly to one side and

obscured : this gives them the appearance of

walking, and allows the father to enter; after

which the lamp is moved back, and the lovers

re-enter.

And out spake grateful Benjamin :

" Forsooth, I had been dead.

Had Mary Jane not saved my life,

—

And her I fain would wed."

Up spake her aged sire then
;

Full wrathfully spake he :

How darest thou, thou popinjay,

To ask such thing of me ?

For wert thou but a millionaire,

Then would I not demur

;

Now thou art but an husbandman,
And she—a school-teacher !

"

Oh, sorely, sorely did they grieve !

The cruel parient's heart

Inflexible as stone remained,

And they were torn apart.

[He motions them apa.

THE AGED SIRE IS WRATHFUL.

III.

And now has come Lord Mortimer,

A-suing for her hand
;

A richer nobleman than he

Is not in all the land.

LORD MORTIMER.

Upon his lordly knees he sank,

On bended knee he fell

;

"And wilt thou not, fair Mary Jane,

Within my castle dwell ?
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" GET HENCE ! AVAUNT ! I SCORN THV GOLD.

" Thou walkest now with weary feet,

But thou shalt ride in state
;

And dine and sup, like any queen,

Off my ancestral plate."

Right scornfully that angry maid
Her dainty nose upturned !

She waved her lily hand, and thus

His tempting offer spurned :

" Get hence ! avaunt ! I scorn thy gold,

Likewise thy pedigree !

I plighted troth to Benjamin,

Who sails the briny sea."

[Exit Mortimer, enter father.

THE FATHER ENTERS.

" Nay, verily," her father said,

" Braid up thy golden hair

;

Prepare to die, if thou wilt not

For nuptials prepare !

"

[Flourishes pasteboard knife.

She braided up her golden hair

With jewels bright, eft soon
;

She clad her in her twice dyed gown,

And eke her thrice patched shoon.

" Oh, Benjamin ! Oh, Benjamin !
"

Was all that she could say;

She wist not but that he was dead,

Or thousand leagues away.

IV.

Alack for Mary Jane ! the knife

Hangs glittering o'er her head !

Before the altar, Mortimer

Waits his fair bride to wed.

" Who knocks upon the outer gate?

Oh, father, quickly hie !

"

" 'T is but the grimy charcoal man;
We have no time to buy !

"

"HER SHRIEKS NO MERCY WIN.

" Methinks I hear the area-bell;

Oh, father, quickly speed !
"

" 'T is but a pesky book-agent

;

Thou hast no time to read !

"

The fatal knife descends, descends !

Her shrieks no mercy win !

When lo, a shout !—the door gives way

!

In rushes Benjamin !

I NOW RETURN, A TRILLIONAIRE.

Full many a year, a pirate bold,

I 've sailed the Spanish main

;

I now return, a trillionaire.

To claim thee, Mary Jane !

"
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Out spake her happy sire then :

" Can I my eyes believe ?

Upon your knees, my children dear,

My blessing to receive !

"

Alas for luckless Mortimer,

Of love the hopeless dupe !

He gave up all his title deeds,

And joined a circus troupe.

But merrily the bells did ring,

Loud was the cannon's din,

Upon the day when Mary Jane

Was wed to Benjamin !

[A low step-ladder, or table covered with a cloth,

may be used for the wall. Mary Jane's bon-

net can be made of a newspaper. Her father

may wear a water-proof cloak, belted in, if a
dressing-gown is not obtainable.

MABEL AND
(A Fairy Tale.)

I.

By Hjalmar Hjorth Boyesen.

I.

" I WANT to see things as they are," said I to

Mabel.
" I don't see how else you can see them," an-

swered Mabel, with a laugh. "You certainly don't

see them as they are not."

"Yes, I do," said I. "I see men and things

only as they seem. It is so exasperating to think

that I can never get beyond the surface of any-

thing. My friends may appear very good and

beautiful to me, and yet I may all the while have a

suspicion that the appearance is deceitful, that they

are really neither good nor beautiful."

" In case that was so, I should n't want to know
it," said Mabel. "It would make me very un-

happy."
" That is where you and I differ," said I.

Mabel was silent for a moment, and I believe she

was a little hurt, for I had spoken rather sharply.

" But what good would it do you, Jamie ?" asked

she, looking up at me from under her wide-

brimmed straw hat.

" What would dome good?" said I, for I had

quite forgotten what we had been talking about.

" To see things as they are. There is my father

now ; he knows a great deal, and I am sure I

should n't care to know any more than he does."

"Well, that is where you and I differ," said I

again.

"I wish you wouldn't be always saying 'that is

where you and I differ.' Somehow I don't like to

hear you say it. It does n't sound like yourself."

And Mabel turned away from me, took up a leaf

from the ground and began to pick it to pieces.

We were sitting, at the time when this conversa-

tion took place, up in the gorge not half a mile

from the house where Mabel's father lived. I wa
a tutor in the college, about twenty-three years old

and I was very fond of German philosophy. An<

now, since I have told who I was, I suppose I ough

to tell you something about Mabel. Mabel was,—

but really it is impossible to say what she was

except that she was very, very charming. As fo

the rest, she was the daughter of Professor Mark
ham, and I had known her since my college day

when she was quite a little girl. And now she won
long dresses ; and, what was more, she had her hai

done up in a sort of Egyptian pyramid on the to]

of her head. The dress she had on to-day I waj

particularly fond of; it was of a fine light texture

and the pattern was an endless repetition of a smal

sweet-brier bud, with two delicate green leavei

attached to it.

I had spread a shawl out on the ground when

Mabel was sitting, for fear she should soil her fini

dress. A large weeping-willow spread its branche:

all around us, and drooped until it almost touchei

the ground, so that it made a sort of green, sun-li

summer-house for Mabel and me to live in. Be

tween the rocks at our feet a clear brook cam<

rushing down, throwing before it little showers o

spray, which fell like crystal pearls on the water

sailed down the swift eddies and then vanished

the next whirlpool. A couple of orioles in brand

new yellow uniforms, with black epaulets on thei

shoulders, were busy in the tree over our heads

but stopped now and then in their work to refresl

themselves with a little impromptu duet.

" Work and play

Make glad the day,"

—

that seemed to be their philosophy, and Mabel an<|
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yere quite ready to agree with them,. although

had been idling since the early dawn. But then

ivas so long since we had seen each other, that

thought we could afford it.

" Somehow," said Mabel at last (for she never

jld pout long at a time), " I don't like you so

11 since you came back from Germany. You
: not as nice as you used to be. What did you

there for, anyway?"
"Why," I responded, quite seriously, " I went

:re to study ; and I did learn a good deal there,

hough naturally I was not as industrious as I

ght have been."

"I can readily believe that. But, tell me, what

1 you learn that you might n't just as well have

rned at home ?
"

[ thought it was no use in being serious any

iger; so I tossed a pebble into the water, glanced

into Mabel's face and answered gayly :

"Well, I learned something about gnomes, and
rmies, and elves, and fairies, and salamanders,

d
"

"And what?" interrupted Mabel, impatiently.

" And salamanders," repeated I. " You know
;: forests, and rivers, and mountains of Germany

! full of all sorts of strange sprites, and you know
;

:'.' people believe in them, and that is one of the

I'.ngs which make life in the Old World so fasci-

jrting. But here we are too prosy, and practical,

td business-like, and we don't-believe in anything

:ept what we can touch with our hands, and see

:;h our eyes, and sell for money."

Now, Jamie, that is not true," responded Ma-
il, energetically; for she was a strong American
1 heart, and it did n't take much to rouse her.

1 believe, for instance, that you know a great

al, although not as much as my father ; but I

tl't see your learning with my eyes, neither can I

:ich it with my hands "

i"But I hope I can sell it for money," interrupted

r. laughing.

ji"No, joking aside. I don't think we are quite

bad as you would like to make us out."

"And then you think, perhaps, that the gnomes
a d river-sprites would be as apt to thrive here as

iithe Old World ?
"

."Who knows?" said Mabel, with an expression

it seemed to me half serious, half grave. " But
wish you would tell me something about your

firman sprites. I am so very ignorant in such

jngs, you know."

1 [ stretched myself comfortably on the edge of the

twl at Mabel's feet, and began to tell her the

>ry about the German peasant who caught the

ome that had robbed his wheat-field.

"The gnomes wear tiny red caps," I went on,

vhich make them invisible. They are called tarn-

caps, or caps of darkness. The peasant that I am
telling about had a suspicion that it was the gnomes
who had been stealing his wheat. One evening,

he went out after sunset (for the gnomes never

venture out from their holes until the sun is down)

and began to fight in the air with his cane about

the borders of the field. Then suddenly he saw a

very tiny man with knee-breeches and large fright-

ened eyes, turning a somersault in the grass right

at his feet. He had struck off his cap, and then, of

course, the gnome was no longer invisible. The
peasant immediately seized the cap and put it into

his pocket ; the gnome begged and implored to

get it back, but instead of that, the peasant caught

him up in his arms and carried him to his house,

where he kept him as a captive until the other

gnomes sent a herald to him and offered him a

large ransom. Then the gnome was again set free

and the peasant made his fortune by the transac-

tion."

" Would n't it be delightful if such things could

ever happen here ? " ex-claimed Mabel, while her

beautiful eyes shone with pleasure at the very

thought.

"I should think so," said I. "It is said, too,

that if there are gnomes and elves in the neighbor-

hood, they always gather around you when you

talk about them."

"Really?" And Mabel sent a timid glance in

among the large mossy trunks of the beeches and

pines.

"Tell me something more, Jamie," she de-

manded, eagerly.

Mabel had such a charming way of saying

"Jamie," that I could never have opposed a wish

of hers, whatever it might be. The professor called

me James, and among my friends I was Jim ; but

it was only Mabel wdio called me Jamie. So I told

her all I knew about the nixies, who sang their

strange songs at midnight in the water ; about the

elves, who lived in the roses and lilies, and danced

in a ring around the tall flowers until the grass

never grew there again ; and about the elf-maiden

who led the knight astray when he was riding to

his bride on his wedding-day. And all the while

Mabel's eyes seemed to be growing larger; the

blood burned in her cheeks, and sometimes she

shuddered, although the afternoon was very warm.
When I had finished my tale, I rose and seated

myself at her side. The silence suddenly seemed
quite oppressive ; it was almost as if we could hear

it. For some reason neither Mabel nor I dared to

speak ; but we both strained our ears listening to

something, we did not know what. Then there

came a strange soft whisper which filled the air all

about us, and I thought I heard somebody calling

my name.
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" They are calling you, Jamie," whispered Mabel.

"Calling me? Who?" said I.

" Up there in the tree. No, not there. It is

down in the brook. Everywhere."

"Oh," cried I, with a forced laugh. "We are

two great children, Mabel. It is nothing."

Suddenly all was silent once more ; but the

wood-stars and violets at my feet gazed at me with

" But you know we were talking about them
whispered she, still with the same fascinated ga;

in her eyes. "Ah, there, take care! Don't ste

on that violet. Don't you see how its mute ey<

implore you to spare its life ?
"

" Yes, dear, I see," answered I ; and I drd
Mabel's arm through mine, and we hurried dow
the wood-path, not daring to look back, for we h3

MABEL IN HER SWEET-DRIER DRESS.

such strange, wistful eyes, that I was almost fright-

ened.

" You should n't have done that, Jamie," said

Mabel, " You killed them."
" Killed what ?

"

" The voices, the strange, small voices."

" My dear girl," said I, as I took Mabel's hands
and helped her to rise. " I am afraid we are both

losing our senses. Come, let us go. The sun is

already down. It must be after tea-time."

both a feeling as if some one was walking cloi

behind us, in our steps.

II.

It was a little after ten, I think, when I left tt

professor's house, where I had been spending tt

evening, and started on my homeward way.

As I walked along the road the thought of Mab
haunted me. I wondered whether I ever shoul

be a professor, like her father, and ended with coi
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t
jding that the next best thing to being one's self

^professor would be to be a professor's son-in-law.

,]it somehow I wasn't at all sure that Mabel cared

,i,ything about me.

"Things are not what they seem," I mur-

i.ured to myself, "and the real Mabel may be a

y.ry different creature from the Mabel whom I

LOW."

There was not much comfort in that thought,

it nevertheless I could not get rid of it. I glanced

1 to the big round face of the moon, which had a

:'ge ring of mist about its neck; and looking more
>sely I thought I saw a huge floundering body, of

lich the moon was the head, crawling heavily

ross the sky and stretching a long misty arm
:er me. I hurried on, not caring to look right

left; and I suppose I must have taken the wrong
rn, for as I lifted my eyes, I found myself stand-

g under the willow-tree at the creek where Mabel

d I had been sitting in the afternoon. The
:usts, with their shrill metallic voices, kept whir-

ig away in the grass, and I heard their strange

ising sh-h-h-h-h, now growing stronger, then

akening again, and at last stopping abruptly,

if to say :
" Did n't I do well ? " But the blue-

lad violets shook their heads, and that means in

:ir language: "No, I don't think so at all."

le water, which descended in three successive

Is into the wide dome-shaped gorge, seemed to

:, as I stood gazing at it, to be going the wrong

y, crawling, with eager, foamy hands, up the

[ges of the rock to where I was standing.

f I must certainly be mad," thought I, " or I am
Iting to be a poet."

In order to rid myself of the painful illusion,

ich was every moment getting more vivid, I

ned my eyes away and hurried up along the

iks, while the beseeching murmur of the waters

ig in my ears.

As I had ascended the clumsy wooden stairs

ich lead up to the second fall, I suddenly saw
5 little blue lights hovering over the ground
ectly in front of me.

'Will-o'-the-wisps," said I to myself. "The
mnd is probably swampy."
i pounded with my cane on the ground, but, as

might have known, it was solid rock. It was
jitainly very strange. I flung myself down behind
trunk of a large hemlock. The two blue lights

ne hovering directly toward me. I lifted my
ie,—with a swift blow it cut the air, and,—who
1 imagine my astonishment ? Right in front of

I saw a tiny man, not much bigger than a good-

:d kitten, and at his side lay a small red cap

;

cap, of course, I immediately snatched up and
, : it in a separate apartment in my pocket-book

. make sure that I should not lose it. One of the

lights hastened away to the rocks and vanished

before I could overtake it.

There was something so very funny in the idea

of finding a gnome in the State of New York, that

the strange fear which had possessed me departed,

and I felt very much inclined to laugh. My blow

had quite stunned the poor little ereature ; he was

still lying half on his back, as if trying to raise him-

self on his elbows, and his large black eyes had a

terrified stare in them, and seemed to be ready to

spring out of their sockets.

"Give—give me back my cap," he gasped at

last, in a strange metallic voice, which sounded to

me like the clinking of silver coins.

"Not so fast, my dear," said I. "What will

you give me for it ?
"

" Anything," he cried, as he arose and held out

his small hand.

"Then listen to me," continued I. "Can you

help me to see things as they are ? In that case I

shall give you back your cap, but on no other con-

dition."

" See things as they are ? " repeated the gnome,
vvonderingly.

"Yes, and not only as they seem," rejoined I,

with emphasis.

"Return here at midnight," began he, after a

long silence. " Upon the stone where you are sit-

ting you shall find what you want. If you take it,

leave my cap on the same spot."

"That is a fair bargain," said I. "I shall be
here promptly at twelve. Good-night."

I had extended my palm to shake hands with my
new friend, but he seemed to resent my politeness;

with a sort of snarl, he turned a somersault and
rolled down the hill-side to where the rocks rise

from the water.

I need not say that I kept my promise about

returning. And what did I find? A pair of spec-

tacles of the most exquisite workmanship ; the

glasses so clear as almost to deceive the sight, and
the setting of gold spun into fine elastic threads.

" We shall soon see what they are good for,"

thought I, as I put them into the silver case, the

wonderful finish of which I could hardly distinguish

by the misty light of the moon.
The little tarn-cap I of course left on the stone.

As I wandered homeward through the woods, I

thought, with a certain fierce triumph, that now
the beauty of Mabel's face should no more deceive

me.
" Now, Mabel," I murmured, " now I shall see

you as you are."

III.

At three o'clock in the afternoon, I knocked at

the door of the professor's study.



2IO MABEL AND I. [Januar

"Come in," said the professor.

" Is— is Mabel at home ? " asked I, when I had
shaken hands with the professor and seated myself

in one of his hard, straight-backed chairs.

" She will be down presently," answered he.

" There is a newspaper. You may amuse yourself

with that until she comes."

I took up the paper ; but the spectacles seemed

to be burning in my breast-pocket, and although I

stared intently on the print, I could hardly dis-

tinguish a word. What if I tried the power of the

spectacles on the professor ? The idea appeared to

me a happy one, and I immediately proceeded to

put it into practice. With a loudly beating heart,

I pulled the silver case from my pocket, rubbed

the glasses with my handkerchief, put them on my
nose, adjusted the bows behind my ears, and cast

a stealthy glance at the professor over the edge of

my paper. But what was my horror ! It was no

longer the professor at all. It was a huge parrot,

a veritable parrot in slippers and dressing-gown !

I dared hardly believe my senses. Was the pro-

fessor really not a man, but a parrot ? My dear

trusted and honored teacher, whom I had always

looked upon as the wisest and most learned of living

men, could it be possible that he was a parrot ?

And still there he sat, grave and sedate, a pair of

horn spectacles on his large, crooked beak, a few

stiff feathers bristling around his bald crown, and
his small eyes blinking with a sort of meaningless

air of confidence, as I often had seen a parrot's eyes

doing.

" My gnome has been playing a trick on me," I

thought. "This is certainly not to see things as

they are. If I only had his tarn-cap once more,

he should not recover it so cheaply."
" Well, my boy," began the professor, as he

wheeled round in his chair, and knocked the ashes

out of his pipe on the polished andirons which

adorned the empty fire-place. " How is the world

using you ? Getting over your German whims,

eh?"
Surely the spectacles must in some mysterious

way have affected my ears too. The professor's

voice certainly did sound very curious—very much
like the croak of some bird that had learned human
language, but had no notion of what he was saying.

The case was really getting serious. I threw the

paper away, stared my teacher full in the face, but

was so covered with confusion that I could hardly

utter two coherent words.
" Yes, yes,—certainly,—professor," I stammered.

" German whims ?— I mean things as they are

—

and—and not as they seem

—

das Ding an sich—
beg your pardon— I am not sure, I— I compre-

hended your meaning—beg your pardon ?
"

" My dear boy," croaked the professor, opening

his beak in great bewilderment, and showing
little thick red tongue, which curved upward lili

that of a parrot, " you are certainly not wel

Mabel ! Mabel ! Come down ! James is ill ! Ye:

you certainly look wretchedly. Let me feel yoi

pulse."

I suppose my face must have been very muc
flushed, for the blood had mounted to my hea

and throbbed feverishly in my temples. As I hear

the patter of Mabel's feet in the hall, a great drea

came over me. What if she too should turn o\

to be somebody else—a strange bird or beast

No, not for all the world would I see Mabel—tb

dear, blessed Mabel—any differently from wh;

she had always seemed to me. So I tore the spe<

tacles from my nose and crammed them into tb

case, which again I thrust into my pocket. In tb

same instant, Mabel's sweet face appeared in tb

door.

"Did you call me, papa?" she said; then, i

she saw me reclining on the sofa, where her fathe

(now no longer a parrot) had forced me to 1

down, there came a sudden fright into her beautifi

eyes, and she sprang to my side and seized rr.

hand in hers.

"Are you ill, Jamie?" she asked, in a vok

of unfeigned anxiety, which went straight to n
heart. " Has anything happened to you ?

"

" Hush, hush !
" said the professor. " Dor

make him speak. It might have proved a serioi

attack. Too much studying, my dear—too muc

studying. To be sure, the ambition of young m«

nowadays is past belief. It was different in rr

youth. Then, every young man was satisfied if 1

could only make a living—found a home for hin

self and bring up his family in the fear of Goi

But now, dear me, such things are mere nursei

ambitions."

I felt wretched and guilty in my heart ! To 1

thus imposing upon two good people, who lovc-

me and were willing to make every sacrifice for it

comfort ! Mabel had brought a pillow and put

under my head; and now she took out some so

of crochet-work, and seated herself on a chair clo:

by me. The professor stood looking at his watt

and counting my pulse-beats.

"One hundred and fifteen," he muttered, an

shook his bald head. " Yes, he has fever. I sa

it at once, as he entered the room."

"Professor," I cried out, in an agony of n

morse, " really I meant nothing by it. I kno

very well that you are not a parrot— that yo

are "

" I—I—a parrot !
" he exclaimed, smiling knov

ingly at Mabel. "No, I should think not. He
raving, my dear. High fever. Just what I saic

Wont you go out and send Maggie for the doctor
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stop, I shall go myself. Then he will be sure

:ome without delay. It is high time."

The professor buttoned his coat up to his chin,

-d his hat at the proper angle on the back of his

' id, and departed in haste.

'How do you feel now, Jamie dear?" said

'.bel, after awhile.

5;' I am very well, I thank you, Mabel," answered

here and playing sick," muttered I, "then, of

course, I will do anything to please you."
" That is right," said she, and gave me a friendly

nod.

So I lay still for a long while, until I came once

more to think of my wonderful spectacles, which

had turned the venerable professor into a parrot..

I thought I owed Mabel an apology for what I had

i:

' " In fact, it is all nonsense. I am not sick

ill."

'" Hush, hush ! you must not talk so much,"
laanded she, and put her hand on my mouth,

.uty excitement.was now gradually subsiding, and

blood was returning to its usual speed,

i' If you don't object, Mabel," said I, "I'll get

and go home. There 's nothing whatever the

tter with me."

"Will you be a good boy and keep quiet," re-

ied she, emphasizing each word by a gentle tap

my head with her crochet-needle.

''Well, if it can amuse you to have me lying

'GIVE ME BACK MY CAP! CRI!U THE GNOME.

done to her father, and I determined to ease my
mind by confiding the whole story to her.

" Mabel," I began, raising myself on my elbow.

"I want to tell you something, but you must

promise me beforehand that you will not be angry

with me."

"Angry with you, Jamie?" repeated she, open-

ing her bright eyes wide in astonishment. " I

never was angry with you in my life."

" Very well, then. But I have done something

very bad, and I shall never have peace until I have

confided it all to you. You are so very good,

Mabel. I wish I could be as good as you are."
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Mabel was about to interrupt me, but I pre-

vented her, and continued :

" Last night, as I was going home from your

house, the moonlight was so strangely airy and

beautiful, and without quite intending to do it, I

found myself taking a walk through the gorge.

There I saw some curious little lights dancing over

the ground, and I remembered the story of the

peasant who had caught the gnome. And do you

know what I did ?
"

Mabel was beginning to look apprehensive.

" No, I can't imagine what you did," she whis-

pered.

"Well, I lifted my cane, struck at one of the

lights, and, before I knew it, there lay a live gnome
on the ground, kicking with his small legs

"

"Jamie! Jamie!" cried Mabel, springing up

and gazing at me, as if she thought I had gone

mad.
Then there was an unwelcome shuffling of feet

in the hall, the door was opened, and the professor

entered with the doctor.

"Papa, papa!" exclaimed Mabel, turning to

her father. " Do you know what Jamie says ? He
says he saw a gnome last night in the gorge, and

that "

" Yes, I did !" cried I, excitedly, and sprang up

to seize my hat. " If nobody will believe me, I

need n't stay here any longer. And if you doubt

what I have been saying, I can show you "

"My dear sir," said the doctor.

" My dear boy," chimed in the professor, and

seized me round the waist to prevent me from

escaping.
" My dear Jamie," implored Mabel, while the

tears started to her eyes, " do keep quiet, do !
"

The doctor and the professor now forced me
back upon the sofa, and I had once more to resign

myself to my fate.

" A most singular hallucination," said the pro-

fessor, turning his round, good-natured face to the

doctor. "A moment ago he observed that I was

not a parrot, which necessarily must have been

suggested by a previous hallucination that I was a

parrot."

The doctor shook his head and looked grave.

" Possibly a very serious case," said he, " a case

of ," and he gave it a long Latin name, which

I failed to catch. "It is well that I was called in

time. We may still succeed in mastering the

disease."

"Too much study?" suggested the professor.

" Restless ambition ? Night labor—severe appli-

cation ?
"

The doctor nodded and tried to look wise. Mabel

burst into tears, and I myself, seeing her distress,

could hardly refrain from weeping. And still I

could not help thinking that it was very sweet

see Mabel's tears flowing for my sake.

The doctor now sat down and wrote a number
curiously abbreviated Latin words for a prescri

tion, and handed it to the professor, who folded

up and put it into his pocket-book.

Half an hour later, I lay in a soft bed with sno\V

white curtains, in a cozy little room upstairs. T
shades had been pulled down before the window

a number of medicine bottles stood on a chair

my bedside, and I began to feel quite like an i

valid—and all because I had said (what noboi

could deny) that the professor was not a parrot

IV.

I SOON learned that the easiest way to recov

my liberty was to offer no resistance, and to

nothing more about the gnome and the spectacle

Mabel came and sat by my bedside for a f

hours every afternoon, and her father visited i

regularly three times a day, felt my pulse and ga

me a short lecture on moderation in study, on t

evil effects of ambition, and on the dangerous ter

encies of modern speculation.

The gnome's spectacles I kept hidden under i

pillow, and many a time when Mabel was with ]

I felt a strong temptation to try their effect up

her. Was Mabel really as good and beautiful

she seemed to me ? Often I had my hand on t

dangerous glasses, but always the same dread cai

over me, and my courage failed me. That swe

fair, beautiful face,—what could it be, if it was i

what it seemed? No, no, I loved Mabel too w

as she seemed, to wish to know whether she waj

delusion or a reality. What good would it do 1

if I found out that she too was a parrot, or a goo

or any other kind of bird or beast ? The fair

hope would go out of my life, and I should h

little or nothing left worth living for. I must c(

fess that my curiosity often tormented me beyo

endurance, but, as I said, I could never mus
courage enough either to conquer it or to yield

it. Thus, when at the end of a week I was allow

to sit up, I knew no more about Mabel's real ch

acter than I had known before. I saw that s

was patient, kind-hearted, sweet-tempered,— tl

her comings and goings were as quiet and pleas;

as those of the sunlight which now stole in unh

dered and again vanished through the uncurtain

windows. And, after all, had I not known tl

always? One thing, however, I now knew bet

than before, and that was that I never could lc

anybody as I loved Mabel, and that I hoped sol

time to make her my wife.

A couple of days elapsed, and then I was p

mitted to return to my own lonely rooms. A
very dreary and desolate did they seem to me af
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pleasant days I had spent, playing sick, with

bel and the professor. I did try once or twice

effect of my spectacles on some of my friends,

i| always the result was astonishing. Once I put

m on in church, and the minister, who had the

utation of being a very pious man, suddenly

>d before me as a huge fox in gown and bands.

• voice sounded like a sort of bark, and his long-

,ut opened and shut again in such a funny fash-

that I came near laughing aloud. But, fortu-

;ly, I checked myself and looked for a moment
couple of old maids in the pew opposite. And,

I ither you will believe me or not, they looked

:tly like two dressed-up magpies, while the

t old gentleman next to them had the appear-

; of a sedate and pious turkey-cock. As he

. out his handkerchief and blew his nose—

I

n his bill—the laughter again came over me,

I had to stoop down in the pew and smother

merriment. An old chum of mine, who was a

jus sportsman and a great favorite with the

s, turned out to be a bull-dog, and as he ad-

;d his neck-tie and pulled up his collar around

hick, hairy neck, I had once more to hide my
in order to preserve my gravity,

am afraid, if I had gone on with my observa-

ji, I should have lost my faith in many a man
1 woman whom I had previously trusted and

dred, for they were probably not all as good

.amiable as they appeared. However, I could

help asking myself, as Mabel had done, what

.1 such a knowledge would, in the end, do me.

it not better to believe everybody good, until

^inced to the contrary, than to distrust every-

and by your suspicion do injustice to those

.were really better than they seemed? After

I thought, these spectacles are making me
oid and suspicious; they are a dangerous and
ss thing to possess. I will return them to their

—owner.

lis, then, was my determination. A little before

jit, I started for the gorge, and on my way I

j
a little girl playing with pebbles at the road-

My curiosity once more possessed me. I

in the gnome's spectacles and gazed intently

e chiid. Strange to say no transformation

red. I took off the glasses, rubbed them
my handkerchief, and put them on once more,
rhild still remained what it seemed—a child

;

feature was changed. Here, then, was really

^iiture that was neither more nor less than it

i;d. For some inconceivable reason the tears

:
d to my eyes; I took the little girl up in my
and kissed her. My thoughts then naturally

d to Mabel ; I knew in the depth of my heart

she, too, would have remained unchanged.
could she be that was better than her own

j

sweet self—the pure, the beautiful, the blessed

Mabel ?

When the sun was well set, I sat down under the

same hemlock-tree where I had first met the gnome.

After half an hour's waiting I again saw the lights

advancing over the ground, struck at random at

one of them and the small man was once more visi-

ble. I did not seize his cap, however, but addressed

him in this manner

:

"Do you know, you curious Old World sprite,

what scrapes your detestable spectacles brought

me into ? Here they are. Take them back. I

don't want to see them again as long as I live."

In the next moment I saw the precious glasses

in the gnome's hand, a broad, malicious grin

distorted his features, and before I could say an-

other word, he had snatched up his cap and van-

ished.

A few days later, Mabel, with her sweet-brier

dress on, was again walking at my side along the

stream in the gorge, and somehow our footsteps

led us to the old willow-tree where we had had our

talk about the German gnomes and fairies.

" Suppose, Jamie," said Mabel, as we seated

ourselves on the grass, "that a good fairy should

come to you and tell you that your highest wish

should be fulfilled. What would you then ask ?
"

"I would ask," cried I, seizing Mabel's hand,

"that she would give me a good little wife, with

blue eyes and golden hair, whose name should be

Mabel.

"

Mabel blushed crimson and turned her face away
from me to hide her confusion.

" You would not wish to see things as they are,

then," whispered she, while the sweetest smile stole

over her blushing face.

" Oh, no, no !
" exclaimed I. " But what would

you ask, Mabel ?
"

" I," answered she, " would ask the fairy to give

me a husband who loved me well, if—if his name
was—Jamie."

A little before supper-time we both stole on tip-

toe into the professor's study. He was writing, as

usual, and did not notice us. Mabel went up to

his chair from behind and gently put her hands

over his eyes, and asked if he could guess who it

was. He, of course, guessed all the names he

could think of except the right one.

" Papa," said Mabel, at last, restoring to him
once more the use of his eyes, "Jamie and I have

something we want to tell you."
" And what is it, my dear?" asked the professor,

turning round on his chair, and staring at us as if

he expected something extraordinary.
" I don't want to say it aloud." said Mabel. " I

want to whisper it
"

"And I, too," echoed I.
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And so we both put our mouths, one on each

side, to the professor's ears and whispered.

"But," exclaimed the old man, as soon as he

could recover his breath, " you must bear in mind
that life is not a play,—that—that life is not what

it seems "

" No, but Mabel is," said I.

" Is,—is what ?
"

"What she seems," cried I.

And then we both laughed ; and the professo

kissed Mabel, shook my hand, and at last a]

laughed.

ANOTHER DAYLIGHT BL'RGLARV.

THE OLD-TIME MINSTRELS.

By E. B. M.

The English harpers, or minstrels, were the

successors of England's first musicians, the Druid

bards. Not only in England, but throughout all

Europe, and especially in Denmark, the sacred

scalds (or bards) first, and afterward the harpers,

were persons of the greatest consequence. They
were constantly sought to attend at the palaces of

kings, where, to the accompaniment of their rude

harps, they recounted for royal ears the praises of

kingly ancestors, or sang the stirring national an-

thems, which should inspire to deeds of future

greatness. In return, they were loaded with the

richest honors and rewards, their vocation was co'i

sidered divine, and in times of war they were ui

molested, though traveling freely to and frobetwec

the encampments of hostile armies.

Alfred the Great (and he was not the only 01

who tried the experiment) found, as you know,

the disguise of a harper, admittance to the cart

of his enemies, the Danes, and obtained there tl

necessary knowledge to regain the lost throne.

On the opposite page is a picture of one of tl

primitive harpers, giving some idea of the shape

the instrument used by the musician of the timf

I
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As early as the tenth century we read of minstrels

the continent of Europe, who traveled in bands

companies, glad to offer their united powers of

nusement to any who would give them audience,

le Anglo-Saxon minstrels, who come into promi-

nt notice soon after, were called in the early ages

minstrelsy by two names—"scop," meaning a

iker, and "gligman" or " gleeman," which in-

ides all professional performers for public enter-

nment. For, to the serious vein of their ances-

s, these wandering musicians had added a comic

e of their own, and with the singing of ancient

roic poems they rendered also the ballads and

nances of the day, accompanied by exhibi-

ts of their skill as dancers, joculators or jesters,

d jugglers. These obtained admission every-

ere.

When we remember how few were the occupa-

ns of our Anglo-Saxon forefathers, we can inl-

ine with what satisfaction a cheerful party of

'sons, possessing such numerous powers of diver-

n, would be received at the castle gate or the

y-sidc inn. They frequented mostly the homes
the great, however ; and though the ancient

•per, singing only the religious or patriotic songs

his race, was held in very different esteem from

t modern gleemen, who cared more for supper

;n song, yet their society was as eagerly sought

i rewarded. In addition to their merry-making
ractions, the minstrels served also the purpose

a newspaper, carrying items of news from one

tion of country to another, along with the last

v tale, all of which they offered their patrons for

onsideration.

jThey figured prominently also in political in-

jues, so that, during the middle ages, the dis-

ise of a minstrel was frequently assumed to enable

pected or obnoxious parties to pass through diffi-

ties safely and unchallenged. Some of the class

re more respectable than others, however, and
'oted themselves solely to the exercise of their

ifession.

The news of an approaching festival was sure to

rig to the castle gates a large gathering of the

istrels. Numbers were no bar to admission, and,

I 'ing successive days of feasting and pleasure,

'se adroit performers would suit their entertain-

pnt to the mood of their hearers. Were the com-

] ly in a quiet humor, they sang the old ballad;

I chivalry. If gay, as they lingered over the

! ving bowl, they chanted satirical poems or love-

1 lances, or exhibited their mountebank shows

| I powers of jugglery; and at last, presented
I ir appeals for compensation, sometimes in ways
I I were neither dignified nor delicate.

n one case, we are told, a minstrel interrupts

story, probably at the most telling point, to

inform his hearers, that "whoever wishes to hear

any more of this poem must make haste to open

his purse, for it is now high time that he give me
something." Another makes a still more peremp-

tory demand. "Take notice," he says, " as God
may give me health, I will immediately put a stop

to my song, and 1 at once excommunicate all those

who shall not visit their purses in order to give me
something to my wife." The poor fellow had some
excuse, however, as his poem had already reached

over five thousand lines without bringing any re-

sponse from his audience.

But money was not the only reward sought or

won by these wandering musicians. The village

fairs, no less than baronial halls, were enlivened by

their presence. The first Earl of Chester decreed

that all minstrels who should come to Chester fair

were secure from arrest for theft or any other mis-

demeanor, except the crime were committed during

the fair. Years afterward, the privileges proved of

great advantage to one of the noble lord's succes-

sors, for, besieged by the Welsh in his castle of

Rothelan, the constable of Chester gathered the

minstrels, and, " by the allurement of their music,

got together a great crowd of such loose people as

by reason of privilege were then in that city, whom
he sent forthwith to the earl's relief. The Welsh,

alarmed at the approach of this rabble, suppos-

ing them to be a regular body of armed and dis-

ciplined veterans, instantly raised the siege and

retired."

Many of the minstrels were retained in the con-

stant service of kings and nobles, receiving salaries,

and even houses and lands, from their royal patrons.

A PRIMITIVE HARPER.

They were not only required to perform at public

festivals, as we have seen, but during disagreeable

operations, which kings as well as common people

are sometimes obliged to endure. History tells us

that Edward I., who was the special patron of the

profession, was at one time very ill and obliged to-

be bled. In order to soothe his majesty while

undergoing the operation, his surgeon, Sir John
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Maltravers, summoned his chief minstrel, who exe-

cuted some of his choicest diversions on the painful

occasion.

Among the instruments used by the minstrels,

the harp, or, as it was called in the old Saxon, the

"glee-beam" (or glee-wood), stood first in their

regard. In addition, the trumpet, the pipe (or

flute), the viol (or fiddle), the horn, the drum (or

tabor), the cymbals, hand-bells, and a portable

organ, known as the dulcimer, were all used in the

middle ages. The troubadours of Europe, how-

ever, were devoted exclusively to the viol.

On this page is a picture of a minstrel of the

fourteenth century, playing upon a tabor, an in-

ANGLO-5AXON MINSTRELS AND JUGGLERS.

strument much in favor with the lower orders of

society.

The dulcimer, or organ, was much in use, if we
may judge from its frequent introduction into pict-

ures.

The bagpipe was an instrument mostly used by

shepherds and rustic musicians, who, in common
with other classes of society during the fourteenth

and fifteenth centuries, were given to the cultiva-

tion of music. In addition to the bagpipe, they

played upon the pipe and horn ; and so late as the

reign of Queen Mary, in 1553, they officiated at

THE TABOR.

village weddings and merry-makings, and " eve

sometimes excited the jealousy of the professors

the joyous science."

In the effort to raise minstrelsy to a more respeel

able position, the minstrels of a better class forme

themselves into societies or guilds, governed b

laws of their own, and open only

to the admission of those who by
special qualification were fitted

to join the company. The most

noted of these guilds was the

ancient fraternity of the minstrels

of Beverley, in Yorkshire. Their

officers were an alderman and

two stewards, and a copy of their

regulations is still preserved.

One of these requires, "That they should

take any new brother except he be minstrel to son

man of honor or worship, or wait of some tow

corporate, or other ancient town, or else of sue

knowledge or honesty as shall be thought laudab

and pleasant to the hearers there."

Another of their by-laws declares, "That i

mylner, shepherd, or of other occupation, or hu

bandman or husbandman's servant, playing up<

pipe or other instrument, shall follow any weddii

or other thing that pertaineth to the said scienc

except in his own parish."

In the time of Henry VI., at the building of f

church of St. Mary's in Beverley, these minstn

gave one of its pillars, with

the design, as shown on the

opposite page, sculptured

upon it.

But despite the endeavors

of such fraternities as these,

minstrelsy, degraded by the

immoral lives of many of its

professors, was, like the state

of society in which it flour-

ished, becoming an institu-

tion of the past. In the lat-

ter part of the fifteenth cen-

tury, minstrels were styled

as "ribalds," "heretics,"

and were considered a " dis-

graceful " sort of people

;

while a little later, they

were proscribed by an Act

of Parliament as "vaga-

bonds and rogues." Yet

even at the beginning of

the last century there were many people of rd

who retained minstrels in their retinue, emplo;i

in duties connected with their old profession.

In Sir Walter Scott's "Lay of the Last Ml
strel," the date of the story being about the midtfn

THE Dt'LCIMER.
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' the sixteenth century, we have a picture of the

rlorn condition of the once jovial gleeman :

" The way was long, the wind was cold,

The minstrel was infirm and old;

His withered cheek and tresses gray
Seemed to have known a better day.

A. BAND OF MINSTRELS WITH DULCIMER, BAGPIPE AND VIOL.

The harp, his sole remaining joy,

Was carried by an orphan boy.

The last of all the bards was he

Who sung of Border chivalry,—-

For well-a-day their date was fled,

His tuneful brethren all were dead;

And he, neglected and oppressed,

Wished to be with them and at rest.

No more on prancing palfrey borne,

He caroled, light as lark at morn

;

No longer, courted and caressed,

High placed in hall, a welcome guest,

He poured to lord and lady gay

The unpremeditated lay.

Old times were changed, old manners gone,

A stranger filled the Stuart's throne.

The bigots of the iron time

Had called his harmless art a crime.

A wandering harper, scorned and poor,

He begged his bread from door to door

;

And tuned to please a peasant's ear,

A harp a king had loved to hear."

The minstrel, seeing no humbler resting-place at

hand, paused sadly at a castle gate. But a kind

reception awaited him.

" The duchess marked his weary pace,

His timid mien, and reverend face,

And bade her page the menials tell

That they should tend the old man well."

So kindly was the aged minstrel cared for, and

so interested were the duchess and her ladies in his

lay, that after singing again and again the songs

of the olden time, we see him once more.

" Hushed is the harp, the minstrel gone

—

And did he wander forth alone ?

Alone, in indigence and age,

To linger out his pilgrimage ?

No—close beneath proud Newark's tower,

Arose the minstrel's lowly bower,

A simple hut; but there was seen

The little garden hedged with green,

The cheerful hearth, and lattice clean.

There, sheltered wanderers, by the blaze,

Oft heard the tale of other days

;

For much he loved to ope his door,

And give the aid he begged before."

The troubadours, whom we have mentioned, be-

longed to the highest order of minstrels. They
were a school of poets who flourished in the south

of France and north of Italy, from the eleventh to

the latter end of the thirteenth century. They
were principally of noble birth, numbering kings

and warriors within their ranks, who cultivated the

arts of poetry and music ; their compositions, for

the most part, being love romances and ballads.

Some of them also wrote books on the art of versi-

fying and the principles of poetry. But, like the

minstrel, the troubadour in time disappeared.

a

FIGURES SCULPTURED ON' A CHURCH PILLAR.

Vol. IV.— 15.
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MARIE'S NEW YEAR'S DAY.

By G. W. B.

Marie, a sweet-faced French girl, was our chil-

dren's nurse. Her father, an Austrian, had, when

a young man, left his native village and traveled to

a little town in France. Here he married, and his

wanderings ceased. Years rolled on, time wrought

Performing her slight household duties,

chanted gay little airs of her native land, in a sw
voice that made the canary wild with rivalry, wr
everywhere her presence was like sunshine.

Winter passed,—the sunny days of spring,-

WAS DELIGHTED WHEN THE GARDENER ALLOWED HER TO ASSIST HIM.

its changes, and at last his eldest daughter came
to this country. She had been but a few days in

New York when we engaged her, and she had

but few acquaintances, but her modest appear-

ance, her bright cheerful face, were sufficiently

good recommendations, and she was soon trans-

ferred to our home. Immediately she won a warm
place in the affections of the children, so that to

listen to French stories, or to chat in French with

Marie, was to them no task.

when the heats of summer came we left the

How happy was Marie in our country home !

squirrel and the robin were not more gay than :e,

and the honey-bee not more industrious. She BS

delighted when the gardener allowed her to a

him ; but, working or playing, she was alvBj

happy. Under the tall pines, and beneath &
beeches, her rippling laughter echoed, while It

chattering jay-birds ceased their scoldings to liai

to its music.
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But there came a sad day for our poor Fran<;aise.

the performance of some duty, she went into the

jndry, her light dress came in contact with the

e—a shriek, a sudden bound, and she stood upon

e breezy lawn, enveloped in flames. With des-

ration she tore away the blazing fabric; help

3n came, but not to save her from dreadful injury,

sr face was not harmed, but her arms were shock-

gly burned.

Her first utterance was :

'

' Oh, Madame' B. /

adamc B. ! je ne pourrais plus jamais, jamais
ivaillcr !

"

Kind nursing and tender care were not wanting;

e best medical skill was employed ; but to save

r life it was decided that her right arm must be

cen off near the shoulder. Through all her dis-

ss and pain the poor girl bore herself with ferti-

le that awoke the admiration of all who saw her.

le amputation took place at the hospital, and it

s only during the Christmas week that she came
:k to us—pale and worn, her merry smiles all

anged into a look of anxiety.

During her absence it had been suggested that a

:le fund be got together for her benefit. Kind

arts who heard her sad story gave freely, and

fore New Year's Day there was a nice sum in hand

her benefit. The glad morning, and the usual

le presents of the happy day had been exchanged,

trie received many little souvenirs, had given the

ildren some simple tokens of her love and grati-

le, and was quite cheerful. About the house,

wever, there was an air of mystery.

fVfter the holiday dinner, many children of the

ighborhood, whom Marie knew, came dropping

all with some kind word for her, until twenty or

rty were assembled, and playing merry games,

trie, with her black dress, white apron, and

ite bonnet, with its single rose, moved around

ong them interesting herself in their play, until

:e more the color faintly showed itself in her

e cheeks.

Suddenly, there appears from an adjoining room,

elephant (improvised—two boys and a shawl)

iring with its trunk a white envelope, and this

phantsaid: " Marie Schalner ! oil est die?"
5oing to where she stood, the envelope was held

: to the astonished girl, and she saw the inscrip-

1 :
" Pour Marie ! 300 francs.

"

Five hundred francs ! Who can picture her

surprise, the clapping of hands, and the joy of the

children as they crowded around her while the ele-

phant disappeared in rather a disordered condition.

Quiet came, the plays went on, when Marie was

asked to run upstairs and bring a little box. She

tripped away and brought it. It was opened.
" Quelque chose pour vous, Marie ! " and, behold,

another envelope with "500francs! Pour Pamour
de Jesus." Again, laughter and joy and clapping

of hands, when appears upon the scene a little old

lady, with antique dress, who demands Marie

Schalner, for she has again 500 francs, with the

motto: " Dieu vous gardera toujour"s." The poor

girl is silent. She cannot express her feelings.

She is asked to pass a paper from the piano. Be-

neath it is another envelope :
" Pour Marie ! 300

francs/ iXous vous aimons beaucoup !" Tears,

unbidden, will come to her eyes. She brushes

them away bravely, for she had shed none in all

her great distress. Now conies the boy—her favor-

ite—with knapsack, his uncle's war-worn epaulets

and sword : "Je suis soldat de la France! Oil est

Marie?" And once more: " Pour Marie ! 300
francs. Le Bon Dieu vous n'oublierjamais !

"

The rush of joy, the strain, was too great,—from

sheer happiness she burst into tears. Mrs. B. could

wait no longer. Running to their depository, she

seized the remaining packages, and placed them all

in the lap of the trembling girl.

" Here, Marie ! The good God has not forgot-

ten you. Here arefive thousandfrancs ! all yours,

and with them you have the kind love and sympa-

thy of all who know you !

"

Laughter and tears,—how closely they arc allied !

and how they mingled on that happy day !

Again the holiday games went on, again song

and story, till the shadows fell, ending the beautiful

New Year's Day.

Now Marie has resumed her wonted place. She

has become quite skillful in the use of her artificial

arm, with her left hand writes long letters home,

and uses her needle deftly. She arranges her simple

toilet jauntily, ties her tasty neck-ribbons without

assistance, does a thousand things that would seem

impossible, and again the house is musical with her

merry songs, which the canary in vain attempts to

rival.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

A Happy New Year to you, my chicks ! and
a good New Year too. If I were a French Jack-
in-the-Pulpit, you should have a fine New Year's
card from me,— a card covered with all sorts of

hearty, loving messages and good wishes. The
birds tell me how in that sunny land friends send
pretty New Year's cards to one another,—picture-

cards, showing the sender in the act of trundling a
wheelbarrow, or carrying a basket, or leading a

pony ; anything, so that it can be laden with tablets

and bundles, each indorsed with a loving thought
or wish. Sometimes he is shown tugging along
with great difficulty an enormous sack of money,
labeled 900,000.000,000,000,000 francs ! This is to

give a faint idea of the sum he should like to bring
to his friend, if he could get it. Nowadays, the

French photographers can take one's likeness in

this way, so that the funny- card really represents

the sender himself.

Now, I should like that. So far, only the birds

know your Jack's face, exactly ; but a French
photographer might be able to show me as I really

am, and in the very act of trundling up to your
doors $973,430,240,327,800,432.00^ !

Would not that be fine ?

STRANGE SCENT BAGS.

SOME of the children in the red school-house
made pretty scent-bags for the dear Little School-

ma'am last Christmas, from directions given in ST.

Nicholas, I believe ; and these led her to tell

them how, in old English times, it was quite fash-

ionable to use nutmegs as a perfume. Yes, a nut-

meg, set in silver and decorated with pearls and
precious stones, often was hung from a lady's belt,

like a modern scent-bottle.

Another curious scent-bag of those old days
was an entire orange-skin, filled with a sponge

saturated with vinegar and spices. It was usedl
prevent infection, and was hung to the girdle

carried in the hands of fashionable people. T

1

was the beginning of vinaigrettes. After a whij
oranges were discarded, and little jars or cases I

silver, with holes in the top, were used in th

stead.

FEED THE BIRDS.

Here is a letter from a kind-hearted lady whc
example is well worth following. Take a h
from it, my human birdies ! Notice, too, how 1

feathered creatures, in their turn, cared for th

poor little prisoner

:

Deak Jack : Several years ago, we lived at a very beautiful p
about four miles from Washington, near Fort Bunker Hill,

house was built on the only level piece of ground on the place ;

was a sloping terrace to our kitchen garden, down which in wi
the children delighted to coast, and from which in summer
gathered fine strawberries. The winter of "e6 was of unusual sevi

for our climate, and for six weeks we had very good sleighing. Dii
this time the birds suffered greatly. As soon as we discovered!

trouble, the children and I filled a large waiter with bread-cm
and seed, and put it on the roof of our porch. After a long time,

birds flew to the waiter and timidly tasted the seed. Then the)

their heads together and flew off. In about ten minutes they rem
with thirty birds, who ate greedily. Then there was a consult:

between two, and a brown bird was sent off. He returned, brin

two birds with him, one of which was set in a corner and watche
die brown bird while his companion ate until satisfied. He
escorted the prisoner to the waiter, and permitted him to taste ol

good things. For several mornings this was repealed, and we bet

convinced that the solitary bird was a prisoner under some sent

of punishment, which seemed to last a week, during which tiro

bird approached him but bis guard. The children fed the bin.

winter; the hungry little creatures finally came by hundreds, an
lessen the expense we mixed corn-meal and oats with the seed,

so kept our bird-table constantly spread till mild weather set

Yours truly, Raymonl

FIVE "THATS."

Bear Jack: I heard our school-teacher say that five "th
could be used in succession in a single sentence. She did n't con
it elegant English, by any means, but said there was no rule in g
mar to forbid the use of them, if any one chose to adopt such a
of talking or writing. Here is a specimen of " that-iness :

"

"Jane said that that ' that ' that that boy wrote was a conjunct.

Now, Jack, how would your St. Nicholas children parse
"that" sentence?—Yours affectionately, M

AN ESQUIMAUX HOUSE, OR HUT.

One would think that, cold and dreadful as a

Arctic regions are known to be, the inhabit I

would need every comfort that could be imagii

in the way of a house. But no. The first til

the Esquimaux does in his home-building ij

clear away the snow and ice from a spot of gro!

of the right size for his house. This he makejH
smooth as he can, leaving one end a little hi;;

than the other. The higher end is to serv'

parlor and bed-room ; the lower as work-shop
kitchen. Around this cleared spot of earth bll

of hard frozen snow are laid in such a fashion

they form a low round roof, resembling in si

the half of a hollow ball. By way of a wine

a small square of rather thin and clear ice is

into the wall.

On the side of the house least exposed to \

is a long and very low passage-way leading to "

open air. This passage is so low that the inm
of the house have to crawl through it on
hands and knees. The door is only a loose bR
of snow.
These huts do not appear to be very charn
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iidcnces, but there are two good things about

;m. One is, that the high winds of that desolate

jion cannot possibly blow a hut over, though they

ly bury it in snow ; the other good thing is that

one hut can be lived in longer than a season,

le poor Esquimaux are, unfortunately, a very

ty people, and if they lived ever so long in one

use they would never clean it. But the snow-

use finally cleans itself in the most thorough

inner, for as soon as the warm days of summer
lie it melts away, and its inmates must set about

ilding a seal-skin tent that will shelter them till

iter comes again.

SKIPPING ROPES IN GLASGOW.
Glasgow, November, 1876.

Iear Jack-in-the-Pulpit : I am spending the autumn in Scot-

(| J with my mother, and I often see a queer thing in the streets of

;ij sgow. It is the way the girls jump the rope. They use two

)
I

iping-ropes. Two girls turn the pair of ropes, each holding two

e I
dies in one hand, and another girl stands between them and jumps.

THE GLASGOW STYLE.

. has to jump twice as fast as if there were but one rope, and these
igow girls do it splendidly. They beat the American girls com-
ity. I can't draw as well as the fellow who did Washington and
iittle hatchet in the Young Contributor part of St. Nicholas, but
above picture will show you how the girls do it.

looked so very easy when they did it, that one day I said,

joh ! let me try." And they did.

his sort of play, however, is only fit for girls.—Your affectionate
sr, George Henry Wirt.

WHAT MADE THEM SOP

MUST say it ! Human beings, considering how
:nted they are, are very foolish. If not, why do
y make other living things afraid of them in-

, .id of teaching love and confidence by their own
!

' l mple ? Almost all animals who see men for the
t time approach them without fear. I am told

/intelligent birds, that when the naturalist, Dar-
]

'\.i, went to the Galapagos Islands, he there found
/ks that had never seen men, and they were so

"ue that he shoved some of them gently off a
'nch with the muzzle of his gun, while others

"'"fie to drink from a pitcher he held in his hand.
" 5 only because, for generations, beasts and birds
e been so often deceived and cruelly treated by

"j.i that they have become suspicious of them.
'»';

: of these days, when this becomes a country
l«F

01

i

:

Bird-defenders, we shall see a change for the
:er. Real birds may then poise themselves fear-

ly on boys' and girls' hands ; and never again
11 the ghastly sight be seen of a poor, stiffened

g stuck on a hat-crown as an ornament.

A FERN THAT LOOKS LIKE A LAMB.

In China there grows a fern which bears a curi-

ous likeness to a lamb. This likeness causes En-
glish-speaking people who have seen it, to call it

the Tartarian or Scythian lamb fern. It is covered

with a dense, soft, vegetable wool, of a yellow color.

Its main stem, covered with the wool, lies flat, a
short distance above the ground, and other hang-
ing stems, look like little legs supporting it.

BISMARCK'S DOG.

The celebrated Prince Bismarck, I am told, has

a wonderful dog—a large lean fellow, as black as a
raven's wing, faithful and devoted as it is possible

for even a dog to be. He is inseparable from his

dark-browed master, following him everywhere,

without taking his eyes from him.
According to my informant, when the Prince

is called to the Emperor's presence, the dog
recognizes the helmet which he wears (instead

of his military cap), and then he does not follow

him. He knows also that he must not accompany
his master to the Reichstag (the German parlia-

ment), whither the Prince ordinarily goes on foot.

The dog follows him to the gate of the park, and
then his master turns, and, raising his blue cap
trimmed with saffron-colored galoon, says briefly,

'"Reichstag!" The dog understands; he lowers

his head, droops his tail, and returns sadly to the

house.

THE BIGGEST FLOWER?

Here is a letter from a bright Princeton boy.

The little fellow tells the simple truth of the Rafflesia,

but still your Jack stands up for the Victoria Regia.

It has beauty and grace, and so is entitled to rank
w'\i\\JIowers j- but as this big vegetable something
has neither, it ought to be ruled out. What say

you, my chicks ?

Dear Jack : In the July number of the St. Nicholas, in speak-
ing about the Victoria Regia, you seem to consider it the giant flower
of the world. I always thought so too until the other day, when,
reading a book called "The Universe," by Mr. Pouchet, I found I

was mistaken, and that there was a larger one. The best way to

describe it is to quote his own words

:

'' But the flower of the Rafflesia Arnoldi, a perfect monster of vege-
tation, leaves all these far behind. It is found in the forests of Java
and Sumatra. Its outlines and gigantic proportions separate it so
widely from every tiling known, that in spite of the assertions of trav-

elers, botanists refused to believe, and persisted in looking upon the
colossus as a fetid fungus. The discussion did not cease till one of

these [lowers was sent to London and examined by R. Brown, who
dissipated all doubts. Each flower was found to be composed of a
fleshy mass weighing from twelve to fifteen pounds. Its border, the
circuit of which was not less than ten feet, showed five lobes, forming
a gaping excavation capable of holding a dozen pints of fluid."

It also says that it exhales a repulshe, carrion-like smell, and that

the Javanese prostrates himself before it and makes it almost a divin-

ity. You also say of the Victoria Regia that the leaves are very
large (eight feet) : but there are some larger ones yet. The plant
known as the Welwitschia TYlirabilis has two leaves nine or ten feet

long. It is of a pale green color. The leaves are sometimes much
larger, being nearly four yards long. It grows in South-west Africa.

But I fear I am writing too much, so good-bye, dear Jack.— I remain,
yours truly, A. G. Cameron.

A DOLL' FOR A SIGN.

If you were in England, and saw a black doll

hung up as a sign, what would you expect to find ?

Toys ? Not a bit of it. You 'd find a " rag shop !

"

What an insult to the dolls ! What shall we do
about it ? And they call it a "dolly shop," too !
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THE FROGS' PICNIC.

There were once five little frogs who had a holiday. They all agre

that it would be great fun to go on a picnic, and so their mothers tc

THE SMALLEST FROG TAKES A SWIM

them that they might go, if they would be careful and not get their i

dry. You know that when a frog is right well, his feet always feel c

and damp. If you ever catch a well frog you can feel his feet, and

if this is not so.

So off these five frogs started, all in high glee, and bound to m
a merry day of it. They soon reached a small woods with a pre
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ream running through it, and there they agreed to have their picnic,

'hey hid their dinners, which they had brought with them, behind a small

ush, and then they began to play games. They played a good many
tt'ery nice games, suitable for little frogs, and enjoyed themselves very

tu mch, jumping about in the damp grass and among the wet leaves in the

oods ; for it was yet quite early in the day, and the dew was still on

le ground.

But after a while the sun rose higher, and the day became warmer,

.id then these little frogs did not care so much for jumping and hopping

Dout on dry land. So they all sat down to rest near the edge of the

ream.

Very soon the smallest frog said he was warm and dry, and he jumped

|ito the water to take a swim.

" Come on in !

" he called out to the others. " It 's splendid ! I did

Dt know how uncomfortable it was out there."

"Oh, ho!" said the oldest frog, "we're not going in the water. We
in do that any day. Don't you know this is a picnic ?

"

" Yes, I know it is, and that 's the reason I want to have all the fun

can. You had better come in before your feet get dry, and you make

ijurselves sick."
I

The other frogs thought that this little fellow was very silly. One of

lem turned her back on him and would not have a word to say to him.

|:he second largest frog grinned at him until his mouth stretched out nearly

j[h wide as his body, and said :

lu " You must be a simpleton ! Going in to swim when we are out on
•• picnic, and want to have a good time doing things that we don't do

jy'ery day. You might as well have staid at home."

|1 But the little frog did not mind what the others said. He just swam
oout and enjoyed himself.

! The other frogs thought that this was very ridiculous and improper,

Ut as they looked at him he seemed so comfortable in the clear, cool

ream, that they almost wished it was yesterday or to-morrow, or some
ly which was not a picnic-day, so that they might go in too.

Sometimes the little frog came out and wanted to play. But they did

)t care about playing, and as the day wore on they began to feel so

idly that they agreed to consider that the picnic was over.

The minute this was settled the five frogs sprang altogether into the

j,r and came down splash / into the water.

Oh how delightful and cool it was !
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" No more picnics for me !

" cried the widest-mouthed fellow. " I

in for enjoying myself."

"Well," said the little frog, "I don't see why we can't have a picnii

without thinking that we must do something uncommon all the time,

think that frogs can often have lots more fun doing the things that the}

do every day, than when they try to do something that they are no

used to."

That was a very wise little frog.

BROKEN TOYS.

A little girl, just four years old,

Had many a pretty toy,

And did not try to keep them nice,

But only to destroy.

Her mother's scissors she would get

And clip the things she found,

Till cloth and pictures on the floor,

Cut into bits, lay round.

Her family of dolls, alas !

When they were put to bed,

This one had lost a leg or arm,

And that would have no head.

One day, a darling doll came home,

The prettiest in the world,

Its eyes so blue, its cheeks so red,

Its fair locks neatly curled.
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But in one week how sad a wreck,

For all its cost and care !

Its leg's and arms and nose were gfone,

And its poor head was bare.

THE SHELF I >F BROKEN TOYS.

Then her papa hung up a shelf,

And placed there in a row

Her broken toys, and, oh ! they made
A very ugly show.

But when the mischiefs she had done

This little mrl had seen,

Oh, then she cried and said :
" Mamma,

How naughty I have been !

"



220 MOTHER GOOSE OPERETTA. [January

MOTHER GOOSE OPERETTA.
(/« Three Scenes, founded upon the Story of "Bobby Shaftoe.")

By G. B. Bartlett.

Characters and Costumes.

Five or more pairs of boys and girls as peasants—with bright skirts,

laced bodices, high-crowned muslin caps, or any picturesque costumes

for the girls ; knee-breeches with broad suspenders, and white shirts

(no coats), straw hats with bright ribbons, for the boys.

Herbert has a suit of same style as the other peasants, over which

he has a short coat trimmed with yellow braid.

Bobby Shaftoe also has a coat, much plainer than Herbert's; he

has light curly hair, and wears large tin, or silver-paper, buckles at

his knees. In Scene III. he wears a sailor's suit

Marie, blue skirt, pink bodice, high cap with many ribbons.

All except Herbert carry covered baskets, which (if in season) can

have vines of clematis hanging from them and falling over the shoul-

ders of the peasants, many of whom carry them on their heads. One
table, three chairs, and one spinning-wheel will be needed. If the

actors cannot sing, the singing may be performed by concealed per-

sons.

Scene I.

The peasants are heard singing outside ; the chorus grows loud

slowly, and they enter, march twice around and form in a semicircle,

and sing, to the tune of "Dearest May: "

" It is the pleasant twilight, the sun is setting slow,

As homeward from our daily task with merry step we go.

Chorus. It is the close of day;
With hearts so light and gay,
In merry row, we homeward go,

To rest at close of day.
"

After singing, they slowly march out, and the music slowly dies

away. Bobby and Marie, who have remained as if in earnest con-

versation, come forward and sing, to the tune of "Lightly row,"
" Yankee Doodle," or any other that may be suited to the words

:

Bobby. " Dearest, will you marry me?
For you know how I love thee !

Tell me, darling, will you be
The wife of Bobby Shaftoe ?

"

Marie. " Robert, pray don't make me say
What I 've told you twice to-day ;

Let us true friends always stay

—

No more, Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Bobby. " If you will not marry me,
I will go away to sea,

And you never more shall be
Aught to Bobby Shaftoe!"

Marie. " Dear Bobby, you will never go,

For you 've often told me so

!

You will not go far, I know !

Good-bye, Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Bobby runs away, as if in anger. Marie looks after him, smiling,

as if expecting him back
;
grows anxious, follows the way he went

a few steps, then turns and sadly goes in the opposite direction.

Herbert enters from the direction in which Bobby ran, and follows

Marie, as if he had been listening to the conversation. End of

Scene I.

Scene II.

Marie enters very sadly, goes to the table at left, takes up knitting-

work, throws It down impatiently, draws spinning-wheel to the right

of the room, begins to spin and sing.

" Toil is sweet when hearts are light,

Sunshine follows darkest night;
Always when the heart is right,

Trouble will not linger."

"

Peasant girl enters in great haste, and sings:

" Marie, have you heard the news?
Our dear friend has had the blues,
And has sailed upon a cruise

—

Our dear Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Marie rises in confusion, upsets the wheel, and sings

:

" Bobby Shaftoe gone to sea!
And no message left for me?
Oh, it cannot, cannot be !

Dearest Bobby Shaftoe !

"

She cries, leaning her head on the shoulder of her friend, and
two girls sing in duet

:

" Bobby Shaftoe 's gone to sea,

Silver buckles on his knee; C thee,

But he'll come back again to I me,
Pretty Bobby Shaftoe!"

End of Scene II.

Scene III.

Three years are supposed to have passed. Marie sits very sad
at work. Herbert enters and leans over her chair. Herbert sings

" Marie, why so cold to me ?

I was ever true to thee.

Bobby Shaftoe 's lost at sea;
Give up Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Marie. "No, he is not lost at sea!
Fate cannot so cruel be
As to tear away from me

My own Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Herbert. "Pray, consent my wife to be!
For I know he 's lost at sea,

And you '11 never, never be
Wife of Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Marie kneels down, resting her head on the chair, as if in teal

and sings, very sadly :

" If he 's dead or lost at sea,

I can never care for thee
;

Live or dead, I *ll faithful be,

And true to Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Bobby comes rushing in, dressed as a sailor. Marie runs tow
him in rapture.

Bobby, "Darling. I've come back from sea,

I 've come back to marry thee,

For I know you 're true to me

—

True to Bobby Shaftoe !

"

Marie, " Yes, I always cared for thee !

And now you have come from sea,

We shall always happy be,

Dearest Bobby Shaftoe!"

Peasants enter and shake hands with Bobby, then form a

around him and Marie, and after dancing, sing t* the tune of "I>

est May: "

" We welcome home our comrade, who wandered far away,
To love and peace and rapture upon this happy day !

Chorus. O happy day ! with hearts so light and gay,
We joyous sing in merry ring,

O happy, happy day !

"

Note.—In the dialogue, the first singer sings one half of the

r.nd the other concludes it.

-
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS' DEPARTMENT.

A QUEER WAY OF WRITING.

Away down in the southeastern corner of the .Mediterranean Sea

! Egypt, a country of absorbing historic interest. Before the founda-

ons of the magnificent temples of Athens were laid, Egypt was in

s maturity of grandeur and prosperity; and while the site of what

'e call ancient Rome was yet an uninhabited waste, the land of the

'haraohs was already in its old age. Surrounded on every side by

;as, and mountains, and almost impassable deserts, it was by nature

efended from the approach of enemies, and seemed intended by

'rovidence for the abode of a favored people. Watered by a noble

ver, which traversed its entire length from north to south, it way as

trtile as a garden, though rain was
Imost as unknown within its bor-

ars as snow is in the tropics. Every
ear. the river overflowed its banks,

id covered the surrounding coun-

y; and when the waters gradually

lbsided, they left upon the land the

ch soil which the stream had borne

om the table-lands of Abyssinia.

hus Egypt became the great gran-

y of the world in ancient times.

ou remember the story of Jacob and
s sons as recorded in the Bible,

here it is said that when a famine

•evailed in the land of Canaan, the

ttriarch heard that there was " corn

Egypt," and sent down to get

me of it. And for many centuries

e Mediterranean was dotted with

ssels carrying to other nations the

l-oducts of the valley of the Nile.

pjp you see that in old times, Egypt
as a place of great importance to

most all the known world, and you
ill find the study of its history, as

Id by its monuments and their in-

riptions, one of the most interesting

1 the records of the earth.

1 But what I wish especially to call

iuT attention to in relation to Egypt
one of its systems of writing. I

y one, because the Egyptians were
<t satisfied with less than three;

e, the hieratic, used solely by the

iests ; another, the enchorial, or

pular, used by the people gen-
ally; and the hieroglyphic. This
-m is derived from two Greek
jrds, meaning "sacred" and " to

' rve ; " and literally means " sacred

iting," the priests in old times be-
* the chief, if not the only, writers,

is commonly used, however, in the

use of "picture-writing;" that is,

nveying ideas by pictures of ani-

ite or inanimate objects. In its

rliest use, the Egyptians were
abably contented merely to make
direct imitation ; thus a picture of

man would mean a man, and a
:ture of a camel would mean a
.tnel. This is very well, so far as
goes. If you saw a representa-
n of a man with a big stick run-
ig after a small boy, you would
once know that the artist intended
to be understood that the boy
uld probably get a whipping. But you would also see that the
:ture gave you no other information about the matter. Doubtless
ne Egyptians noticed this, and so the system was further perfected
making the signs symbolic; that is, causing the representation of
: object to convey the idea of another For instance : if the boy in

: supposed case were the son of the man, an egg would be drawn
ngsidc of him, an egg being understood by the Egyptians to indi-

e such a relationship. Still, however, the system was open to

ater improvement, and so the next step was to make the symbols
* oneiic ; that is, to make them stand for the sound of a letter in

alphabet. Now you will perhaps wonder how a picture of a
ise, or a chicken, or a lion, could serve to represent a letter ; but
1 will see that the plan adopted was very simple, and very intclli-

le. The main principle of it was this: to find out what alphabet-
I sound is meant by the picture of any object, take the name of
t object in the Egyptian dialect, and theJi'st letter of such name
he letter indicated by the picture. Thus, in the ancient Egyptian
guage, tot means "hand; " so that if we find a drawing of a

hand, it stands for T, that being the initial letter of lot. Or, mooladj
means " owl," and the picture of an owl represents \l.

Of course, by this method, each letter of the alphabet could be rep-

resented by any object of whose name it was the initial; but the

Egyptians did not take any word, merely because it happened to suit

in this respect alone. Sometimes they selected names because the

objects to which they belonged could be more symmetrically arranged
in a picture ; sometimes they chose a figure which, while it expressed
the desired letter, also denoted some quality which belonged both to

the object delineated and to the person or thing whose name it was
used to spell. To illustrate : suppose we could bring a mummy back
to life, teach him the English language, and then ask him to write

the word "America" in hieroglyphics. If he proved to be a very
intelligent mummy, willing to adapt himself to new circumstances, he
would proceed thus, using English words, and choosing them with
reference to their symbolic meanings:

A. He would draw an nsp—symbolic of " sovereignty."
M. He would select a mace—indicative of " military dominion."
E. An eagle, as it is a part of our national arms, and means

" courage."
R. A ram—emblematic of frontal power, or "intellect."

I. An in/ant would typify the youth, and as yet undeveloped power
of this country.

C. A cake— the consecrated bread of the Egyptians—significant of

a civilized region.

A. The amaranth— typical of " eternal life."

Thus he would have drawn pictures of the following objects:

Asp, symbolic of Sovereignty.

Mace, " " Military Dominion.
Eagle, " " Courage.
Ram, " ,( Intelligence.

Infant, " " Youth.
Cake, " " Civilization.

Amaranth, " " Perpetuity.

You sec that the initial letters of the names of the objects spell the

word "America." Under the picture would be drawn a diagram,
somewhat like two rough-hewn boot-jacks placed side by side, that

being the Coptic character meaning "country." I ought to say,

though, that the Egyptians had a disagreeable habit of omitting the

vowels in writing hieroglyphics, so that America would be written

with the symbols for " M. R C," and the sign for "country."
With such a method of writing as this, an Egyptian school—had

there been any—would have been a funny sight. Imagine the

teacher calling out, "First class in spelling, stand up! " and a row
of boys make their appearance, each armed with a piece of chalk, or

some similar article that would make a mark. Then, when the

teacher gave out a word, a boy would step up to the blackboard of

that period—whatever it was—and spell the word by drawing figures

of cats, and dogs, and any other objects which his fancy suggested.

I think we should have laughed at the sight.

Upon the whole, I rather think our mode of writing and spelling

is preferable to that of the Egyptians; but the construction of such a
system as theirs, at such an early period in the age of the world,

shows vast ingenuity and a high degree of civilization. H. R, c.

ON THE CLOSING OF THE CENTENNIAL.

Close the gates ! A nation's grand pastime is o'er

!

The goods must be again embarked for Europe's sunny shore.

Send back to England all her large display of products fair,

—

Her china, silks, and jewels ; her emblazoned silver-ware.

Do not forget the pictures— Landseer's "Lions." and the rest.

Wc thank thee, Mother England, for the good and kindly zest

And interest thou hast shown us in our bright Centennial glee

And we send thee back thy products in safety o'er the sea.

France ! we proffer thee our thanks for thy glorious display

Thou fair and sunny land ! how bright has been thy day !

Thy tapestries are marvelous, thy jewels wondrous fair,

Thy dresses and fine bronzes and painted china rare!

Well hast thou done thy part; and we pray that thou mayst see

Full many years of glorious peace. Fair France, farewell to thee!

Italia! thy display has matched the very fairest there;

The peace we have so long enjoyed, may 't be thy lot to share!

Thy bronzes and mosaics, thy gems and sculptures old,

Thy wondrous old collections, are worth a wealth untold.

And now we send them back again, in the hope that thou mayst see

Them safely landed on thy shores. Farewell, O Italy !

Germania next, thy fair display has called forth praises rare.

Thy porcelain and thy painted tiles, thy toys and silver-ware.



228 THE LETTER-BOX. [January^

Are wondrous fair. We give thee thanks for all that thou hast done.
And now, Germania, fare thee well, thou bright land of the sun !

Ye nations all ! accept our thanks. God grant ye all may see
Long centuries of prosperous life and glorious liberty !

Nor think America forgets your interest and your zeal;
She offers up most heartfelt prayers for your good luck and weal.
Farewell to all

! and Heaven grant that when we meet again,
It may be still to sing that song of peace on earth to men !

a. r. c. (aged 14}.

There are five fingers on each little hand ;

Five jolly holidays all through the land.

There is May-day so sweet, jolly "Fourth" with its noise,

Thanksgiving and Christmas, for girls and for boys;
And New Year's so brimful of hope and good cheer,-

Merry Christmas to all, and a Happy New Year!

THE LETTER-BOX.

"The Minuet"—our frontispiece for this month— is such a beauti-

ful picture, that our young readers will all be glad to know something

about the artist. It is copied from a picture by John Everett Millais,

a celebrated English painter, born in 1829, who became distinguished

even in his boyhood. At the age of nine he gained a medal from the

Society of Art in his native town. At eleven, he entered the school

of the Royal Academy, where, after three years, he took another

prize. In 1046, he exhibited his first picture at the Academy, and
the next year, when only eighteen, he obtained the gold medal for

the best oil painting. Since that time Mr. Millais has painted many
beautiful and famous pictures, and is now one of the most noted of

London painters. ''The Minuet" is among the most graceful and

pleasing of his works. He is one of the founders of the modem
Pre-Raphaelite school of art. In addition to his labors with the brush,

he has employed part of his time in illustrating hooks and magazines.

Ship "St. Mary's," off Cape May, N. J., Oct. 17, 1876.

Dear St. Nicholas : It would have done the hearts of the vast
army of bird-defenders good to have seen our ship off the New Jersey
coast October 15th. The night before, while our watch was on deck,
a strong nor'west gale set in, and shortened our visit to the Centen-
nial Exhibition by a number of days, for it drove us out to sea, and
we are still some forty miles from land. The gale lasted for two days
and nights, being the heaviest the last night.

Our watch was on deck from midnight to four A. m., and as the
dawn drove off the mists and clouds, we saw that we were not the
only unfortunates blown to sea, for we could see birds on deck, in the
rigging, and even on the deck below. Some of the boys commenced
chasing them, but the officer of the deck was a bird-defender at heart,

and forbade any interfering with the tired little fellows, and this mad
them less timid than usual, a few getting so bold as to fly on some c

the boys' shoulders, and allow themselves to be caressed and handle)

One little fellow, called a Cape May warbler, I believe, discovere

the .source of the warmth he felt, and spent a good deal of his time ;

the side uf the pipe from the ship's galley, or cooking stove. Tl
following list will give you a faint idea of the number of birds blow

to sea in a storm and lost. Four warblers, two chippies, two cro

blackbirds, a wild pigeon, two wax-wings, two cat-birds, two sm;
woodpeckers, a robin, a golden-crested wren, and a highholde

eighteen in all, of my own counting, and I do not know how mar
I niiss.d. One was caught hv a high wave and drowned, one di'

in captivity, and another still lives; but the rest stuck to the ship I

equal to the task, when they left us, the larger birds going first. Tl
morning we were honored by a passing view of six of the largest to

ties we ever saw outside of a restaurant, swimming slowly over tl

great waves, and every now and then cutting queer figures with th

white flippers in the air, as a cunning old roller turned them on th«

broad brown backs.
"All hands" have just been "piped to hammocks," which mca

get and make your beds, and go to sleep as soon as possible,

must close this letter

Oct.
Since the letter above was written, we got a pilot, saili

the beautiful Delaware River, watching the laden trains carryi

their living freight to Philadelphia, and are now anchored off Will

street, Philadelphia.

Perhaps some of the St. Nicholas young folks would like to v

the ship at Twenty-third street wharf, E. R., New York, next winl

and we would be glad to have them come. The ship lies at

wharf, is reached by the Twenty-third street cars {red light)..
'

there is nothing but a firm covered "bridge " to walk over to reach ?

We will get back about the 10th of December.—Yours respecttu

\V. L. Rodman

t. 19, 1070,

ed calmly
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Geo. E. M.— It is impossible to answer, or even notice, one-fiftieth

" the letters received from our young correspondents, but we en-

•avor to give attention to those questions which appear to possess

ie greatest general interest.

Lyons, October 2j, 1876.

Dear Little Schoolma'am: My brother was out hunting the

her day ; he shot six ducks at one shot, and one of them had four

5s, two of them were smaller than the others, and were right at the

ie of its tail. Don't you think that was pretty queer ! I will send
iu a few feathers from its wings to put in your hat.

Lucv M. Everett.

Dear Editor: I have been to see Santa Claus. You see we
ve heard so much during this last year of panics and specie pay-
:nts, failures and hard times, and everybody has looked so blue,

it I feared a little for my old friend's prosperity. I found him walk-
r up and down his den talking to himself after this wise:
To give, or not to give ? " that is the question. Whether better

s to suffer the slings and arrows of neglected childhood, or to take

'S against a row of stockings and so with filling leave them. I

ver have left them, and how can I ! Do I not hear my children

Now is the winter of our discontent made glorious Christmas
this good St. Nick, and all the clouds thai lowered round the year
:he deep recess of a stocking buried !

" Oh, thou departing spirit

76! thinkest thou because thou art impecunious there shall be no
re dolls and drums ?

Should'st thou ask me whence these keepsakes,
Whence these presents and donations,
With the odors of the toy-shop,
With the damp and dew of book-stores,

With the crunching of confections,

With the shout of happy voices,

Saying ever " Merry Christmas!
"

With their frequent repetitions,

And their sweet reverberations,

—

I should answer, I should tell you,
From the baskets of the mothers,
From the needles of the sisters,

From the pockets of the uncles,

From the hands of aunts and cousins,

From the shops of jolly Dutchmen,
From the stores of Yankee Doodle,

—

Christmas shall be merry Christmas still.

1

I travel off across the land
Between the dark and daylight,

I hurry up among the roofs

And slip beneath the skylight.

I clamber out upon the eaves
And pass within the dormers,

By twenty grates, a little store,

And all the chimney corners.

I steal by halls and parlor doors
Wr

ith many a sweet reminder,
I deck the spreading Christmas-trees
That grow for happy kinder.

And so to all the children bring
My guesses good and clever,

For men may come and men may go,
I 'm Santa Claus forever. R. J.

fFinisterrc, France, night before Christmas, '75.

:
'.AR St. Nicholas : Have you passed a Christmas in a foreign
try, without dear nieces and nephews, or brothers and sisters, to

you, in your own language, "A Merry, Merry Christmas'?"
t, you cannot know how much joy may be expressed—may be
communicated to another—by repeating those three words. Ynu
)t even realize what joy your Christmas number, with its merry
ilng, has carried to hundreds who have received it

France, the great fete-day is the first day of the new year, and
vous snihaite une bonne ci heureuse annr'c

1
' seems cold and

.1 to one accustomed to our hearty "Merry Christmas " and
1 :ppy New Year." Only to utter the Christmas greeting brings

'liions of "Mamma in her kerchief and I in my cap,"—of little

ngs placed so near the chimney corner they cannot be over-
i by the generous Santa Claus. I fancy I hear the prancing
e roof of the impatient reindeer. I am tempted to draw the
ns, darken the chamber, and watch for " the jolly old elf."

re than a strong desire, a lively faith, are necessary to enable us
cans to have a visit here from our friend, for St. Nicholas does
>me to Brittany. Perhaps it is not cold enough for his liny rein-

P
perhaps his sleigh would not glide on the steep, irregular slate

roofs, without snow. Would it were possible to hear at least an echo
from over the sea of the " Merry Christmas lo all, and to all a good-
night," which will be repejted by a host of your young admirers.

This wild and romantic Brittany would plea-se St Nicholas, I am
sure ; and then there arc hosts of children, and temptingly large
chimneys.
But the French children have their Christmas also ; and they think

the infant Jesus comes to them. Instead of stockings, they place
shoes to receive their gifts.

I have seen to-day a new French baby, and a French baby is as
pretty as a French baby-doll—not a young lady doll. The babies
are so rolled in flannel, and then folded about with muslin, as the

petals of a rose are folded, that they resemble in form an Indian
papoose, and they may be handled in the saute way without the

slightest danger of injury. They all wear caps. With the peasant
class the caps are retained until they give place to the coif.

It is an amusing sight to see little girls of five or six years of age
trudging along the country roads with their mothers,—an exact copy
in miniature,—with long dresses, coifs, and kerchiefs folded across the

breast. The wooden shoes or sabots, which move up and down at

each step, do not seem to impede their pro Tress or engross their atten-

tion. I have often seen children six or seven years old walking and
knitting at the same time. The habits of industry so early acquired
are retained, and when old enough they will go to market, very pict-

uresquely, conducting the horse and knitting, seated in a square two-
wheeled car, with fresh green cabbages and golden carrots forming a
background; or as fishwomen, carrying the basket on the head—still

knitting. There is for a stranger much that is picturesque and inter-

esting in this ancient duchy of Brittany— churches, chateaux, and
ruins, all well worth a visit from those who come to France.
The bells are ringing for the midnight mass. Here, as in your

midst, it is the same beautiful fete we celebrate.

" There 's a tumult of joy
O'er the wonderful birth,

For the Virgin's sweet boy
Is the Lord of the earth."

Sincerely your friend,

F. G. D. de T.

Minnie Nichols.—Your fraud is discovered. Never send any-

thing to St. Nicholas again.

Dear St. Nicholas : Please write my name down among the
Bird-defenders. I have never been to school. I have lain on my
back in bed nearly a year, so papa lets me keep birds. We have
a canary, a goldfinch, and a bob'link. The St. Nicholas is my
delight, and I wish very much to see my name in it. I am eight
years old.—Yours truly, Joe H. Dennis.

May A. Milligan, Beulah Strong, and several others, have sent

us interesting letters about their trips to the "Centennial."

Our readers will be interested, we know, in the following letter

written by a dear little girl, who died before her pleasant words

reached us. Her heart-stricken mother writes: " I thought perhaps

the children would like to see the little letter written by my precious

child, now an angel in Heaven She wrote it some time since, being

prompted to do so, after reading the letters in St. Nicholas written

by little girls of about her own age, but delayed sending it."

Dear St. Nicholas: Last Christmas my papa asked me which
I had rather have, a large doll or St. Nicholas ? I told him thai I

had rather have St. Nicholas, and he said that everybody was
praising it. He commenced taking it for me in January last As
that other little girl says—whose name is Mary Eichelberger— I can
scarcely wait until it comes. I had a thousand times rather have St.
Nicholas than a doll I was thinking the other day that I would so
like to have the next book. I like that story about "The Cat and the
Countess " I would like to know if the countess ever got her cat
again. I hope to see my letter in the St. Nicholas. Good-bye. I

am only in my eleventh year. My name is Lulie Fowler. I live in

the town of Snow Hill, Worcester County, Maryland.
Lulie Fowler.

Morgantown, N. C.
Dear St. Nicholas: Perhaps some of your readers who have

been amused by the account of Mother Mitchel's wonderful tart,

would like to hear of a cake almost as large that was once cooked
and eaten by real men, very greedy, perhaps, but belonging to king-
doms that we find on our maps. This cake was baked at the Camp
of Radewitz, where, in 1730, King August the Strong, of Poland,
gave an entertainment, lasting a month, at which Frederick the Great
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and his father were chief guests, with a crowd of lesser folk, all the

titled people, and the famous people of Europe. It was fourteen ells

long by six broad, and at the center half an ell thick. There were
five thousand eggs in it; thirty-six bushels of sound flour : one tun

of milk, one tun of yeast, one ditto of butter; crackers and ginger-
bread-nuts, for fillet or trimming, ran all round. After a public din-

ner, given to all these great folk and thirty thousand soldiers, this

cake was brought into the field on a wooden frame drawn by eight

horses. It was cut up by a carpenter, with a gigantic knife, the han-
dle resting on his shoulder, who received a signal from the head of

the Board of Works before cutting each slice. How Mother Mitchel's

tart was cooked we shall not know until December, but I suspect
that, like this, it was baked by machinery. The whole account of

the Camp of Radewitz, which is very interesting, may be found in

Carlyle's " Life of Frederick the Great," vol. 2, book vii, chap. iii.

Mary F. Dickson.

Our many Little-Corporal subscribers will be glad to know thai

Mrs. Emily Huntington Miller has expressly dedicated to them a

delightful little book, called " What Tommy Did," and just as full of

bright things as a little book can be. It is prettily issued by S. C.

Griggs & Co., of Chicago, and we heartily wish it success.

One of the brightest and daintiest holiday books that we have seen

this season is " Bits of Talk for Young Folks," by H H., published

by Roberts Brothers, of Boston. Its few pictures are good, its many
stories are better, and its beautiful poems and legends are best of all.

Our boys and girls will find some old friends in it

The following books have been received ;

From Macmillan & Co., New York: " Johnnykins and the Gob-
lins," by Charles Leland— "Carrots; just a Little Boy," by Ennis
Graham—" My Young Alcides," by Charlotte M. Yonge.
From S. R. Wells & Co., New York: "David and Anna Mat-

son," by Abigail Scott Dunning—"How to Sing; or, The Voice,
and How to L'se It," by W. H Daniell.

From Loring's, Boston: "Sam's Chance" and "Jack's Ward,
both by Horatio Alger, Jr.

From E. Steiger, New York : " Friedrich Froebel," by Matilda
H. Kriege—" Froebei's Kindergarten Occupations."
Fmm Ward, Lock & Tyler, London: "Bluebeard's Widow and

her Sister Anne," by Sabilla Novello.

From Porter & Coates, Philadelphia: " Snowed-up " and " Frank
in the Forecastle," by Harry Castlemon.
From Carleton & Co., New York: "A Comic History of the

United Slates," by L. Hopkins.
From Lee & Shepard, Boston :

" Fret-sawing and Wood-carving,'*
by George A. Sawyer.
From the New York Bird Store, Boston: " Holden's Book on

Birds," by Charles F. Holden.
From Hanscom & Co., New York :

" Song of America, and Minot ^

Lyrics," by V. Voldo.
From the American Tract Society, New York :

" Her Little World,"
by Sarah E. Chester— "Almost a Woman" and "A Happy Sum-
mer; or, The Children's Journey," by S. Annie Frost— "Tht
Romance of the Streets," by a London Rambler—" May Stanhopi

and Her Friends," by Margaret F. Sangster—"A Night and a Day'-

and "The Storm of Life," by Hesba Stretton— " Under Shelter,'

by Annette Lucille Noble—"The Victory Won," by C. S. M,-
" Ruthie's Venture." by the author of "A Summer in the Forest"
and " Litde Stories for Good Little People."

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN DECEMBER NUMBER.

Rebus.—" There is a tide in the affairs of men, which, taken at the

flood, leads on to fortune."

Charade.—Independent.

Double Diagonal Puzzle.—Butterfly, Asclepias.

BabyloniA
dUstbruSh
b uTterCu p

floTiLlas
magnEt 1 z e
c o m p a r i n g
b lItheFul
bAnde r oLe
Secretary

' As mad as a March hare

Easy Diamond Puzzle.—
CAT
A T I N
T I N

Hidden Word-Square.-
CADET
ARENA
DEBAR
ENACT
TARTS

Cross-Word Enigma.—Liberty-.

Transpositions.—1. Repeated—a pet deer. 2. It is a camel

—

calamities 3. I creep—pierce. 4. Anguish—in a gush. 5. Resist a

— satires.

Easy Enigma Story.—Sweetbriar Rose.—Strawberries, roses,

air, sweet, briars, saw, two, browse, its, robs, barrow, bow, arrow,

breast, bars, sorrier, it, roses, berries.

Square-Word. iris
rose
ISLE
SEED

Anagram Proverbs.— 1. "As green as grass." 2. " As busy as a

bee." 3. "As cold as charity." 4.

5. "As nimble as a cow in a cage."
Riddle.—Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday.
Easy Decapitations.— 1. Beagle, eagle. 2. Bear, ear. 3. Fo

ox. 4. Goat, oat. 5. Swine, wine. 6. Weasel, easel. 7. Lark, ar

8. Plover, lover.

Classical Double Acrostic.—Virgil, ^Eneid.

V —irgin— A
I —ren— E
R—hiutho—N
G —lauc— E
I —nfer— I

L—ycome—

D

Word Syncopations.—1. Terrier—err, tier. 2. Leveret—ev>

let. 3. Lawless—awl, less. 4. Flashy—ash, fly. 5. Pageant—aj
pant. 6. Tartan—art, tan. 7. Tendon—end, ton. 8. Swinging

wing, sing.

Double Acrostic.—Biscay, Naples.
B —aro— N
I —ow— A
S —thru— P
C —ow— L
A —ppl— E
Y —e— S

Mathematical Puzzle.— Civil.

A Christmas Puzzle.— 1. Spectacle-case (specked A

—

cLei
; .

ace). 2. Cup and saucer (C upon saw

—

cer). 3. Shawl (Sh—av

4. Foot-rest (foot—rest). 5. Breast-pin (B—rest—pin). 6. Diary (

—A—rye) 7. Vase {V—ace). 8. Tidy (tied E). 9. Book-m
(book—mark). 10. Portemonnaie (P o'er T—money). 11. Let

scales (letters K, L, S). 12. Eye-glasses (I—glasses). 13. Pen

case (pence—L—K's). 14. Easel (E's L). 15. Boa (bow—A).

Ear-rings (ear [of comj—rings). 17. Bouquet (bow K). 18. Loc

(lock—Et). 19. Checker-board (checker bored). 20. Club sk;

(clubs—K—eights). 21. Base-ball (B—ace—B—awl). 22. St. Ni

olas (St.—nickel— AS). 23. Jockey Club (Jo—key—club)
Candy (can—D). 25, 26. Violin, accordeon (vial in a cord—IC^

-

" Mercury " answered correctly all the puzzles in the November number.
Answers to Special Puzzles in November Number were received, previous to November 18, from Helen Green, Bessie McLa

T. Marshall Josselyn, Bessie Lyle, Harrie Y., "Alex," Ella G. Condie, Walter T. Lucas, "Beth." Alice B. Moore, Brainerd P. Em
" Little B.," Forrest E. Libby, Marguerite B. Newton, J. E. Hill, Archie C. Wellington, Josie M. Broun, Emma Elliott, Nessie E Stev

Rachel E. Hutchins, Elizabeth Sherrerd, Benjamin Taylor, Howard Steel Rodgers, Allie Bertram, Hildegarde Sterling, Ora L. Do-

Nellie Emerson, Agnes M. Hodges, Manning J. A. Logan, Willie Dibblee, Clyde Fitch, W. C. Spencer, Mary W. Wadsworth, Kath;

Chapman, Fred Cook, Willie Dunn, Arthur D. Smith, Sallie E. Hewit, Oliver Everett, and Bessie Taylor.
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REBUS, No. 1.

DOUBLE DIAMOND PUZZLE.

i:ROSS : 1 A consonant. 2. Distant. 3. A city in Europe. 4. A
ious stone. 5. A consonant.
iwnward : 1. A consonant. 2. A fruit. 3. A city in the United

4, An animal. 5. A consonant. black prince.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

My first is in hand, but not in eye

;

My second is in breath, but not in sigh
;

My third is in pencil, but not in pen ;

My fourth is in peacock, and also in hen ;

My fifth is in plant, but not in tree;

My sixth is in latch, but not in key;
My whole is a girl's name.

SYNCOPATIONS.

Syncopate a covering for the head, and leave noisy collision ;

1, and leave what we all yeam for. 2. Syncopate to clutch, and
to struggle for breath ; again, and leave an opening. 3. Synco-

' an Eastern monarch, and leave a vehicle. 4. Syncopate a divi-

}f verse, and leave a noted Roman. 5. Syncopate an iron fasten-

ind leave a lodging-place ; again, and leave a covering for the

CYRIL DEANE.

DOUBLE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

A custom. 3. A fruit. 4. An article of furniture.To shape
. lift.

wuward, from left to right: A kind of tree

to left ; A word meaning swift.

1 apples.

ENIGMA.

I AM composed of fourteen letters. My 1 and 10 is an article ; my
3, 4, and 7 is an animal ; my 3, 12, 8, and 13 is a kind of bread ; my
5, 9, and 7 is a pronoun ; my n, 12, 3, and 14 is a kind of grain;

my 2, 6, 3. and 10 is a building. My whole is the name of a Presi-

dent of the United States. j j, t.

DIAMOND REMAINDERS.

Bf.head and curtail words having the following significations: 1,

a liquor ; 2, a leave-taking ; 3, long, thin pieces; 4, dances; 5, cun-
ning; and leave a diamond puzzle composed of— 1, a consonant; 2,

something used in backgammon ; 3, a part of the body; 4, a fish;

5, a consonant. l. e.

RIDDLE.
I 'm a very little thing, but oh, how smart

!

If you do not see my head, then will your heart

Find me the greatest treasure that the world can hold,

Far better than are house, or lands, or gold.

If now my head be changed, you may declare

I am a pleasant thing for you to wear.

If to me as at first you add one letter,

You then would say that nothing could be better

To pass a happy life in—naught more sweet
Could ever be pressed down by weary feet. h.

Upward, from
L. e. d.

EASY HIDDEN ANIMALS.
Is Eli on the fence ? 2. You came late to-day. 3. Give me that

4. Look ! what a pen ! 5. Do good to all men. 6. Isaac ate

7. Be at ease ; all is well. t. d. d.

CHARADE.
My first is a god of mythology,
Or (making trie god an apulogy)
A common vessel, small and rude;
To do my second is much use

—

So thought the famous Robert Bruce

;

My whole is where you keep your food.

p.

SHAKSPEARIAN ACROSTIC.
V. friend of Romeo's and kinsman to Escalus. 2. A noted
ly. 3. The Pope's legate in "King John." 4. The principal
i character in " Much Ado About Nothing.*' 5. The rank of

Jley in " Richard the Second." 6. A fast friend of Shylock.
riend of Hamlet,

(j
!

; initials and finals form two of Shakspeare's best tragedies.

SEDGWICK.

r. That
will not—
my

TRANSPOSITIONS.

I ofte— my sincerity.

4. I had several

with entire .

i hear. 2.

3. There i

- of money

trust me, and you— for a mouse in

-. 5. I heard the

TRIPLE PUZZLE.

I.—The following words are concealed in the sentences: 1. Fash-

ions, z. To eject. 3. The last. 4. At no time. 5. Even. 6. A
vowel repeated. 7. A crew. 8. A meadow. 9 A small, flat surface.

II.—Between the primals and finals there are complete words to

each line, save the sixth, viz. : 1. A song. 2. A pronoun. 3. A girl's

nickname. 4. A girl's name. 5. Twilight. 6. . 7. An article.

8. To consume, c. Competent.
III.—PrimaUand finals form a double acrostic, and name two things

which are only seen at ni^ht.

1. Young ladies slmuld be modest at all times. 2. Does Lou state

the truth, ever? 3. Come gather flowers for the Little Schoolma'am.

4. Is this cane very strong? 5. I have for sale velvet and satin. 6.

Tell George I invented this puzzle. 7. Is Meg angry with either of

us ? 8. Is he at Henry's new stable ? 9 This table totters as if the

floor was uneven. cyril deane.

SQUARE-WORD.
1. A graceful tree. 2. To worship.

5. Aids.

Regal. 4. A sharp pain.
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REBUS, No. 2.

(Read the inscription on this ancient stone.)

PUZZLE.

Find the first word : drop the first syllable, and add a new syllable

to the second, to form the second word. Then drop the first syllable

of that word, and add a new syllable to the second, to form the third

word, and so continue until you have all the words.

i. Rancor. 2. A variety of feldspar. 3. A common bird. 4. Part

of a spur. 5. Part of the arm. 6. An arbor. 7. A mission.

SEDGWICK.

EASY ENIGMA.

Seven letters. My whole is the chief beauty of a tree. My 1, 4, 6

is a foreign fruit tree. My 5, 3, 2, 7 is a tree found in warm climates,

-valued more for its juices than fruit. B -

GEOGRAPHICAL DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

1. The capital of an ancient country famed for its statues. 2. The

largest country in South America. 3. The largest republic in Europe.

4. The capital of a small country in Europe. 5- A country noted for

its handsome shawls. 6 A part of North America.

The diagonals, read from left to right, name a famous Oriental

country. J- J' T-

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

The initials and finals form the names of two cities in Sout

Europe.
Jj

1. A grain. 2. What murderers try to prove. 3. A lady s

ment. 4. A boy's nickname. 5. A coloring matter. 6. A plac

concealment B -

ANAGRAMS.
A Bunch of Flowers.

Transpose each sentence into the name of a flower Thui

letters of "Beaver N" maybe made to form "Verbena."

r. Beaver N. 2. Love it. 3. He sees a rat. 4. O ripe hotel

To be sure. 6. Run as the colt " Bob." 7. O sur, I am green.

DOLLY VARD1

CENTRAL EXCEPTIONS.

Except the central letter from expectations, and leave far

implements ; from a vision, and leave a measure ;
from sounds

leave parts of the body ; from an animal, and leave a row
;

lrc

waken, and leave a flower; from Indian corn, and leave conlu

from trees, and leave something good to eat.

The excepted letters, read downward, name a bird.

CYRIL DEA
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THE ARTIST-SOLDIER.

By Charles Barnard.

CVERY American boy has read the story,—has

.rd how the great fort on the Hudson so nearly

into the hands of the enemy. The British war-

3S had crept up the river, and lay at anchor,

- and gloomy, while the Americans manned the

s, anxious and watchful. At West Point the

tinels paced up and down, up and down, all

long days and nights, that none might come
r" to take away the fort and destroy the hopes

he country. All this was in the fall of 1780,

our fortunes were low, and many thought the

I and weary war soon would come to a sad and
zr end.

:'ne night, a boat crept down the river and ap-

jtched the war-ship "Vulture," at anchor near

"ib's Ferry. There was one passenger in the

it, and when they rowed up to the black sides

he ship, he got out and went on board. After

e delay, he returned to the boat, and took with

a young man, a British officer. Silently the

crept over the dark water toward the west-

shore, as if seeking to make a landing in the

s.

he sentinel, poor, ill-clad, and sorrowful for

country, might pace the bleak parapets, clasp

"old musket, and watch—and watch in vain,

commander was not in his quarters. None
'V where he had gone ; but far down the river

lid himself among the fir-trees, as if waiting

fci-ome one. The boat crept nearer and nearer

H Jgh the calm, still night. At last, it broke in

V ng the bushes on the water-side. The two
f>i ;ngers got out and climbed the wooded bank,
ati the boatmen, weary with their labors, lay down

Vol. IV.— 16.

in their boat and soon fell asleep. The British

officer soon found some one waiting for him among
the trees. So they two met, Major Andre and

Benedict Arnold, secretly in the night, because

their deeds were evil.

You know all the rest. How Andre and Arnold

went to a house not far away, and there arranged

the miserable bargain. Money and rank for the

traitor, the fort and all its arms and soldiers for the

British. Not at once and without a fight, but as

soon as they chose to come and take it ; for the

great chain in the river was broken, the fort was

torn down in places, the guns were turned away,

and everything was ready for an easy capture.

Then you remember the morning came, and a

party of Americans on the shore began to fire on

the "Vulture," and the ship was obliged to slip

her anchor and drift away on the tide. Andre saw

it all from the window of the house, and his heart

sank within him, for it was his only hope of escape.

He was within our lines and liable to capture at

any moment. He made an effort to get on board

the ship, and it was useless. Then, you remem-
ber, the flight across the river and the journey in

disguise toward New York, and, at last, the capt-

ure. And that was the end ; it was all found out,

and Andre was taken away, a prisoner, to the

American head-quarters. Arnold escaped on board

the "Vulture," and sailed away in safety and dis-

grace. Andre was tried as a spy and was executed

on the second of October. Finally, so late as the

year 1821, his remains were taken to England, and
now they sleep in Westminster Abbey.

Such is the story as we commonly read it, but it
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tells nothing of Andre himself. It tells nothing of

the manner of man he was, how he looked, how he

dressed, and what he said and did. Here is a

picture of him, not as a soldier, for his sword is

laid on the drum, and he has dropped a glove on

the floor and is writing a letter. No, making a

picture—a pen-and-ink sketch of himself from his

likeness in the mirror. Look at the curious fashion

in which, like other men of his day, he fastened his

hair behind with a ribbon. And his ruffled shirt

and cuffs, and the military boots and spurs. He
seems half soldier, half artist, and that must be the

reason they used to call him the artist-soldier.

We read of him as the spy. He was one at the

time of his death, but that he believed to be his

military duty ; he tried to serve his king as well as

he could, and perhaps we cannot blame him so

very much, even if we did punish him so sadly.

He was something else than a mere spy, and it is

more agreeable to think of him as an artist than a

soldier. He did not love war as some soldiers do,

and while in this country he many times tried to

soften the hardships and troubles of the times.

Once he found a poor little boy who had been

captured by the British soldiers in Westchester

County, and brought to New York to be put into

the dreadful prisons the British then kept in our

city. Such a little fellow could do no harm, and
Andre took him away from the soldiers and sent

him back to his mother in safety.

Besides painting and drawing, Andre could sing,

and make charming verses, and cut out portraits in

silhouette. Many of his pictures and letters are

still preserved, and could you read the letters, you

would see that he was a genial, lively, and enter-

taining man. While he was in this country he kept

a journal, and, it is said, it was full of pictures of

plants and insects and animals, people and places,

bits of scenery, and plans of cities and towns. He
used often to give his pictures away as presents to

his friends ; and once, when he was a prisoner in

our hands, and was sent to Lancaster, Pennsylvania,

for safety, he taught the children in the village to

draw. One of the Lancaster boys pleased him so

much, and displayed so much talent, that Andre
offered to make an artist of him, and to take him

to England when the war was at an end. The
boy's father would not consent to this, though he

was pleased to think the English officer should take

so much interest in his son. The prisoners were

afterward removed to Carlisle, and Andre had to

leave his pupil. He did not forget him, for he

afterward wrote a letter to the boy's father, in which

he said that the boy " must take particular care in

forming the features in faces, and in copying the

hands exactly. He should now and then copy

things from the life, and then compare their pro-

portions with what prints he may have, or wha
rules he may remember."

All this was during the war, and Andre himsel
was an enemy ; but we can hardly think of him i

that way. He regretted all the troubles of th

times, and, unlike his brother officers, he neve
called us " the rebels," but " the colonists." Ev.

to this day, his letters and little pictures, his si

houette portraits, and sketches and verses are pre

served in some families in remembrance of th

kind, merry, and cultivated English gentlema
whom we now call Major Andre, the spy.

When he was exchanged, he went back to tt

British army stationed at Philadelphia, and thei

he again displayed his many talents. He painte

a drop-scene for the theater that was thought to I

very fine, and they said of it that "the foliage w
uncommonly spirited and graceful." He also wro

verses to be recited in the theater, and even toe

part in the plays. Once there was a grand pageai

in Philadelphia—a water procession on the Del

ware, with gayly trimmed boats, and bands
music, and ladies in fancy costumes—all ending
a grand ball. Andre took an active part in

these pleasurings, designed the costumes for til

ladies, wrote verses, and helped to put up tl,

decorations.

All this happened when our poor and discourage

troops were having a sad time of it, waiting ai

watching for a chance to strike a blow for t

country. At last, the British were obliged to lea

Philadelphia. Andre went away with them to N>

York, and it was there that he received the cot

mission to treat with Arnold for the surrender

West Point, and that only ended in his captt

and sad death.

Look at the picture again. See the old Colon

furniture and the face in the little glass. It is s;

to be a good likeness of Andre ; he often ma

pictures of himself for his friends, and many
them were preserved long after he died. On fi

last day that he lived he drew his own porti

from memory with a pen,—that is, without the

of a mirror,—and the picture is still in existen

While in New York, just before he went up

see General Arnold, he made several silhou

portraits of ladies who then lived there, and

were said to be remarkably correct likenesses, ;

were, of course, greatly prized afterward as

work of the young, genial, and light-hearted Bril|

officer.

Those Revolutionary days are now very old.

the handsome English gentleman has been dl

long, long years. We can forgive his efforts aga

I

us now, and perhaps it will be more agreeabltl

think of him as the artist-soldier rather than

spy at West Point.
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THE SANDHOPPER JIG.

By Margaret Eytinge.

1

SAID a Shrimp to a Sandhopper, one summer's day And up in the air he proceeded to jump,

(They were walking along the beach) : While the Hermit Crab shouted " Hurrah !'

I am told that you dance in a wonderful way

;

And old Mr. Lobster applauded so hard,

a Pray, would you be willing to teach ?

"

He broke off his handsomest claw.

\rv x^

3i t'.uite willing, my dear," Sandhopper replied, " My stars !
" cried the children of good Mrs.

,( As merry and pert as a grig

;

Shrimp
;

sail your little ones here, and I'll show 'em the " We none of us, little or big,

steps Could learn, we are sure, the very high jumps
Of the rollicking Sandhopper Jig." Of the rollicking Sandhopper Jig.

" All alone must you hop your remarkable hops."

Said Mr. Sandhopper, " I will."

And I have n't a doubt, if you go to the beach,

You will find him there frolicking still.

118!
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CLEVER JOE.

By Henry L. Williams.

»VER so long ago, there was a

country, and that country had

a king, and that king had a

lovely little daughter whose

name was the Princess Gay.

This name had been chosen

for the princess by her god-

mother, who was a fairy, be-

cause, even when a baby,

Princess Gay was never seen

without a smile upon her

face, two dimples in her rosy

cheeks, and another in her

chin. In those days, too, the

king was so happy that he

might with equal propriety have been called King

Gay. He was good-natured always, and beamed
so with fun that his courtiers and servants, down
to the least scullions, beamed also, as if to keep

him company. Nothing was to be heard in the

palace but laughter and jests, and the giving of

conundrums. Melancholy persons, and those

afflicted with a passion for gloomy reading and

blue-pills, used to be brought by their friends and

set under the windows, in hopes that the joyous

frolic going on inside might prove contagious and

cure them. And all over the world the land had

the reputation of being the jolliest in existence and

the pleasantest to live in.

This was when Princess Gay was a baby. Be-

fore she had grown to be sixteen, all this charming

state of things was ended. The king had become

crusty, cross, and subject to fits of violent rage.

The courtiers were sullen and frightened, the ser-

vants scarcely dared speak above a whisper. No
more cases of melancholy were brought to the palace

windows for cure, and a gloom lay over the land.

Shall I tell you the reason of this sad change ? Ah,

how truly is it written that the love of money is the

root of all evil ! The reason was that the king's

treasury, in which he stored all his valuables, had

been robbed, and had kept on being robbed day

and night ; how, nobody could discover.

New locks were put on the doors, new bars on

the windows, the police were instructed to watch

the palace, guards were set, the king himself staid

up all night, but nothing made any difference. The
treasury continued to be robbed, and its contents

dwindled so fast, that there was danger, if the

thieves were not stopped, that the king would soon

be poorer than his own subjects. It is scarcely to

be wondered at if, under these circumstances, th

court ceased to be a merry one, and if all its in

mates forgot how to smile. All, that is, except th

Princess Gay, whose charming nature carried he

through all sorts of trouble without a shadow. Sh
laughed and joked, petted her gloomy father, core

forted him as well as she could for his losses, an

every day mounted her little strawberry-red pon;

and went forth for a ride in the fresh air, to reviv

her own spirits for the task, daily growing moi
difficult, of keeping up an appearance of cheerfu

ness in the .dismal circle which surrounded her,

The palace was built upon a hill, and at the fo(

of the hill was a baker's shop, behind which, in

small house, lived the baker, his wife, and their soi

a youth of seventeen. This youth, though hone

and industrious, had the reputation of being vei

stupid ; so the neighbors, out of derision, had name
him Clever Joe. Stupid though he was, Clevi

Joe had eyes in his head, and he used those rour

blue eyes very hard indeed every day when tl

lovely little princess rode past the shop on h

pony. She seemed to him like a vision of fair

land,—so gay, so beautiful, so very, very happ

His gaze followed her as long as she was in sigl

and he thought about her all the time he w
kneading his loaves or mixing the ginger-nuts, f

which the shop was famous.
" How delightful it must be, being a princess

he said one day.

" I don't know about princesses," replied 1

mother, "but it is n't particularly nice being

king,—not when he 's like our king, at least. I

frets so over his money, and the thieves that st<

it, that he can hardly eat or sleep. Better be

baker, and keep your appetite, say I."

" How queer that a king should fret !
" sigh

Clever Joe, opening his eyes wide with wonder

the idea.

Stupid people when they fall in love sometirr

grow clever. Joe was in love with Princess G;

though you have probably guessed that alreac

because, being a princess, somebody must fall

love with her, and as Joe's name heads this sti

of course he is the hero of it. Yes, Clever Joe

in love. He meditated on the princess all day

dreamed about her all night. His romantic

longed for occupations more congenial than

making of household bread and two-penny twis

so he invented a new kind of cream-cake, or w
with a dab of quince jelly in the middle, aroui

I
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lich rose walls of paste white as snow, brushed

-er with egg, and flavored with cinnamon and

non. Such tarts were never seen before in the

lgdom. First, the common people tasted and

proved, next the mayor of the city got hold of

.e, smacked his lips and ordered a dozen, and

(dually the servants of the palace fell into the

bit of coming down the hill to buy them. "The
; own-Princess Tart," was the fine name Joe in-

lted for these dainties, and as they grew in favor,

'• father, the baker, rubbed his hands and proph-

'sd that fame and fortune were about to de-

nd on the family, and all because of his Clever

One aay, when, having missed two gold cups and

jag of money out of his treasury which were

're when he locked up the night before, the king

> unusually cross, and the courtiers in conse-

^tnce unusually low-spirited. Princess Gay came

in her waiting-maid, seated in a corner and

icking her lips over some article which she

med to be enjoying very much. She jumped
hastily when she saw her mistress, and hid the

lg, whatever it was, under her apron.

You seem to have something nice there," said

princess good-naturedly. " May I inquire what

I"

Only a tart, please your royal highness ; one

tae new tarts which are just now so fashionable."

I' And pray what are they ? 1 never heard of

n before."

Oh ! I beg your royal highness's pardon for

rig ' oh,' but it is so queer that you should not

5 heard of them before ! Why, they are named
r your royal highness

;
,', Crown-Princess Tarts '

hat the baker calls them. They are the most

'derful and delicious tarts ever made on earth,

<t highness."

Really ? You excite my curiosity. I must

: these tarts. Please send or go at once to the

) and get one for me."

'One ! I beg your royal highness's pardon, I

sure, but one would never satisfy your royal

ness at all. They melt away in your mouth
like nothing, please your highness. I could

wo dozen of them myself !

"

I could n't," said the princess. " That is, I

c I could n't, though really, what with robbers,

(policemen, and worry and confusion, our meals
* been so irregular of late, and, I may say, so

1 that I should really enjoy something nice.

therefore, Beltira, and get two dozen of the

since you are sure that is the proper number.
II probably leave a few, and those will fall to

' share. Bring the tarts up here, and I '11 have

l my room. You can order the second equerry

1 the first usher to ask the third lord of the

bedchamber to say to his majesty that I have a

headache to-night, and am not coming down."

Off went Beltira, gave her message and sped

down the hill to the baker's shop. You can fancy

Joe's feelings when informed that the princess was

going to try his tarts. His fingers trembled with

eagerness, he seized a piece of Swiss muslin and

with it dusted out the oven.

" I 'II make a batch on purpose," he cried, " and

bring them up myself at five o'clock."

When Beltira returned to the palace she found

it in great confusion. Another theft had been dis-

covered. The king was raging to and fro with a

spiked club in his hand, declaring that he would

brain the first ghost of a robber whom he came
across. The lord high treasurer had hidden him-

self, the courtiers had scuttled away like frightened

sheep. At the gates stood the guards, armed and

doubled, and a proclamation was pinned on the

front door which stated that not a soul was to

leave or enter the palace that night without being

searched.

" And what will poor Joe do ? " thought Beltira,

"they will open his basket, and then I know well

what will happen, for those guards have a passion

for pastry ! Not a crumb will be left for the poor

princess—or myself, unless I can hit upon some
plan for getting the tarts in unnoticed."

Just then she recollected that in the princess's

work-basket was a little key which unlocked a small

garden gate, so hidden by rose-bushes that no one

would be likely to remember anything about it.

This key she easily smuggled into her pocket, and

at five o'clock, creeping out quietly, she unlocked

the gate, ran down the hill, met Joe coming up,

and laid hold of the handle of the precious basket.

" Here," she said, " I wont trouble you to come
any farther. In fact, you can't, for the king has

ordered that not a soul shall be allowed to pass the

gates to-night. I '11 carry the cakes in, and you

shall have your basket again to-morrow and the

money."
" But," said Joe, keeping fast hold of his wares,

" I 've set my heart on handing the tarts to the

princess with my own hands. If I can't come in

to-night, I '11 just carry my load home, and fetch

them up again in the morning."

Beltira peeped under the lid. The tarts were

smoking hot and smelt delightfully. " They wont

be fit to eat to-morrow," she thought to herself.

So she coaxed, and pleaded, and urged ; she even

cried, but the obstinate Joe would not give up his

point. Either the crown-princess must take the

tarts from his own hands or she must go without

them ; nothing could shake his resolution.

At last, "Come along, then, you obstinate fel-

low," cried the girl. " I shall lose my place if we
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are caught, and you will lose your head. But no

matter ; I 'm not going to have my mistress disap-

pointed of her treat."

So in at the little gate and upstairs they crept,

treading softly that none should hear them. At
last they came to the private apartments of the

princess. They were grand rooms, tapestried with

satin and peacocks' feathers.

Joe had no eyes for anything but her royal high-

ness ; and how he saved the basket of pastry from

falling out of his frightened hands he never could

understand.

She was indeed beautiful, in her blush-colored

satin wrapper, trimmed with pearls and garnets

;

diamond necklaces, bracelet, and shoe-buckles, and

her crystal crown (for she only wore her gold one

out-of-doors) balanced artfully on one side of her

curly head. However, she smiled in such a wel-

come manner that Joe was very soon at his ease.

"May it please your royal highness," said Bel-

tira, "this stupid fellow would not give up his

cakes to any one but yourself, so I was forced to

bring him upstairs."

She locked the door as she spoke, for she was
mortally afraid that some one would come in, and,

producing a silver dish, attempted to open the

basket. But Joe waved her back and knelt at the

feet of the princess, and, lifting the lid, displayed

the tarts, arranged in two lines on a snow white

napkin. There were twenty-six, two bakers' doz-

ens, in all, and the savory smell which they sent

forth would have made a hermit hungry enough to

forget his vows.

The princess bent over them and gave a little

cry of surprise and delight. No wonder, for she

had never seen pastry like this before—nor, for that

matter, had any one else. Each tart was made
with jam of a different kind, and in each dab of jam
was traced in white sugar a letter, which, taking

the tarts in order, made up this sentence :
" Peace

and joy to our all-beloved."

Still more curious, each tart was flavored with a

jam whose name began with the letter traced upon

it. Thus, p was peach, a apricot, b blackberry,

/ lemon, and so on. It was in fact a declaration

of love written in pie-crust ; but the princess was

so hungry, and the cakes smelt so nice, that she

did not at first find out what they meant.

Beltira brought a plate and fork. The princess

seated herself at the table, and commencing with

the first letter, p, began to eat the tarts one after

another, while happy Joe stood by and rubbed his

hands. At the letter r in "our," which was fla-

vored with rose-juice, the princess stopped.

"You can have the rest, Beltira," she said,

rather faintly, for sixteen tarts at a time is a good

many for even a princess to eat.

Nothing loth, Beltira began her share, and a;

she gobbled even faster than the princess, the lasl

crust soon vanished between her lips. But just as

she ended, and shook out the napkin,—whack

!

bang ! came a terrible thump at the door. It was

the king, who, having been told by one of his spies

that a strange man with a basket had been seer

stealing down the corridor which led to the prin

cess's rooms, had come, war-club in hand, to lool

into the matter.

" It 's papa !
" cried the princess, wringing he!

hands.
" It's his majesty! " cried Beltira, wringing hers

" What shall we do?"
" Let me in !

" bellowed the king.

" Yes, dear papa,—in one moment," faltered

Gay. " Beltira, what is to be done with this poo

boy. We must hide him somewhere."

"Yes, but where?" replied Beltira, weepin;

like a fountain. " You can't stow away a great fel

low seven feet long in a bandbox. I shall—lose-

my—place,— I know I shall. It's all your faull

you horrid boy ! I told you how it would be."
" Let me in ! " vociferated the king, with anothe

bang on the door. Crash went the panel
; Joesa'

one of the spikes of the war-club come througl

and his flesh crept.

"The window!" whispered Gay. "Quick!
am coming, dear papa ; have patience !

"—and st

moved toward the door. Like lightning Beltira fle

to the casement, opened it, pushed Joe out, close

and re-bolted it ; and, just as the king rushed in'

the room, Joe alighted on the lid of the water-but

which, luckily, stood beneath the window and brol

his fall. He could hear the king raging over b

head, and demanding to know where was the thie

the man with the basket ; while Beltira loud

declared that no such man had been there, ai

the princess, with soft words, sought to soothe h

angry sire. Unluckily, his majesty, in his furio

career round the room, stumbled upon the bake:

basket, which Beltira had hidden behind the wi

dow curtain. The king glared at the inoffensi

object as though it had been a wild beast, an

with one tap of his war-club, dashed it into bi

while Beltira in vain protested that she could r

imagine how such a thing could gel there.

of the largest pieces of the basket flew through t

window, and in company with a goodly quantity

broken glass, descended on Joe's head as he sto

on the water-butt beneath.

Terribly afraid that the king would next look (

and see him, he was about to fly, when a

hoarse barks were heard, and into the court-y;

bounded as many huge mastiffs as big as calv

The noise had aroused these ferocious watch-d(

and brought them from their kennels.

;

:

i

:
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' Well," thought Joe, " one needs be clever, in-

;d, to escape now."

On came the dogs, and above, the king was

dng his head out of the window. There was

K one way of escape. Joe slipped into the water-

.t, and pulled the lid over his head. The mon-

h looked out from above, but saw nothing.

' Good dogs," cried he, " at him— seize him :

"

i the dogs were worrying the fragments of basket.

e king ordered lanterns, and went down to see

bit they had caught. The dogs had torn the

)kin which had lined the basket into a thousand

r>; the king flattered himself that these were

ces of the thief's clothing, and that the mastiffs

I eaten the rest of him up !

i' But he may have confederates," said the kindly

iereign; "so, to make sure, leave the pack in

court-yard all night"

i oe's heart sank within him at this command,
1 he settled deeper in the tank.

."he water was ice-cold. It reached above his

jjst, and made him so uncomfortable, that a little

r midnight, he could bear it no longer, and lift-

; the lid of the tank he peeped out. The dogs

::d him in a moment—ran at the tank, jumped
and tried to sieze him. To cool their ardor,

joined his hands, filled them with water and

!hed it down their throats. This made the pack

5ze and howl, till at last the disturbance reached

n to the king's bedroom and interrupted his

:il slumbers; at length he sent down to order

dogs chained up at once. This was a great re-

to poor Joe, who had half emptied the butt in

ending himself from his canine enemies,

.arly in the morning came the palace servants,

!pt the mosaic floor of the court-yard clean, and
ihed out all sorts of rugs and carpets, which

If beat with long canes. The sound of the blows

is more terrible than even the howling of the

s to poor Joe, who cowered closer in his chilly

lion as he listened to them,

t last all went away save two, who were beating

urge and splendid carpet made of velvet, with an
;>roidered pattern upon it of all sorts of gems,

as, in fact, the best carpet of the palace, and
It kept for the floor of the state drawing-room,

only used when other kings came to tea. Joe
ijust thinking whether it would not do to appear
it throw himself upon the mercy of these men,
n, looking about to see if they were observed,
i drew from their pockets a couple of sharp
I'es, and working fast, cut from the jeweled car-

some long, narrow strips, which they wound
id their waists under their clothes.

Aha!" thought Clever Joe, "I begin to see

:h way the king's property goes. However,
no use to cry ' stop, thief! ' at present, those

knives look quite too well ground to make it safe to

do that. But I shall remember their faces, and the

time may come when it will do to give the king

a warning."

The two men went away together, probably to

hide their plunder, and Joe took the opportunity to

climb out of the tank. He was so stiff from his

long soaking in the cold water that he could hardly

stand, far less walk. There was no time to exer-

cise his limbs, however— all he could do was to

seek another hiding-place, and this he found in

the heart of the roll of carpet, stowing himself away

all the quicker, from the fact that one of the mas-

tiffs, spying him from his kennel, began to bark

furiously, and tug as though he would break his

chain. In fact, he did break it, but Joe was safe in

the carpet, and the servants coming back just then,

and seeing the dog capering to and fro, and the

traces of water on the pavement, fell upon the ani-

mal and thrashed him soundly. Then they took

up the carpet and carried it in-doors.

" This is a clever way to get out of the palace, I

must say," observed Joe to himself, creeping from

the roll the moment he was left alone.

Beyond the state drawing-room was another

magnificent apartment, where stood a table spread

for the king's breakfast. The sight of food was too

much for Joe after his long fast. He soon made
such havoc with the viands generally, that in a few

minutes scarcely enough was left to satisfy a fly.

At that moment, while still a cup was in his

hand and a last mouthful of ham-and-egg between

his lips, a blast of trumpets was heard and a voice

in the passage outside cried :

" Make way, ladies and gentlemen of the court,

make way for his majesty the king and her high-

ness the princess royal, coming to breakfast!"

In another moment the king and the whole court

entered the room.

His majesty's first exclamation was of dismay

over the disappearance of the breakfast ; his next

of wrath, for he spied Joe.

"Who is this villain?" he cried, "guards, se-

cure him !

"

The guards, ten at a time, secured poor Joe,

who was too stupefied to move.
" Well, abominable miscreant, detestable marau-

der," began the king, in a tone not calculated to

set any prisoner at ease, " what business brought

you here ?"

Joe's mouth opened. He was about to utter the

truth when, suddenly, he caught sight of the prin-

cess's face, very pale, and looking so terrified that

he changed his mind and told the first lie that came
into his head.

" I am the robber who has stolen your majesty's

treasure," he replied.
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"Wretch!" said the king, purple with rage,

" where have you hidden your ill-gotten gains ?

Who are your confederates? Confess all at once !

Off with his head, guards ! off with his head !

"

"But, papa," whispered the princess, "if you

take off his head, he can't confess."

"True!" said the king. "Don't off with his-

head, guards, till further orders. So you are the

robber, fellow, eh ?
"

"Exactly;" said Joe, "but I am not the two

robbers who are stealing your majesty's best car-

pet piecemeal.

" Oh, are not you? Then, pray, who is?"
" That is telling," said Joe, shaking his head

wisely, with a side glance at the dishonest servants,

who turned pale as they stood among the rest.

Neither threats nor bribes could make Joe say

more, so at last the king ordered him to the deep-

est dungeon in the palace, "for his impudence,"

as his majesty remarked. He had the consolation

of a little grateful look from Princess Gay as the

guards led him off; likewise, he had secured a

breakfast, which was something pleasant to think of.

And though he was not aware of it, his answers

to the king had really been clever. For in the

middle of the night, as he lay soundly sleeping in

his dungfeon, the door opened, and two men stole

in. These men were the dishonest servants.

"Hush," said one of them. " Speak low. You
are a good fellow not to give up our names to the

king. He would have our ears if he guessed that

we were the thieves."

" I fancy he would," said Joe. "So it will be

well for you to leave the palace before I am exam-
ined in the morning, you know."

" Oh, we don't want to leave the palace. There

is some excellent picking and stealing here still,

and we prefer to stay awhile longer. You shall

leave the palace instead ; that will do quite as

well."

"Oh?"
"We will give you a chance to escape."

"That's very kind, I'm sure. But I shall be

going away with less than I came in with," said

Joe, thinking of his basket and his napkin.

The thieves whispered together.

"Well, then," said one, "since nothing else

will content you, you shall have a peep at the

Treasury yourself, and as much plunder as you can

carry off, provided you will clear out at once, and

never come back. Do you agree ?
"

"Yes," said Joe. "But how will you manage
about the guard? He comes every half hour to

the door, and I have to answer, that he may know
I am here. One of you will have to take my place

and reply to him for an hour or so, till I am safely

off."

"Very well, Buglecord, you stay. Come along

my fine fellow. Oh, your chains? We '11 soon ric

you of these; " and the thief cut the fetters loosi

with a pair of nippers. " Make haste," he wen
on. " I '11 come back and let you know, Buglecord

as soon as he 's gone."

So the thief and the baker's son left the dungeoi

noiselessly. As they passed out of the door, Jo

felt for the bolt, and quietly shot it into its staplei

unperceived by his companion. By many windini

ways, upstairs and down-stairs they went, and a I

last came to the Royal Treasury. There were thl
guards, bolts, bars, man-traps and signals, all il
their proper places ; but what good did they doB
for the old thief simply touched a spring, and ul
went one of the big marble flags of the pavemen
letting them in as easily as possible. Joe stood i \
the middle of the treasure-chamber, with his ey<

almost popping out of his head for wonderment
the store of gold and silver vessels, coin, and otht

precious things. It seemed to him that all tl

thieves in the world might come there daily an

steal and steal, and still there would be no end
I

the riches of the place.

" Hurry ! hurry !
" said the thief, impatiently.

" I don't know what to choose," said Joe, st

staring about him.
" Oh, well, get down upon the ladder by whi<i

we entered, and I '11 hand you the things," sa

the thief, chuckling over Joe's silliness.

So Joe stood on the ladder under the trap-dot

and the thief began to pass down the articles whi;

were the least valuable, but which he thought go\

enough for such a stupid youth as Joe. J

received a few things, then, while the other's ba

was turned, he softly lowered the flag-stone an

made it fast on his side. The thief, perceivi;

that he was entrapped, beat on the stone a if

implored Joe to release him ; but Joe went

way chuckling ; for the funny part was, that t?

robber dared not raise his voice above a whisp.

for fear of rousing the guards outside the door.

Joe hid his booty in his pockets, all except ci:

silver cup. With this in hand, he boldly marchl

up to the first sentinel he met.
" Hush !

" he said. " Here 's your share

keeping quiet."

The man stared ; but supposing that Joe \va:ij

new-comer added to the band of robbers, he si

nothing, and allowed him to pass unmolest.

They were close to an old chimney, and hasy

rubbing his hand upon the soot, Joe made a mil

on the back of the fellow's uniform, that he rnijj

know him again if he had the chance. Thus f

went on, doing the same to each guard he itl

till he reached the gate, where he emptied

pocket in paying the porter. To each man vfl
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eceived his bribe he applied his blackened hand

s he passed ; and once out of the palace, he took

3 his heels and ran down the hill toward home.

Early as it was, the baker and his journeymen

ere already up and kneading bread.

Joe rushed in, wild with excitement.

"All of you come here," he cried, "and do

xactly as I say, and we shall make our fortunes."

" How ? What do you mean ? " they demanded,

rowding about him.

helped themselves to out of a neighboring field,

the procession rode solemnly up to the palace, and
Joe, giving a thundering rap on the knocker,

desired the porter to inform the king that the

renowned wizard Baricold Maxmaxfarogafarmax,

Duke of Shadows and Master of the Night, desired

the honor of an immediate audience.

The king, much impressed with this message,

made haste to receive the sage in his sleeping-

chamber, clapping on a crown over his night-cap,

CLEVER JOE MAKES HIMSELF KNOWN. (SEIi NEXT PAGE.)

«"Ask no questions, but do as I say," was all

' reply Joe would make ; but so earnest and
:ided was his air, that they obeyed, and did as

directed, without farther delay.

'What he directed was, that each man should

•:ss himself in some outlandish way at once,

me of them wrapped themselves in sheets, others

fur blankets ; two or three who had old masks
: them on, and Joe himself improvised a hasty

tume out of flour-bags, which, being yellow let-

id with red, had a very odd and fantastic appear-

:e. Then mounted on donkeys, which they

by way of grandeur, and sitting up on his pillows,

holding his scepter, which he always took to bed

with him, in his hand. Joe went at once to the

point.

" Your majesty," he said, bowing profoundly

before the monarch, " I am come to relieve you of

a great perplexity. No natural means will enable

you to discover the thieves who desolate your

treasury; but I, the great Baricold Maxmaxfaroga-

farmax, I can, and I will."

"Will you, really, Mr. Barifaxicomaxy ? " cried

the overjoyed king, leaping up and falling on the
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neck of the baker's son. "Heaven indeed has

sent you. I have been at my wit's end about those

same thieves. Rid me of them, and take what

you will, even to a quarter of my kingdom."
" Your majesty." replied the sorcerer in a majes-

tic tone, "I don't want a quarter of your king-

dom. I would n't have it if I might. I want only

one single thing within your majesty's power to

grant, and that thing I must have, or the thieves

must go on thieving."

"And what is that?" inquired the king, trembling

with impatience."

"The hand of your beautiful daughter, the

Princess Gay," replied Joe, with a magnificent

bow.
" Well," said the king, who, much as he loved

the child, loved money better, and was delighted

that the magician's views took this sentimental

turn, "my daughter's hand, eh? Well, it is a

bargain. Rid me of the robbers, and you shall

have her and welcome."

"I must first trouble your majesty to put on

your clothes," observed Joe.

His majesty, who was usually something of a

dawdle, dressed with the speed of light.

"And now," observed Joe, "to the dungeons."

He led the way, and pausing before the door of

that in which he had been himself confined, thus

addressed the king:

"The poor youth you shut up here was inno-

cent. By my magic art I have removed him, and

have put in his place one of the real culprits who
have robbed your majesty."

"What!" cried the 'king, as the door opened;
" one of my most trusted servants ! Oh, you vil-

lain, you monster of ingratitude !
" and he hit him

such a rap with his scepter, that it echoed through

the vault. " Put chains on him at once !
" roared

the king. " I vowed that the rogue should feel

the weight of my indignation, and he shall."

It was done.
" And now to the Treasury," said Joe.

When that door was opened, inside sat thief

number two, with his pocket-handkerchief at his

eyes.

" How did you get here ? " demanded the king.

" Your majesty, I cannot tell," faltered the man.
" Perhaps I walked in my sleep. I used to as a

child !

"

" I '11 walk you !
" roared the irate king. " Pack

him off, guards, and serve him like the other

one."

It was done.

"Now," proceeded Joe, "your majesty will

please have all your guards, sentinels, and porters

called in and caused to defile before me."

In they came, amazed and wondering.

" By my magic art," said the wizard, " I have

set a black mark between the shoulders of all

among these men who are confederates of the

gang who have so long plundered your Royal

Treasury. Right about face, my men ; march for-

ward and let us see."

The guilty guards wriggled fearfully, and twisted

their heads nearly off in the attempt to catch a

glimpse of their own backs. All was in vain

;

there were the fatal marks, and each in turn was

marched off to prison.

By this time, Princess Gay, beautiful as the

morning, had joined the group. The sorcerer,

with his false beard, red-and-yellow robes, and

pointed cap, made her shudder with fear; and

when the king, taking her hand, led her forward

and said, " My daughter, behold your husband,"

she began to cry piteously.

"Oh, no, no!" she sobbed. "I cannot,-

indeed I cannot !
"

" Why not ? " demanded the king, knitting his

brows. " The only possible pretext for disobeying;

me would be a previous attachment, and I know

perfectly well there is nothing of that sort."

" Oh, yes, there is !
" cried the princess, at hei

wit's end for an excuse. " I have an attachment.

I love " (and she racked her brains to think 0!

some one), " I love—a boy who brought mf

some cream-cakes yesterday. Lovely cream-cakes

Never did I see their like. That boy is m;
j

choice, and him only can I wed,"—for, though-

Gay to herself, " he is miles off by this timej

probably ; and while they are searching for him,

can invent some other excuse."

" A baker's boy !
" began the king, in his deepes I

tones, but the magician plucked his sleeve.

"Your majesty, say nothing," he whispered^

" My art can compass even this miracle."

Saying this, he tore away his false beard, flun

his cloak of flour-bags aside, pulled the conic;
j

cap from his head, and stood there in his props

person, rosy and youthful.

The princess gave a scream. The king gav I

another.

" Is it you ? " said Gay.
" Is it you ? " demanded the king.

" It is I," replied Joe, winking secretly at each.

The king joined their hands.
" Be happy, my children !

" said he.

And they were happy. Whether the prince

ever knew positively if her husband was wizard

was baker's son, I cannot tell. Sometimes si I

fancied him one, and sometimes the other, f

more money disappeared from the royal treasur

The king recovered his temper, and the court

merriment. Gay went on smiling, as befitted li

name ; and she and Joe agreed admirably.
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ling was observable : on the anniversary of their key-hole, used to hear a clinking of forks and

edding-day, they always had a private frolic, plates, and smell a strange, delicious fragrance,

jc.iut up in their own rooms, with only Beltira to which nobody could explain. Some persisted that

I ait upon them. No one knew what was done on this fragrance was the smell of freshly-baked

:. tese occasions ; but the courtiers, listening at the cream-tarts. I wonder if it was ?

•M » k^Ikraf

THE VALENTINE.
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THE INDIAN GIRL AND HER MESSENGER-BIRD.

By George W. Ranck.

Once upon a time, there was an Indian who
lived in a big woods on the banks of a beautiful

river, and he did nothing all day long but catch

fish and hunt wild deer. Well, this Indian had

two lovely little daughters, and he named one Sun-

beam, because she was so bright and cheerful, and

the other he called Starlight, because, he said, her

sweet eyes twinkled like the stars.

Sunbeam and Starlight were as gay as butterflies,

She could not play, for Starlight was gone, sh

knew not where ; so she took the bright feather

out of her hair, and sat down by the river and crie-

and cried for Starlight to come back to her. Bu

when her father told her that Starlight was gone t

the Spirit-land of love and beauty, and would b

happy for ever and ever, Sunbeam was comforted.

" Now," said she, " I know where darling Stai

light is, and 1 can kiss her and talk to her again.' 1

~^ #1$

SUNBEAM LETS THE GLAD

and as busy as bees, from morning till night. They
ran races under the shady trees, made bouquets of

wild flowers, swung on grape-vine swings, turned

berries and acorns into beads, and dressed their

glossy black hair with bright feathers that beautiful

birds had dropped. They loved each other so much,

and were so happy together, that they never knew
what trouble meant until, one day, Starlight got

very sick, and before the big moon came over the

tree-tops, the sweet Indian child had closed her

starry eyes in death, and rested for the last time

upon her soft little deer-skin bed. And now, for

the first time, Sunbeam's heart was full of grief.

Sunbeam had heard her people say that

birds were messengers from the Spirit-land,

she hunted through the woods until she found

little song-bird, that was too young to fly, f;

asleep in its nest. She carried it gently home, p

it into a cage, and watched over it and fed it tt

derly day after day until its wings grew strong a

it filled the woods with its music. Then she carri

it in her soft little hands to Starlight's grave ; a

after she had loaded it with kisses and messages

love for Starlight, she told it never to cease

sweetest song or fold its shining wings until it b

flown to the Spirit-land. She let it go, and t
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lad bird, as it rose above the tall green trees, Then Sunbeam ran swiftly over the soft grass

oured forth a song more joyful than any that to" her father, and told him, with a bright smile

unbeam had ever heard. Higher and higher it and a light heart, that she had talked with dear

ew, and sweeter and sweeter grew its song, until Starlight, and had kissed her sweet rosy mouth

last both its form and its music were lost in again ; and Sunbeam was once more her father's

le floating summer clouds. bright and happy little Indian girl.

FESTINA LENTE.

By Thomas Hughes,

Author of "Tom Brown's Schooldays," etc., etc.

A SUMMONS from St. NICHOLAS ! One of those

:sh and sincere voices, which seem to me to be

ry truly characteristic of the New World, comes

ross the three thousand miles of sea rolling and

,.ping under these wild south winds. It reminds

: of certain good intentions of mine, of pledges

If given years ago, and never even half re-

;med. It asks, not indeed for payment in full,

t for some small installment, some acknowledg-

mt of the debt, which will serve to prevent the

tute of limitations from running. It tells me of

rowd of eager and bright young listeners, who
nk I may have some word to say to them which

y want to hear,—an eager, bright young crowd

American boys, from nine to eighteen years of

,—and asks " if I can have the heart to refuse
"

say it.

4ot I, indeed ! For I never had the heart to

tse anything to such applicants. But how to

eem my pledge—what word to say to such an

ience—how to reach the hearts of ''the youth

t own the coming years" in a land which is not

own, though I can scarcely look on it as a

.
ign land,—there lies the puzzle.

'he sight of an ordinary crowd, we are told, is

ll England, at least—always a sad one, if you

i note of the expression of the faces in repose
;

lgh it may be inspiring enough when any
tig wave of feeling is passing through or over

n. I should say, from my own experience, that

;' ithetic " rather than "melancholy" is the true

i, even for a grown-up crowd, and it most cer-

ly is with a crowd of boys. Who can help

g roused and lifted out of the humdrum jog-

of the daily life of middle age when he gets in

h with them—lifted, though it may be only for

a short hour or so, by the inspiring contact of over-

flowing health, and joy and hope, into the breezy,

buoyant atmosphere of early morning?

When all the world is young, lads,

And all the trees are green,

With every goose a swan, lads,

And every lass a queen,

—

Then heigh for boot and horse, lads,

And round the world away !

Yuung blood must have its course, lads,

And every dog his day.

Yes, pathetic is the true word. For even while

looking on the young faces, and feeling the pulse

and inspiration of the dawn of life down to one's

finger ends, thoughts of another kind will crowd

up into the mind,—" thoughts that do often lie too

deep for tears,"—of beginnings cut short, of projects

abandoned, of designs marred, of expectations un-

fulfilled.

But fair, and softly ! How soon one's pen runs

away with one ! These are not the words I meant
to say, or the thoughts I meant to suggest, to you,

the young readers of St. Nicholas. You will

touch the pathetic side of life, all of you, soon

enough. Why should I thrust it on you before the

appointed hour ?

Meantime I say, revel in the dawn. Rejoice in

your young strength and life ; aim high, and build

your castles like brave young architects, only taking

care to dig the foundations deep, and to lay them
with care and patience. Whether you will ever be

able to build on them such brave and lofty towers

and halls as you dream of now, matters compara-

tively little to you or your country. A thousand

accidents and chances will determine in the coming

years what the superstructure shall be,—accidents
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and chances we call them for want of a better

name,—which you cannot control in the outset,

but which will be controlled and settled for you.

What materials you will have to work with who
can say ? To one clay, to another wood, to another

marble, to another jewels and precious stones, will

be served out in the great workshop of the world..

You cannot make your choice ; it will be made for

you. But this you can and may do, and should be

doing now : You can so prepare the ground and

the foundations, that whatever material shall come
to your hand hereafter, shall surely be made the

most of, and used in the best way ; so that whether

you have to build marble palaces, or brick houses,

or log huts, the work shall be faithful and strong,

and fit to stand the stress of the wildest weather,

and the wear and tear of time.

What are these foundations but the principles

and habits which underlie the character of the

man, and which can only be laid to good purpose

.by the boy ? Truthfulness, self-control, simplicity,

obedience,—these are the great corner-stones, to

be welded and bound together by the cement of

patience. " If I had only one word to speak to my
boys," said one of the wisest and best educators of

our time, ''it should be Patience, Patience, Patience,

over and over again." The world is getting into

such a feverish hurry, and we are going so fast,

that we are all in danger of missing the best things

in life—the common sights and sounds which lie by

the way-side on every stage of the journey, and no-

where in greater profusion than on the first stage.

This is our trouble, and likely to be more and more
the trouble of our children.

But, happily for us, our boys are the least affected

by the disease of any section of society. The upper-

school boy, unless he is a mere shiftless ne'er-do-

well (a very small section of any community), is,

as a rule, more than content with his daily life
;

he is rejoicing and glorying in it. And his daily

life repays him with interest. He stands there, at

seventeen or eighteen, on the verge of manhood,

—

a boy still in heart, full of enthusiasms and aspira-

tions, but with an intellect and body patiently

and carefully trained, looking hopefully to the next

step in life, but unwilling to hurry- it,—the best

poised and most equally developed human creature,

take him all round, that our life can show. He has

not sold his birthright, and the grand morning
hours of life, when boyhood is maturing, have

passed slowly over him, leaving behind them a

bouquet and fragrance which will sweeten the com-

ing years, and a reserve of strength for the labor

and heat of the approaching midday.

"Ah, your boy keeps his birthright, and ours

sells it for a very poor mess of pottage," writes

one American friend to me ; while another says,

"You, in England, have a proverb, 'Boys will b

boys ;
' ours should run just the other way, ' Boji

wont be boys,'— I wish to heaven they would, an
no one would grudge paying for broken glass an
crockery."

" Have you had any American boys under you ?

I asked of one of the ablest English masters, wh
has had great experience at two of our best publ

schools.

" Yes," he said, " I have had several as pupil

and have known a good many more ; and nice

clever fellows they were. Very like our own bov

too, but older of their age, as a rule."

"Ah, you found it so!" I said. "I suppo.

they did n't care so much for games. Is that wh
you mean ?

"

" Well, partly so ; but not exactly. They seemt

rather to endure than to enjoy their lives, not on

in the playing-fields, but in the schools. The
were several promising cricketers, for instanc

amongst them ; but they did n't work at it as mc
of our boys do, or get the same zest out of

And it was much the same with their school-wot

They did it because they were sent there to do

and did n't care to be left behind. But th

could n't throw themselves into the life with a

enthusiasm, and so lost much of the pleasure

well as the profit, of it."

" But might n't that come from early associatic

and training ? Our boys have a world of their oi

which is sufficient for them. To be captain of t

school, or of the eleven, or of bigside football

of the boats, is to be famous in that little wo

which they have heard their big brothers talk

ever since they were breeched. But an Americ

boy has not been reared in the traditions, and

can't care so much for our boy's world. He fe

like an outsider at an English school."

" Possibly. At any rate, it's a great loss, £

would hinder me from sending over a boy of m
if I were an American."

" What ! Not even to learn to write Greek ;

Latin verses ? I fancy that art is ignored on

other side, and you know you think in your set

soul that life must be a poor thing to a man v

can't amuse himself in a leisure half-hour by tu

ing the last popular song into iambics, or lo

and shorts."

" Well, so be it. Great, I own, are iamb

and great are longs and shorts ; but you may

too much for them, and the Yankee boy,

afraid, buys our culture too dear. It does n't sat)

him. It is n't what he wants. Over here he i

willing to remain a boy ; very likely, as you

because he feels like an outsider in our boy's wcj

Probably at home he would find something ans'!

ing to it, in which he could let himself out, and
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iisfied, without wanting to discount life, and be a

in before his time."

How is it, my boys ? Are my correspondents

d friends right ? Are you hurrying up your own

as, and therefore, so far as you can, spoiling the

: of your country ? Well, if so, the only word I

ve to say to you (like my friend above referred

is—patience, patience, patience ! But I am a

anger, and know little of your needs or your

cpes. Let me cite, then, one who has the best

1 ht to speak to you, and whose words ought to

straight to the heart of every American boy.

ke down your Lowell, and look out a little poem
>t one of his best in workmanship, but a gem
[spirit and motive) called "Hebe." The gods'

ssenger descends to earth, bearing in her hands
iir choicest gift, the cup brimming with nectar

—

piration, and solace, and strength—for the lip

n
1

a

of him whom the gods approve. The youth rushes

to meet her—will snatch the cup from her hand.

In his haste it is broken, and the precious contents

spilled on the ground.

" O spendthrift haste ! await the gods

:

Their nectar crowns the lips of Patience

;

Haste scatters on unthankful sods

The immortal gift in vain libations.

Coy Hebe flies from those that woo.

And shuns the hand would seize upon her

;

Follow thy life, and she shall sue

To pour for thee the cup of honor."

Yes, follow your lives, and you will control them
;

get ahead of them, and they will slip from under

your hand. You are bred with a strong faith in

your country and her destiny
;

justify that faith

then, and remember that "he that believeth shall

not make haste."
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STARS AND DAISIES.

By Louis Munson.

The stars are tiny daisies high,

Opening and shutting in the sky

;

While daisies are the stars below,

Twinkling and sparkling as they grow.

The star-buds blossom in the night,

And love the moon's calm, tender light

;

But daisies bloom out in the day,

And watch the strong sun on his way.

A TALK ABOUT CANARIES.

By Ernest Ingersoll.

' is so long ago, that now we do not know just

1 the canary-bird first began to be a favorite

-bird in Europe, but it was some time in the

:eenth century. Its native land is Southern

:a and some of the islands off its Atlantic

:, including Ascension. Cape de Verde, and
Helena, where Napoleon Bonaparte was im-

ned. It is curious that it should have received

:,.

,..,

its name from the Canary Islands, which are also

in that part of the world, for it is said to have

been unknown there until some tame ones escaped

to the shore from an Italian ship which was wrecked

near by. Since then "Canaries" have become
abundant on those islands.

The plumage of the wild male bird varies from

greenish-yellow on the throat and breast, to golden-
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yellow lower down ; the sides and thighs are dirty

white ; the top of the head and back brownish-

ash, streaked with brown ; the wing-feathers are

brown-black, with pale edges. The color of the

female is more dingy and indistinct. It builds its

nest in thick bushes, lays from four to six pale-

blue eggs, and hatches five or six broods in a sea^

son, the first appearing in March. Its habits are

very much like those of our yellow thistle-bird, or

THE WILD CANARY.

goldfinch. This is a very different bird, you will

notice, from our larger, clear-yellow cage-bird
;
yet

the one familiar to us in the United States is per-

haps nearer the original form than the majority

of the thirty or forty known varieties of the canary

which have been produced by the skill of per-

sons accustomed to rearing them, many of which

greatly differ from the ordinary bird not only in

shape, as you see displayed in the group of

" fancy" varieties on the next page, but also in the

tints of their coats, and the character and arrange-

ment of the markings.

The bird in the upper right-hand corner of the

picture is known as the " Manchester coppy," from

the city of Manchester, England, where it orig-

inated ; the hooded, or crested, one under it is a

" Norwich buff-crested fancy," named after Nor-

wich, England ; the big-shouldered one at the left

is a favorite in Scotland, under the name of the

"Glasgow don ;
" but the " Belgian " variety in the

center of the group, which is so slender that it can

almost pass through a finger-ring, is the highest

prized and most delicate of all. It is cultivated

chiefly in Belgium.

The common canary is known throughout the

civilized world, and is so common as to be cheap

in all bird-stores ; but many of the varieties are

rare, and very expensive; these varieties are mostly

cultivated in England, however, where the song

of a canary is not so much valued as its elegant

shape or brilliant color. Germany is the grc

center whence the world is supplied with singin

birds, and in Germany the business of raising t]

birds and getting them ready to send abroad

chiefly cai ied on in the villages among the Hai

Mountains if Hanover. The people there a

miners and c-~ le-drovers, but, being poor, almc

every family d^ otes its spare time to rearir

canaries and making the little wooden cag

in which they arc carried to the distant ra

way station or sea ort. The houses are sma
but one corner of ti. principal room is sa

arated from the rest b :
a light partition, ai

given to the birds for t»..'r own use, whe
in cups, boxes, and gourd-shells, they bu
their nests and hatch their eggs, secure frc

all harm. When the breeding season is ov

all the young birds are taken to Bremen
Hamburg, to be sent across the ocean

England, America, or away round to In(

and China. These voyages are made only

the winter, however, because it was found tl

in summer traveling the birds lost their vok

and plumage ; but that season is so cold a

stormy that usually from a quarter to a half

the cargo perishes before reaching our sho

So many birds are sent, nevertheless, that pn
ably twenty-five thousand came to New York al 1

last year from Europe. These are distribul

through a large number of bird-shops in the ci

and the deafening chorus which is kept up fn

dawn till dark by a hundred or two birds singi

at the top of their voices in a single room, add

to the din of a small menagerie of other anim<

is something surprising to one the first time

enters.

The bird-shops are always a curious sight, ;

some curious people keep them,—usually kin

old Germans, who have become so used to ha

ling tenderly the delicate little creatures, that i

doubtful whether they could be harsh and rot

if they tried.

And this is just one of the beautiful things ab

having a canary in the house, that it is all

time preaching us a cheery little sermon. It si

to us, "Be happy, be happy, be happy! K
cool, keep cool, keep cool ! Be contented, be g

tie, be pure, be true, be trustful !
" And it set:

a beautiful example every hour. Why, a cana

good-nature is something wonderful ! Next t

you' are " blue," go and listen to his melody b

bling up out of his throat, the notes tumb

head over heels out of his mouth as though t

could n't get out fast enough to tell how gay|

feels,—and see if you don't catch his jollity

begin to whistle and sing, too, before you knoi

He does n't bother himself if his breakfast or 1

I
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ate! Not he. He says, "Oh! well, I 'spect

1 Hie has something bigger than I am to look

;r ; I '11 put in the time singing"—and at it he

;s, calling so loud and strong that Nellie soon

irs him, and rewards him with fresh seed. He
1 peace-maker, too. Try to quarrel with your

ither some day. If you are going to ''fight it

," you must put the bird away ; he will drown

ir angriest words with his music, until you both

and laugh at the little chap, who is scolding

lself hoarse. And then what sweet pictures

Id themselves about his cage in the still sum-

;r afternoons, as you sit with your work in the

nn window where the scent of the rose and

!.Mmbine comes to you upon the lightest of

rezes, and the golden little minstrel tunes his

;s low and sweet, answered by the fine trill of

fold the little trouble he costs, by the sunshine

he brings into the house, and by the gentle, loving

care for all sweet and tender things which he

teaches us day by day.

If we keep a canary, of course we want it always

SOME FANCY VARIETIES OF THE CANARY.

hippy whispering to his mate in the lilac-

and the loving talk of pretty warblers which
annot see, but only hear in the tall shade-
of the garden ! Our Pet pays us a hundred-

OL. IV.— 17.

to be just so healthy and happy; but whether it is so

or not, will depend almost entirely on the care we
take of it; and it is quite useless—or rather very

wrong—for us to undertake for our pleasure the
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charge of a little prisoner, even though only a

bird, unless we are prepared to spend time and
labor enough to make its captivity just as pleasant

as possible. When even decently attended to, a

canary probably does not feel its confinement ; and
there is no doubt that if it is properly cared for, it

has not one hour of sadness all day long.

First as to the cage : It should be suited to the

birds which are to inhabit it, setting off their

attractions. Airiness, space, light and ease of

cleaning, should be the main recommendations,

both for our interest and that of the birds. In

general, the plainer and simpler a cage is, the

better. Fantastic shapes,—Swiss cottages, Chi-

nese pagodas, and the like,—dangling with orna-

ments and sparkling with points and spangles, are

an abomination ; they run away with our money,
and hide the little fairy within. The bird itself is

the first one to discover the bright points, and
peck at the glittering spangles, until it poisons or

chokes itself to death in trying to eat them ; and
lastly, the many corners and crinkles are just so

many lodging-places for vermin and dirt. This

last is the most serious objection of all, for clean-

liness—absolute purity—is essential to every cana-

ry's health and happiness. A plain, simple cage is

therefore the best, and usually the cheapest. But

it is better to go to a little greater expense in get-

ting the right article at first, even if you have to

have it made to order, than to waste money and

risk your birds by experimenting with unsuitable

cages. Wooden cages are to be avoided also,

because, if pretty, they cost high, but more es-

pecially because it is so difficult to cleanse them.

The best are the simple, square, German, metal-

lic-enameled cages,—prettiest, lightest to carry,

most economical in the end, airy and commodious.

The disadvantage is, that it is not easy to get them

in this country, where they are rather costly.

The color is a matter of taste, but white, or a

combination of white and green, is perhaps most

pleasing and best adapted to the colors of most

birds ; light chocolate is good also. In these Ger-

man cages the color is burnt into the wires, and

not painted on where Pet can peck it off and make
himself sick. Brass cages are bad also, because

the poisonous green rust or verdigris, which is

likely to collect upon them, is sure to be eaten by

the bird. Your cage must allow of being taken

apart, for thus only can it be thoroughly cleaned.

The door should be sufficiently large to admit a

good-sized bathing tray. As to food and drinking

vessels, the conical " fountains " for seeds are to be

avoided ; they become foul. Pet can only get at

the top seeds, and so starves in the midst of seem-

ing abundance. Tin cups rust, and are otherwise

bad, so that the only proper arrangement are cups

of glass or porcelain, square or circular, two in<

deep by one across. The perches should be p
round sticks, unvarnished, and no two of the si

thickness ; if the cage is a large one, a swim
enameled metal or polished wood is a source

endless amusement to the occupant.

A CAGE WITH LACE BAG FOR CATCHING SEED.

Pet scatters seed-husks with a liberal bill in (

direction through the wires of his cage, and

sometimes becomes so annoying as to preve

keeping him near us in the parlor or library, i

ingenious person has devised a cover to catch

crumbs. A strip, either of thin gauze, or of

is called "wash-illusion" lace, wide enough

loosely about the cage, when its edges are sew

lapped together, is gathered in a bunch lik

neck of an old-fashioned work-bag, and att;

six inches above the top of the cage, and al

inches below it, where it is tied with a ri

Whenever the cage is cleaned the bottom o

lace bag or curtain is untied and the seed-

shaken out. If you feel that your bird has a

tie air by this arrangement, you might susper

lace from the wires about the middle of the

the upper half of which is thus left open, pucl

and tying the covering below as in the other

In aviaries much trouble is often caused h)

eating the seed intended for the birds, and

will even climb down the rope by which a

is hung, if they can get into it no other w;

fond are they of the hemp and rape. Tin,

engraving shows how this thieving may hi

vented by passing the cord through a disk of

pasteboard, tin, or glass, which will sway wi

weight of the mouse and afford him no chaj

hold on to its smooth surface.

v
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'Another matter is where you put your cage or

lary. The place should be neither too hot, nor

cold, nor in drafts. In summer, especially at

time of nesting, a high sunny window, out of

reach of cats, and where cooling breezes blow

iut him all day, will bring out Pet's gayest songs

[warm into their richest beauty the golden hues

lis plumage. In winter a window would be the

st possible place for him, for there he is exposed

he dozen steady drafts of cold air which inces-

tly pour in through the crevices in sashes and

es. In cold weather the best place for birds is

wall of a dwelling-room on which the sun shines.

:re their spirits are kept gay by human compan-

hip, and, being always in sight, their supply of

1 and water is less likely to be forgotten. Stove-

:, however, and particularly the presence of gas

(he room, is bad for canaries, and to avoid the

effects of the last, which makes the air near the

ng insufferably hot, causing the canary to molt

of season, to droop, etc., a good plan is to

: the cage suspended from a pulley, and in the

ing to lower it to within four feet or so of the

. An even temperature, summer and winter,

it, if possible, to be secured for the birds. At
t, if the room is to become cold, the cage

Id be wrapped in a woolen shawl, or, at least,

aick paper, leaving an air-hole. It is always

,r, where possible, to have a little room devoted

e birds alone, but this, of course, is only prac-

4e where you have plenty of space and money,
iw, having your pet comfortably and prettily

'sd, comes the duty of his daily care. I say

for if we undertake to keep an innocent

ure in captivity, we are bound to make its life

'-as joyous as we can. A canary will manage
e for a long time, and even be cheerful now
''hen, surrounded by filth and half starved, for

s a wonderfully buoyant disposition ; but it

tot be happy, and no person has a right to

limself a bird-lover, or even fancier, who will

Miis canaries to suffer from neglect.

s first essential is cleanliness,—scrupulous

ess all the time. The cage must be thor-

y cleansed every morning, or every other

.ng, in all parts, and care should be taken

ihe seed is free from dirt, the water pure,

he sand on the floor of the cage well cleaned

:ing previously boiled in water. The corn-

nd wooden parts should be particularly

1 at, the perches well scraped, and twice a

: plunged in boiling water to kill any of those

the red mites, that may have got there. Pet

have a bath every day in a sufficiently large

at it will not do to let him bathe whenever he

5, and hence the water must not be left in

ge after he has once finished. He jnust not

lack a good supply of seed and plenty of the purest

drinking-water. A bird is so tirelessly active and so

warm-blooded that it uses up its heat and strength

a great deal faster than any other animal. It there-

fore needs constant nourishment, and a simple

morning or evening meal will not do at all; it must

have seed all the time, and in return will reward

you by songs of thanksgiving without end. A
starved bird not only will not sing, but his coat

loses its plumpness and gloss, his manner becomes

listless, and some morning you find him dead and

stiff in the bottom of his cage.

This introduces the subject of food. Canary-

seed is their bread and butter—the wild food of

their native land. They can hardly live without

this, but they need a variety—not made up of rich

biscuit, cake, bread and butter, or the like, which

will soon ruin a bird's delicate digestion—but of the

seeds and green parts of many other plants, such as

*,t

m
k

*

1

i«

-.'

A DISCONCERTED HOUSE.

hemp, rape, millet, linseed and poppy, and the

crushed seeds of many garden vegetables, mixed

with the canary-seed, or given separately. Canary

and rape seed mixed is called "black-and-white

bird-seed." The .seeds of many of our road-side

weeds,—chickweed, plantain, feathery heads of

grass,—and fresh, tender young leaves of water-

cress, plantain, lettuce and cabbage are appreci-

ated ; while a perfectly ripe strawberry or pieces of

mellow sweet apples and pears are dainties to a

canary. Plums, cherries, stone-fruits, and rinds are

objectionable for the acid they contain. The green

food given should be perfectly fresh, and if you live

in the city a good plan is to plant a quantity of

bird-seed in saucers of earth, and when the canary,

hemp, rape, or millet is sufficiently grown to look

green at the top, pull it up, roots and all, and

throw it into the cage. You shall see how quickly

your pets will seize it ! These are so tough that a
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canary needs still harder substances to aid his diges-

tion, and will naturally resort to the sand in the

bottom of the cage
; you must therefore choose

your sand carefully— sea-sand is the best, because

saltish—and wash it clean. The bird needs lime

also, out of which to build the shells of its eggs;

supply this want with hens' egg-shells, except dur-

ing the nesting season. Daily and regularly fed

with plenty of seed, and saved from devouring

"jim-cracks" in the shape of meat and other un-

stroy his health, or we have been over-indulgent i

injured his stomach with rich food, or else we h:

allowed him to associate with some diseased

and so catch the malady. It is always one of th

three causes that kills our birds,—leaving accide

and old age out of the question,—and all three

these we can avoid.

The symptoms by which you can tell whet!

or not your canary is in the enjoyment of hes

are : The general appearance of his plumage,

THE CANARY THAT ALWAYS CAME BACK.

wholesome things, there is no harm in once in a

while allowing Pet a taste of hard-boiled egg, or a

lump of sugar, but such sweets must be sparingly

supplied. If you are watchful, you will soon come
to know what effect certain food has upon your

bird, and to understand that what he can eat at one

season is not good for him at another—when molt-

ing, for example.

It is disagreeable to have anything to say about

disease in such dear little objects as our birds ; but,

unfortunately, they sometimes fall sick, yet may
occasionally become mopish and ill for a few days

in spite of all we can do ; but permanent disease is

always due to some neglect on our part. Either

we have allowed his cage to be so dirty as to de-

color of his eyes, beak and legs, and last, thj

not least, his liveliness or his lack of it. A 1

health is usually most delicate at the tiinl

the yearly renewal of the coat of feather!

"molting," which in the Northern States b|

in August, or earlier in hot weather. Too
molting should be checked by removal ol

bird to a cooler room and by frequent bathil

not by medicine. Unless the time is very

out of the way, however, it is generally best I

nature have its own course, only guarding aj|

chills ; for if Pet catches cold at this time, hif

dead bird ! Strong light—but not the direcl

of the sun—is of the utmost importance
\

deepening the colors of the new feathers.
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siting, your bird should have plenty of water

ib drinking and bathing; and if he seems to suffer

im having a skin so tough that the growing

ll liills will not push through readily, anoint the sore

rts with a brush dipped in slightly warm castor-

. A generous diet, some stimulant in the drink-

j-water, like a rusty nail or an addition of a trifle

ifji. brandy or sherry wine, an extra allowance of

seed, and unusual attention on

jr part, will help your favorite

ough this trying season.

Sometimes the feet and legs

:ome tender, sore, and scaly.

is is caused by foul perches

;

1 the treatment is to hold the

t frequently in warmish water,

netimes adding a trifle of ar-

a to it, and to anoint them
h oil. Inflammation in vari-

parts of the body, hoarseness

he voice, and dizziness are not

:ommon complaints ; but to

5 full instruction about half of

se troublesome diseases would

uire a whole number of St.

iIHOLAS ; and where care and

iimon sense do not prevent or

e them, there are books to be

isulted on the subject, especially those published

England. After all, " an ounce of prevention is

th a pound of cure," and the tender care which

her neglects nor frightens the canary is worth

hole college of doctors. So much for their

ily troubles.

anaries show a great aptitude for tricks, some-

:s learning to do many amusing and difficult

gs, and also to sing tunes very well. They
1 come to know their masters or mistresses,

1 will often follow them about. I "mind," as

cotch girl would say, a little lassie who had a

bird so tame that in pleasant weather she used

y day to open the window and let it go out of

isu lihouse, for it would always return at evening,

/ling on the window-panes to be let in, if the

i happened to be closed. An English gentle-

oll i had a canary for several years which never

kept in a cage, and in summer was always

g out to the gate or down the road to meet its

:er, perching on his finger, nestling in his

[t tm, or, best of all, clinging in his hair, where

is completely happy ; at the same time only

• other person in the house would it allow to

lit, resenting any attempt at familiarity with

fiercest anger. At last, however, this bold

fellow got bewildered in a sudden dense fog,

times join the families of wild birds ; but their

house-bred constitutions can hardly stand the cold

of winter, and escaped birds probably all perish

before spring. They are very affectionate little

creatures, always prefer companions, and will make
friends even with their natural enemies. A fan-

cier in London had a cat which, with her kittens,

would eat out of the canaries' dish in the bird-

OLD TRAY HIS LITTLE FRIEND.

,v t was lost. Canaries can live out-of-doors

1,(11
I

:limate very well in the summer, and some-

room, and never think of harming them, while

the birds seemed to enjoy Tabby's society. The
picture of the bird in the dog's mouth tells a true

story of a canary in France which really would go

into Old Tray's open mouth, and sit there in per-

fect security ; reminding us of the birds which

venture into the horrid jaws of the crocodiles dozing

on the banks of the Nile, finding some kind of

food there, and never being harmed by the lazy

reptiles.

On the other hand, canaries are easily fright-

ened. I knew of one which was thrown into con-

vulsions and died simply because a gentleman

placed his white hat suddenly near the cage.

What must have been the terror of that poor bird

I saw in Thirty-fifth street. New York, the other

day ! Its cage had been placed close up against

the broad pane of a front window, outside of which

there was a little balcony. A large cat saw it.

and thought he had a fine prize ; so he crept

stealthily across the balcony until he thought he

was near enough, when he made a spring, and to

his surprise pounced hard against the strong plate-

glass, which evidently he had not seen in his

way— it was so clear: It was amusing to watch

the cat sneak away, abashed, and sore-headed, but

the canary was terribly shocked. There is always

danger from cats in hanging cages out-of-doors,

and also danger from small hawks and butcher-
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birds, which frequently drag Pet through the wires

and devour him.

To tame birds and to train them to perform

tricks are two very different things. Any one may
do the first by constant, quiet kindness, endless

attention, and patience. Accustom the bird to

your presence, and let it understand that, what-

ever you do about it, nothing is intended for its

terror or harm. This learned, teaching it to perch

on your finger, or come to your whistle and call, is

only a matter of time and gentle patience. Some
odd tricks may be taught them if they are 'cute,

—

for different birds differ very greatly in their ability

to learn, as well as in their natural talents a

dispositions,—but the astonishing exploits of so:

troupes of ''performing birds" which are exh

ited about the country are all taught to them b

terribly cruel course of lessons, and you ought ;

to make your Pet emulate these performances.

The Germans often teach young birds tunes a

the songs of other birds ; but the operation i:

slow and tedious one, and the result not very sa

factory. It seems to me that our highest v.

should be to perfect all that is natural to a can,"

and not try to make him something else than

is, or was intended to be.

THE FIRST PARTY.

By Josephine Pollard.

MISS Annabel McCarty
Was invited to a party,

Your company from four to ten," the invitation said;

And the maiden was delighted

To think she was invited ,

To sit up till the hour when the big folks went to bed.

The crazy little midget

Ran and told the news to Bridget,

Who clapped her hands, and danced a jig, to Annabel's delight,

And said, with accents hearty,

" 'T will be the swatest party

If ye 're there yerself, me darlint ! I wish it was to-night !

"

The great display of frilling

Was positively killing !

And, oh, the little booties ! and the lovely sash so wide

And the gloves so very cunning !

She was altogether '•stunning,"

And the whole McCarty family regarded her with pride.

They gave minute directions,

With copious interjections

Of " Sit up straight !
" and "Don't do this, or that !

—

But, what with their caressing,

And the agony of dressing,

Miss Annabel McCarty did n't hear a single word.

t would be absurd !

There was music, there was dancing,

And the sight was most entrancing,

As if fairy-land, and floral band, wer; holding jubilee
;
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There was laughing, there was pouting
;

There was singing, there was shouting

;

And old and young together made a carnival of glee.

Miss Annabel McCarty
Was the youngest at the party,

And every one remarked that she was beautifully drest

;

Like a doll she sat demurely

On the sofa, thinking surely

It would never do for her to run and frolic with the rest.

The noise kept growing louder

;

The naughty boys would crowd her
;

I think you 're very rude indeed !
" the little lady said

;

And then, without a warning,

Her home instructions scorning,

She screamed: "I want my supper!—and I want to go to bed!"

Now big folks, who are older,

Need not laugh at her, nor scold her,

For doubtless, if the truth were known, we 've often felt inclined

To leave the ball, or party,

As did Annabel McCarty,

But we had n't half her courage, and we could n't speak our mind !

PATTIKIN'S HOUSE.

By Joy Allison.

Introduction.

ITIKIN had a way of calling her home " my
," as if she were the owner of, the Parsonage,

II that was in it. Ask her where she lived,

le would say, " Up to my house." Ask where

er hat, when she was found out bareheaded

\ sun, and she would point her cunning,

ed finger and say, "In my house." So we
oved Pattikin, and thought her baby ways

.'insome and sweet, came to call the old red

that sheltered us " Pattikin's house." I

rau will be pleased with the story of some of

od times we had there.

Chapter I.

BLACKBERRYING.

! minister tipped the sugar-bowl toward him,

out a lump and put it into Pattikin's mouth,

and then leaned his elbow on the table, and his

head on his hand, reflectively.

" We must economize !
" said he.

" Now, father," said his wife, " that makes three

lumps of sugar you 've given Pattikin since we sat

down to supper, and it is n't good for her. Besides

that, the firkin's empty."
•' Out of sugar again, are we ! Why, I thought

it was only a week ago But never mind !

We may as well begin to economize there as any-

where, perhaps. We can go without' sugar."

."Oh no, father!" said Thirza, and Tilda and

Pattikin, "we can't!" And. "Oh no. father,

—

not go without any sugar !
" was echoed by Seth,

Samuel, Simon and Sandy.
" We might do with less, I suppose," said their

mother.
" Look here !

" said the minister,—and he took

his wallet out of his pocket, and inverted it over

his plate and shook it well. From one of the com-
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partments a tiny, shining half-dime fell, and jingled

down on the plate.
'

' That five-cents is a happy
surprise to me ! I thought there was absolutely

nothing there," said he. "What do you think

about the sugar, and economizing, now ?
"

" I think we 'd better have begun a little sooner,"

said his wife.

" Pho ! you '11 get more money right off! " said

Pattikin. " You always do. We could n't go 'thout

no sugar in our tea."

She might have been rewarded for her hopeful

and encouraging view of the matter with another

lump, if her mother had not seized upon the bowl

and carried it off, and shut it up in the cupboard.
" So much must be kept sacredly for company

and the baby." said she, " if we are really to have

no more at present."

" But you don't mean it, father?" said Thirza.

" I don't see but I must mean it, unless we have

a windfall or a wedding."
" Oh, I hate economizing !

" said Seth, in a tone

of great disgust. "I'd a great deal rather earn

money."
" Well, young man, suppose you do earn some,

for a change," said his father.

" I could, if you 'd let me," said Seth. " Milan

Straw says blackberries are thicker than spatter up

in Johonnet's Acre."
" And they 're selling for ninepence a quart in

Chester," said Simon.
" And you had rather have sugar than the black-

berries ? " said his father. " I am not so sure I had."
" I 'd rather have some sugar and some black-

berries," said Seth.

" Well, you can have Old Gray and go there

blackberrying to-morrow morning, as early as you

please ; and in the afternoon you may go to Ches-

ter and sell them. And there 's a dollar's worth of

sugar, and a half-bushel (or less) of blackberries

besides, for you, mother, and not a cent to pay."

"Oh, father, don't go to counting the chickens

before they are hatched !
" said Thirza. " We

sha' n't have good luck if you do."

"A fig for luck, and a fortune for faithful, per-

severing work." said the minister, gayly. "That
pony should be caught to-night, children, if you

are to get an early start."

" May we all go with you to the pasture, father?"

asked Tilda.

" To be sure ! The more the merrier, if mother

does n't need you !

"

"We'll do our work after we get home. It's

'yes,' is n't it, mother? That's good!"—and

away they flew from the table in search of hats and

bonnets.
" Suppose we all go !

" said the minister to his

wife, while he stood waiting. " Could n't you ?
"

"What, blackberrying? And take the"bab|

No, indeed ! But I hope they will get some. y[
might go with them. The girls will want to g
and Pattikin 's too little to be trusted with the:

unless you do."
" Oh yes !

" put in Pattikin, who stood bonnetl
already at her father's elbow. " I must go. I neJ
went blackberryin' 'n all my life."

" We '11 see," said the minister.

It was a charming walk to the pasture ; and
was n't the least trouble to catch the pony. T
minister had put some gray beans into a two-qu

measure, and when he shook the beans about

the measure, the gray pony heard and came
ning to them, and as her nose went down into

measure the bridle went over her head. T
was n't cheating, for she liked gray beans, and
minister let her eat them all up. It was, in fai

bargain, and the pony understood perfectly

she was being bridled for work ; but still she wan
the beans.

" Now, if anybody wants to ride home on
gray pony, let them be on hand !

" said the n

ister.

They were all on hand already, but they crow

up a little nearer and called out, "I do!"—
do !

"—" I do !
" to show that they were on h

and were lifted one by one to the gray pony's b

and set in a row from her head to her tail. P
kin, being the least of the children, sat nearest

head, and held on by the mane with both h;

Her father also held her by one foot, as he wa
along beside her. Thirza held on to Tilda

Tilda held on to Simon, and the boys all

together, with their knees pressed hard againsl

pony's sides, and so they reached home in safe

Then they all worked like bees to get everytj

ready for an early start. The empty sugar- fj

was packed with cold beef, johnny-cake, and pij

for their luncheon ; and baskets, pails, and di

were collected, and all the chores done up

then they went early to bed, as Pattikin said

morning would come quicker."

I do not know by what arguments the mi

prevailed upon her ; but when the breakfast'

over, in the gray dawn of the next mornind

children were delighted to see their mother pu

on her green calash (that 's what the women
their sun-bonnets when I was a little girl)

wrapping the baby in his blanket, to go with t!

Johonnet's Acre was three miles off, anc'

wildest, most delightful spot in all Pemigeu

Valley. And it was just as Milan Straw had

Every bush was bending low under its weig!

plump, dark, luscious berries. Baskets, pail:

dippers were filled again and again, and eir

into the firkin after the luncheon was taken

I
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THE BLACKBERRY PARTY AT JOHONNET S ACRE,

jrt H they ate as many as they possibly could, and ister picked faster than any of them, till the sugar-

their lips and fingers royally purple. firkin, and another they had brought, were both full.

! "heir mother laid the baby down in his blanket and heaped up so they could n't get the cover on.

, ail !

; ler a shady bush, and picked too ; and the min- Then they sat down on the grass and rested and
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ate their luncheon, and wished there had been

more, and picked berries off the top of the firkins

till the covers would go on. And their father told

them the wonderful story of Samson ; how he car-

ried off the gates of the city on his shoulders

;

how he killed the lion, and all about the riddle,

and also about the foxes with firebrands tied to

their tails. The children never tired of this story,

though they had heard it many times.

And then it was time to go home, for the pony

must have dinner and a good rest before he went

to Chester.

Only Seth and Samuel were to go to Chester.

This was so well settled that there was no teasing

even from Pattikin. Very manly and important,

the two set off, armed with directions how and

where to tie Old Gray,—what to do, and what not

to do, in every possible emergency.

Very proud and satisfied they came back at

sundown, and delivered the firkin, heavy with the

coveted sugar, into the eager hands of the bevy of

brothers and sisters who came out to meet them.

Chapter II.

THE MINISTER'S TOMATOES.

One afternoon in the spring, before the black-

berrying, of which I told you, Thirza and Tilda

went across the road to visit Mrs. Vesta Preston.

Mrs. Vesta was young Mrs. Preston's aunt, and

lived upstairs, and never got out of the chair be-

cause she had had paralysis. Mrs. Preston took

good care of her. But the poor lady often got

very tired of sitting all alone in her room with no

one to speak to, for Mrs. Preston must be about

her work down-stairs ; so Thirza and Tilda went to

see her quite often, and their visits were always

acceptable.

They carried their work and sewed this time,

because they had not finished their shirt, and Mrs.

Vesta liked to see them sew. Sometimes they

carried her flowers in the summer time, and in

autumn the gayly colored maple leaves, or bunches

of wintergreen berries, or, if nothing else was to be

found, bits of the red-tipped moss. There was no

season that the woods did not yield something to

reward their search—no, not even when the ground

was thickly covered with snow, for wasn't there

always spruce gum on the trees ?

But this time it happened they had nothing to

bring. On the contrary, Mrs. Vesta had some-

thing for them.
" It 's a new kind of seed," she explained. " My

niece sent them from down below. She says they

produce a vine that bears a beautiful red fruit larger

than a plum or an apple,—not at all like either,

—

but very nice, stewed for sauce or eaten raw. Th
city folks set great store by them. They call them!

tomatoes, and they must be planted early in a hot-

bed, if you want them to do much up here."
" But we have n't any hot-bed," said Tilda.

"But you can plant them in a box, and keepl

them in the window," said Mrs. Vesta.
" Yes 'm ; so we can. And we've got earth

enough in the box I had my geranium in last fall

It 's down cellar yet," said Thirza.

They went home, very proud of the six preciou;

seeds that they carried carefully wrapped in paper.

The minister entered into their project with zea

He showed them how to make small birch bar!

boxes, in each of which they could plant one seed

Then when the garden was ready the boxes couk

be cut apart and the plant set in the ground with

out disturbing its roots.

The boxes were set in a row along the soutl

window, and watched, and tended and watered

and the result was five strong, healthy plants t

set in the garden when the middle of May came.
" I hope the 'matos wont smell so, as the vine

do. If they do, I sha' n't want any, I 'm sure,

said Pattikin.

It was not long after that blackberry excursio

that the first fruits of the tomato-vines were ripene(

The minister went out to the garden in the afte

noon, followed by Thirza, Sandy, Tilda and Pal

tikin, to gather them.

"They are beauties, anyhow; and I'm sure

shall like them," said Thirza.

"So am I," said Tilda.

But Pattikin smelled them, and withheld hi

judgment.

They did n't know about scalding off the skin

so the minister pared them with his pocket-kni(

Then they put them into the stew-pan, and ve

soon they were cooked.

" I wonder whether they should be sweetened

said the minister, bending over them and stirrin

for in such an important affair he could n't lea

the cooking entirely to the feminine departmer

He dipped out a spoonful and cooled it with 1

breath, and tasted. He just restrained a wry fac

The children, watching, knew that too.

"Run over, Tilda, and ask Mrs. Preston wb

we should use for seasoning."

Tilda came back in a minute, breathless

:

" Salt and pepper, and a bit of butter."

" Oho ! Here goes, then."

And he was about to feston the condiments \vi

lavish hand.
" Let me," said his wife, who better understo

the proper proportions to use.

So she salted, and peppered, and buttered, a

then they were poured out into the best saui
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;h, which had been brought from the parlor cup-

ard for this grand occasion.

"T think it smells kind o' good," said Simon, as

=y drew their chairs about the table. The best

rce-plates were out too, and the father served a

rtion to each. Then there was a general tasting;

,:n queer, doubtful looks at one another; and

on a general smiling, which quickened into

[ghter, and a merry peal rang out through the

: open windows, the echo of which reached even

j.poor Mrs. Vesta's cars as she- sat in her lonely

stairs apartment.
' To think we 've worked, and watched, and

;ed all summer for those things," said Seth,

ning away the tears his mirth had brought.

m/':

PATTIKIN.

ie minister had laughed with the rest, but he

fnot, like the rest, inclined to give it up so.

' were said to be very healthy ; the city people

i them highly, and he -was going to like them.

: tasted, and tasted again, till by dint of per-

it trying, he almost thought he did like them
e.

Vhat shall I do with those that are left ? " asked

ife, when the meal was over,

iive 'em to the pigs," said Simon.

t Mrs. Jones (have I told you the family name
ones?) still looked at her husband and waited

iswer.

Veil," said he, ''there will be more ripe in a

few days, and then I will try them cut up raw,

with salt and vinegar and pepper. 1 think I should

like them better that way."

So the pigs had the remaining portion, which

was the largest part of the cooked tomatoes.

The vines were astonishingly prolific. They
gave their fruit lavishiy, prodigally, recklessly, and
still kept on blossoming and forming new fruit, as

if there always would be more behind, till frost

came. By that time the minister had really learned

to like them ; and Simon and Thirza and Tilda,

who always wished to do as their father did, liked

them too. But nothing could induce Pattikin to

taste them again.

They learned to dry them, to make catsup of

them, to seal them up in bottles ; and, in short,

the tomato was from this time an institution in the

minister's family.

Chapter III.

GATHERING CORN.

The minister had a farm—a very little one

—

three or four acres. One-half was devoted to corn

and potatoes, and a few scraggy old apple-trees.

The other half was devoted chiefly to mineralogy.

There was plenty of the " testimony of the rocks "

there, if the children could have read it. They
often wondered about them. How did they all

come there ?—sugar-loaf rocks ; low flat-topped

rocks large enough to be called ledges; big, high

masses, equal in size to a moderate dwelling-house,

cleft down the middle as smoothly as if done with

a knife. Was that done when ''the earth did quake,

and the rocks rent, and darkness was over all the

land?"

There were, too, miniature caves, which the lit-

tle girls furnished after their simple fashion, and in

which they played through many a bright summer-

day, where they bestowed their treasure of gray

moss and green, and the mineral collections with

which they were forever loading down their pockets.

But, more than all the rocks and caves, they

prized the frog-pond that lay beyond the ledges,

and reached away out into Mr. Iturbide's pasture.

Such plays as they had there on Saturday after-

noons, or in vacation after the corn was got in !

But speaking of the corn reminds me that I in-

tended to tell you in this chapter about work
and not about play. For it was all ready to be

gathered.

Seth, and Samuel, and Simon cut the stalks.

Seth had a. long knife with a red handle that he

thought looked like a sword, and he led his army
out to invade the field, with all the dignity and
confidence of a great general. Simon had a sickle

shaped like a half-moon. Simon had a nondescript
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sort of knife, which had been freshly sharpened,

and could be made to do great execution.

Sandy guided the gray pony, which was har-

nessed to the green wagon to carry up the corn to

the barn, where they would husk it. The girls

gathered the stalks into bundles, which they tied

with pumpkin-vines, and loaded the wagon with,

them.

Pattikin thought she helped amazingly, but

the most she did was to stub her toes against the

corn-stubble and fall over the great yellow pump-
kins, and gnaw sweet apples. Once she said,

" Oh, dear ! I keep stubbin' my toes for ever 'n'

everlasting."

Then Thirza said, " I would n't work. Sit down,

and rest awhile." So Pattikin sat down.

While she was resting, the gray and white kitten

came down into the field, and went about rubbing

herself against the children. Pattikin caught her

and held her in her lap. and whispered in her ear:

"You stay here with me, and when the load goes

up to the barn, we '11 have a ride. They don't 'low

anbody but me to ride ; but I '11 smuggle you up in

my apron so they wont see."

The kitty nestled down in Patty's lap, and pur-

red as if she understood. Pretty soon the load was

ready, and Pattikin scrambled up on top by the

help of Thirza, who pushed her up from behind.

She was a little slow and awkward about it, be-

cause of the load in her apron.

And Seth called out, " Come, hurry. We want

to get started quick. We 've got so much to do."

Because their father was going to Association

next day, and must use the gray pony, he had

promised them, if they could get the corn all in

that night, in the evening he would help them
make molasses candy.

When Pattikin was up, she chose her seat on

top of a bundle of stalks, and they went bumping
along. Once or twice, Kitty, who wasn't used to

riding over such rough ground, tried to get out of

the apron and jump down to run away on her own
feet, which, I suppose, she thought much the safer

way of getting through the world. At length she

really did get out, and gave a daring leap right

over the wagon wheel, and coming to the ground

right side up, as they say a cat always will, scam-

pered for the house. Pattikin had reached ou
a little too far in trying to recover her, the bundl

of stalks she was sitting on rolled and went off ove

the wheel, and Patty after it.

There was a deal of shouting and whoaing befor

the pony was stopped. The children gatherei

round to see if any bones were broken. To thei

great joy, Pattikin had escaped with only a littl

bump on her forehead and a bruise on her kn
from some stones that lay in the way.

'"They are always coming all over the field

those stones!" said Sandy. "We pick them a

out clean—bushels and bushels of 'em—after ever

plowing, but there are always just as many,
believe they grow."

" Our farm will be all stone-wall after awhile, i

it goes on so many years," said Samuel.

"I suppose there'll have to be another ston

picking this fall," said Sandy.

"Yes," said Seth, "after the crops are all i

You'd better walk the rest of the way, Patty."

"Oh, I don't want to," said Pattikin. "M
knee aches awful, and I should n't wonder if I g<

lamer."

So, as Pattikin was rather spoiled by the res

they helped her up again, and cautioning her

take a safer seat, they went on.

" We're going to dig pertaters, to-morrow," sa

Sandy. " I heard father say so."

"Pertaters! I can talk better grammar th

that myself," said Pattikin.

"Better be looking out that you don't fall c

the load than minding my grammar," said Sand

tickling the bottom of her foot with a straw, by w

of retaliation.

" Poh ! I 'm not going to fall off again," s

Patty, curling her feet up under her dress

protection.

" I would n't talk about grammar till I could £

association," said Sandy.
" I can

—

sosation," said Pattikin.

All the chilren laughed.

"There!" said Thirza. "You be still, nc

Sandy ! Father said we were not to quarrel."

They got the corn all into the barn by sunduv

and after supper, the minister said But t

must come in the next chapter.

(To be continued.)
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THE CRAFTY FOX.

By Howard Pyle.

A CERTAIN fox was extremely desirous of gain-

\g admission into a poultry-yard, the lord of which

as a cock of good blood and extremely aristocratic

,ays, so the sly animal soon contrived to secure

s acquaintance and even friendship.

One day as the gosling (who was a protege of

" Well, sir, you are abrupt in your manners,

and overbearing to your inferiors.

" Am I, indeed ? " said the cock still more coldly.

" Yes, sir ! And then you are excessively quar-

relsome, beside being very selfish."

" Hah !" exclaimed the cock, angrily.

THE GOSLING STATES HIS OPINION OF THE COCK.

cock's), the cock himself, and the fox were to-

iler, the conversation turned upon the subject

icrsonal faults.

aid the cock: "I feel conscious that I have

/ many faults, and nothing would I so much
le as some real friend who would show them to

Now, I dare say, gosling," continued he, turn-

to that humble creature and smiling blandly.

—

dare say, gosling, that even you have noticed

presence of some few small faults in me. Is it

so? Speak frankly, my little friend."

he gosling was immensely elated at this chance

roving himself the true friend desired.

Oh yes, sir;" he said, eagerly, "I have no-

1 the presence of a great many, indeed."

Oh, have you? "said the cock, coldly, "And
t are they, pray ?

"

" Then, sir. not only do you treat your children

badly, but you neglect your wife also. Beside all

these
"

" Stop !
" cried the cock, in a violent rage, "What

do you mean by charging me with faults that I

never possessed ? You are an insolent scoundrel

and a sneak—you—you " And unable to

contain himself longer, he fell upon the unhappy

gosling and tore three beakfuls of down from his

head.

" I marvel," said the fox, as the wretched gosling

made his escape, screaming loudly with pain and

terror, " I marvel that one so constantly associated

with you could thus malign you to your face.

Those are not your faults."

" Well, what are they then ?" said the cock, still

somewhat ruffled.
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" Did I not know your extreme patience under

correction, I should hesitate to tell them, or rather

it, for I have only noticed one in my acquaintance

with you. You are, sir, I grieve to say it, but you

are, sir, extremely haughty and exclusive in your

manners. Your blood, your aristocratic breeding,

your culture, and your refinement all tend to cause

you to look upon your more vulgar yet still honest

fellow-creatures with a courteous haughtiness, if

I may so express it. It is a fault to which your

superior station may plead some extenuation ; still

it is a fault. Let me beg you, honored sir, to cor-

he would scarcely deign to notice the other barn

yard creatures.

One day the fox said : "It has always been a sub

ject ofmuch wonder to me why a creature of so mucl

intellect, and with such a proper amount of sell

respect as yourself, should submit, as you do, t

the absolute rule of human beings. Now here ar

I. a simple-minded, jog-trot animal, with not onf

half the wit and shrewdness of the least one o

you here in the barn-yard, and yet I am absolutel

free and untrammeled in my movements. I ow

allegiance to no one and am my own master, whil

^bs\«.
THE GOSLING IS PUNISHED.

rect this one failing, and so render yourself the

model of perfection you would then be. Recollect,

sir, that though humbler, we are still your fellow-

creatures."

The cock stood upon one leg meditating for a

long while upon this speech; at length he heaved

a sigh, and said :

" I feel that you are correct; you have acted the

part of a true friend. Yes, I confess that you are

correct."

From that time the cock's friendship for the fox

greatly increased, while his overbearing manners
toward the other creatures in no wise diminished.

The crafty fox frequently turned the conversation,

in their subsequent interviews, upon the subject of

family distinction, and cunningly contrived so to

flatter the vanity of the cock that, in time, he be-

came puffed up with pride to such an extent that

you and your humbler associates are dependent

the very necessaries of life upon the will of yi

masters."
" That is very true," said the cock, reflectivel

" Now," continued the fox, " I have thought

a most excellent idea. I know a delightful ;

secluded spot, sir, where a little colony could

started far away from the habitation of man. ;

where you could soon show the world that inti

gent pQiiltry need not be entirely subservient to

will of these miserable human beings. Here

you with blood, breeding and great natural dig:

of bearing (I need hardly mention such a well-kni

quality of yours as intelligence), a born rulei

fact. If, now, some of your mentally advar

creatures—such, for instance, as the geese and

keys, and even the ducks—would only be persus

to start a small community somewhere, you,
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ive the very making of a king or even an em-

:ror in you, and might prove yourself an excellent

p;tample of a noble and generous ruler."

This plan pleased the cock amazingly.

"I shall consider your proposition," said he.

'And you can guide us, you say, to such a spot as

,iu have mentioned ?"

"Certainly, sir! I know the very place," said

e fox.

The idea of the colony took root in the poultry-

yard immediately, and spread in popularity amaz-

ingly, for each creature imaginec that he himself

had the ability, mentally, to become in time a

prominent politician, if not a leader. One night,

accordingly, everything was arranged, and the

crafty fox guided the poor deluded creatures to a

most secluded portion of the adjoining forest.

None of them ever returned again, yet it was

rumored, far and wide, that the crafty fox was sub-

sisting entirely upon the little community.

THE STARS IN FEBRUARY.

By Richard A. Proctor.

The northern heavens present no change of

?cial importance since last month. The Dragon

i been carried away from his former hovering

iiition, and now appears as if swooping down-

ird, though in a direction contrary to that of his

1 motion around the pole. The ancient ob-

vers do not seem to have attached any impor-

ce, by the way, to the direction in which the

:-sphere turns ; and, indeed, a motion so slow

not to be perceptible by ordinary vision might

1 be left out of account in forming imaginary

-groups. Some of the figures go forward, as

ion, the Great Bear, Bootes (the Herdsman), the

n, and so forth ; others go backward, as the

igon, the Ram, the Bull, Pegasus (the Winged
rse), and so on; while others, like Ophinchus,

Serpent-Bearer, are supposed to face the ob-

er and so travel sideways ; and others, again,

ttej on their head, as Hercules, Cepheus, and

Iromeda. It is quite clear that those who in-

ijted the constellation figures did not trouble

unserves much about the rotation of the star-

; t .

L
here may be noticed in the northern heavens,

seen in February, a vacant space above the

i, girt round by the constellations Auriga (the

doteer) overhead, Perseus (the Rescuer), Cas-

sia (the Seated Lady), Cepheus (her royal hus-

1), and the two Bears. In this poverty-stricken

i
)n there are no stars of the first three magni-

s, and only four or five of the fourth magnitude,

ancient astronomers couid imagine no con-

ations in these spaces. It is to the moderns,

. especially to Hevelius, that we owe the con-

itions which have been figured in these barren
1

districts. The Cameleopard, or Giraffe, is one ; the

Lynx another. I cannot say, for my own part, that

I see either a giraffe or a lynx there. Certainly, if

you draw the connecting lines shown in the map,
you get as fair a picture of a giraffe (inverted at

present) as can possibly be made with a couple of

lines ; but it seems to me—though I do not claim

to be an artist—that rather more than two lines are

needed to picture a respectable giraffe. Besides,

the lines are not on the sky, and the liveliest fancy

would not think of connecting these stars by im-

aginary lines, so widely remote are the stars, and
so insignificant.

The Little Bear is now gradually getting round
(at the selected hour of evening observation) to a

position such as a bear might reasonably assume.

Last month, this small bear was hanging head

downward by the end of his absurdly long tail. He
is now slowly rising from that undignified position,

and by next month he will have fairly placed him-

self on his feet. For the present we can leave him
to his struggles; but next month we shall consider

his history and the duties which he has discharged

for many hundreds of years.

Turning to the southern skies, we find full com-
pensation for the relatively uninteresting aspect of

the northern heavens. The most resplendent con-

stellation in the heavens is now in full glory in the

south. There, close to the meridian, or mid south,

" Begirt with many a blazing star,

Stands the great giant Algebar,

Orion, hunter of the beast.

His sword hangs gleaming by his side,

And on his arm the lion's hide,

Scatters across the midnight air

The golden radiance of its hair."
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No one can mistake this most beautiful constella-

tion. The two bright shoulder stars, Betelgeux (n)

and Bellatrix (j), the brilliant star Rigel on the

giant's advanced foot, the triply gemmed belt (C, e,

and 6), and the pendent sword tipped with the

bright star t, distinguish Orion unmistakably. But,

say nothing of numbers of faint stars scattered al

over it, justify the words of the poet, who sang:

" Orion's beams! Orion's beams!
His star-gemmed belt, and shining blade

;

His isles of light, his silvery streams,

And gloomy gulfs of mystic shade."
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besides these glories, there are others ; the curve

of small stars forming the giant's shield (a lion's

hide), the misty light of the great nebula which

lies on the sword (where shown), and on clear

nights the dappled light of the Milky Way, which

really extends over a part of this constellation, to

From the first beginning of astronomy, and pi

ably long before astronomy was thought of,

constellation was figured as a giant; sometim

giant hunter, a sort of celestial Nimrod ;
someti

as a warrior. He commonly wielded an im

club in his right hand (the star v marked the ha:
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the club), and a shield (formed by the stars ir,,

'etc.) in his left. The star of the constellation

idanus really marks the giant's bent knee ; and

ginally the constellation Lepus (or, the Hare)

med a chariot in which the hunter or warrior

od. In some old manuscripts of the middle

The cut on the next page shows Orion as lie is

now generally pictured. He is somewhat out of

drawing, because of the necessity of keeping cer-

tain stars in particular positions with respect to

him. Thus Betclgcux is derived from the Arabic

ibt-al-jauzd, the giant's shoulder. Liellatrix, or the

OvptIi p f\ c\ 1 '
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the stars of Lepus formed a throne for Orion.
ict, this little constellation, although named
'[are from time immemorial, has been called

1 ' feral other names, insomuch that Ideler, after
11 lg several names, wrathfully adds, "And God
5 how many more there are."

"OL. IV.— 18.

Amazon star, belongs of right to the other shoulder,

and Rigel to the advanced foot, while the three

stars of the belt fix the position of the giant's waist.

To tell the truth, he is an ill-shaped giant, anyway,

and cannot be otherwise depicted.

Below Lepus (the Hare) you sec the neat little



266 THE STARS IN FEBRUARY [Februaw

group Columba, or ihe Dove. This is one of

the younger constellations, and was invented by

Hevelius, perhaps to show that the ship Argo,

which you see low down on the left, is no other

than Noah's Ark. In fact, the name given to the

small group originally was Columba Noachi, or

Noah's Dove. Approaching the mid south, you

now see the brightest star in the whole heavens

—

Sirius, the famous Dog-star. The constellation

Canis Major, the Greater Dog (which might much
better be called simply Canis), was one of Orion's

hunting-dogs, Canis Minor being the other; but

we can hardly suppose Lepus was the sole prey

pursued by so great a giant and two such fine dogs.

The constellation Canis Major is chiefly remarkable

for the Dog-star. In old times this star was thought

to bring pestilence. Homer speaks of it (not by

name, however) as the star

"Whose burning breath

Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death."

Many among the ancients supposed that this star

was in reality as large as the sun. Thus Manilius

said

:

" 'T is strongly credited this owns a light

And runs a course not than the sun's le=s bright;

But that, remov'd from sight so great a way,

It seems to cast a dim and weaker ray."

It has been show-n in our own time, however, that

even this estimate, which was by many thought too

daring, falls far short of the truth. It has been

calculated that Sirius gives out three hundred times

as much light (and doubtless three hundred times

as much heat) as our sun. So that it would make
us rather uncomfortable if our sun were removed

and Sirius set in his place. Sir W. Herschel says

that when he turned his large four-feet mirror on

this star, the light was like that of the rising sun,

and it was impossible to look at the star without

pain to the eye. Sirius is in reality in rapid motion,

though, owing to his enormous distance, he seems

at rest. He is rushing through space at the rate

of about thirty miles in every second of time ! In

a year he traverses nearly six times the distance

which separates our earth from the sun. But this

enormous annual journey is only about TTn'ouoth

part of the distance which separates him from our

earth; and as he is traveling away from us, we
need not be greatly troubled on account of him.

He is so far from us that his light has been no less

than twenty years on its way to us, so that in reality,

instead of saying we see Sirius, we ought to say we
see where Sirius was some twenty years ago. Most
of the stars are even farther away, so that if every

one of them were in a single instant destroyed, we
should still see them—that is, their light—for many

years, and probably the greater number of then

would still seem to be shining in the heavens lonj

after the youngest of us were dead
; perhaps evei

after our great-grandchildren had passed away.

Canis Minor, the Lesser Dog, is a much less im-

portant star-group than Canis Major ; but still it i

one of the old constellations. Its chief star is calk'

Procyon, or the Fore-dog, because this star is see

as a morning star earlier than Sirius. The Arabia

astronomers gave it a name of similar meaning, !

wit, Al-kelb-al-mutekaddem j but I think Procyo

sounds almost as well, and as it is the name b

which the star is usually called, it may, perhaps, f

better to use it instead of the Arabian name, thoug

this is very pretty. Procyon, like Sirius, was suj

THE CONSTELLATION ORION.

posed to be a star of evil omen, especially as brii

ing bad weather. " What meteoroscoper," s

Leonard Digges, the astrologer, "yea, who thai

learned in matters astronomical, noteth not

great effects at (he rising of the star called

LitelDogge?"
The constellation Gemini, or the Twins, is r

approaching the south, but will be more fully wit

the range of our next monthly map. The s

marked c is that of Cancer, or the Crab, wh

the sun enters at midsummer. You will obse

that we have now reached the part of the ecli]

highest above the equator, which is, of course,

part reached by the sun at midsummer. The pi

marked c is at its highest in the south at noon
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about June 21st, and is then occupied by the

1 ; it is at its highest in the south at midnight on

about December 20, and the sun is then exactly

josite to this point, or at his lowest below the

rthern horizon.

irhose who live as far south as New Orleans, see

\i raised above the horizon the star Canopus, in

stern of the good ship Argo. There is pre-

' ted to them, at this season, a view of more first

magnitude stars than can be seen at any other time

in one quarter of the heavens. For besides the

splendid equal-sided triangle formed by Procyon,

Betelgeux, and Sirius, they see Aldebaran, Rigel,

and Canopus, the last-named surpassing every star

in the heavens except Sirius alone.

Next month, the great ship Argo will have come
better into view ; and I defer till then my account

of this fine constellation.

[See " Letter- Box. "]

A VALENTINE.

By A. E. C.

If you will be my valentine,

My charming little dear,

The sun can never help but shine

Throughout the coming year.

If you will be my valentine,

You '11 see in all your walks

Fresh lemon-drops on every twig

And peanuts on the stalks
;

The lessons all will put themselves

Into your little pate ;

The hardest sums you have, you '11 see

All answered on vour slate.

While hot mince-pies, all hand in hand,

Meet you at every stile
;

With raisins marching on in front,

And figs in single file.

P. S.—But if from you I never hear,

Nor even get a line,

I '11 ask some other nicer girl

To be my valentine.
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HIS OWN MASTER.

By T. Trowbridge.

Chapter VIII.

THE ACCIDENT.

The boy lay perfectly still and tried to go to

sleep again. But exciting thoughts kept him
awake. He lived over again the events of the past

few days,—the funeral, the auction, the journey,

—

and thought many times of all that Florie and her

mother had said to him.

As it grew lighter he got up, dressed himself

noiselessly, and leaving Alphonse asleep, went out

upon deck.

The pilot's bell was tinkling fitfully. The paddle-

wheels—motionless for a moment, then reversed

—

dashed the boiling water into foam. The steamer

was coming to a landing at the foot of a large town

(to Jacob's eyes it looked large) on the Ohio shore.

A few passengers were preparing to land. Among
them Jacob was rejoiced to see the tall Kentuckian.

"We shall be rid of him !
" he thought, and

looked with impatience to see the colonel set foot

upon the gangway plank.

But what was that which Corkright carried in his

hand ? A violin-case ! It resembled Pinkey's so

much that Jacob observed it with a start of sus-

picion and alarm. He drew near, to get a closer

look at it. He felt sure it was the professor's.

The deck-hands already had hold of the plank,

or " bridge," to push it out. In less than a minute

Corkright would be gone. There was not an in-

stant to lose. The boy ran back to the state-room,

and made a hasty search. The violin was not

there.

" Mr. Pinkey ! Oh, Mr. Pinkey !
" cried Jacob,

shaking his friend, who lay asleep in his clothes.

" What 's wanting ? " snarled the dancing-master,

starting up, and seeing Jacob.
" That man—Colonel Corkright—has got your

violin !

"

" What of it ? Can't a gentleman have a fiddle,

but you must "

" But he is going off with it !—going ashore !

"

said Jacob, all excitement. " I '11 stop him ! I '11

tell the captain !

"

He was hurrying out. Alphonse called after him
sharply :

" You wont do anything of the sort ! Come
back here, you ninny ! It 's all right."

Perfectly bewildered. Jacob turned and stared at

his friend.

" I 've sold him the violin," said Alphonse. " He

took a fancy to it, and offered me a right smart

price—and I 've a much better one than tha)l

Don't make a fool of yourself. Let me sleep." I

Pinkey sank back upon the pillow, in which h

*

buried his rumpled ringlets. Jacob could not hel

.

speaking a word in self-defense.

'•
I had heard you say you thought so much ( .

that violin—you would not part with it for anythil

— it was worth twice its weight in gold ! So whj ,

I saw him going ashore with it, of course I
J

•

But here Alphonse made an impatient mov
: .

ment, and Jacob withdrew, reaching the gangw< ,

just in time to see Corkright move off with tl

violin.

Pinkey did not appear at breakfast, nor inde

for some hours after. Jacob looked into the stal

room two or three times during the forenoon, a

saw him still lying in the berth, with his disorder

curls about his face.

At last, going in about dinner-time, he fou

him disentangling the said curls before the glass,

"Hallo! Come in, boy!" said the profess

as Jacob hesitated. " I took cold on deck last nij

—had a horrible headache this morning—but I

all right now."

The charming Alphonse was himself again

boy sat down on a stool and watched his friend

his toilet.

" How are the ladies?" said Pinkey, twirlin

ringlet round his finger.

" Rather lonesome without you, I should thi

—for I suppose you mean the sisters."

" To be sure I do. I lay awake half the ni

trying to decide in my mind which to choose."

Jacob knew that this was a prodigious fib

;

he was too glad to see Alphonse in a chee

mood again, to question the accuracy of his st-

ments.

"Lonesome, did you say? What makes

think so ?
"

" They are not half so gay as they were ye;

day ; and I heard them inquiring about you.''

" No doubt of it !
" laughed Alphonse

"And about Colonel Corkright."
" Bah !

" Pinkey shook his ringlets, wit

shrug. "Well, what did anybody tell 'em a'

me and the colonel ?
"

" Somebody said Corkright got off the bo<

take the cars ; and then Dory—or Doshy—

I

tell 'em apart "

" Dory is the one in green,—no, the one in

I

!

t:

E

1

"

h

.
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s she ?" said Alphonsc. " I did know, but

Ho ! what in the name of "

5inkey did not finish his sentence, for the reason

t lie suddenly went reeling over against the

ths with the water-pitcher, which he had just

:d for the purpose of filling a glass.

acob also, seated upon his stool, found himself

ried over against the lower berth, with a strange

mentum ; and at the same time there resounded

horus of screams and a clashing of chairs in the

oining cabin.

t happened that the passengers were just sitting

i/n to dinner, when everybody and everything

tit swaying and lurching all one way, toward the

This singular pressure of all objects forward

ed three or four seconds, the boat meanwhile
ininsr from stem to stern. Then it ceased. The
ine was silent. The steamer had stopped.

S
: An accident !

" cried Jacob, starting up wildly.

*< Got aground, that 's all," said Professor Pinkey,

coolly proceeded to fill his glass.

Chapter IX.

ON A SAND-BAR.

\COB ran out to make an observation, and soon

ie hurrying back with news.

J
We 're fast aground on a sand-bar, between a

sandy island—what they call a tow-head—and
Ohio shore. There was plenty of water where

ire a few days ago, and they say the bar has

ly been formed."

The sand-bars in the river are constantly shift-

" replied Alphonse. "I've been aground on
before !

"

IThe woods here are close to the shore," said

ib; "and there seems to have been a sort of

s in one place, where some trees have fallen

i into the water. We had just passed the fallen

3 when we struck. There 's a broader passage

i the other side of the tow-head, but there are

there too ; and, besides, there was a steam-
: in there, with ten flat-boats in tow, loaded with

Well, what 's the prospect of our getting off?
"

Pinkey, putting on his coat and buttoning it

ie waist.

Poor, I think. The engine is backing water
Vusly, but we don't move. I heard the mate
;he captain—who was just sitting down to din-

when we struck—that it's a serious business."

No doubt," said Alphonse, gayly. "Serious
he boat, and for people who are in a hurry,

iM)t for gentlemen of leisure like us, Jacob. Be
in your mind, my boy. Pleasant weather

—

!'l company—and we get our board and lodgings
takes a month to make the trip. All ready-

now, Jacob, my boy !
"— and Alphonsc walked out

to dinner.

The passengers, many of whom had gone out

like Jacob to observe the situation, had now re-

turned and taken their seats at the table. Pinkey

found his place with the ladies at the upper end,

where an obsequious waiter had kept his chair

tipped forward for him ; while Jacob went humbly
to a seat near the foot.

The accident afforded an agreeable topic of con-

versation ; and after dinner everybody went out to

witness the efforts making to get the steamboat

off the bar.

A hawser had been stretched to the shore, and a

gang of men were heaving away at it, while the

reversed paddle-wheels revolved. But all to no

purpose. The steamer did not move.
" If they don't get her off soon, they can't in all

summer," said Mr. Pinkey, cheerfully. " The river

is falling, and we shall soon be high and dry here.

I was once two weeks aboard a steamboat aground

on a bar above Paducah. We had to wait for the

river to rise. We hired another steamboat to help

us off, but it was no use,—it snapped the big cable

like a thread. We had lively times, though ; we

gentlemen used to go ashore every day and hunt

wild turkeys. But it was n't so pleasant for old

ladies without any knitting. Think of two weeks

on a sand-bar, Mrs. Chipperly !

"

" Dreadful !
" said Mrs. Chipperly. " What shall

we do ?

"

" Have some music, for one thing," cried Dory.
" Oh, Mr. Pinkey ! where 's your violin ?

"

Jacob watched Alphonse, and wondered what he

would say.

" Ladies," replied the professor, with his sweet-

est smile, "you know how delighted I should be to

gratify you. But I am distressed to be obliged to

say that I have broken three strings to my instru-

ment, and I have n't another with me."
" How mean !

" said Doshy. " It 's dreadful,

here in the hot sun. Wish we were over in those

nice woods on the bank ! Oh, Mr. Pinkey ! why
can't we get the boat of these men, and have a little

fun ashore ?

"

" Oh, daughters ! I can't hear of your going in

the boat !
" said Mrs. Chipperly, fanning herself.

" It 's so dangerous !

"

•' We shall be perfectly safe in Mr. Pinkey's

care," said Dory.
" Certainly," said Alphonse. " I pledge my own

life, madam, that I will bring back your lovely

daughters unharmed. I '11 see the captain. He '11

do anything for me. If we can't have the small-

boat, I '11 make 'em launch the yawl."

He went off, and returned presently.

" All right ! we can have the boat and a couple
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of men to row us over, as soon as they 've got some

new kink in their hawser, which does n't work right

where it is."

" Oh, Mr. Pinkey, that 's just lovely !
" exclaimed

Dory. " Now let 's make up our party."

The twins having proposed the excursion, and

Mr. Pinkey having engaged the boat, they invited
.

whom they pleased to go with them, and a party

of seven was soon formed.

Jacob looked wistfully at Alphonse. Of course

he wanted to go too ; but Alphonse took no notice

of him. And when, after considerable delay, he

saw the boat with its merry occupants push off

without him, his heart swelled with a sense of

wrong.

Avoiding the cable, which was stretched from

not go. He was getting a little acquainted with her

now. She came up to him as he stood gazing ovec

the rail at the pleasant woods where the distant

laughter was.

" Why did n't you go ? " she said.

" I was n't asked to," Jacob replied.

" Why did n't you go without being asked ?
"

"Oh, I didn't like to invite myself where 1

was n't wanted."

Florie looked into his face with an arch, quizzica

expression.

" You are a kind of goose ; don't you think yen

are ?
"

" Yes, I suppose I am," said Jacob, humbly.
" Do you think," she cried, "if I had wanted t<

go in that boat, I would n't have jumped in am

FLORIf. IN THE SKIFF.

the stern to the farthest of the fallen trunks on the

Ohio side, the boat kept on up-stream until it

reached a landing-place which suited Alphonse.

There the bow was run ashore, and the ladies

helped up the slope.

Jacob heard their gay voices as they gathered

on the bank, and had glimpses of them as they

climbed up into the woods that covered the terrace-

like bluff. He could hear the laughter of the

sisters long after they disappeared from view.

There was a romantic charm about it all, which

kept alive his grief at being left behind.

His only solace was in thinking that Florie did

Ab

taki

gone ? I mean, if I were a boy like you.

can do anything, and nobody minds him."

"Don't you do about everything you

notion to ? " Jacob asked.

" Oh no, not half the things !

"

" What is there you deny yourself?"
" Oh, for one thing, I 'd like to step up to yo

friend Mr. Pinkey, almost any time of day, and s

to him, ' Please, don't make a fool of yourself a

more.' It's a dreadful temptation. But I reSl

it. I shut my teeth hard !
" She showed ho

laughing and shaking her curls, as she ran awayl

A steam-tug now appeared, coming up the rivil
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d it was soon engaged in helping the grounded

at off the bar. Still but little progress was made,

he afternoon was hot and sultry, and it was very

11 on board the steamer.

Chapter X.

JACOB'S LITTLE TRIP UP THE RIVER.

The boat which had taken Pinkey's party ashore

w lay unused under the gangway. Jacob, boy-

e, got into it. When the men came to use it

>iin, he stayed in. He soon began to pull an

r with them. Then when they left the boat, he

ved about in it a little on his own account, keep-

; it within easy reach of the steamer, in case it

mid be wanted.

The captain came to the rail and spoke to him.

:ob held his oars, and looked up, expecting a

'iroof.

Can you pull that boat up to the bank where

LJtkey's party is ?
"

Yes, I think so," said Jacob.

I
Well, we don't want it now, and you might

it up there and keep it till they want to come
:k. We 're fast working off now. Tell Pinkey

blow the whistle for him when we 're about

Idy to start."

acob was delighted. He dipped the oars with a

He had never had much practice in rowing

ore, and it had a great fascination for him. To
t off now with an actual commission from the

tain—to pull up against the stream to the boat's

vious landing-place—was something to make
1 proud.
' Oh, let me go with you !

" cried a girlish voice,

i Florie's bright eyes and dancing curls appeared

r the steamer's side.

' Be still, Florie !
" said her mother, drawing

back.
1

I shall be glad to have her go, if you are will-

," said Jacob.

Torie was accustomed to having her own way,

she had it now. The mother consulted the

tain, who said there was no danger. Florie

le running down to the lower deck, where Jacob

.ed the skiff alongside, and she was lowered

k it.

Take good care of her, Jacob ! " said the

her, earnestly.

Oh, I will,—don't fear!" cried the lad as he

ed joyfully away, seated on the middle thwart.

-h Florie's sunny face beaming on him from the

n.

>(e ran under the end of the cable, gave the

boat, which was astern of the steamer, a wide

h. and then pulled over toward the Ohio shore.
" y were soon quite close to the other end of the

cable, but on the upper side of it, just above the

fallen trees,—their leafy tops, still green, half im-

mersed in the water ; while the wooded hill rose

high above.
•' Is n't this nice ? " said Florie.

" I like it," said Jacob, happier than he had ever

been before.

There was no breeze stirring, but the sun had

gone under a cloud, and the air seemed cool there

by the shore.

" Let 's not go for Pinkey's party yet," said

Florie, " but row away up the river, and have a

nice little adventure !

"

Nothing would have suited Jacob so well. But

he thought he ought to report to Pinkey first. So

he pulled to the landing-place, where he got sight

of two or three of the party up in the woods.
" Tell Pinkey the boat is here," he called out to

them. " I '11 be rowing a little way up the stream

till you 're ready to start. But you must start any-

way, the captain says, when the whistle blows."

Having delivered his message, he pushed off

again.

" Oh, now I hope the whistle w'ont blow for an

hour !
" exclaimed Florie.

Jacob hoped so too. And they had their wish.

Evening was coming on, while the skiff glided in

and out and up and down by the shore, in the

yellowish current ; and still there was no call from

the beach, no signal whistle from the boat.

Suddenly Florie exclaimed :
" How dark it is

growing ! Is it night ?
"

A vast black shadow had fallen upon the river.

Jacob looked up at the sky.

" It 's near night, but it 's that thunder-cloud

that makes it so dark. There 's going to be a

storm. I think we'd better put back."

" Oh yes !
" said Florie. " I 'm not afraid, but

mamma will be afraid for me."

Jacob did not fail to notice this evidence of a

tender and thoughtful heart under all the gay

young creature's fun and nonsense. He also re-

membered his own pledge to her mother.

The boat, propelled by his sturdy young arms,

glided rapidly down the stream to the landing-

place, which it reached just as Pinkey's patty

—

probably alarmed by the sudden darkness— came
scrambling down the bank ; all but Pinkey himself

and one of the sisters.

The blackness of the sky and river became ap-

palling. Just then the steamboat's whistle sounded.

A vague fear fell upon Jacob, as he sat by his oars,

impatiently waiting for the passengers. It was

Dory who was missing ; and Doshy scolded her

and Alphonse well in their absence, and called

them with loud screams.

A prolonged growl of thunder shook the sky.
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Before it had died away, another signal shriek from

the steam-whistle came sweeping across the water,

and died in hollow echoes along the winding and

hilly shores far up the river. At last Dory and

Alphonse came rustling and crashing through the

woods and down the bank.

They were soon aboard. But it was some little

time before the boat, laden with its full freight of

passengers, could be got off. Alphonse appeared

to be out of spirits,—perhaps in consequence of

Doshy's sharp words,—and did not seem to know
what to do. There were two other men aboard,

but they were afraid of muddying their boots.

The management of the whole matter fell upon

Jacob.

He did not lose his wits.

''Get more on to the stern, ladies, if you

please !
" he cried ; and. jumping into the water, he

pushed off the bow, which had lodged on the slope

of the bank.

As soon as they were afloat, he was aboard, and
at the oars again.

'• You 've wet your feet, Jacob, my boy," said

Mr. Pinkey, standing behind him, between the

thwarts.

" I may get wetter still,—so may we all !
" said

Jacob, straining at the oars, as the first great drops

of the thunder-shower began to dance on the

water.

" And all on your and Dory's account, Alphonse

Pinkey !
" said Doshy. " Just think of our silks,

—

it will ruin them !

"

"Don't you want help, Jacob?" asked one of

the men. " I never pulled an oar, but I can

try."
" Thank you. We are all right now. We shall

go down fast enough with the current."

Jacob glanced over his shoulder, to look at

his course. His face was full of wild energy, and

a dark, wild beauty, with the lurid light upon it.

Florie sat in the stern watching him, without saying

a word.

Chapter XI.

SOMETHING SUDDEN.

They were not yet in the full current. They were

passing almost within oar's reach of the great tree-

tops in the water, when a voice sang out from the

tug, a few rods off in the stream :

" Look out for the hawser !

"

Jacob had forgotten all about the hawser. Or,

perhaps, not seeing it anywhere, he thought it had
been cast off from the shore and hauled aboard

the steamer. He looked again. No cable ap-

peared in sight across his course. But now he

heard shouts from the steamer, and again came the

r

warning cry from the tug: "Look out for the

hawser !—the hawser !

"

At that moment he caught a glimpse of the

shore end of it, attached to the butt of one of the

great trees. The cable ran down into the water

directly under the course of the skiff. It was

slack. But the stern of the steamboat, to which

the other end was still fast, and which had bee

hauled over toward the shore, was now swinging

off again, swayed by the current.

The cable was straightening,— the cable wa
rising !

Jacob saw the danger, and backed water with al

his might. The darkness, the splashing rain, tW

roar of the thunder, and the shriek of the steam

whistle added terror to the scene.

He was too late. The line rose under the bow
which it caught, and hoisted slowly and steadilj

into the air.

The four ladies sprang up with terrified screams

and either jumped or fell over into the water. On>

or two of the men also went overboard. The rest-

Jacob and Florie among the number—clung to th;

rearing boat, until, the strained cable rising to

height of five or six feet, it slid back heavily, an

fell over, capsized, into the water.

When a frightful accident occurs, it is seldor

that anybody can tell afterward just how it toq

place. Spectators are often more excited than th

actors in it. Moments seem minutes,—minute

almost hours. One person remembers vividly or

thing, another something quite different; and n

two tell the story alike.

We are concerned chiefly with what Jacob f<

and saw.

He had not the faintest recollection afterward

what happened to anybody else, at the time when
was tumbled into the water by the capsizing of tj

boat. He thought of Florie and Alphonse, bi

did not see them, and had not the slightest kno

edge of what had become of them.

When he rose to the surface after his plun

he instinctively caught hold of one side of t]

boat, which was uppermost, and held himsi

there, with his head above water, while he loo

around. Frantic shrieks filled his ears ; and

saw at his side two women clinging to the bo:

sustained and encouraged by one of the men.

He looked for Florie, and saw the skirt of

dress afloat just within his reach. He seized

and drew hard at it, still holding to the skiff,

gardless of the shrieks of one of the women, wr

selfishly viewing only her own danger, told him 1

to pull the boat over in that way.

Jacob hauled at the skirt, then grasped an a

that appeared, and drew a dripping head to '

surface. Everything was so changed by the wat
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I gloom, and the terror that seemed to fill the

ry air, that it was a moment before he was fully

nscious that it was not Florie whose hand he had

'iced securely on the boat. It was one of the

in-sisters,—Dory, as he afterward learned.

iBut where was Florie ? He remembered her

father's charge. He remembered, also, that it

's through his own fatal blundering that the ac-

boat, he might regain it, if he had only himself to

care for. But could he hope ever to bring her to

the boat, or reach it himself again, should he try

to save her ?

Such thoughts flashed through his mind ; he

saw all the danger at a glance ; but he did not

hesitate an instant. He launched out from the

boat, caught the struggling hand (one had already

nt had happened ; and for the first time felt all

horror of the situation.

e heard a faint cry, and saw—where she had

been when he looked before—Florie struggling

"he surface. She had sunk once, and would

ently sink again,—she was already going down.
' Oh, mother ! mother !

" she gasped.

er voice died to a gurgle. Then only her

is were seen.
1
' le was out of Jacob's reach. He was not a

1 swimmer. If he had loosed his hold of the

11 both

strong instinct of self-preservation, and was drag-

ging him down with her as she sank again in spite

of all his efforts.

The boat was at least three yards away, drifting

slowly with the current. Two persons had reached

the nearest tree-top, where they were clinging and

calling for help. But the tree-top was as far as the

boat. The oars were adrift. And Florie, who had

not heard, or had not understood, a word he said

to her, was strangling him in her paroxysm of fear.

He succeeded in unclasping her hands from his

neck. Still, she clung to him, and would not let
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him swim. His strength was nearly gone. He
could no longer keep her head above water; he

felt himself sinking.

Suddenly, just as he gave up all hope, a great

object plashed within his reach. It was the haw-

ser, which, having been strained to the utmost by

the swinging off of the steamboat, had now slacked.

.

He seized it with one arm, supporting Florie

with the other. He feared it would sink again,

and carry them down with it. But a boat had

already put off from the tug ; swift strokes of six

strong oars brought it to the spot ; and Jacob

and Florie were quickly taken aboard.

The four clinging to the boat were next picked

up. Then the two holding to the tree-top were

rescued. The woman was Doshy, and the man
was not Alphonse.

Alphonse alone was missing.

Jacob was quite beside himself with terror and

remorse as they rowed up and down amidst thun-

der and lightning and pouring rain, picking up a

hat or two, and looking for the lost man.

He did not reflect that he had probably been the

means of saving two lives,—that Florie, if not

Dory, would certainly have been drowned but for

him. He did not consider that they might have

been caught by the cable just the same if anybody
else had held the oars; or that they might safely

have passed it but for the delay occasioned by
Alphonse himself. He saw only the frightful fact

that he had had charge of the boat,—that he had

taken it into danger,— that through him his best

his dearest, his only friend in the world (for h<

could not now remember one of Pinkey's faults

had been drowned.

There could be no doubt of it at last. Grea

was the wonder that he, the most accomplishti

man of all, should have been the only one to pei

ish. It was hardly possible but that a youth wh
knew so many other things, knew also how t<

swim, and there was but one theory to account fo

his death.

"The boat must 'a' fell on him in the wate

when it slewed off the hawser," said one of th

tug's men. " Stunted him, and kep' him fror

comin' up to breathe."

The capsized boat had been righted by th

steamer's yawl. If Pinkey had been under it, h

must have sunk and gone down with the current.

No signs of him were discovered, and it soo

became evident that it was useless to continue th

search with any expectation of rescuing him alive.

It seemed all a terrible dream to Jacob. Th
storm, the half-drowned women and girls huddle

in the bottom of the boat, their friends watchin

in terrible uncertainty from the steamer, Flori

calling, " Mamma ! I am safe !
" All this was bi

the background, as it were, of the awful pictur

The loss of his friend was the chief horror. H
thought of him, but a little while ago so radiant,

J

full of life, and now !

Things happened "sudden" with Alphonse,

(To be continued.)
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TRAGEDY.

By Celia Thaxter.

" You queer little wonderful owlet ! you atom so fluffy and small !

Half a handful of feathers and two great eyes! How came you alive at all?

And why do you sit here blinking, as blind as a bat in the light,

With your pale eyes bigger than saucers ? Now who ever saw such a sight !

" And what ails chickadee, tell me ! What makes him so flutter and scream

Round and over you where you sit like a tiny ghost in a dream ?

I thought him a sensible fellow, quite steady and calm and wise,

But only see how he hops and flits, and hear how wildly he cries !

" What is the matter, you owlet? You will not be frightened away !

—

Do you mean on that twig of a lilac-bush the whole night long to stay ?

Are you bewitching my chicka-dee-dee ? I really believe that you are !

I wish you'd go off, you strange brown bird—oh, ever and ever so far!

" I fear you are weaving and winding some kind of a dreadful charm
;

If I leave poor chicka-dee-dee with you, I 'm sure he will come to harm.

But what can I do ? We can't stay here forever together, we three

—

One anxious child, and an owlet weird, and a frightened chicka-dee-dee !

"

I could not frighten the owl away, and chickadee would not come,

So I just ran off with a heavy heart, and told my mother at home
;

But when my brothers and sisters went the curious sight to see,

The owl was gone, and there lay on the ground two feathers of chicka-dee-dee 1

THE PETERKINS AT THE CENTENNIAL.

Bv Lucrf.tia P. Hale.

iey went.

te lady from Philadelphia had invited Mr. and

Peterkin and Elizabeth Eliza and the little

to her own house, promising to find rooms

.gamemnon and Solomon John in the neigh-

ood, asking them to take their meals at her

t she lived far down in the city, and Mrs.

kin felt she would not want to go such a dis-

every day to the exhibition. Agamemnon
>olomon John proposed stopping at the Great

Hotel just outside the grounds. The little

wished they could spend the night inside,

anwhile, a friend told them of lodgings they

could have up-town, on the same side ot the river

as the Centennial grounds, and Mrs. Peterkin de-

cided for this. She was afraid of fire in one of the

lath-and-plaster hotels, and Mr. Peterkin agreed

with her.

So a kind and respectful letter was written to the

lady from Philadelphia, declining her invitation,

but hoping to be able to call upon her often during

their visit.

They did not reach their lodgings till late at

night, between eleven and twelve o'clock, so were

scarcely ready for an early start the next morning.

Then they had to hold consultation as to the best

method of proceeding, and to ask their fellow-



276 THE PETERKINS AT THE CENTENNIAL. [Februar

boarders how to reach the horse-cars, for they

were shocked to find thai they were nearly two

miles from the nearest entrance to the grounds.

Mr. Peterkin, Agamemnon and Solomon John
would not mind walking, but Mrs. Peterkin de-

clared it would be too much for her. and the first

day they all wished to go together. Mrs. Peterkin

had brought with her, all the way, a camp-stool,

as she knew she should want to sit down often and

it might be difficult to find a seat.

Elizabeth Eliza had an extra shawl, Mr. Peterkin

his umbrella, and the little boys their coats ; they

found it something of a walk to Lancaster avenue,

and they were obliged to take it slowly. By the

time they reached it, every car that passed was so

crowded there was not even a foothold. But the

cars going south were all empty. Agamemnon
had heard from one of the returned Centennial vis-

itors that it was a good plan to take a car going

down to the starting point of the upward bound
cars. This they decided to do, it would give them
also a view of the city. They were about an hour

going down, and a little while finding the right

car, but did reach one with plenty of seats. This

soon became crowded, and was slow in its progress,

and it was a long time before they reached the

grounds. They were then sometime in deciding

whether to follow the people who were going into

the Main Building, or those who went in at the prin-

cipal gate. Then Mrs. Peterkin, who carried her

camp-stool, did not like to have the family separa-

ted in going in, so she wanted to manage that all

should go through the turnstile together, which

was difficult to do and to pay their separate fifty-

cent pieces. So when they were all inside, and
Mr. Peterkin looked at his watch, he found it was

already nearly three o'clock ! Now some of their

fellow-boarders had earnestly advised them to come
back early, as the cars were so crowded at a later

hour. And Mrs. Peterkin had made up her mind
it would be best as it was her first day, to return

at three o'clock. At the same time they discov-

ered they were all very hungry, and Mr. Peterkin

proposed they should go back to some of the

numerous restaurants he had seen outside of the

grounds, and then go home. But they all ex-

claimed against this. They were now in the broad

space between the Main Building and Machinery

Hall when, as they walked on, Elizabeth Eliza

espied the sign of the " House of Public Comfort."
" This is exactly what we want," said Mr. Peter-

kin. " We will get our lunch there."

But, unfortunately, there was a very large crowd

by the lunch counter. It was impossible for the

whole family to press up together, and very difficult

to find anything to eat. Solomon John did find

some popped-corn balls in magenta-colored paper

for the little boys, and Agamemnon secured soro

doughnuts for his mother and Elizabeth Elizi

while his father succeeded in eating a few raw oy

ters. The crowd was so great that Mrs. Peterki

could not even open her camp-stool.

"I think now," said she, "Ave had better

back, we have had enough for one day, and ever

body says we ought not over-tire ourselves at tl

beginning, and I am sure I was over-tired when
got here.

Agamemnon thought they had not yet fair!

looked at things. They couldt hardly say wh(

they went back to their boarding-house what thi

had seen. So they all went to the center of tl

large square of entrances by the fountain, a\

looked at the Main Building on one side,

Machinery Hall on the other, and decided th

would do for the first day.

They found a car with plenty of seats, and M:

Peterkin felt herself rested for the walk home frc

the avenue.

The next day they started earl)-, and m

among the first to reach the grounds.

They proposed to take the tour of the grour

in one of the railroad cars. In this way they cot'

get an idea of the whole. They joined a crowd

people rushing to one of the platforms to seci

seats as a train came along. Mrs. Peterkin v

near being left behind, it was so hard for her

decide which seat to take ; and the hurry was

great, the rest of the family, thinking she

going to be left, all got out again and were oblij

to hustle in the minute the train was starting.

The little boys were anxious to get out at

first stopping-place, but Mr. and Mrs. Peter

preferred to make the whole tour and see eve

thing first. In and out they went among
various buildings. Mrs. Peterkin said she wo

ask nothing better than to spend the day in

way. Agamemnon had a map, and tried to pi

out the several buildings as they came to tb

but it was difficult to discover the numbers attac

to them in the map. Meanwhile Solomon J

studied the different colors of the flags. A
some time Elizabeth Eliza said :

" I did not know they had so many of tl

' Woman's Pavilions.'
"

" I think they must have one for each Sta

said Mr. Peterkin.

"It is astonishing how much they are alii

said Mrs. Peterkin.

" With so many buildings," said Mr. Peter

"you could not expect to have them all di

ent.

"

" Still," said Agamemnon, " I should not tl

they would have so many of these statues of he

with wings."

"

if
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" They are very fine," said Mr. Peterkin. " No
nder they repeat them so often."

"They come in pairs," said Solomon John.

"We have seen them five times. I counted,"

d one of the little boys.

Elizabeth Eliza, started :
" We must have made

j tour at least five times ! I have seen five

Oman's Pavilions !

"

? This is the very place where we got in," said

lomon John.

The whole family made a rush to get out, for

y had just reached a platform, and the time for

pping was very short. Mrs. Peterkin stooped

extricate her camp-stool, which she had put

ier the seat, and getting it out with trouble, she

ked up to find that the car was taking her on,

1 all the family behind on the platform ! She

hed to get out, but was held back by the other

sengers, who declared she would break her

k if she jumped from the car in motion,

iut at the next stopping-place she felt so flustered

hardly knew what to do, so she kept on and

till she felt she must somehow make up her

id to leave that car, and with a desperate resolu-

1 she stepped out on the platform. She found

self in a deserted part of the grounds, a few

tlemen only getting out to go to the Brewers'

1. Though there was a crowd everywhere else,

'eemed very solitary here. Mrs. Peterkin went

nd and round the Brewers' Hall, uncertain

tre to go. At last a gentleman noticed her,

asked if he could help her. When she told

case, he asked if her family had appointed any

:e of meeting in case of accident. Mrs. Peter-

thought she remembered their talking of the

n Building as a rendezvous. The gentleman
'tsed her taking the train directly for the Main
iiding. She shook her head ; she had already

it the morning in the cars. The gentleman

ed, but asked her to go on with him and he

Id show her where to get out.

Hrs. Peterkin joined him gratefully, and they

i a train at a neighboring platform. But they

r not gone very far, and were making another

, when Mrs. Peterkin gave a scream ! There
her family standing in a row ready to receive

! She was so agitated she could hardly get

and almost fainted with delight at the meet-

appeared that a ticket-seller on the platform

advised the family to take a train back, and
on some platform till they should see their

ier passing. Mrs. Peterkin shuddered to

< how she might have been walking round and
d the Brewers' Hall all day, if it had not been
leeting the kindly gentleman.

le next thing was to get something to eat,

though Mrs. Peterkin was too agitated to think of it;

they went to the Vienna Bakery, not far away, and

found an immense crowd. Only one or two places

could be obtained in the veranda outside, and the

family took turns in sitting. Then it was that Mrs.

Peterkin found she had left her camp-stool in the

car ! The family in general did not regret it, for

it was heavy and inconvenient to carry, and Mrs.

Peterkin confessed she found it difficult to use it,

as it always tumbled over when she went to sit

down. It was one of the three-legged ones.

It seemed now time to go home, but Agamem-
non, who had been studying the map, proposed

they should pass through the Main Building on their

way out, for a glimpse of it, as they had not yet

been inside one of the buildings, and it was their

second day.

They hastened on with this plan, and went in at

the grand middle entrance. And here they felt

as if they were really at the Exhibition. The high

pillars, the crowded aisles, filled them with wonder.

A seat was found for Mrs. Peterkin near the

very middle. Mr. Peterkin, Agamemnon, Solomon

John and Elizabeth Eliza ventured to leave her for

a moment while they looked at the famous Elking-

ton display, and the little boys stood at her side

finishing some popped-corn balls. Suddenly Mrs.

Peterkin saw the rest disappear from her sight.

She sent the little boys to call them back. She

directly left her seat to follow, but she lost sight of

the little boys. There was a seething crowd going

up and down. She tried to return to her seat but

could not find it. Her head was bewildered. She

was sure she must have turned the wrong way. It

all looked so much alike, stair-ways going up to the

dome at each corner, and no signs of her family.

The strains arose from the immense organ of

" Home, Sweet Home." She felt that now she

should never see that home again ! She sat down,

she got up again ! A kindly lady asked if she

could help her, and Mrs. Peterkin was forced to

explain, for the second time that day, that she had

lost her family ! The lady turned to one of the

guards, who asked Mrs. Peterkin many questions.

She described Elizabeth Eliza with a brown dress

and cock's feather in her hat and note-book in her

hand. The guard pointed out seven ladies in

sight, each wearing brown dresses, hats with cock's

feathers, and note-books in their hands,—neither of

them Elizabeth Eliza.

He advised Mrs. Peterkin to wait awhile in the

same place and then go home, as it was growing

late. But how could she go ? She did not have

the address of her boarding-place, and never could

remember those numbered streets. It might be

one number just as well as another. The police-

man asked where she came from ? If anvbodv at
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home knew her address ? Mrs. Peterkin thought

the Bromwichs knew ; the Bromwichs planned

coming to the same place. He then told Mrs.

Peterkin not to stir from her seat till he returned.

She ventured scarcely to look to the right or

the left. Indeed, she was almost sure the eye of

another policeman was upon her. How she hoped

the Bromwichs would never know her position !

It seemed an age that the policeman was gone,

yet she was surprised when he returned with her

address, for which he had telegraphed to the Brom-

wichs. Mrs. Peterkin looked at him in dumb sur-

prise, but he hurried her toward the main exit,

promising to show her to the right cars. Slowly

and sadly she followed to the door, when what was

her astonishment to find, across the door-way in

a straight row, her family awaiting her !

They too were under the care of a friendly police-

man, who had advised them to await their mother

there. Eager to leave, they all hurried away, passed

the difficult turnstile, hastened to the cars.

"Let us get home! Let us get home!" ex-

claimed Mrs. Peterkin. unwilling to listen to any

explanations.

A crowd was pursuing the Lancaster avenue

car, and the family joined in the rush. Mr. Peter-

kin succeeded in lifting in Mrs. Peterkin, Elizabeth

Eliza and the little boys; the rest had to stand all

the way on the edges of the cars.

Mrs Peterkin reached the boarding -place in

hysterics. She passed a restless night, disturbed

by dreams of walking round and round the Brew-

ers' Hall, of Mr. Peterkin falling from the steps of

the cars and being run over, of policemen watching

her, and she declared they must go home, she

could not stay a day longer.

But all the family exclaimed against this. They
had seen nothing as yet.

They decided to stay, and transfer their quarters

the next night to one of the hotels by the grounds.

According to the advice of one of their fellow-

boarders, after depositing and checking their bag-

gage at the House of Public Comfort, they went

to the Massachusetts Building. Mrs. Peterkin was

enchanted with the parlor and its cheery wood
fire, and declared she would prefer to spend the

day there, instead of going into the crowded build-

ings. She had some rolls and sandwiches that she

had brought from the boarding-house that would

serve for her luncheon, and it was agreed she

should be left there for the day, and that the fam-

ily would return for her at half-past four, in time

for a little walk afterward in the grounds.

The family left her, relieved to think of her com-

fort. The heart of Mr. Peterkin swelled as he

thought she was under the protection of the shield

of Massachusetts.

They decided to separate. Mr. Peterkin anl

Agamemnon would take the little boys to the Agr
cultural Building, and to the American Restaura

for lunch, while Elizabeth Eliza and Solomo

John planned the Art Gallery and Les Trois Fren
Provenfaux; for Elizabeth Eliza had been studi

ing the French grammar, and wanted to try tall

ing a little French. They had heard of all the;

places from their fellow-boarders. They were I

meet in the Main Building, in front of Egypt,

half-past three.

They did all assemble there, to their surprist

but not until much after that hour. Mr. Peterki

and his party were wild with enthusiasm. The
had been through Agricultural Hall, and had see

"Old Abe," looking so much like a stuffed eagli

that they were astonished when he moved h

head. The little boys had bought chocolates ar

candies at every refreshment stand, and had eate

the bread which they had seen made by the baki

of the Queen, and apples cored by the apple-core

and had bought little tin pails of the Leaf-lai

man, and had lunched at the Banqueting-hall <

the American Restaurant, and were now eager

try the restaurants in the Main Building.

Elizabeth Eliza and Solomon John had not

much to report. They were so crushed in the A
Gallery by the mass of people, that Elizabeth Eli

could not even lift her note-book, or examine h

catalogue. She believed they had been into eve:

room in the Art Gallery and in the Annex, but si

could only look at the upper pictures, and con i

not stop at any. She was sure there must be mo
United States pictures than from any other cou

try. The only work of art which she could remei

ber enough to describe was the large bust of Was
ington, sitting on the eagle. They had found

seat near this, where they could examine it closel

and wondered why the eagle was not crushed.

Both Solomon John and Elizabeth Eliza agre

with the little boys that they would like anotb

lunch, for their expedition to the Trois Freres w

not satisfactory, and Elizabeth Eliza fancied th>

waiter could hardly have been a Frenchman, as

did not understand her French.

The little boys were now impatient for the reste

rant, and they found seats in one of the galled'

where it was so pleasant looking down upon t

crowd below, that Mr. Peterkin decided to go

bring Mrs. Peterkin to join them, while Eli

beth Eliza and Solomon John were to order th

oysters. He looked at his watch, and found,

his horror, it was now live o'clock ! And
hastened away. He did not seem to be gone lot

for he came back breathless, to say that M
Peterkin was no longer in the parlor of the Mas

chusetts Building

!
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rs. Peterkin, meanwhile, had enjoyed a com-

ible nap in the quiet room, had walked about

00k at the pictures, had eaten her luncheon,

when the chimes rung twelve, she was sur-

d to find the clay was not farther gone. Still,

sat awhile, and looked out of the window ; but

grew weary and restless, and when a party set

1 from the room to go to the Main Building,

decided to join them.

hey made a little tour first by St. George's

the Japanese Dwelling, the Canada Log-

se, and at last entered the Main Building,

Mrs. Peterkin found herself in Italy. The
whom she had joined took her to see the

wegian groups, where they left her to meet

r of their friends.

le stayed awhile in Norway and Sweden, then

t on to China. Here everything was so strange

she sunk into a seat bewildered. She felt she

in the midst of a weird dream,—strange figures

creens and vases, a mandarin nodding at her,

glaring at her. She wished herself back in

afe parlor; she was sorry she ever had left it.

ii ! did she but know that at that moment
little boys were trying some ice-cream soda

' stand, near by ! Wearily she rose again and

ired the time, to find it was after half-past

In her agitation, she went out in front of

building, and took the wrong direction. A
ly lady set her right again, but it was half-

! five when she reached the shelter of the

iachusetts Building, f;oing up the steps at the

moment Mr. Peterkin was announcing the

3!

terrible fact of her disappearance to the astounded

family.

Mrs. Peterkin went in, to find every one gather-

ing bags and parcels, preparing to leave. Where
should she go? She rushed madly toward the

door, and there stood the lady from Philadelphia,

who directly declared she would take Mrs. Peterkin

home with her.

Mrs. Peterkin hardly knew how to leave her

family behind in this uncertainty, but she followed

mechanically the lady from Philadelphia and her

part)-. As they went down the steps, they saw in

front of them Mr. Peterkin and all the family in a

row. Again they had consulted a policeman, who-

had advised them to visit the Massachusetts room
once more.

Mrs. Peterkin spent the next day quietly with

the lady from Philadelphia. The rest of the family

went to the Exhibition. They went through the

Machinery Hall, stopping, as the day before, at

every confectionery-stand and refreshment-room,

wasting some time in the middle of the day, be-

cause Agamemnon preferred seeing the Corliss

engine stop, and Solomon John wanted to wait and
see it set going. But they had seen a great deal,

and, to please the little boys, they had even visited

the Fat Woman outside the grounds.

The next day, the lady from Philadelphia and
her daughters assisted the party to the station. It

was difficult for all to get through the crowd as a

family, but Mr. and Mrs. Peterkin did cling to-

gether, and met Elizabeth Eliza, the little boys, Sol-

omon John, and Agamemnon outside the barrier.

RAIN, HAIL, SNOW.

PlTTER, patter ! pitter, patter !

Hear the rain

Beat against the window-pane !

Clittcr, clatter ! clitter, clatter !

Tells the tale

;

Now the rain is turned to hail !

Soft and light,

Pure and white !

On the ground

Not a sound

!

Now we know
It is snow !
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JIM AND THE WATER-MELON.

LITTLE JIM FINDS THE WATER-MELON. BUT HIS MOTHER SUDDENLY COMES IN.

ESTHER. THE FLOWER-GIRL.

By Emily H. Leland.

Esther was a little London girl. When she

was a baby only fourteen months old, she could

run about on her two chubby legs just as well as

any child. Her mother was a poor wash-woman,

whose whole week was made up of Mondays, and

little Esther had to take care of herself a great

deal. Just fancy a baby taking care of its own self

!

Esther used to get very tired of it sometimes ; and

then her mother would lift her from the floor and

call her a poor little chick-a-biddy, and carry her

to the door, where she could see the people, and

the horses and wagons, and sometimes a happy

baby trundling by in his gay little carriage.

One day when her mother was very busy, Esther

thought it would be nice to take herself to the door,

and when she had reached the door she thouglttir

would be nicer still to go out into the street ML
trudge away— just as everybody else did.

Poor little baby! She knew no better than tc;o

right in the way of the carriages, and before any W •

could save her she had fallen down on the ro;b

pavement, and men had shouted " Look out! " floi

a pale crowd had gathered about her insensible t-

tle form. The driver of the horse that hurt $
looked on hopelessly, and even the horse lnc»

sorrowfully back at her as he tried to jerk his lid

away from the men who held him.

She was not killed, but she was always lame ;er

that, and had to walk with crutches. In time, ie

learned to read and write and sew; and she eld
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f

ay with her rag doll, but she could not run and

imp like other little girls, and she could not

/eep or make beds for her mother.

When she was eight years old her mother was

:k with a fever, and had to stay in bed a great

any days. Esther was a good, kind girl, and she

shed, all the time, that she

uld work and earn money to

ly nice fruits and jellies for

:r mother.

One morning, as she was

'ing to the grocer's for tea,

e stopped at the corner to

)k at old Mr. Sunshine's

ie\y flowers. His real name
is Anderson, but the chil-

;n called him " Sunshine,"

cause he was so cheery and
:asant, and always had his

est flowers out in the sun-

tiny weather.

Esther had some pennies

ji had been saving up to buy
1 loll. But when she saw the

H roses and the bright pinks,

: milk-white lilies and the

ts of forget-me-not, she

>ught she would give up
e doll and buy one of these

set flowers for her mother.

5he asked the prices of some
them, and they were all

rth a great many more pen-

s than she could pay. I

>pose she looked very sorry

)ut it, for Mr. Sunshine said

:

' Now, you 'd like one of

se roses, would n't you ?
"

'Yes, sir," said Esther;

'Ut I must wait until I have

ed more pennies."

''Well, now, I '11 tell you
it!" said Mr. Sunshine.

)f you '11 sit here on this

ich and sell this basketful

nosegays for me, I '11 give

11 the rose."

f Esther had not been lame,

if be she would have danced for joy. As it was,

;
looked up in Mr. Sunshine's face with the

idest smile you ever saw, and said she would
right home and ask her mother.
ler mother willingly gave consent; and in a

rt time Esther was sitting among the flowers, in

clean white apron and best hat, looking as nice

l daisy herself; and now and then somebody
ild stop and buy a flower or two.

Vol. IV.— 19.

About noon there was quite a rush for nosegays.

A great many gentlemen bought them. Some put

them carefully in their pockets, and some fastened

them in their button-holes, and one gentleman

bought one and put it in the chubby hand of a

little baby he was wheeling in a carriage.

OT¥I1

ESTHER AND MR. SUNSHINE.

When Mr. Sunshine came around to look in

the basket there were only three left, and Esther

had a whole handful of pennies for him. Mr.

Sunshine counted them and said it was all right,

and that Esther could take her rose and go home
to dinner. Then he happened to think that Esther

could n't walk with her crutches and carry the rose

too ; so he went home with her and carried the

rose. And when he had reached the door he said

:
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" You can come and sell flowers for me every

morning, if you like, and I will pay you a shilling

every noon."

This seemed like a great deal of money to Esther,

and she was almost ready to cry for joy when she

told her mother about it.

So she went every day and sold flowers for

Sunshine, until by and by she had plenty of m<
for oranges, and had saved enough to set up a 1

flower-stand of her own, close beside Mr. Sunsh
who was very glad of her company. And this

how little Esther came to be a flower-girl.

THE FACES OF FISHES.

By Herbert E. Copeland.

Did you ever look a fish in the face? If not,

you may now have an opportunity, for here are the

faces of six fishes.

No. I is a Rock-Bass (Ambloplites ritpestris,

Raf. ),* a fish found in many waters, and is our

representative of the family of sun-fishes. When
only an inch or two long, it is a favorite aquarium

NO. I. ROCK-BASS.

fish, on account of its beautiful sides, marbled in

black and bronze. All the family are eaters of

flesh, and this front view shows us how admirably

they are fitted to cleave the water in their rapid

course. This fish and his nearest cousins are the

Paul Prys of the water, always wishing to know all

about it. They seem, in the aquarium, to be ani-

mated interrogation points. Let a snail go up to

get a breath of fresh air, and a sun-fish has watched

the whole proceeding. A darter, buried in the

sand, has moved his tail until the edge of the fin

has come through ; and a sun-fish is standing on

his head over the spot, wondering what it would be

best to do about it.

They glide through the water with no apparent

exertion, except a gentle fanning of the throat-fins,

prominent in the picture.

No. 2 is a Horned-Pout (Amiurus nebulA

Le Sueur), belonging to the family of cat-fisl

Living upon the bottom, those eight barbels oi|

face and lips probably serve as organs of Sc

aiding his little eyes to find his dinner. Boys
lieve these fishes see best by night, or whenl
water is muddy, and claim to be more succeH
then in catching them. That they are slow smA

mers is evident from their shape, as seen in frfc

and a vessel modeled from a cat-fish would rib

be much of a sailer. They live on worms and H
slow-moving animals as they find on or neatH
bottom, or eat dead food, thus acting as scaH
gers.

No. 3 is a Log-Perch (Percina caprodcs, KH
one of the family of darters. They are coniM
to the United States, and are found in most vH
ern streams. They swim mostly by quick ir

ments of the greatly expanded throat, or pect\

fins, which, in the figure, look like wings,

have very queer ways, and are constant sourcj

HORNED-POUT.

pleasure and amusement to the owners of ;H

ria. Climbing weeds, burrowing in the

perched on stones, or cracking the shell of al

lucky snail against the glass side of their pil

* The abbreviation Raf. after the scientific names of fishes indicates that they were first described by Rafinesque, a very great nati

who traveled in 1820 in the valley of the Ohio, collecting and describing its animals and plants. He worked without the aid of the Govel

or of wealthy institutions of learning, often traveling long distances on foot with a pack of specimens on his back. People used to 5

in those days that all the great naturalists lived in Europe ; and it therefore happened that he and his fishes were long neglected. E

these errors are disappearing.
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aey seem possessed of more than fishy knowledge,

'heir teeth and habits show them to be carnivor-

JS.

No. 4 is the Stone-Lugger (
'Hypentelium nigri-

:,ns, Le Sueur), belonging to the family of suck-

s. It shows its relationship in this front view of

; mouth, looking as if pouting. It is found on

my ripples, where it lies head up-stream, in small

mpanies ; and when disturbed, it darts swiftly

'ay. It is a fish of such singular beauty when

lall, that it would be adapted for the aquarium,

re it not almost impossible to obtain specimens

NO. 3. LOG-PERCH.

mall size ; it having, probably, a rapid growth.

IS supposed to be by preference an eater of

etables, but is often caught with a hook baited

11 \\ worms. It gets its name of " lugger " in the

1 th, and of " toter " in the South, from a sup-

id habit of carrying small stones on its head.

;, certain that it moves stones by inserting its

head under them.

0. 5 is called the Goblin (Pegedicthys icta-

: [is, Raf. ). It is the fresh-water representative

.
ij, 1 le family of cottoids, most of its relatives thriv-

NO. 4. STONE-LUGGER.

bnly in salt-water. It has been found in

gs in Kentucky, and also in caves in the same
It is supposed to enter the caves to catch

the blind-fish living in them. The specimen from

which the drawing was made was found in White
River, at Indianapolis. It was the only one caught

NO. 5. GOBLIN.

during many months' fishing, and it may have

been a straggler. With its enormous pectorals,

mailed head, and little eyes, it looks idiotic ; and

our specimen never proved its sanity, for it died

the first night after we put it in the aquarium.

No. 6 is Rosy-face (
'Albumettus rubri/rons,

Cope), a very indefinite name for one of the great

family of minnows, or cyprinoids. They are all

toothless, being vegetarians, and are of much value

in the aquarium, eating away the minute plants

and decaying vegetation. Many of them are very

pretty, especially in the spring, when they become
brilliantly colored and sprout little knobs on their

noses. To this family belong the dace, the chubs,

the minnows, and, in fact, the greater number of

the little fish that fill the brooks and that awaken
every one's first interest in fishes. I hope none

of us may ever be far removed in spirit from those

days when a thread, a bent pin, a hazel rod, and a

cup of angle-worms completed our idea of outfit

;

and a forked stick strung full of " shiners " made
our cup of happiness run over. If whatever knowl-

edge we may now have should make us despise

these youthful joys, we should never look a fish in

the face again.

nets*

iiitltf

ikellf'l

[thei

1&0
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THE ADOPTED CHICKEN.

When I was a little girl, I lived on a farm where there were a gr<\

many chickens and ducks and turkeys, and among them there was a broi

hen named Yellowfoot, who wanted very much to have a nice family of liij

yellow chickies ; and she knew if she laid an egg every day until thji

were twelve eggs, and then sat on them patiently three weeks, she wol

have twelve dear little chicks.

So she laid a nice white egg every day. But she never could

twelve, because every day the cook took her egg away ; and so Yell(|

foot felt very sadly.

Now another hen, named Tufty, thought it would be nice to have 1:1

chickens too ; but she was very smart, and she found a place away I

that the cook did n't know about, and there she hid her eggs ; and f

day she surprised all the other hens by walking into the chicken-yard m
twelve little chickens toddling after her !

Now I had heard how sorry poor Yellowfoot felt because she hadlc

little chickens, and when I saw Tufty walking about so proudly with m
twelve, I felt very sorry indeed for Yellowfoot.

Well, that very afternoon something very funny happened. I was vlk-

ine about the farm, and I found in the corner of a rail-fence a tun
sitting on some eggs, and running around near her a little lonely chi>|

just out of its shell, making such a pitiful little "peep-peep." I toJ

up in my apron and ran and asked one of the men what it could til

and he said that a hen's egg had by mistake been put with the turl

eggs, and as it takes a week longer for turkeys' eggs to hatch than it

for hens' eggs, the poor little chicken had come out of its shell a

before there was anybody to take care of it.

When I heard this, I thought :
" Poor little chickie ! what will yoij

for I don't know how to take care of you at all, and it will be a

before that ugly turkey gets ready to do it, and you '11 be dead byl

time?" And then suddenly I thought: "Why, this little chick is jul

old as the twelve that were hatched this morning ;
' now I '11 take it tl

chicken-yard and put it clown among them, and Tufty will take cal

it." So I ran to the chicken-yard and put it with the other little c.l

and it ran after Tufty just like the others.

But you cannot believe how badly Tufty acted ! The minute she

the strange little "peep" with the twelve other little "peeps," she t^
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•ound and stood still a minute, and then all her feathers began to stick

jit, and she bobbed her head a minute, and then she pounced at my poor

litle chicken and gave her an awful peck!

r Was n't it cruel ? I did not know what to do. I was afraid to go

har Tufty, because she would think if I went near her that I was going

catch her little chicks, and I knew she would

{ to peck me just as she did my poor little

icken. While I was thinking, she flew at it

ain and gave it another peck. This time I

1 n't stop to think, but I jumped and caught

and ran before Tufty could catch me. I ran

I felt quite safe, and then sat down on the

chen door- step, with my poor chick in my
ran, and cried. I think I must have

sd pretty loud, because mother heard

: and came out.

VVhen I had told her all about

she said : " Why did n't you

old Yellowfoot ?
"

OLD YELLOWFOOT.

jVt that, I jumped up and clapped my hands with delight, and my poor
chicken dropped on the grass ; but it did n't hurt it, and I put it

k fully back in my apron, and went to the chicken-yard again, to try

ler's plan.

had a hard time finding old Yellowfoot, but finally I came upon her,

ting very doleful, in the bottom of a barrel. I poked her with a stick,

she would not come out. So, finally, I turned the barrel over, so she
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had to come out. But she looked very angry, and made a great deal jl

noise about it. I waited till she got quiet, and then I put my little chickn

down by her. And, oh ! you should have seen her then ! She looked I

it a minute, and, when it "peeped," she gave a quiet little " cluck," just is

if she were trying it to see how it sounded. And then the little chickn

" peeped " again, and Yellowfoot " clucked " again and walked ahead a litis

and chickie followed her.

So my little chicken had found some one to take care of her, ancl

named her "Lucky" right away. And, oh! how proud Yellowfoot w;|

She strutted everywhere with her one chick, and all the love and care t

she was going to give to twelve she gave to this one. She scratched Br

it, and "clucked" for it, and fought for it,' and gave it all the broad col

of her warm wings at night. And little Lucky seemed to know that :
had all the care that was meant for twelve, for she was the happiest li

chick that ever lived.

TWO KITTENS.

One little kitten

Scrubbing down its nose
;

The other little kitten

Smelling" of a rose.

One little kitten

Scratching up a tree

;

The other little kitten

Nestling close to me.

One little kitten

Dashing at a fly
;

The other little kitten

Singing " Baby bye."

One little kitten

Not a word to say ;

The other little kitten

Talking all the day.



FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS. 287

One little kitten,

Downy soft with fur
;

The other little kitten

—

Who can picture her ?

Darling little kitten,

Rosy, dimpled, curled,

She 's my wee, white kitten

Out of all the world !

THE NAUGHTY DOLL.

Little Mother. Now, Dolly, can you look me in the face and say you
n't go down to the river while I was at church ? You can't say it, I

you can't, and you must go to bed without your supper.
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J JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Good-day to you, my chicks ! Christmas and
"New Year's" are gone, and the good, steady,
every-day work of the year is fairly begun. All
hail to modest little February, with its fewer days
and meeker manners !—and health and happiness
to every one of you, my Valentines !

WERE WOLVES

Jack hears queer things out here in the woods.
Last summer, there was a picnic under the trees

quite near me, and I overheard a tallish man in
green glasses telling a party of youngsters that
according to the ancient myths, there used to be
in certain countries were-wolves,—persons who,
through some bad influence, had changed into wild
beasts.

Just to think of it ! It fairly made me shudder;
but the story-teller went on to say that these were-
wolves often became themselves again through a
kind word, or by being recognized by their fellow-

creatures. To illustrate this, he told the following
legend

:

" One Christmas-eve, a woman, whose husband
had years before turned into a wolf and disap-
peared, went at night to the pantry to lay aside a
joint of meat for to-morrow's dinner. There she
saw a wolf standing with its paws on the window-
sill, looking wistfully in at her. ' Ah, dearest,' said

she, ' if I knew that thou wert really my husband,
I would give thee a bone !

' Whereupon the wolf-

skin fell off, and her husband stood before her in

the same old clothes that he had worn on the day
when he became a wolf."

Ah, my beloved, I am afraid there are were-
wolves yet in the world—men and women, and even
little children, who, through want and suffering

and vice, have become brutal. But underneath the
wolf-skin is the human heart, and a kind word in

t

recognition of the fact that they are still hum
will go a long way toward changing them to th
better selves. The old charm has not lost all

power. Try it. I dare say you girls and b/
may some day meet with were-wolves,—coarl
gruff, brutish creatures. Don't be afraid of thej
and, above all, don't speak rudely to them. Sal
kind word to them, and see if the wolf-skin does!
fall off.

A FRIEND TO THE BIRDS.

Newburyport, Mass., Oct.
Df.ar Jack : Please ask St. Nicholas to put me down a 1!

defender, for I have always loved birds, and shall be glad to do ]

thing to help them. When we lived in New York, I always fed
sparrows in Stuyvesant Park during the winter. I used to take
of stale bread, and crumble it over a certain grass-plot, giving a p !

liar cry as I did so. The minute I gave that' call, the sparrows w
fly down,— sometimes over a hundred of them,—and pick up
crumbs, shrieking, and scratching, and pecking one another with
beaks— all trying to get the largest pieces. In spring, when
were building their nests, I used to take them cotton-wool, a!

which they were still more eager.—Your loving friend,

Grace Ethe

SUPPOSING A CASE.

SUPPOSING we could all live without air,—wr
it is very certain we cannot,—but I 'm only sup

J

ing. Supposing, then, that there were no neec

breathing, and that there was no atmosphere, cc

we hear anything?
No, this busy, beautiful earth, and the sky at

it, would be as still as the grave. Not a hu
voice could be heard, nor song of bird, nor
murmur of winds.

Did you ever think of it before ? But that is

all. Not only would all sounds be hushed,
according to certain learned birds, all sight w<

be lost. Not an image could be carried to our e

Not only flowers and faces would vanish ; the
\

light of sun and stars would come to us no moi
These remarks, my dears, are not intendej

harrow your feelings, but simply to prompt yd
look into this matter of the atmosphere. Y(
find that authorities differ in regard to the carr

of light and sound ; and it is not at all certain

somebody may not be mistaken.

THE BEE THAT SAVED A KINGDOM.

HERE is a fable that has never been told in p,

though it is very popular in the Bee country

:

Once upon a time, there was a bad king,

the people wished him to make a certain good
"No," said he, " I will not make that law,—

-I

too good. It will make peace. Here is the

wish to make. Then all my people will

war.

"

The two documents lay in front of hi

the table all written out, and whichever onl

signed would be the law of the land. He too)

a big quill pen, drew the bad law nearer to

and dipped the pen in the ink.

Just then, a bee began to buzz. It was
bee.

" Z-z-z-z-z ! No zuch zlaw zhall pazz !
" b

the bee, over and over again ; but no one na|

him. " Zign ze ozzer—ze ozzer—ze ozzer !

The king would not listen ; so the wise h

;

I
-
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an his nose and stung him just a little, still buz-
1 ring: " Zign ze ozzer,—zign ze ozzer,—ze ozzer,

—

;e ozzer,—ze ozzer !

"

1 "Open the window," .roared the king, "and
iilrive out this bee, or kill him !

"

f| They opened the window. Out flew the
l

[ >ee, and in rushed the wind. It blew in very
> iard. The papers flapped and flew across

he table. The bad king was so mad that

te stamped his foot, seized one of the papers,

nd signed it in a rage. There was his

';} ,ame,
—"King Blunderbuss,"—and nothing

«'i ould alter it. Then he saw that in his haste
5 nd rage he had signed the good law. But

,!| e was too proud to own his mistake.
•i The bee hurried to the garden and whis-

,", ered to the honeysuckles :

"'

si I

" Zome of your bezt,—zome of your bezt

!

4 'he good law iz zigned, and all zhall be peaze and
t,i appinezz !

"

1 So the honeysuckles gave him all their best

j

Dney, and the people outside of the king's palace

-»!{iuilt great bonfires and shouted with joy :

M "Long live the king ! Long live the good King
wfrlunderbuss !

"

•M " Oho !
" said the king to himself, when he heard

is; "that is the best sound I have heard for

y ait' any a year."

And after that, he was afraid to give way to

iger, for fear he might sign a bad law, by mis-

ke. The bee did not have to light on his nose
i;ain. The king made only good laws, and to

e end of his days his people shouted :

tit tii" Long live the king !

"

jib

it'l'NEW YORK STREET LAMPS IN 1697 AND 1876.

jIOT

MittWELL, well ! What things a Jack-in-the-Pulpit

iptyikiy hear if he listens to human folk ! If Deacon
Ylreen and the Little Schoolma'am had not talked

;[a|rOut them, as they sat on the willow-stumps last

tt
tn|immer, watching the fire-flies, how could your

:k have learned anything about such things as

:et-lamps ?

t appears that in the seventeenth century, when
city of New York was but little more than a

age, there was for a long time no system of
iting the streets. On dark nights, each citizen

'•3 ventured out-of-doors was expected to provide

n go*|tiiself with a lantern; and at long intervals one
i-f ;ht see a lighted lamp hung in front of the door

ome wealthy citizen.

t was not until 1697 that the aldermen were
rged to enforce the duty, " that every seventh

li '-Beholder, in the dark time of the moon, cause
ever df'ntern and a candle to be hung out of his win-

1 on a pole, the expense to be divided among
seven families."

his was probably considered an excellent way
treet-lighting at the time. But what a change
Id one of the aldermen of 1697 find, could he

jis
1."! ') follow on some moonless night the double

1 of gas-lamps extending from the Battery to

lham, a distance of fifteen miles ! Who would
like to accompany him as he silently passed

over the well-paved ways, once so wild and swampy,
and to see his astonished gaze as the long lines of

lighted lamps revealed tall fronts of stately marble
stores and brown-stone houses ; and on through the

5 the

Hi
-

»

beautiful Central Park, and—still further, over well-

made roads—out into the open country beyond it,

yet still within the city's limits ? Do you think that

the ancient alderman would recognize in the great

new city the quiet village that he once knew and
loved ?

A TRUE MULE STORY.

Mt. Lebanon, La.

Dear Jack: The rescue of a mule in Bienville Parish, La., from
a well sixty feet deep, caused so much surprise and interest here lately

that T send an account to you.
It is vouched for by some of the best citizens of this place, who

witnessed it, and I assure you it is every word true.

This mule fell hind-feet backward into an old dry well sixty feet

deep ; it is supposed that the edge of the well caved in with him.

All efforts to rescue him were fruitless, as he was completely wedged
in. Finally, the owner of the mule, supposing that the poor creature

was severely injured by the fall, decided that it would be more mer-

ciful to have him killed than to allow him to starve to death. Not
knowing any other way of dispatching him, he had a cart-load of dirt

thrown in upon him. But, instead of allowing himself to be buried

alive, his muleship quietly shook off the dirt and pressed it down with

his feet; thus raising himself several inches above his original posi-

tion. Another load was thrown in, with the same result ; and then

some one said that if the mule would continue trampling down the

dirt, it was possible that he might be extricated; it would be no
harm to try, any way. Acting on this suggestion, all the farm-

hands went to work filling the well, carefully pouring the dirt in on
the sides, so as not to hurt the mule. It was slow work filling that

deep well, but a hearty interest was awakened by the perseverance

with which the poor animal tramped down the dirt, and all worked
with willing hands.

Slowly but surely, inch by inch, did he ascend, until the great well

was filled within a few feet of the top; then, as complacendy as if

nothing strange had happened, his muleship stepped out safe and
sound

!

I think, if he could have then been blessed with the gift of speech,

he would have said, "All's well that ends well!" Wasn't he a
plucky old fellow ? Pleasant Riderhood.

COMFORT FOR SHORT FOLKS.

Those tiresome people the statisticians—who,
nevertheless, find out so many things that the

world is very glad to know—tell us that on all long

marches, or undertakings requiring great strength

and endurance, it is the tall men who fail first. In

Arctic, or in African explorations, and in armies

and navies the world over, it has been found that

short men are the longest—workers. So, if any of

my boys think that they are not growing tall fast

enough, let them remember that what they lose in

height they may gain in powers of endurance ; and
in the long run these are worth more than any other

personal possession, saving always an honest, open
heart and conscience.
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H ARUM SCARUM.
Words by " Alba " (Little Folk Songs).

Allegretto (Chorus in unison).
Music by F. Boott.
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THE LETTER-BOX.

We are not afraid of congratulating ourselves too much upon hav-

ing so good and wise a person as Thomas Hughes to talk to our

readers. Mr. Hughes is one of England's cleverest writers and best

men. He was educated first at Rugby, where the celebrated Latin

scholar, Dr. Arnold, was Master, and then at Oxford University;

and his " School-days at Rugby " and " Tom Brown at Oxford " are

spirited and truthful accounts of his own school-life. These books

will be read with delight by young and old for years and years to

come. Mr. Hughes has also written several other works, which are

equally entertaining in their way, if they do not contain quite as

much hearty- fun as the college stories. After graduation, Mr, Hughes
studied law, attained a high position in his profession, and finally be-

came a member of the British Parliament, where he distinguished

himself by his wise and liberal actions. He has always been a sturdy

friend to America, and in 1869 made us a long visit, lecturing in

several cities, where he was warmly and honorably received.

We have great faith that our boys—and girls too—will put a true

value upon the thoughtful words he writes. But let the motto

" Festina lente" prumpt them to make haste slowly as they read the

article, so as to take in the full meaning of the honest, strong-hearted

Englishman, who is known all over the English-speaking world a±

the friend of the school-boy.

There was a slight error in Prof. Proctor's article in the January-

number. It is to be found in the sentence concerning Taurus, in the

first column on page 171. The statement there made was intended

to refer to the Pleiades instead of to Taurus, so that the proper read-

ing is: " The Pleiades now shine highest in the skies at midnight

toward the end of November," etc.

Dear St. Nicholas: Can any of your readers find " The Hidden

Flower," in the following verses ?

Far from haunts by mortals known,
Long had a tiny floweret grown;
A brook flowed near in noisy strife,

And gave the tender blossom life.

There, happy in its humble sphere.

Naught marred its joy from year to year.

One summer morn the sun rose bright,

The flower rejoiced to see his light;

But now beneath his scathing beam
More shallow grew the narrow stream;
Arose as mist toward the sky,

And left its stony pathway dry;
And soon with sadly drooping head
The litde flower lay withered dead.

Explanation —Take the first letter of the first line, the second
letter of second line, the third of the third, and so on to the twelfth

line ; and the name Forget-me-not will appear.
Gabriel Gray.

Dear St. Nicholas: I thought, as so many of the girls and
boys have written you, I would try my hand at a note, and see if you
will be glad to receive it. I have a cat which every one thinks is a

model. He is of a very musical turn of mind. He will not be sat-

isfied with any bed but the piano. He also sits on the stool and runs
scales with his fore-paws. It may seem to be a large story, but it is

true.—Yours truly, Marguerite B. Newton.

Dear, Lovely St. Nicholas: We like you ever and ever so
much, and wish you came every day instead of even - month. We
see so many letters in the " Letter-Box " that we thought we should
like very much to write and thank you for the very great pleasure
you afford us, and also those boys and girls whose letters we find it

such fun to read. We like Jack, too, and wish he really was a flower

that we might gather him in the field, and take him home to keep
forever ; only that would be selfish.

Can you tell us where we may find the line "An undevout as-

tronomer is mad?" Bertie and Hattie H. Brown.

The line referred to is in Young's "Night Thoughts"—Night IX.,

line 771.

Charlestown, Jefferson Co., West Virginia, Nov. 28, 1876.
Dear St. Nicholas : I broke my bank open to get these thn

dollars to send you, so you will please send me St. Nicholas for t'

next twelve months Please send it to me, and oblige yours,
Wells J. Hawks.

P.S.— I would rather have your St. Nicholas than a big dog wi
a brass collar. Wells.

Chester, Pa., 1876.
Dear St. Nicholas: Can you, or any of your readers, infon

me the date of the day upon which Russia acknowledged the ind
pendence of the United States? If you can, 1 will be very thankfi
for I have looked in several histories to find out, but they only sta
that Russia acknowledged it in July, 1783. I like "Jon of Iceland
and think the " Boy Emigrants" is the best story ever published.

1

Your constant reader, Hiram Hathaway, Jr.

Russia could not acknowledge our independence. She might ha
recognized it, but did not do so for a long time after the Revn
tion. When, in 1777, we applied to several of the European Pow
for assistance and recognition, Russia was not called a great Pov.

and we did not apply to her. In December, 1780, Francis Da
of Massachusetts, was elected Minister to Russia, and he reach.

St. Petersburg in September, 1781. It was hoped that he could tl|

secure our recognition, but he was advised by friends not to pres

his 1-tters, as he would not be received. For a long time Mr. Dr
lived there as a private citizen, and then, in February, 1783, he s

in his letters. After a long delay, he was informed that he could

be officially received till Great Britain had received an Ameri<
Minister. These were hard terms, and Mr. Dana returned homi
August, I7?3- For a long time we had no diplomatic relations vl

Russia. In 1791, our ships began to call at Russian ports, an I

friendly trade sprang up and grew so fast, that Russia, at last, as\
us to send a Minister to her court. In June, 1809, John Qui!
Adams was appointed Minister to Russia, and that was the bej
ning of our intercourse. The first treaty with Russia was a cl
mercial one, and was signed in 1824. Russia has always been

j

friend, but she did nut formally recognize us till she asked ul
send a Minister to her court in i8oq.

Mrs. Dodge: Please don't make any mistakes in having ouil
lightful magazine in Chicago on time, as I get into all sort:l

trouble when the 20th passes without it. Just as soon as that
\

comes, and I get home at night, a crowd of little heads appears \
the banister of the stairs, and a perfect chorus of voices dema
"Where is the St. Nicholas?" The last number was a few

j

late, and there was much disappointment among our little

branches; and I must concede I shared it with them. Butwhl
did come, we were all richly repaid for the delay. It is a pel
casket of gems, and is the most welcome visitor that comes tol

house. We talk of it to all our friends; and I believe if every fit

who loves his pets only knew the delight it would afford them.

I

your subscribers would be counted by millions. A. L. 1

St. Nicholas for December was purposely delayed by the I

lishers. It was an extraordinarily large number, and was the Cl j
mas number of the present volume.

Monticello, Minn., i8n
Dear St. Nicholas: Yes, I will do it Do what? Write t

St. Nicholas "Letter-Box." I am one of the children bet|

the ages of eight and eighty who have read every number
beautiful and delightful magazine since published. And isn't \

lightful ? Beautiful inside and out ? Just look at the gay but c

covers—so cheerful

!

This writing to the " Letter-Box " is what I have been incUil

do every month, after having read and enjoyed the book. I vM
to express my thanks to the publishers, and to Mrs. Dodge, hi
delightful enjovment it has given me, and those for whom it i=l

I was deterred from doing this when I thought of how many,
letters had to be read, and how much labor performed. But I

want to tell, in addition to the testimony of the lady of Beverly.!

Jersey, how the good and delight which St. Nicholas affordl

be extended, and hundreds of children who are hungry fot|

reading and illustrations may be supplied.

Out in Oregon, I have six nephews and nieces, whom 'I

never seen. I wanted to make them a Christmas presen I
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brought on a headache thinking what would please them all. St.

Nicholas eased the headache, and was just the thing ; and so it has

gone to them ever since. I cannot begin to tell of the pleasure given

and received—of the letters and postal-cards coming back, saying:

"Oh, aunty, we are so delighted with St. Nicholas! It is just

splendid !

"

While in Kansas, I managed to let a good many children read my
»py before sending it to Oregon ; and just here comes the place to

ay what I am writing for.

I know there are hundreds of kind children who would willingly

xratribute toward copies for other children who have no such read-

ng, nor means to get it, if only they knew how and where to send.

perhaps many of you have helped to endow the " Churchman
iots" in St. Luke's Hospital, New York, and other places, during

he last year.

If some wise man or woman could suggest the better way, how
lany more copies of St. Nicholas can be put into the hands and

omes of children who have no such pleasures ! Surely to all of us

ccur some child or family to whom a whole year can be made happy

very month, by a gift of St. Nicholas, which may be subscribed

>rat any time of the year. Think of the untold happiness that can

e given, if only the army of St. Nicholas's patrons will enlist and

niter the magazine in the homes now without it.

Acnt Jane.

Spencer, Ind., 1876.

,} 1 Dear St. Nicholas : I am a little girl six years old, and I want

,], ,\ write a letter to the Letter-Box and surprise my papa. Papa has

I ken the St. Nicholas for me three years. I think your pictures

id stories are very nice. I have a pretty canary bird, but I am a
l
\ rd-defender. I went to the "Centennial." and saw the Colorado

1 : Oman's museum you told us about. Good-bye.
Edna Fowler.

L

Vr

,'t.

is 1 1

ffiSlJl'

f everyf

ill.

j by ib

.liihef t

A correspondent sends us this "piece of Poetry," requesting that

ssign it only with his "enitial:
"

The Aurora.

The Aurora is a balloon of colour yellow,

Able to sail across brooks, rivers, and medows;
Made of coton and of cords by human men
And filled about one third with hydrogen.

It rose up in the air; a beautiful sight!

And like a bird commenced its airy flight;

To seaward it went, pushed by a gentle breeze,

And, going, men could see its size diminishing.

Beautiful as the sun shown on its sides,

We men below shouted, yelled and cried
;

When Godard, the owner of the balloon,

Waved his hat, but he out of sight was soon.

The Aurora continued on its airy course,

Steady as a mule and swift as a horse,

Until it arrived at the other side of the Seine,

And descended near the edge of the trecherous main.

It was then packed up in a very small space,

And sent away to Paris,—that great place

For balloons, and for voyages to the moon

;

And there it could hold up its head and wave its plumes
With the greatest of its race. W.

0^

;'-' : '

College Point, L. I., 1876.

o the Editor of St. Nicholas: Will you please publish an
.rant of the process of the manufacture of marbles in your next
iber? I have asked several teachers, but have been quite unsuc-
ful in learning how, and where they are made.

;

thought I would ask you, as the St. Nicholas is always eagerly
1, and the boys will be ever so much obliged for the information.
:ry respectfully, Clara S. Marhold.

as a piece of chinnware. These porcelain marbles are made in a num-

ber of different sizes, and in a number of shades of blue, white, and

brown. Some look like the brown tea-pots used to sleep tea on the

stove. Others have a beautiful pearly glaze, like the best china tea-

cups ; some are painted in bright colors on a dull surface; and some

have the colors burned in, just as the gold Viands and pictures are

burned into dinner-plates. You can readily tell the china marbles by

looking at them closely, and there you will find three little marks or

blemishes showing where the soft marble stood on iLs little ir>n tripod

in the oven. The glass marbles are made either of clear glass or of

the colored glass the glass-blowers use. The clear glass marbles are

made by dipping an iron rod in the melted glass, and taking up a

little bunch of the white, hot, sticky, paste. By dropping this into an

iron mold, or by whirling the rod round in his hand, the glass-man

makes little globes of glass that, after they have been hardened or

annealed in a furnace, make the big marbles boys so delight to use.

Sometimes the glass-man puts a glass figure of a dog, or other ani-

mal on the end of his iron rod, and then the hot glass flows all round

it, and when it is done there is the dog locked up in the marble. To
make the colored glass marbles the glass-maker puts a number of

glass rods of different colors together in a bundle, and then holds the

ends in a hot fire, and they meltand run together. Then, with a quick

twist, he turns the end into a round ball, or drops it into a mold,

and the pretty marble, marked with bands and ribbons of color, is

finished. You can always tell which are the glass marbles by the

little mark on one side where the ball was broken from the rod when
it was finished. The agates,—the most valuable of all marbles,—are

made of real agate. Workmen pick up bits of the rough stone and

hold them against a grindstone By moving them quickly about on

the stone, the piece of agate is gradually filed down into a nearly per-

fect ball. If you hold an agate between the eye and the light you

can see the little facets, or marks made by the grindstone dotted all

over the marble. The common marbles are made of marble, or other

hard stone, by placing bits of stones in a heavy mill, where they are

rolled round and round between two mill-stones, and gradually worn

down into smooth balls. Another method is to place a strong wooden
barret on bearings so that it will easily turn over and over on its axis.

This barrel is usually placed in a small stream or brook, and is so

arranged that the water will turn it over and over like a water-wheel

as it rushes under it. Bits of stone put in the barrel then, tumble one

over the other for hours, and grind and rub against each other till

they come out smooth and round. Such a barrel is called a " tum-

ble," and any boy living near a brook could, without much trouble,

make one, and manufacture his own marbles at very little expense.

Dear St. Nicholas: We have taken you for a year; we all like

you very much. I was very interested in that piece in the " Young
Contributors' Department," " My Squirrel." I like animals very
much. Many thanks to Mr. Noah Brooks for his delightful story.

I like all the stories very much ; they give so much information. The
" Letter-Box " is very nice ; I enjoy reading it. There is one ques-
tion I would like to ask, and that is, Are you ever gointj to have any
more German stories for translation? That was the principal reason

for taking the book with mamma, that we might improve in our
German. I hope you will have one soon. I am going to try to be
"worth my weight in gold" in sewing. I will now close.

Yours truly, T. L.

-..'

[BfiJ

Making Marbles.

making marbles, glass, agate, china, or porcelain and crystalline

itone or marble are used; and by painting, glazing, polishing.

decorating these materials, over one hundred different kinds of

iles are manufactured. The cheaper marbles are made of com-
crockeryware. Girls and boys pick up small lumps of the wet
and skillfully roll them into little balls in their hands. These

l

of clay are then ranged on tables in the open air, or under open
i to dry. When they are partly dried they are rolled between
alms once more, and then placed, one at a time, on tiny three-

d stools or tripods, in a kiln or oven. When the oven is full, a

made under it, and the marbles are baked till they are as hard

Vicksburg, Miss.

Dear St. Nicholas ; As you told us some time ago how to make
a fort, the idea occurred to us boys that a fort should have soldiers

to defend it. So, after many trials, we succeeded in making some,
which we thought were very nice. And I thought the readers of the

St. Nicholas might not know how to man their forts, so I would
write and tell you, and then you could tell them.

The way we make them is this : Take a piece of letter-paper,

draw a soldier on it in any position you want,—either on guard,
charging, etc, Then cut out the paper in the shape of the drawing;
after which, cut out some like the pattern from pasteboard, and
then cut some small squares of pasteboard with slits in them, and
in those slits put the feet of the soldiers, and you will see they will

stand up very nicely. Then, by drawing a picture of a gun, and
also a cannon, and cutting them out of pasteboard in the same way,
your fort will be complete; except a flag, which you paint according
to the nation that you want your soldiers to represent. Of course,

you must paint your soldiers with a uniform on them.
We have also invented a nice kind of gun for shooting peas.

Take a piece of cane and cut a notch in it all around, to which you
fasten a piece of elastic, forming a loop over the end of the cane
Then you make a ramrod like a pop-gun handle, and over the end



294 THE RIDDLE -BOX. [Februak

of it place the elastic loop, so that when drawn back it will have a
good spring, and send the pea, or anything that you may choose to

load with, with a great deal of force.

Hoping that what I have told you may be of sufficient interest to

find a place in your '" Letter-Box," I remain yours always,
Robert McDougall.

"Charl" should have been credited with the text of the '

mas Puzzle," published in our December number.

New York City.

Dear St. Nicholas : I tried that receipt for making candy twice.

The first time it was very* good ; but the second time it stuck to the
paper so that I could not even scrape it off. I made it with light-

brown sugar, for we did not have any granulated
I want to tell you how frightened 1 was one evening last summer,

in the country. I had been for a ride from the house where we were
boarding to the village, with -a little girl named Mary, and her brother.

Coming back, the boy took out the whip to make Fan
; the horse) go

faster, and hit her with it. For about half a moment she went quite

slowly, as if to gather up all her strength, and then to go as fast as

she could. Mary jumped out because she was afraid, and her brother

jumped out to stop the horse. I sat as still as I could and held on to

the dashboard. I certainly expected to be upset; and it was just

God's mercy and nothing else that saved us from it. We had to walk
about half or three-quarters of a mile to get back to the house. But I

must stop now for my letter is almost too long now.—Yours very
sincerely, Nessie E. Stevens.

South Boston, Mass., 1876.
Dear St. Nicholas : I send you in this letter a new receipt 1

making molasses candy, which I hope some of your readers will l

Take one cup of molasses, one cup of sugar, half cup of butter, ;

half tea-spoon of soda; boil fifteen minutes. Put the soda in j

before you take it off. We have taken the St. Nicholas for 1

years and we like it very much. Yours truly, J. S. D.

Wbo can send us a good recipe without soda ?

Books for Children in the Hospitals.—The sick children

our hospitals would be glad to have any old books or illustrat

papers which our boys and girls have read and no longer want \\

they not send all they can spare (express prepaid) to the State Che
ties Aid Association, No. 52 East Twentieth street, New York, wh
will distribute them in the various hospitals ?

Books Received.

Christmas Carols. With music. Anson D. F. Randolph
Co., N. Y.

In the Sky Garden. By Lizzie W. Champney. Illustrated
" Champ." Lockwood, Brooks & Co., Boston. Price $2.
From the Lakes of Killarney to the Golden Horn,

Henry M. Field, D. D. Scribner, Armstrong & Co., N. Y.
Fleda and The Voice. With other stones. By Mary A. L

bury. Illustrated by the Author. Nelson & Phillips, N. Y.
Long Ago : A Year of Child-life. By Ellis Gray. Illustra

Lockwood, Brooks & Co., Boston. Price $1.50.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JANUARY NUMBER.

Rebus, No. 1.—" Breathes there the man with soul so dead
Who never to himself hath said,

' This is my own, my native land !

'

"

Double Diamond Puzzle.— s

FAR
MI LAN
GET
M

Cross-word Enigma.—Helena.
Syncopations.—1. Calash, clash, cash. 2. Grasp, gasp, gap. 3.

Czar, car. 4. Canto, Cato. 5. Clamp, camp, cap.

Pouble Diagonal Puzzle.—Maple, Rapid.
M o u l D
h A b I T
a p P l e
t A b L eRaisE

Easy Hidden Animals.— 1. Lion. 2. Camel.
5. Dog. 6. Cat. 7. Seal.

Charade.—Pantry.
Shakspearian Acrostic.—Macbeth, Othello.

M —ercuti

—

O
A —s You Like I— T
C—ardinal Pandulp—

H

. Ox. . Ape.

B — eatric

—

E
E —ar— L
T —uba

—

L
H —orati

—

()

Enigma.—Abraham Lincoln.
Diamond Remainders.—

A—L—

E

A—D 1 E—

D

S—L I V E R— 5

R—E E L—

S

Riddle.—Clove, love, glove, clover.

Transpositions.— 1. Noise—is one. 2. Do but—doubt. 3. Trap
meant—apartment. 4. Pieces—specie. 5. Motion read—moderation.
Square-Word.—Larch, Adore, Royal, Cramp, Helps.
Rebus, No. 2.—The Witches Spell. Spell it who can.

esslpeal e |ell]ellleyejtealdoubIeyou|aitch|oh sea aye ten

s|p|e|l|l|i|t| w | h|o|c|a|n

Triple Puzzle.—I. Concealed words : Modes, oust, om
never, level. I I, gang, heath, tableL II. Complete words bet\

primals and finals : Ode, us, Meg, eve, , an, eat, able.

Primals and finals : Moonlight and Starlight,

M —ode— S
O —us— T
—meg— A

N —eve— R
L —eve— L
1 — I

G —an— G
H —eat— H
T —able— T

Puzzle.—malice
icespar

SPARROW
ROWEL

ELBOW
BOWER

ERRAND.
Easy Enigma.—Foliage.

Geographical Diagonal Pl'zzle.—Arabia.

Athens
b R a z 1 L
F R A N C E
L I S B O N
PER S I A
A LA S K A

Double Acrostic.—Madrid, Lisbon. MeaL, Alibi, DresS,

IndigO, DeN.
Anagrams — t. Verbena. 2. Violet

trope. 5. Tuberose. 6. Bachelor's-button.

Central Exceptions.—
HO — P — E S

Heart's-ease. 4. ll

7. Rose geraniumf

d r •

n — e s

HOES
dram
toes
TIER
ROSE
maze
PIES

Centrals: Penguin.

Answers to Puzzles in December Number were received from Frieda E. Lippert, Josie M. Brown, Edward W. Robinson, II

Lyon, Willie Dibblee, A. Carter, Nessie E. Stevens, "Alex," William W. Chipchase, " Capt. Nemo," Emma Elliott, Ella G. Condi;

Glenn, Yetta M. Smith, Alice Barlow Moore, Bessie Y. B. Benedict, J. Montgomery, May Holmes, B. P. Emery, " L. E.," Charles

Field, W. M. Jones, Laura Hannaberg, Jeannie D. Adams, Elias W. R. Thompson, Harry Otis, Jennie L. Bird, Aggie Rhodes, Howj

Rogers, Carrie Hart, Elizabeth Sherrerd, G. B. M., Madge Shepard, Allie Bertram, "J. R.," Lewis Harlam, Louise Hinsdale.
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HOUR-GLASS PUZZLE.

1. Dutifulness. 2. Inclining. 3. Integrity. 4. Part of the body.

•„ Found in every dictionary. 6. A lawyer's reward. 7. A giver.

'. A ghost, 9. Endless.

The centrals, read downward, name a rare virtue.

ATLANTIC CITY.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

The answer contains twenty-five letters. The 3, i, 5, 20, 4, ^ is

raised. The 9, 10, n, 12, 13 is what some men dread to do. The
ip, 7, 22, 8, 16 is to quench. The 23, 25, 24, 14, 15 is good for the

sick. The 21, 18, 6, 17 is seen in factories. The whole is a true

ANAGRAMS OF CITIES.

1. Wet lances. 2. Not larches. 3. Wam no eels. 4. Race Susy.

Torn meal. 6. Covered pin. 7. Aunt, guess it. 8. To romp
ins. a. C.

MATHEMATICAL PUZZLE.

I AM a word of four letters, the sum of which is 1551.

1. My 1 -L my 4 = 30 x my 3.

2. My 2 x my 4 — }4 my 1.

i;3. My 3 x my 1 = 100 x my 4. stallknecht.

PICTORIAL NUMERICAL REBUS.

! ad the sums expressed in all the horizontal rows, and then add
M them together, to find the complete sum expressed by the rebus.

DIFFICULT DIAMOND PUZZLE.

I
it vowel 2. A hotel. 3. A shelf. 4. A festival. 5. The power
iseeing. 6. Reservoirs. 7. Previous deliberation. 8. Delinea-

9. Not easily seen. 10. Repetitions of sleep-walking. 11. In-
12. Confusion. 13. Guardians. 14. A wonder. 15. Black.

beverage. 17. A vowel. Atlantic city.

ENIGMA.
(By a very little girl.)

My first is in parrot,

My second in plate,

My third is in carrot,

My fourth is in wait;
My fifth is in trousers,

And also in pants

;

And my whole is a beautiful

City in France. NELLIE KELLOGG.

4

DOUBLE MEANINGS.

:iTY in Wisconsin, or a French author. 2. A city in France,
Station. 3. A city in Ireland, or a pjiece of bark 4. A

\';.(t tfew York, or an animal. 5. A city in France, or journeys.

y in France, or wild animals, 7. A city in England, or a
GRUMBO.

PICTORIAL PUZZLE.

Find four fruits in the picture.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

The initials and finals name two cities in Europe.
1. A domestic animal. 2. A bitter plant. 3. A necessary of life.

4. A coloring matter. 5. A noted desert. b. p.

NOVEL DIAMOND PUZZLE.

Complete the diamond with only two letters of the alphabeL

E - E
- E -

LITTLE BRUNETTE.

SQUARE-WORD.

1. A beautiful flower. 2. A precious stone. 3. Part of a ship.

4. A girl's name. isola.

PICTURE-PUZZLE.

1. Why is this a festive occasion ? 2. Why is it like half the year
in the tropics ? 3. What public officers do these children resemble ?

4. Why is this like a breaking of the dykes in Holland ? 5. Why are

the children like the dial at noon ? 6. Why like the seats in a
circus? 7. Why is one of them like a proud lady? 8. Why is her
hair like a person receiving a reprimand ? 9. Why are her knees like

warriors of old? 10 Why does the boy need a new jacket? n.
What would a little child say on hiding that would remind you of two
of these children ? B.
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REBUS.

HIDDEN WORDS.
Find eighteen French words in the following sentences, without

displacing a letter (the accents must be left to the imagination) :

Do drag outsiders from the tent ; let them combat only on the

field. j. S.

DIAMOND PUZZLE.
1. A consonant. 2. A manner of drinking. 3. To look steadily

4. A valuable gem. 5. Expresses arrogance or vanity. 6. Denotes
conclusion. 7. A consonant. E. R.

KIDDLE.
I am a god, and at my feet

Lo ! kneeling throngs pay reverence meet
I sprang from chaos and from strife,

A primal element of life.

The fleeting centuries I span,
A terror and a slave to man.
I shine at hand, I shine afar;

I am a sun, I am a star.

I am a blessing, and a curse;
I dance in air, I breathe in verse;

And, when immortal passions roll,

I glow within the poet's soul.

Cut off my head—more dreadful now
I flash beneath the Thunderer's brow.
When swift his mighty bolts are hurled
To overawe a trembling world.
Cut off my tail, I bend and sigh
Beneath a gloomy northern sky;
Unknown to me the riches rare

Of Tropic suns and balmy air.

The snows lie heavy on my head

;

I plant my feet anions the dead,
Yet wake to life if o'er me roll

The terrors of my awful whole. j. s. N.

EASY ENIGMA.
I have an 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 to 1 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 stating that

I 1, 2, 3, 4 that 5, 6, 7, 8 should be spelled always with a Z.

CYRIL DEANE.

DIAMOND PUZZLE.

EASY DOUBLE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

Five letters. Left to right: A precious stone. Right to lef

H

common stone.

1. A constellation, c. Alert. 3. The sea-shore. 4. CondirionH
A bird's home.

BEHEADED RHYMES.
Once on a time, a good

,

Whose mournful tale I now
,

Feasting, with spirits much
,

Would not be warned till 'twas to

In short, he died of what he .

CONCEALED DIAMOND AND WORD-SQUA.

1. From the letters of the following words form a nve-lettti
mond, containing a square-word: Spent ei'cn ten.

PET
EVE

i. Is found in ships. ;

ghost. 5. Is an entrance.
Is to imitate. 3. Is a deputy. 4. Is a

6. Is to endeavor. 7. Is found in vessels.

STALLKNF.CHT.

2. (For our readers to solve ) From the following sentence
five-letter diamond, containing a square-word : Ben O. stole l>e.

CVRIL DE.|

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

My first is in yoke, but not in pair

;

My second in atmosphere, not in air

;

My third is in drink, but not in sip ;

My fourth is in deck, but not in ship
;

My fifth is in cut, but not in knife

;

My sixth is in woman, but not in wife

;

My seventh is in war, but not in strife

;

My eighth is in swine, but not in cattle;

My whole is the name of a noted battle.

BLACK I'r|

METAGRAM.
Add a letter to a girl's name, and get a man's name. Pu|

on it, and get a title. Drop two letters, and set insane. Cli:

head, and find a boy. Again, and find wicked. Behead anc|
and you have an important article.
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LITTLE KAREN AND HER BABY

By S. C. W.

The cottage in which little Karen lived stood

>h up on the hill-side, close to the edge of a great

est. It was a strange, lonely place for a young

e, almost a girl, to be so happy in ; but Karen

s not afraid of the forest, and never thought

home lonely, not even when the strong winds

,
w in winter-time, and brought the far-off baying

J
wolves from the mountains beyond. Her hus-

id, her fioy, her housewifely cares, her spinning-

eel and her needle, kept her busy all day long,

I she was as cheerful as busy. The cottage was

large, but it was strongly built of heavy beams

stones. Its low walls seemed to hug and

p the ground, as if for protection, in time of

m. The casement windows, with their very

11 panes of thick glass, let in little sun, but all

imer long they stood open, and in. winter, what

II the crackling fire, the hum of the wheel, and
en's bright face, the living-room never looked

;, and, for all its plainness, had an air of quaint

fort about it. Fritz, Karen's husband, who
skillful with tools, had ornamented the high-

ed chair, the press for clothes, and the baby's

n cradle, with beautiful carving, of which little

:n was exceedingly proud. She loved her cot-

she loved the great wood close by ; her lonely

as delightful to her, and she had not the least

to exchange it for the toy-like village in the

y below.

t Karen was unlike other people, the neigh-

said, and the old gossips were wont to shake

VOL. IV.—20.

their heads, and mutter that there was a reason for

this unlikeness, and that all good Christians ought

to pity and pray for the poor child.

Long, long ago, said these gossips,—so long that

nobody now could remember exactly when it was,

—

Karen's great-great-great-grandfather (or perhaps

his grandfather—who could tell ?), when, hunting in

the high mountains, met a beautiful, tiny maiden,

so small and light that a man could easily carry

her in the palm of one hand. This maiden he fell

in love with, and he won her to be his wife. She
made a good wife ; kept the house as bright as

new tin ; and spun on her wheel linen thread so

fine that mortal eye could hardly see it. But a

year and a day from the time of her marriage, she

went out to walk in the wood, and never came back

any more ! The reason of this was, that she was

a gnomide,—daughter of one of the forest gnomes,

—and when her own people encountered her thus

alone, they detained her, and would not suffer her

to return to her husband. The baby she left in

the cradle grew to be a woman,—bigger than her

gnome mother, it is true, but still very small

;

and all the women of the race have been small

since that time. Witness little Karen herself,

whose head only came up to the shoulder of her tall

Fritz. Then her passion for woods and solitary

places,—her beautiful swift spinning, her hair, of

that peculiar pale white-brown shade.—all these

were proofs of the drops of unearthly blood which

ran in her veins. Gnomes alwavs had white hair.
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This was because they lived in holes and dark

places. Even a potato would throw out white

leaves if kept in a cellar,—everybody knew that,

—

and the gossips ending thus, would shake their

heads again, and look very wise.

Karen had heard these stories, and laughed at

them. No fairy or gnome had ever met her eyes

in the woods she loved so well ; and as for hair,

Rosel Pilaff's, and Gretchen Erl's too, was almost

as pale as hers. Blonde hair is common enough
in the German mountains. Her little boy—bless

him !—had downy rings which promised to become
auburn in time, the color of his father's beard.

She did not believe in the gnome story a bit.

But there came a time when she almost wished to

believe it, for the gnomes are said to be wise folk,

and little Fritz fell ill of a strange disease, which

neither motherly wisdom nor motherly nursing was

able to reach. Each day left him thinner and

weaker, till he seemed no more than half his former

size. His very face looked strange as it lay on the

cradle-pillow, and Karen was at her wit's end to

know what to do.

" I will go to the village and ask Mother Klaus

to come and see the child," said Fritz. " She may
know of a remedy."

" It will be of no use," declared Karen, sadly.

" She went to the Berards', and the baby died,

and to Heinrichs', and little Marie died. But go,

go, Fritz !—only come back soon, lest our angel

take flight while you are away !
"

She almost pushed him from the door, in her

impatience to have him return.

A while after, when the baby had wailed himself

to sleep, she went again to the door to look down
the path into the valley. It was too soon to hope

for Fritz, but the movement seemed a relief to her

restlessness. It was dusk, not dark,—a sweet, mild

dusk, with light enough left to show the tree-

branches as they met and waved against the dim
yellow sky. Deep shadows lay on the moss-beds

and autumn flowers which grew beneath ; only a

faint perfume here and there told of their presence,

and the night was very near.

Too unhappy to mind the duskiness, Karen wan-

dered a little way up the wood-path, and sat down
on the root of an old oak, so old that the rangers

had given it the name of " Herr Grandfather." It

was only to clear her brimming eyes that she sat

down. She wiped them with her kerchief, and,

with one low sob, was about to rise, when she be-

came aware that somebody was standing at her

side.

This somebody was a tiny old woman, with a

pale, shadowy, but sweet face, framed in flossy

white hair. She wore a dark, foreign-looking

robe ; a pointed hood, edged with fur, was pulled

.

over her head ; and the hand which she held o

as she spoke was as white as the stalk of celery.

" What is the matter, my child ?" she asked,

a thin, rustling voice, which yet sounded plea

antly, because it was kind.

" My baby is so sick," replied Karen, weeping.
" How sick?" inquired the old woman, anxiousl

" Is it cold ? Is it fever ? Do its eyes water ? V
baby once had a cold, and her eyes " SI

stopped abruptly.

" His eyes do not water," said Karen, who f

singularly at home with the stranger. " But
head is hot, and his hands ; he sleeps ill, and
these ten days has hardly eaten. He grows th

ner and whiter every hour, and wails whenever
is awake. Oh, what am I doing ? I must go ba

to him,"—and, as she spoke, she jumped from

seat.

" One minute !
" entreated the little old worn?

" Has he pain anywhere ?"

" He cries when I move his head," said Kar
hurrying on.

The stranger went too, keeping close beside

in a swift, soundless way.
" Take courage, liebchen, child to her who

child of my child's child," she said. " Weep r

my darling. I will send you help. Out of 1
wisdom of the earth shall come aid for the lil

dear one."

"What do you mean?" cried Karen, stopjig

short, in her surprise.

But the old woman did not answer. She
vanished. Had the wind blown her away ?

"

"How could I wander so far? How cou

leave my baby ? Wicked mother that I an

exclaimed Karen, in sudden terror, as she ran

the cottage.

But nothing seemed disturbed, and no one

been there. The baby lay quietly in his cr;

and the room was quite still, save for the his!

the boiling pot, and the fall of an ember on'

hearth. Gradually her heart ceased its terr

beating; a sense of warmth and calm crept

her, her eyes drooped, and, seated at the cr;

foot, she fell asleep in her chair.

Whether it was an hour or a minute that|j

slept, she never knew. Slowly and diml

waking senses crept back to her ; but thougl

heard and saw and understood, she could ne

stir nor speak. Two forms were bending ove

cradle, forms of little men, venerable and shad

with hair like snow, and blanched, pale hands

her visitor of the afternoon. They did not lo

Karen, but consulted together above the sle(

child.

" It is here, brother, and here," said one, 1;

his finger gently on the baby's head and hear
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" Does it lie too deep for our reaching ? " asked

the second, anxiously.

" No. The little herb you know of is power-

ful."

" And the crystal dust you know of is more
powerful still."

Then they took out two minute caskets, and

1
/Karen saw them open the baby's lips, and each

drop in a pinch of some unknown substance.

" He is of ours," whispered one, " more of ours

:han any of them have been since the first."

"He has the gift of the far sight," said the

)ther, lightly touching the closed eyes, " the divin-

ing glance and the lucky finger."

;."I read in him the apprehension of metals,"

aid the second old man, "the sense of hidden

reasures, the desire to penetrate."

" We will teach him how the waters run, and

rtiat the birds say—yes, and the way in and the

/ay out !

"

" Put the charm round his neck, brother.

"

Then Karen saw the little men tie a bright object

Dund the baby's neck. She longed to move, but

till she sat mute and powerless, while the odd

gures passed round the cradle, slowly at first, then

ister and faster, crooning as they went a song

hich was like wind in branches, and of which this

ji:rap lodged in her memory :

:;

" Eyes to pierce the darkness through,

Wit to grasp a hidden clue,

Heart to feel and hand to do,

These the gnomes have given to you."

So the song and the circling movement went on,

jjster and more fast, and round and round, till

n
,Laren's head swam and her senses seemed to spin

a whirling dance, and she knew no more, till

01|

jiused by the opening of the door, and Fritz's voice

b0
jClaiming : "Come in, Dame Klaus—come in!

g
jiren ! Where are you, wife ? Ah, here she is,

, f ,

it asleep, and the little man is asleep too.

"

stJ <

ciepl >

.he »

•,m

" 1 am not asleep," said Karen, finding her voice

with an effort. Then, to her husband's surprise,

she began to weep bitterly. But, for all his urg-

ings, she would not tell the cause, for she was afraid

of Dame Klaus's tongue.

The dame shook her head over the sick baby.

He was very bad, she said; still, she had brought

through others as bad as he, and there was no tell-

ing. She asked for a saucepan, and began to brew

a tea of herbs, while Karen, drawing her husband
aside, told her wonderful tale in a whisper.

" Thou wert dreaming, Karen ; it is nothing but

a dream," declared the astounded Fritz.

" No, no," protested Karen. " It was not a

dream. Baby will be well again, and great things

are to happen ! You will see ! The little men
know !

"

" Little men ! Oh, Karen ! Karen !
" exclaimed

Fritz.

But he said no more, for Karen, bending over

the cradle, lifted the strange silver coin which was

tied round the baby's neck, and held it up to him
with a smile. A silver piece is not a dream, as

every one knows ; so Fritz, though incredulous,

held his tongue, and neither he nor Karen said a

word of the matter to Mother Klaus.

Baby was better next day. It was all the herb-

tea, Mother Klaus declared, and she gained great

credit for the cure.

This happened years ago. Little Fritz grew to

be a fine man, sound and hearty, though never as

tall as his father. He was a lucky lad too, the

villagers said, for his early taste for minerals caught

the attention of a rich gentleman, who gave him
great learning. Often when the mother sat alone

at her wheel, a smile came to her lips, and she

hummed low to herself the song of the little old

men

:

" Eyes to pierce the darkness through,

Wit to grasp the hidden clue,

Heart to feel and hand to do,

These the gnomes have given to you."

Ill

jggt
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MAKING MAPLE SUGAR.

By Ruth Kenyon.

Winter had been whistling around with his

hands in his pockets a good three months and-

more ; but the violets and daisies, tucked under a

thick blanket of snow, had been kept from freezing.

People call Winter a very cold, severe fellow ; still

there must be a tender spot in his heart some-

the branches told the trunks, and the trunks

ried the news down to the roots. Maple-trees kee!

all their provisions in an underground cellar

;

the roots finding that, sure enough, the groun
was no longer frozen and hard, began to feel aboul

and sent out little rootlets that' gathered up th

STIRRING THE SAP.

where, so kindly does he protect all the delicate

plants.

But now the great warm-hearted old Sun was

coming back, and Winter, afraid of his long bright

days, ran off to the North Pole. A flock of blue-

birds came to welcome their old friend, and one

robin-redbreast ventured out early to sing him a

song. A little warm breeze crept through Farmer
Cheery's maple forest, awoke the trees from their

long, long sleep, and they all began to shake hands

and nod toward each other, whispering: " Good !

Good ! Here comes the Spring !

"

Soon the warm air made them feel thirsty and
faint ; the tiny twigs complained to the branches

;

good things,—just the kinds they knew ma]

twigs loved best. Does n't it seem funny that tr

can tell ? The maples take one kind of food, t

pines another, the birches another, and for e£|

the rootlets pick out just the right kind from )

same ground. As fast as the rootlets gathei,

the food, they sent it up to the branches—

a

delicate, sweet drink ; and still they sent jni

and more, the little twigs always taking the fie

est, and sending back what was left over. 1

branches felt very much revived as they were f-

grew very social, and began to tell of the pre

red dresses they would put on before long ; red

the cool spring days, and afterward green for
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summer. They were merry planning their new
wardrobes, I assure you ; you could have heard it

if you had had the right kind of ears.

Farmer Cheery came in from his barn chores.

" I say, wife, it 's growing warm ! Should n't

wonder if the sap would run such weather as this
;

guess I must tap one tree and see."

So Farmer Cheery took his auger and went out

into the maple orchard. It did n't take him long

to make a little hole in one of the tree-trunks, and

put in a little spout ; nor was it many minutes

before drop by drop came the sap.

" Ah ! that 's fine !
" said Farmer Cheery, and

le went home in haste. The next we saw of

lim, he was driving out into the orchard with a

oad of one hundred and fifty clean, bright, tin

ap-buckets and one hundred and fifty fresh little

roughs. Then, in each one of his hundred and

ifty maple-trees he bored a hole and put a trough

ti, and a bucket beneath to catch the sap as it

ame dropping out.

" Did n't it starve the poor little branches wait-

lg for their food ?
"

Oh, no ! There was enough for them left,—all

ley needed to keep them very fresh and make
lem grow. So many, many pailfuls ran up and

own every day, that the one Farmer Cheery took

ould hardly be missed.

Every morning and night for two or three weeks,

e good farmer might be seen with his great tank,

an as clean could be, driving around to collect

e sap that had run out. He knew that one rea-

n why maple sugar is sometimes dark-colored is

cause the pails and tanks that hold the sap are

't washed thoroughly ; so he took great pains

th his. He knew, too, that if any water gets in,

the sap must be boiled longer to make sugar of it,

and the longer it is boiled the darker it grows ; so,

if he saw a storm coming, he collected all the sap,

and turned the buckets upside down till the rain

was over.

Fanner Cheery had a great iron pan, which

would hold,—oh, 1 don't dare tell you how many
pailfuls,—a great, great many ; and this very

large pan rested on some stone posts about two

feet from the ground. Under this he built a fire,

and into it he poured his sap, stirring it while it

boiled almost all day long. When he drew it off,

such beautiful clear sirup I don't believe you ever

saw. This he did two or three times each week
for nearly a month ; after that, the sap was not as

good for people to use, though just what the little

twigs needed as they grew older.

Some of his sirup the farmer put up in cans to

send to the cities ; some of it he boiled more and

more, so that it would be sugar when cooled.

Then he poured it into pretty scolloped tins, to

harden into the round cakes you like so much;
and some of it his little grandchildren waxed on

snow.

You don't know how that is ?

Well, May packed a panful of snow, just as hard

as she could crowd it in ; then she smoothed off the

top as even as a marble table, and she and Sally

carried it to Grandpa Cheery, who dropped upon

their snow a spoonful of the hot sirup here and

there. The little thin, waxy sheets of suddenly

cooled sirup, picked up with a fork and eaten as

soon as cool, made an excellent luncheon ; and the

children tugged their pan of snow around to give

every one a taste, declaring that "sugar-season"

was the very best time in the year.

LUCK AND LABOR.

By Mrs. Caroline A. Soule.

in

-UCK doth wait, standing idly at the gate

—

1 Wishing, wishing all the day ;

ind at night, without a fire, without a light,

And before an empty tray,

Doth sadly say :

o-morrow something may turn up ;

o-night on wishes I must sup."

Labor goes, plowing deep the fertile rows

—

Singing, singing all the day

;

And at night, before the fire, beside the light,

And with a well-filled tray,

Doth gladly say :

To-morrow I '11 turn something up
;

To-night on wages earned I sup."
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CATHERN.
(A Segue! to "The Ash-Girl." *)

By Lucy G. Morse.

Does anybody remember the little ash-girl,

Cathern, who wanted a mother so much that she

wandered up and down the streets, day in and day

out, for a great Tnany weeks, trying to find one ?

She had been laughed at, scolded and repulsed,

until her courage nearly failed her ; and the great

hope in her heart grew less and less and at last

seemed to be fading quite away, just as the color in

her cheeks had done.

But now

—

now Mrs. Percy had opened her arms

to the lonely child, and was resting the tired head

upon her bosom. Only a few days before, a little

golden head had rested there, and a face as pure

as an angel's had lighted up with smiles in answer

to the mother's look of love. But the angels had

beckoned to the child and carried her to heaven

with them, leaving the mother desolate. Thinking

of all this, and looking down upon Cathern, Mrs.

Percy saw that the sudden happiness had been too

much for the poor child. The little face, looking

so worn and white under a mat of dusky hair, but

with the light of its new joy full upon it, lay quite

unconscious. Very tenderly, with her heart aching

for her own darling, Mrs. Percy carried this poor

stranger child upstairs, and laid her upon the

vacant bed.

It was several weeks before Cathern wakened

from a delirium in which she seemed to be going

over her weary wanderings again. At one time

she would complain that the stones were cold, and

hurt her feet ; at another, that her bones ached

;

then, that she was hungry. Sometimes she would

mistake Mrs. Percy, who watched over her almost

constantly, for some one whom she had encountered

in her search. ''Wait! wait!" she would plead,

pitifully. " Don't shut the door on me. I have n't

got any mother, an' I wants one so bad !
" Then

she would cry, and in a moment say, bitterly:

" No matter ! A reel mother would n't drive me
away, an' I 'm goin' to git on to a boat an' go all

over the world till I finds a reel, true mother !

"

In this way, Mrs. Percy learned a great deal

about Cathern's sufferings, and became so full of

compassion for her, that her interest grew very

strong. Again and again she thought over her

impulsive promise to the child that she would be

a mother to her, and wondered if it would be a

difficult one to fulfill; but whenever she looked at

Cathern, her wondering changed to pity, and she

said to herself: "Inasmuch as ye do it unto oni

of these little ones "

Opposite the bed where Cathern lay, there hun)

upon the wall a beautiful portrait of the two wh
had died,—Mabel Percy and her father,—and th 1

mother, looking at it, fancied that she saw in th

child's eyes, which seemed to look down upon h<

from the picture, an earnest expression, which re

sembled the pleading look so intense upon th

forlorn little beggar child's face whan she had fir.'

seen it. It seemed as if Mabel were pleading ft

Cathern. That thought would make Mrs. Perc

bend over the sick child, and try, with all her ski

and patience, to restore her.

At last came the day when Cathern opened hij

eyes, gazed intently at Mrs. Percy for a momeni
and then, with a radiant smile, put up her litt:

wasted arms, and cried, joyfully :

"Mother!"
She was so happy that she did not notice ho

the face over her grew sad with a sudden pain

that word. She felt nothing but her own exce

of joy, and innocently took for granted, on Mi,

Percy's part, all the feeling of a mother over tj

recovery of her child.

" I forgot all about it, mother," she said, bright!

with a low laugh. "I dreamed all the time tk|

I was a-huntin' for you ag'in. Was n't that funn

An' it aint true at all ! I has n't got to hunt a

more, has I ? Oh, I 'm so glad ! Aint you ? Bl

o' course you are, 'cause you have n't got any lit

girl now, 'cept me." Oh, the pain the motfc

felt at every word ! But Cathern was quite uncc

scious of it, and went on, and on: "Aint y

glad, too, you 've got me ? I knows you are, 'cat

all the reel mothers ever I seen was glad with th

little girls, an' called 'em every kind o' word tl.

could think of. Nice names, I mean. O' cou

they would n't go to call 'em the things Biddy Do
called me ! She aint nobody's mother. An' )

called me ' my darling,'—so I knows, ye see. 1

first mother I knowed said that. Mother! Moth
You '11 call it me often, wont you ?

"

The pain in the mother's heart was very sh:

just then, but the joy and trust in Cathern's wj

perfect ; and the tones of her voice, weak fr,

sickness, and very touching as she kept repeat,

this name she had never called any one befc

were such as no true mother could have disj

,.

H
' For the first story, see St. Nicholas for April, 1876 ; page

;
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pointed ; and this sorrowing one hid her face in

the pillow, and whispered :

" I will, my darling."

" Oh, that 's the beautifullest, the goodest thing

of all !
" cried the little one, in ecstasy. " You 're

the best of all the mothers,— I knows you are.

Lift up your head, mother,— I wants to see you,

in' you hides your face so I can't. Oh, mother!

rmother ! you 're a-feelin' bad, an' you wants to

:ry !

"

Here Cathern's voice changed to one of the ten-

,lerest pity, and, drawing down the mother's head,

ihe patted and soothed it with her weak little

[hands as if it were a baby's, and she its com-

forter.

There! There, my mother !'' she said. ''Lay

1 lown close to me, an' I '11 make you feel better.

5ee how I can stroke you an' love you ? Yes, in-

leed I will ; an' by an' by you can go to sleep

lere, on my pillow, an' I '11 watch you, an' I wont

i iet nothing touch you nor wake you up till you 're

.11 rested. Is that what your other little girl 'd

lo ? Yes, I knows she would. An' now she can't,

t p.'ou know. An' if she could ax me to do it for her,

he would,—an' I will. She 's beautifuller nor

/hat I am, but when I gits well I '11 do everything

can think of she 'd be axin me to. There !

ipJow you 're cryin' reelly, mother ! You can hide

jour face agin mine, an' I wont let nobody see ye.

:

r
e need n't try not to do it, neither, for it 's dread-

jrl hard to keep it in,— I knows it is !

"

Cathern had so often squeezed back the tears

nd swallowed sobs when they wanted to come out,

lat she understood at once the pain the mother

titlt in her effort at self-control. All through her

;>ttle life, as far back as she could remember, she

iad been forced to do without things that she

anted bitterly, and she had been too lonely ever

tnce the longing for a mother had seized her, not

i!) feel now Mrs. Percy's intense longing for her

b aughter.

Her words and tender caresses touched Mrs.

ercy to the heart, and, lifting her head presently,

te kissed the sick child tenderly, and said, with a

righter look than Cathern had seen before :

"There! You make me feel better, darling.

Lou are a poor little waif who has strayed into

iy path, I think, because I need you as much as

)u need me. We will help each other, and it

liall be good for us both that we have come
gether."

Then Mrs. Percy sat by the bed, and holding

athern's feeble hand, told her gently about her
vn little daughter—how tenderly she had carried

for its first walk down the path to the spring at

!
:r country home, where the daisies smiled up at

I

e wee dimpled stranger, and the quivering leaves

of the white-barked poplars winked down in baby's

laughing face ; how baby had come to the city and
grown into a' happy little girl ; and how very still

and lonely the house had seemed when, at last, the

bright eyes were shut forever. Listening to this,

Cathern became perfectly quiet, and at last fell

into a sweet sleep.******
The cross waiters and indignant cooks who had

shut the doors in the ash-girl's face would not have

recognized her the following spring, when, restored

to health, she was singing to herself one morning

while she watered some flowers in the large bay-

window of the dining-room. She was dressed in a
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blue soft woolen gown, with dainty white ruffles at

the neck and wrists, and, with her hair brushed

into delicate waves behind her ears, and her face

rounded and rosy, she did not look much like the

forlorn girl who used to pick ashes and beg from

house to house all day long.

Mrs. Percy, who had been upstairs getting ready-

to go out, returned and stood in the window put-

ting on her gloves, when she noticed that Cathern

had put down the pitcher, and was hitching her-

self nervously, as if she had something to say.

" Well, what is it, little Kathleen?" asked Mrs.

Percy.

"It aint nothin' on'y—on'y that "faltered

Cathern, looking up wistfully.

"Only what?" asked Mrs. Percy.

".On'y that—that other fust mother

—

she took

her little girl out along with her,—she did !

"

"And you have never been out with me,—is

that it ? " asked Mrs. Percy; adding: "Well, you

are quite strong enough now to take a walk every

pleasant day, and you may come, if you like."

Here was a climax of happiness reached. To go

out walking with her new mother, and to be seen by

the passers-by, in her company and in pretty clothes

instead of rags, was a summit of joy beyond which,

to Cathern's mind, it was impossible to wish for

much.

"Wait till they sees my coat with the torsle

down behind !
" she said, as Mrs. Percy tied her

hat ; and when she reached the sidewalk, she stop-

ped a minute to look at her feet and say, triumph-

antly : "I guess they never thought I 'd be having

boots what button !

"

" Whom do you mean, Kathleen ? " asked Mrs.

Percy.
" 1 mean them boys that kep' a-knockin' me

away from my barr'ls when I got there fust, an' the

people that shut the doors. I wisht they 'd all see

me now, an' see if they 'd do it ag'in ! I wants 'em

to see me an' find out if I wont there 's

one of 'em now !
" she cried, suddenly ; and, be-

fore Mrs. Percy could see what the child was about,

Cathern had run to the curbstone a little ahead of

them, deliberately bounced against a boy who was

picking ashes from a barrel, and stood looking at

him contemptuously, with her chin in the air.

The boy looked up in wrath, ready to resent the

injury, but was taken aback by seeing that it had

come from a daintily dressed child, who was already

grasping the hand of a fine lady. His expression

changed from anger to an indefinable look of sulky

submission.
" Why, Kathleen ! How could you ? " exclaimed

Mrs. Percy, in amazement.

"'Cause," said Cathern, scowling at the boy,

while she took a few mincing steps before him, and

tried to attract his attention to her dress, " he

got rags an' patches, an' I aint ! An' he has

pick ashes an' I don't, an' he would n't dare

touch me, nohow !

" And, to expres her sent

ment comprehensively to the boy, she puckere

up her mouth and lifted her chin at him again

The boy, doubling up his fists, made an angr

gesture in the air at her. Quick as a flash, sli

sprang to the other side of Mrs. Percy, clutch

that lady's skirts, and drew them around her fc

protection. Then, thrusting her head out to pe>

at the boy, she made another grimace at him, an

said, in jeering tones :

" Ya-a-ah ! Come along and do it, if ye dare

All this happened in just about a minute, an

Mrs. Percy had not been able to interfere effe<

ually. Now, however, she caught Cathern by tli

wrist, drew her to a little distance, and sail

firmly :

"Come! This will never do. This boy h

done nothing to you, Catherine, and I will not 1

you be so rude."

Then she turned to the boy, who, after selectii

a good-sized bit of coal from his basket, and hoi

ing it behind him, ominously, was moving off as

he meant to throw it at Cathern when he got ta

suitable distance from them. But his intentii

altered as Mrs. Percy took her purse from h

pocket, and he dropped the coal quietly when b

gave him some pennies, saying, with much swe

ness

:

"I am sorry she treats you so badly, my po

boy. Try to forget her naughty words, and I

member that your rags cannot make you a b

boy any more than her clothes can make her

lady."

'

With a pleasant nod, she took Cathern's ha

again, and walked hastily away.

Her first feeling was indignation at Cathe

showing toward another the same resentment a

contempt which, from others, had made her o

life so miserable. But, after a few moments' cc

sideration, she said to herself:

"Poor child! What can I expect? She 1

never had any one to teach her, and it is to be i

task to try and let the light into her darker

But their walk that morning was a curious o

After they had gone a few blocks farther on tli

way, Cathern again let go of Mrs. Percy's hai

darted across the street, paraded hastily, in two

three paces backward and forward, before a b>

gar-girl who was sitting upon a door-step, and t

back again in an instant, meeting Mrs. Percy £

taking her hand as before.

"Ho! ho! ho !" laughed the beggar. "\\

cares if I haint ?
"

-
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" Why, what was that for, Cathern ?" asked Mrs.

Percy, annoyed.

"I didn't say nothin' much then, at all," an-

swered Cathern. " I on'y showed her me hat an'

:oat, an' shook the torsle at her, an' stuck out me
wots to her, an' said she had n't got 'em! An'

neither she aint."

II
" Oh, little girl ! little girl ! How shall I ever

1 each you all you have got to learn ? " exclaimed

ilvlrs. Percy, half to herself and half to Cathern.

) They walked on in silence, Mrs. Percy wonder-

big by what means she would be best able to reach

. his poor little ignorant mind, while its possessor

.rent skipping along at her side, singing gayly to

erself.

I Presently a handsomely dressed lady met, and

as in the act of passing them, when Cathern sud-

enly stood quite still, planting herself, stiff and

gid, directly in the way. The lady was obliged

lot only to move to one side, but also to brush

ose against Cathern in order to get by, and

le looked down frowningly upon the irritating

lild. Mrs. Percy turned to speak, and saw

athern, with a low, merry laugh, looking back

'er her shoulder at the lady, in great glee.

" Why are you so glad to make that lady see

1 Dw rude you can be?" asked Mrs. Percy, in a

scouraged tone.

" Ha ! ha ! ha !
" laughed Cathern, more merrily

ifran ever. " Did n't you see how she had to turn

t for me ? She was n't afeerd to touch me then.

!<=r gownd went all over me face, an' she did n't

i pe the place where it touched her, neither

!

mt 's the way the ladies used to do, though
;

Hsd the gentlemen used to put out their canes to

ep me from comin' nigh to 'em, 'cause they

mght some o' me rags might fly off an' stick to

1. But I 'm just as good as they is now. Oh
>, I be ! Oh yes, I be !

" she went on singing.

I' I don't know about that," answered Mrs.

rcy, doubtfully. "Come home and let me
i:;in the task that is before me of showing you
v you may become so."

And she drew the child's hand into hers, and
e'ried along, impatient to put an end to the an-

srance of such a walk.

iut one more incident occurred before they

ched home, which helped much to make Mrs.

.cy's task a simpler one than it then promised

1 be. As they reached the corner which was

'din a few rods of Mrs. Percy's house, they en-

ntered a little child, scarcely more than a baby,

lag, with a mighty effort, to climb from the gut-

to the sidewalk. Mrs. Percy, on her guard

time, kept a firm hold on Cathern's hand, and
' mpted to draw her hastily over the curbstone

safe distance before helping the little one

'<:'•

upon its feet. But Cathern resisted the action,

and again too quick for Mrs. Percy, saying " Git

out o' me way !
" stuck out her foot and gave the

baby a push which sent it rolling backward into

the gutter. Its head struck against the stones, and
it lay there unconscious. Mrs. Percy stooped in-

stantly and raised the little one in her arms. There

was the usual confusion which follows such an acci-

dent. Those who happened to be passing stopped

to look, and, apparently, would have been con-

tented simply to gaze upon the tiny white face

indifferently ; and there was a momentary dispute

between a huxter-woman and a vender of boot-

lacings for the best view of the little drooping

limbs. To Mrs. Percy's question, "Where does

the child live ? Who is her mother ? " there was

a chorus in answer of, " She aint got no mother,"

and shouts of " Mr. Daffle ! Mr. Daffle !
" from

various small boys who had gathered around Mrs.

Percy, with a determination to see " the whole thing

through." A very shabby old man, wiping his

mouth on his coat-cuff, came limping out of a

grocery-store, and the crowd made way for him.

"Oh, my! Oh, my! Oh, Trudy! Is she

dead? Is she killed?" he cried, bewildered.

"No, no," Mrs. Percy answered. "She is

stunned. It was an accident. Come quickly to

my house,—it is close by."

And, without losing more minutes, which seemed

long ones, she carried the baby hastily to her own
door.

Cathern was there before her, ringing the bell

violently ; and, by the time Mrs. Percy reached

her, the door was open, the housemaid, aghast,

asking questions as fast as she could talk, and the

small boys, who had every one resolutely fol-

lowed Cathern, were all answering and pointing at

once.

During the next few minutes, Cathern, with a

face as white as the injured child's, watched every

look and motion of Mrs. Percy's. Her eager hands

were the first to bring water when it was called for;

and. without a word, she answered every demand
for assistance to the best of her small power. In a

few moments, amid the wails of the old man, the

child opened her eyes, and, as Mrs. Percy bathed

her face and put some reviving drops into her

mouth, began to move naturally with recovered

consciousness. Cathern bounded with delight.

The old man held out his hands to "Trudy," as

he called the little one, and expressed his joy by

cuddling her in his arms and trotting around the

room with her.

After a little while, Mrs. Percy drew from him
the few leading facts concerning the child's his-

tory,—the death of her parents, her dependence

upon him as her grandfather, how he supported
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her by running on occasional errands for two or

three grocery stores in the neighborhood.
" I goes first to one an' then to t'other to git a

job," he said; "for it's only leaving things to

places that I 'm good for, bein' so old, ye see,

ma'am, and," touching his forehead significantly,

" my mem'ry bein' near gone,—why, I aint no

'count for messages. Whiles I 'm off, the children

round about looks arter Trudy; but when .anything

like a target company or a hand-organ with a

monkey comes along, she 's mostly forgot."

an'—an' Mother ! mother ! I feels bad !

feels bad !
" she cried, quite overcome, throwi:

herself into Mrs. Percy's arms and sobbing.

It was too much for her,—the sudden chang
from delight in her possessions and general se

satisfaction, to acute pain at the realization th

here was another child, so much weaker and small

than herself, who was as desolate as she had bee

and whom she had treated with the same though
less cruelty which she had herself experienced. 1
see this and feel it for herself, did more than

LITTLE TRUDY MAKES HER FIRST APPEARANCE.

Cathern, who had listened attentively to every

word, planted herself in front of the old man, and

said: " Look a' here i

"

He looked, but Mrs. Percy could see more than

^he did in the changed expression and earnestness

of Cathern's manner.

"I'll mind her an' look out for her when you 're

off, if ye '11 let me," she said, earnestly. " I did n't

have no mother, neither ; but I 've got one now,

an' she '11 let me, if I ax her. She 's my mother,"

pointing to Mrs. Percy; "an' I aint 'Cathern'

any more, but I 'm ' Kathleen,' an' she gives me
everything nice. I '11 look out for Trudy, an' I

wont never let her get hurt, an' I '11 give her nice

things, too. She can have the torsle off my coat,

Mrs. Percy's gentle teaching could do. In

evening, after Mr. DafHe had come again and c

ried his grandchild away, she sat down with

and talked with her long and patiently about
|

possibility of there being a life for her in the fut

more beautiful than even her old visions had b

in the dingy court.

This was really the beginning of Kathleen's i

life. Until then, she had been happy in tak

the comfort and fresh delight of every day

now her heart went out to Trudy, and, althoi

too young to be fully conscious of what was

vealed to her, she caught a glimpse of what jc

might bring to her to live and do for another t

herself.
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Mrs. Percy had given Mr. Daffle permission, in

'lswer to Kathleen's entreaties, to leave the little

rudy with them every morning, calling for her

very evening when his day's duties should be

ided. She had not much confidence in the

irking of Kathleen's plan, and was also half

! clined to suspect that the old man, satisfied with

e present of money which she had given him,
' >uld not bring Trudy again. But the next morn-

s', while they were at breakfast, the door-bell

ig, and great was Kathleen's joy at seeing

udy's little shaggy head and grimy figure, in a

jged and dust-colored gown made after the most

mitive pattern, ushered into the room by the

onished maid.

Kathleen was so full of the idea of beginning at

:e to take active care of the little one, that she

s rather impatient during breakfast. It was dis-

jointing that Trudy could not eat more,

—

ithleen had piled upon her plate rather more
in one would offer to a hard-working laborer,

—

|l that she was rather inclined, in her bewildered

jing at everything and everybody, to forget her

:akfast altogether. Presently, however, when
3. Percy sent them both to the nursery while

le household matters were occupying her down-

Irs, Cathern thought that her opportunity had

tie, and, pouncing upon Trudy, exclaimed:

r The fust thing is to get washed !

"

(treat was Mrs. Percy's astonishment when, soon

Irward, she opened the bath-room door and be-

ll Kathleen, her sleeves rolled up and a towel

led around her, scrubbing away at Trudy, who
:ed just then in some danger of being drowned
oap-suds, but who seemed also to be in a state

1O0 much wonder at the novelty of the situation

bject to it.

crceiving that Kathleen was really intent upon

ig for the child, Mrs. Percy did not interfere,

pting where it was necessary, and avoided,

really, laughing at the various dilemmas which

rred in the process of purifying Trudy's very

nutive person. She even had flannels ready

-vhich to wrap the shivering little form, when
tleen, despising, of course, Trudy's old gar-

ts, suddenly cried

:

Oh ! I forgot about clo'es ! She aint got

in' to put on her, mother !

"

i Trudy could only have written the history of

I
'day, from her point of view, her story would
been vastly entertaining. How she was

ibed, and combed, rocked and trotted until

brain must have felt like a mold of jelly !

she was caught round the body, carried and
Jed, first in one place and then in another

!

Kathleen pinned and tied upon her all sorts

r own garments until she was half suffocated

;

and, finally, how she was penned into a corner by

a barricade of chairs while Kathleen undertook to

scrub in the wash-basin the heap of rags she had

arrived in ! But at the close of day there was a

pretty story which anybody there might have told

when Mrs. Percy appeared, holding up before the

happy children the neat little garments which she

had made on her sewing-machine.

"Well, well! an' it's a queer wurreld !
" said

Susan, the housemaid, to the cook. " Not sence

the firrst day whin the p'or little Mabel was took

down, I have n't sane the misthress look the likes

o' that ! There she was a-laughin', with her

cheeks like the June roses, an' the gay sound in

her voice a-callin' the childers ! An' there was the

owld man coom afther his yoong un, a-worrikin'

his hands oop an' down with amazement ! An'

there was this yoong fancy o' Miss Parcy's, holdin'

onto the table an' swingin' her legs in under it

with j'y,—an' all the whiles there was the childt

herself that they were all gittin' excited over,

—

there she was, with nothing onto her save K'tleen's

long flannel ni'-gownd swaping the floor, shtarin'

firrst at the one an' thin at the tother of 'em with

stupefaction !

"

When, afterward, Mrs. Percy went to see Kath-

leen tucked up in her little bed, she was surprised

to see her face screwed up into many wrinkles, and

tears making their way down her cheeks.

"What is it?" asked Mrs. Percy, gently.

" You have worked too hard over your little

charge, and I fancy you are tired,—is that so ?
"

" Oh, I don't care for that !
" sobbed Kath-

leen. " But I wisht— I wisht 1 had n't shoved that

boy ! May be—oh ! oh !—may be he had n't no

mother neither ! Nor that girl on the step ! Oh

!

an' I was thinkin' on'y about me clo'es an'—an'

—

the t-t-tor-torsle on me coat, an' I never thunk

about the mothers,—not wunst 1 did n't !

"

" But you have learned a great deal about the

mothers to-day, darling," said Mrs. Percy, sooth-

ing her, " and I do not believe you will forget

them so any more. Be as much like a mother as

you can to this poor little Trudy,—just as I try to

be a mother to you,—and you will learn more in

that way than I could ever teach you. To be to

some one else what you want me to be to you, will

make you gladder than anything else in the world

can."

The light was coming fast now into Kathleen's

shadowy understanding. After Mrs. Percy had

gone, she sat up in bed and repeated, in'a whisper:
" Just as 1 try to be a mother to ye ! As I try !

What ye want me to be to ye !

"

Then for a few minutes she was so busy thinking

that she did move even a finger, and almost held

her breath. After a while she said, very softly

:
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" I never thunk before ! I thunk on'y she was

goin' to be my reel mother forever and ever ! An'

I don't know even who my own reel mother

was, on'y that she was like Biddy Dolan. An' this

mother is the reel mother on'y of her Mabel !

An' Mabel was good, an' I was n't,— I was bad. I

was n't never good in my whole life, not till this

mother showed me how ; an' then I was on'y good

a little."

Kathleen sat quite still, thinking very hard

again, for a few minutes. Then she heaved a

sigh, and said :
" An' there 's Trudy !

"

Another pause.

"She aint got nobody on'y just a grandfather,

an' he 's so old,—his face is all rumpled up !

"

Another longer pause, and then, with another

sigh,—a happier one this time,—she said :

" I must be like a little mother to Trudy, my
mother says. So I will,—I will,— I will,— I will !

"

In the morning, Mrs. Percy noticed a change in

Kathleen. She was more quiet than usual, and

there was a thoughtfulness in her face which gave

it rather an old look, and was rather painful to see,

as if it were a shadow of her old dreariness. The
smile which was always so bright and sunny came
back as Mrs. Percy kissed and pinched her cheeks

playfully, and, nestling against her loving bosom,

Kathleen forgot the shadows for a time. They
came again, and the little face looked older than

ever when Mr. Daffle brought Trudy. Mrs. Percy

went into the parlor to write a note which she was

going to ask the old man to post for her, and acci-

dentally left a little ajar the door which opened

directly into the dining-room, where he was waiting

with the children, so that she could hear distinctly

every word of the singular conversation which fol-

lowed.

" My mother made Trudy that gownd," said

Kathleen; "but I 'm going to learn to make all

the rest of her clo'es,—every one of 'em !

"

" You 're pretty small for that, missy. It '11 be

harder than ye think," said the old man.
" No matter !

" said Kathleen. " I can do it if

I works hard."

"'Taint no use, missy, to trouble yerself,

—

Trudy 's too little. She wont care for 'em, an' she

can get along without much of anything," said

Mr. Daffle.

" No, she can't," said Kathleen, decidedly ;
" an'

I' m goin' to make her everything she wants, 'cause

she aint got no mother, an' by an' by that '11 make
her feel bad, when she gets as big as me. So I 'm

goin' to play I 'm her mother, an' see to her, just

as this here mother "—motioning toward the par-

lor— " plays she 's mine."
" If she aint your mother, what is she ? and

where 's yer own ? " asked Mr. Daffle.

"She's dead, o' course," answered Kathleer

cheerfully. " But she was n't this kind of a mothei

no how, I guess.—she was like Biddy Dolan, an
did n't like Biddy. Oh !

" she said, confidential!)

drawing nearer to Mr. Daffle,—oh ! I wanted

mother orfle ! So I hunted for one. But I had I

hunt a long time, 'cause they was n't any on'y ju

this one, an' I foun' her, an' she took me for he

child, 'cause hers was dead, just like my motht:

So I foun' her an' she foun' me,—don't ye see!

An' then I was sick."

" What made ye sick? " Mr. Daffle asked.

" Oh, gettin' tired goin' after my mother ai

never findin' her, an' always bein' hungry, an' the

goin' back to the shanty. Did you ever live in

shanty ?
"

" No,— I live in a tinament," answered M
Daffle.

"You better be glad it aint a shanty," sa

Kathleen, shaking her head, knowingly.
" Tinaments is jest as bad," said Mr. Daffle.

" Are the people in tinaments ever as hungry

the people in shanties ? " asked Kathleen.
" Law, yes !

" exclaimed Mr. Daffle. " The tc

floors is mostly hungry."
" Was you ever ? " asked Kathleen.
" Hundreds o' times," said the old man.

"Don't it feel orfle?" said Kathleen, drawi

nearer still, and rubbing her hand significant

over her pinafore, she added, mysteriously :
" Doi

ye know,—when ye feels as if it was all holes i

side ?
"

" Yes !
" said the old man, " an' ye gets weak

over ! An' then gripes !

"

" Yes !
" pursued Kathleen, putting her ha

to her throat; "an' ye feels a lump come rig

here, an' yer head goes spinnin' roun' an' rour

But " here her tones brightened: " Tru

sha' n't feel that ways, 'cause she '11 always hs

me now. An' if my mother don't want her to (

things here any time, I can go beggin' ag'in

her !

"

Mrs. Percy, loath to hear any more of the a
versation, came in now, hastily dispatched 3

Daffle with her note, and took the children i - :

stairs.

From that time, Kathleen was quite serious

her anxiety to adopt Trudy as her own espei

charge,—to nurse her, play with her, and " min

her as well as she possibly could,—and Mrs. Pe

wisely decided to encourage the child's fancy.

Mr. Daffle continued to bring the little one ev

morning and call for her every evening, and.

cepting for an hour or two daily, when Kathl

had lessons to occupy her with Mrs. Percy,

spent nearly all her time in amusing Trudy,

tending, as far as her small might was able, to
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ild's wants, or, with Mrs. Percy's help, trying to

w for her.

It was not long before Trudy learned to trot after

r wherever she went, to go to her in trouble, and

begin in earnest to return the affection which

d so suddenly come into her little life. The
jst thing, every day, as soon as Mr. Daffle set her

iwn in the dining-room, she would look all about

r for Kathleen. Sometimes Kathleen would

le, and then Trudy would run about in great

:itement, peeping into every corner, until, spy-

; her friend, she would run into her arms with a

' of joy that defied the mighty efforts of the

lary-bird to drown it.

Bo weeks flew by until summer-time came, and

,'S. Percy was preparing to go to her cottage

ithe country. The kind lady had not cared for

' motherless little ones in vain. It was no new
ng now for Susan to discover the "June roses"

her mistress's fair cheeks, or sunny smiles

>ut her mouth. When she looked now at the

mtiful portrait in her bedroom, and her heart

.rned for her dear ones, the thought of these

olate children dependent upon her would comfort

, and, still looking at the picture through her

rs, she would say, softly :

' I had too much love for you to bless me alone,

L runs over to bless these little helpless ones

!

"

Cathleen had listened so often to Mrs. Percy's

criptions of her country home, and had asked

many questions about it, that she had grown
te familiar in thought with the cottage and its

•oundings.

I few evenings before they went to it, just after

ndy had been taken home, she crept up to Mrs.

cy, who was sitting alone in the twilight, with

j
more question which had been on her lips con-

tly of late, but which she had not yet had the

rage to ask.

Mother," she whispered, " did ye say they was
licken-house to the country? "

Yes," answ-ercd Mrs. Percy,—" a nice one, as

as my store-closet."

And chickens ?
"

Yes, plenty of chickens."

Don't you think, mother,—say, don't you

J " Kathleen halted.

Well? Don't I think what? Out with it

ely, my little girl," said Mrs. Percy, who had
ised what was in Kathleen's mind.

Why !
" said Kathleen, " don't you think we

1 clear out the chickens an' give 'em another

:, an' I'd scrub the chickens' house; an'

i n't we fix a little bed into it, an'—an'—keep

,
ly there nights ?

"

rs. Percy laughed as she drew Kathleen closer

to her, and answered, playfully clapping the child's

hands together

:

" Why, how funny ! / thought of Trudy too,

but I never thought of the hen-house ! If 1 had,

I might have sent a bed for it ; but, as I did n't, I

bought a little crib and sent it to be put intoj'<wr

room, right next to mine. What do you think of

that ?
"

Such a shout of joy as Kathleen gave ! She had

to jump and dance all around the room before she

nestled up to Mrs. Percy again, and cried :

" Oh, you are the best mother in all the world !

I wish—I wish all the little childers that have n't

got any mothers could find you, my own mother !

I knows you aint my reel mother, but if I get gooder

and gooder, you '11 get reeler and reeler,—wont

you, mother ?
"

" Stay close to me, poor little mother-hungry

child!" said Mrs. Percy, "and I will tell thee

where thou canst find some one better than I am
for thy true parent !

"

And, with the child's head on her bosom, she

told her beautiful true stories about the real Father

whom there was for her and all of us, and who
would watch over her and help her to be good and

useful.

Into the happy country they all went, and the

rooms where the darling Mabel used to play, the

garden, grassy lawns and woods she had made
bright with her young life, were less lonely now to

the mother, because of the merry song and laughter

of two children who had never seen such a Para-

dise before.

Summer went, and they gathered many of the

gay autumn leaves before they went back to the

city home.

Trudy did not go to live with her poor old

grandfather again. He was easily persuaded to go

himself to a quiet place out of town where there

was a good home for such as he, and to leave

Trudy altogether with Mrs. Percy.

Kathleen began to go to school the next winter,

and became a devoted little scholar.

There is very little more to tell about her. She

did not grow all at once into one of the good, wise

little girls one reads about sometimes. Mrs.

Percy had to teach her a great many things which

were difficult for a little girl whose beginning in

life had been in such a bad place, but Kathleen

could be as earnest in seeking after other beautiful

things as she had been in seeking after a mother,

and, as she grew older, it was her delight to gather

about herself other poor little people beside Trudy,

to study their needs, and try to show them how to

live good, happy lives.

For stronger and stronger grew a purpose in her

young heart,— a purpose which she revealed to
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Mrs. Percy on one of those evenings when it came
to be their habit to sit and talk together in the

twilight, long after little Trudy was fast asleep.

"Mother," said Kathleen, "you opened your

arms to me that night, long ago, and took me just

as I was,— all sick at heart and tired, —tired nearly

to death,—and you showed me so much love that

it has been growing and growing in me ever sine

And now I feel as if I wanted to seek out all tl

children who want me as much as I wanted yo

and open my arms to them. You have taug

me how, and now I want to work, and work, ai

try with all my might to be like a mother to

many little children as I can."

A LETTER TO LETTER-WRITERS.

By Susan A. Brown.

p ow many of the readers of St.

Nicholas like to write letters ?

It is certain that some of them

do, or Jack-in-the-Pulpit would

not receive so many from young
subscribers. But I am quite sure

that some of them have been

heard to say, " Oh, I hate to

write letters !
" and it is to such

as these that I would speak.

As we may safely take it for

granted, from the alacrity with

which the postman is met at the

door, that every one likes to receive letters, it seems

to be worth while that boys and girls should learn

how to write, with ease and pleasure to themselves,

those letters which their friends shall find it a

pleasure to read.

Letter-writing is very much a matter of habit,

and for that reason it is important that young

people should learn early to consider it a pleasant

way of communicating thoughts and feelings to

their friends, instead of a burdensome task to be

got over as quickly as possible.

We often hear people excuse themselves by say-

ing that they have no " gift for writing letters," as

though it were something like an ear for music, only

accorded to a favored few. But the truth is that

any one can write interesting and pleasant letters

who will take a little trouble and really persevere

in the effort. The grand difficulty in the way is

that they are too selfish and too indolent to try.

Nothing that is worth anything comes without

effort, and if you do not care enough about gratify-

ing your friends to take a little pains for it, you

deserve never to receive any letters yourselves.

A few simple rules, carefully observed, will help

you over some of the things which you call diffi-

culties. In the first place, always write distinct

It destroys much of the pleasure in receiving

letter if it cannot be read without puzzling

every word. Many an epistle, written on hea

cream-laid paper, with a monogram at the top,

only an annoyance to the one to whom it is

dressed, on account of pale ink and careless ha

writing.

Be particular in the matter of dating, givi

every item distinctly, and sign the letter with y<

full name. If this habit is formed, you will

run the risk of losing valuable letters, which can.

be forwarded from the Dead-Letter Office, unl

accompanied with the full address.

You will find it more easy to reply to a lei

soon after you get it than if you neglect it for a

weeks, because you will have the impressions wh
the first reading made upon you. Tell your fri

when you received the letter which you are ansu

ing, and take up the topics in the order in wh
they naturally come, remembering to answer

the questions which have been asked. Try to th

what your friend would like best to hear about,

when you undertake to tell anything, do not le

it half told, but finish the story. People who
not careful about this, often give a false impress

without meaning to do so. For instance, one

these careless writers, in giving an account

fire, simply stated that the house was burned, \

out giving any qualifications, thus giving the

pression that it was entirely consumed, ther

causing a whole family much unnecessary troi

and anxiety, as the actual burning in question

very slight.

Do not consider anything too trivial to «

about, which you would think worth mentior

in conversation. Writing letters is simply tall

upon paper, and your friends will be much n
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ntertained by the narration of little every-day

[(Fairs, than by profound observations upon topics

1
hich you care nothing about.

In writing to very intimate friends, who will be

rterested in the details of your daily life, it is well

...metimes to make your letter a sort of diary—tell-

I g something of how you have spent each day

J

nee you wrote last; what books you have been

ading, what letters you have received from mutual

ends, and what you have heard or seen which

ls interested you.

Write all that you have to say on one subject at

ce. That is, do not begin to tell about your

rden, and then about your school, and then

out your garden again ; but finish one subject

fore you begin another. Do not be afraid of

.ng the pronoun /. Some people avoid it, and

is give their sentences a shabby and unfinished

md, as, "Went to Boston—called on Mrs.

iiith." Never apologize for what you write, by

;'ing that you do not like to write letters. You
uld not think it quite polite, in visiting a friend,

j5ay, " 1 do not like to talk to you, so I shall not

• much." Keep the idea before you that you

writing for the sake of giving pleasure to your

nd.

Yhen your letter is merely an inquiry, or on a

,;tter of business, the case is different. You
n should try to be as brief, concise, and clear as

Isible. An elaborately drawn out business letter

jiS out of place as it is inconsiderate.
; Do not think what to write, but write what you

ik," is an old rule, and a good one to remem-
If you are away from home, it is very selfish

|i to share your good times with the family by

/.ing frequent letters. You can tell what you

] enjoying so much better while it is fresh in

-j mind, than you can after you return, when
1 may not have leisure to go over the whole

md ; and these home letters may be a means
ward of refreshing your own memory, and re-

ading you of incidents which you would other-

have forgotten. There are many other things

) h might be said here, but this will do for the

:ient« A very good rule for letter-writing is the

1
en one, " Do as you would be done by."

ere are two letters, both written not long
1 which illustrate so well some of the things

>h I have been saying, that I must give them
ou. They remind one of the old story of

j-es and No Eyes," where one boy saw nothing

esting in a long walk, while his brother, in

I over the same ground, saw a great many

wonderful things. Fanny wrote with a real desire

to give her cousin pleasure, but Ellen wished only

to get a disagreeable duty off her mind.

Here is Fanny's letter :

Ingleside, Mass., April 20th, 1876.

Mv dear Annie : I was very glad to receive your kind letter,

which came last Thursday.

We are very busy just now, as we go to school every day. Aunt
Alice is visiting us, and every evening she gives us a short lesson in

drawing. We have taken only six, and so have not got on much ;

but I hope soon to be able to draw from copies pretty well. After

that, we are going to take lessons of a regular teacher in sketching

from nature. After we are through with Aunt Alice, mamma reads

aloud to us while we rest our eyes. She has just finished the second

volume of " Mr. Rutherford's Children," and I think it is the nicest

book I ever read, except " Little Women."
Last week mamma took us both to see Mr. Starr exhibit his magic-

lantern in the Town Hall. He had a large white screen put up at

the back of the stage, and the hall was darkened so that we could see

the reflections on the screen. He showed us the sting of a bee and
the point of a cambric-needle, very much larger than they really are.

The needle looked like a blunt stick, but the sting was as sharp as

ever. He had a little animal which he called a water-tiger. It is

really so small that you can hardly see it; but on the screen it looked

as large as a kitten, and we could see it eat bits of food which he

threw into the water. I cannot remember all the things he showed
us; but after that part of the exhibition was over, he pretended to

talk to a man in the cellar, and he made his voice sound as if another

man was answering him. Then he made believe saw a log of wood
and catch a bumble-bee. We never heard a ventriloquist before, and

of course enjoyed it very much. You asked me what color would be

prettiest for your room-paper. I should think you would like blue

best. Next week we are invited to Maggie Alison's party. Every

one of the girls must either learn some little piece of poetry or a funny

story, to repeat there. After supper, Mrs. Alison is going to show
us a set of photographs which have been sent her from Europe.

Ellen and I arc working a set of bureau-mats to give Maggie.

I wish you could see our new kittens that are playing ou the rug.

Mine is gray and Ellen's is buff. You know our kitty ran away, and
we both felt so badly that our neighbor, Mrs. Williams, sent us these

two last Saturday. I wish you would tell us what to call them. We
cannot think of any names pretty enough. Next week the garden

will be made, and we are going to try and keep our flower-beds in

better order than we did last year.

I had a letter last week from Cousin John. His letter sounds as if

he was as old as papa. He is going to Phillips's Academy next Sep-

tember. All the family are sitting here, and send their love. Aunt
Alice says she shall not make her visit at your house until June.

Give my love to aunt and uncle. Thank them for asking me to go

and see you this summer. Your affectionate cousin,

Fannie A. Holmes.

Ellen's letter

:

Ingleside, April.

Dear Acnes: We are very busy, so I cannot write much. We
take lessons from Aunt Alice. We go to school all day. I study

arithmetic and geography and other things.

We went to an exhibition, and had a splendid time. The man
sawed, and caught a bee. The weather is quite warm now. Warm
weather is better than cold for a great many things. We don't have

any vacation until June. Sixteen girls are in our class. The man's

name was Starr. He had a water-tiger that he fed. Aunt Alice

sends her love. I am working a mat. We are going to have a bed

in the garden. Mamma sends love to you all. I do not like to write

letters, so you must excuse a short one. We are going to plant a

great many seeds We are invited to a party. Mamma and papa

are very well ; so are Fanny and I. We have two kittens. I cannot

think of anything more to say. I hope you will write me a long letter

very soon. I like to get letters often.

Your affectionate friend, Ellen.
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THE SEVEN AGES.

By M. B. Whiting.

First
Age.

It was an age of Fire,

Long, long years ago,

When great melted rocks,

With earthquake shocks,

In torrents of flame did flow.

Second
Age.

It was an age of Mollusks,

Long, long years ago,

When the clam and the oyster,

With the mussel much moister,

By the sad sea waves sang low.
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Third
Age.

It was an age of Fishes,

Long, long years ago,

When the shark and the gar-fish,

With the dear little star-fish,

Swam about stately and slow.

Vol. IV.—21.

Fourth
Age.

It was an age of Carbons,

Long, long years ago,

When the fern and the pine,

And other plants fine,

v Were made into coal, you know.
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Fifth
Age.

It was an age of Reptiles,

Long, long years ago,

When the ichthyosaurus,

By the banks of the Taurus,

And the pterodactyl,

By the gurgling till,

Danced in the moonbeam's glow.

Sixth
Age.

It was an age of Mammals,
Long, long years ago,

When the wild mastodon,

With his war-paint on,

The behemoth wooed,

And the mammoth sued,

Where glaciers once did go.
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Seventh
Age.

It is the age of Man !

Now tell me, if you can,

Why no more on the hills

March the pterodactyls ?

Why the ancient tapirs,

Through the morning vapors,

Chase not the whale,

Or the sportive snail ?

And when men have gone,

What next will come on

This peculiar earth,

Which had its birth,

As you surely know,

In an age of fire,

Long years ago

—

Yes, long ago ?

ON THE ICE.

By Irwin Russell.

" They sweep

On sounding skates, a thousand different ways,

In circling poise, swift as the winds along."

—

Thomson.

?ew persons, however sedate, can look upon a

}d smooth sheet of ice without feeling a desire

<go and slide upon it. Even Mr. Pickwick was

acked by this temptation, and he—fell. Indeed,

strong within us is the propensity to slide, that

have cultivated it, and refined upon it, and made
. art of it,—with rules, theories, and scientific

iiaratus. Of the latter, the best, the oldest, and
most universal is the skate,

t can only be conjectured when skating was first

cticed; but it was certainly very long ago. In

: ancient collection of Scandinavian songs and
mds known as the "Edda," Uller, the hand-
le god, is described as being the possessor of

air of skates. This proves that skating is at

least a thousand years old. It is supposed to have

been introduced into England about the twelfth

century, and into the central parts of Europe

somewhat earlier. It is curious, that although all

northern nations possessed the sledge, those of

America knew nothing of the skate, while the

people of Europe did not have the snow-shoe.

The course of invention varied, according to re-

quirements. In America, in high latitudes, the

snows are heavy, and open ice is comparatively

rare. In the corresponding parts of Europe, there

is much more clear ice, and proportionately less

snow.

The ancient skates were nothing but the shin-

bones of oxen or other large animals, pierced with

holes to receive the cords or thongs which bound

them to the feet. Fitzstcphen's "History of Lon-

don," written in the thirteenth century, is the earliest
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English book in which skating is spoken of; and
we learn, from its description, that the performers

upon these bone skates kept themselves in motion

by striking against the ice with an iron-shod pole.

Sometimes specimens of these bone skates have

been discovered, in the progress of excavations, in

several European countries ; and a very well pre-

served pair, so found in England some years ago,

can now be seen in the British Museum.
It is unknown when or where iron was first cm-

ployed in the construction of skates. It was prob-

ably in Holland ; for skates, of a pattern very much
like that of the ones we have now, not only were

known in that country, but were extensively used

by all classes of its people, long before the pastime

of skating became general elsewhere. Skating is

something more than a pastime in Holland.

There it is one of the useful arts, and is uni-

versally practiced and highly esteemed. It offers a

very convenient mode of travel in winter over

the canals that almost entirely supply the place of

roads in the Land of Dykes ; and people skate

from farm to farm, and from town to town, and to

church, and to market, often carrying heavy bur-

dens. The Russians have constructed an ice-

locomotive, with roughened driving-wheels to lay.

hold of the slippery surface, and it has proved a

success ; but in Holland, every man is his own ice-

locomotive. And so is every woman hers,—for it

has long been customary for ladies to skate in

Holland ; whereas in other countries, until re-

cently, this most excellent of out-door exercises for

them has been almost tabooed.

The first skaters in our part of the world were

the honest Dutchmen of the "Province of Nieuw
Nederlandts," who doubtless brought their skates

with them in that celebrated vessel, the " Goede
Vrouw,"—which, we are told by the learned

Diedrich Knickerbocker, " had one hundred feet

in the beam, one hundred feet in the keel, and one

hundred feet from the bottom of the stern-post to

the tafferel." The Dutch certainly deserve high

honor for having introduced skating and Christmas

presents into America, if for nothing else. As
they did so, the worthy St. Nicholas must be es-

teemed the patron of all American skaters.

The modern skate has within the past few years

undergone many modifications, some of which are

great improvements. The skate of twenty years

ago was fastened to the foot with a single long

strap, which passed through rings, crossed and

recrossed, and was finally clasped in a common
tongue buckle. The runner was always '"square"

at the heel, and extended up over the foot at the

toe in a great useless curl. A spike entered the

heel of the shoe, and the blade was fluted or

"guttered" on the bottom. This latter feature,

although it is a great fault, is still occasionally

retained.

' The old style of skate has been superseded bj

better ones ; and these are so many, and so dif

ferent from each other, that it is useless to attemp :

an enumeration of them. It may be said, briefly

that the best skates are those without straps, an>

with solid, broad blades, curving up behind as wel

as before, and lowest in the center. They shouli

be constructed so as to bring the foot as close t(

the ice as possible, and thus avoid a great leverag

upon the ankle.

Professors of the fine art of skating recogniz

about twenty-five regular "steps" and " evolu

tions." All of these, however, may be ranged inr1

two classes: the skating of the "inside edge

and that of the "outside edge;" so called fror

the relative positions of the blade to the ice wtie

performing them. Outside-edge skating is tli

most graceful, and at the same time most difficul

because it requires that the body be thrown ou

ward from the perpendicular,—thus rendering

difficult to preserve the equilibrium. Althoug

skating, as is seen, has its theory, it is purely

matter- of practice. No amount of written instru

tion or advice will make a skater. That hap;

consummation is only arrived at by going throuf

a thorough course of hard falls, as is shown
statistics. The required number of falls has n

yet been exactly computed, but it is well along

the thousands.

On the 29th ofDecember, i860, the river Withai;

in Lincolnshire, England, presented the novel spti

tacle of a military parade on skates, in wh
three full companies took part, and proceed

through a long and complicated drill in excelle

style ; some of the maneuvers being perform

with a motion at the rate of fourteen miles

hour. " Frost Fair," with booths for exhibitioi

and canvas-covered restaurants, has occasiona

been held upon the Thames at London, since 16S

—the date of its first occurrence. Many ordin;

popular amusements, particularly games of b;

have been attempted on the ice, with more or 1

success. And there is one game that is pecul

to the ice, was invented for the ice, and cam
be played anywhere else except on the ice

curling. It is a Scottish national amusement, a

until recently revived in Canada and some co

munities of our Northern States, seldom has bi

practiced outside of Scotland. There it is exce

ingly popular, and is played by old and you;

gentle and simple ; and there appears no rea:

why it should not become equally popular hs

We have already adopted one of its techn

terms,—the word rink. This word, which

apply to the houses or rooms that are now u
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in our cities for common or for roller skating, orig-

inally meant the area of ice upon which the game

of curling is played.

Curling, though not supposed to be so old as

skating, has a respectable degree of antiquity. It

,
is known to have been played throughout Scot-

land for at least two hundred and fifty years. The
.terms employed in the game, however, are all of

I

Dutch or German extraction ; and it is thought

1
possible that the amusement may have existed in

1 :he Low Countries, and have been brought into

Scotland by the people of Flanders who immigrated

luring the reign of James I.

If skating has been sung by Goethe and Klop-

[tock, curling has been no less honored. Most of

The game is played with large stones, which are

very similar in shape to a flat onion,—that is, they

are in the form of spheres that have been so com-
pressed that their breadth is nearly twice their

thickness. The "sole" of the stone—its under

surface— is polished as smoothly as possible ; and
a handle, shaped like the letter L turned upon
its side, is inserted in the top. Such stones are

chosen as are least liable to split, and their weights

are graded according to the strength of the players.

The ordinary average weight is from thirty to fifty

pounds. About fifteen or twenty pounds would

be heavy enough for stones to be used by boys.

The rink is a smooth place marked off upon the

ice, about thirty yards long, and ten feet wide.

its

In
'

Scottish poets have eulogized it, the most emi-

i

it men of the nation have praised it and played

jit, and even the great Burns speaks of it in his

.yea. " Tarn Samson's Elegy "
:

' When Winter muffles up his cloak,

And binds die mire up like a rock

;

When to the lochs the curlers (lock

WT gleesomc speed,

Wha will they station at the cock?

—

Tarn Samson 's dead

!

' He was the king o' a' the core,

To guard, or draw, or wick a bore

;

Or up the rink like Jehu roar

In time o' need;

But now he lays on Death's hog-score,

—

Tarn Samson 's dead !

'

At each end of the rink a small mark or hole is

chipped out. which is most commonly called the

tee, although it has other names in some parts

of Scotland. Two circles arc drawn around each
tee, with the latter as their common center. The
inner one may be made about four feet in diame-

ter, and the outer one six feet. These circles are

called brottghs, and their object is to assist the eye

in judging the distances between the stones, when
played, and the tee. Lines are drawn across the

rink, in front of the tees, and about fifteen feet

from them; which two lines are entitled hog-

scores. The rink should be perfectly clear of ob-

structions, as should also the ice beyond the tees
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for several feet. The number of stones is usually

sixteen, and eight players upon each side is the

common number. There may be any number less

than eight, however, if so agreed.

There are thirty-one "points" in the game.

All the players stand at one tee, and slide their

stones up the rink to the tee at the other end, in

succession ; and the stone resting nearest the tee

counts one, and is called " the winner." If the

stone next nearest the tee, and the one next after

that, etc., belong to the same party who own the

winner, they each count an additional point

;

otherwise, they are not "scored." When any
player fails to propel his stone beyond the hog-

score at the opposite end, one is deducted from the

score of his party.

On each side, he who plays last is called the

driver, and he directs and advises the others. The
first player is the lead. He grasps a stone firmly

by the handle, and slides it up the rink at the tee

;

attempting to place the stone either upon the tee,

or a little on the hither side of it. The others fol-

low ; attempting to lay their own stones near the

tee, or to place them so as to guard the stones of

their own party which have been well laid, or to

drive away those of their opponents. When all

the stones have been played, and the points

counted, the game is resumed by playing back at I

the first tee ; and so on until thirty-one are counted |
by one side or the other. A bore is a stone that |
lies in the way of a player, between him and the

tee. Wicking is "caroming" from or glancing

off from one stone to another.

Such are the general principles of curling :—

a

game that affords excellent exercise, is highly

amusing, and gives room for the display of much
judgment and skill. When clubs are formed, the

cost of having the stones prepared is not great for

each individual member. There are many cricket

clubs in America, and our English brethren are

adopting base-ball. Why should not curling also

become an international game?
There is no doubt that the sports of the ice

should be cultivated to the fullest extent; for a'

time is coming, say the wise men, when our whole

globe is to be enveloped in a solid casing of ice;

and the man of the future (who will probably much
resemble the modern Esquimaux) will be obliged

to slide, and to skate, and to curl, without cessa-

tion, to keep himself warm and comfortable. That
" glacial epoch " is some hundreds of centuries off

yet, to be sure ; but there is nothing like acquiring

good habits early. Wherefore the moral hereof

is : Go and have your skates sharpened

!

:

A VISIT FROM JACK FROST.
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THE TWO WISHES.
(A fairy Story.)

By Susan Coolidge.

Pierot and Pierotte were a small brother and

ister who were always wishing to be something

liat they were not, or to have something which

bey had not. They were not unhappy or discou-

nted children,—far from it. Their home, though

oor, was comfortable ; their parents, though strict,

ere kind; they were used to both, and desired

lothing better. Wishing with them was a habit,

a idle game which they were forever playing. It

leant little, but it sounded ill; and a stranger

;stening, would have judged them less well-off

id cheerful than they really were.

" I wish I need n't wake up, but might lie still

lday," was Pierotte's first thought every morn-

g; while Pierot's was, " I wish Pierotte wasn't

ich a sleepy-head, for then we could get out he-

re sunrise, and gather every mushroom in the

eadow while the Blaize children are still snoring

i their beds." Then later, at breakfast, Pierotte

juld say, " I wish I were the Princess, to have

ffee and white bread to my dejeuner, instead of

esome porridge. I am tired of porridge. White

ead and coffee must be better,—much better !

"

it all the time she spoke, Pierotte's spoon, trav-

ng between her bowl and mouth, conveyed the

tiresome" porridge down her throat as rapidly as

DUgh it were the finest Mocha ; and Pcriotte en-

lyed it as much, though she fancied that she did

t.

" I wish I were the young Comte Jules," Pierot

uld next begin in his turn. "No fagots to bind,

1 cow to fodder, no sheep to tend. Ah ! a fine

: he leads ! Beautiful clothes, nothing to do.

; meals a day, two of them dinners, a horse to

,e,—everything ! I wish "

And a nice yellow skin and eyes like boiled

iseberries," chimed in his mother. " Better

h for these, while you are about it. Much you

|ow of noblemen and their ways! Didst ever
re an indigestion ? Tell me that. When thou

t tried one, wish for it again, if thou canst."

irhen Pierot. would laugh sheepishly, shoulder

hatchet, and go off after wood, the inseparable

rotte trotting by his side. As they went, it

lid be :

'

::

I wish I were a bird," or

lp like that grasshopper;'

1 our godfather had left us his money. We
uld be rich then."

or the children had the same godfather. Pie-

I wish we could

ir, ' Pierotte, I

rotte first, and then Pierot having been named
after their father's cousin, a well-to-do peasant,

whom it was expected would remember his little

relatives in his will. This hope had been disap-

pointed, and the children's regrets were natural

and excusable, since even the wise dame, their

mother, did not conceal her opinion of Cousin

Pierre's conduct, which she considered irregular

and dishonest. Children soon learn to join in

chorus with older voices, and Pierot and Pierotte,

in this case, found it particularly easy, as it chimed
with the habit of their lives.

One warm July morning, their mother roused

them for an early breakfast, and sent them into the

forest after wood.
" My last fagot is in," she said. " You must

bind and tie smartly to-day. And, Pierotte, help

thy brother all that thou canst, for the father can-

not spare him to go again this week, and on Sat-

urday is the sennight's baking."

So they set forth. The sun was not fairly risen,

but his light went before his coming, and even in

the dim forest-paths it was easy to distinguish leaf

from flower. Shadows fell across the way from the

trees, which stood so motionless that they seemed
still asleep. Heavy dew hung on the branches

;

the air was full of a rare perfume, made up of

many different fragrances, mixed and blended by

the cunning fingers of the night. A little later,

and the light broadened. Rays of sun filtered

through the boughs, a wind stirred, and the trees

roused themselves, each with a little shake and

quiver. Somehow, the forest looked unfamiliar,

and like a new place to the children that morning.

They were not often there at so early an hour, it is

true, but this did not quite account for the strange

aspect of the woods. Neither of them knew, or,

if they knew, they had forgotten, that it was Mid-

summer's Day, the fairies' special festival. Nothing

met their eyes, no whir of wings or sparkle of

bright faces from under the fern-branches, but a

sense of something unusual was in the air, and
the little brother and sister walked along in silence,

peering curiously this way and that, with an in-

stinctive expectation of unseen wonders.

"Isn't it lovely?" whispered Pierotte, at last.

" It never looked so pretty here as it does to-day.

See that wild-rose,—how many flowers it has ! Oh !

what was that ? It waved at me !

"

" What waved ?
"
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" The rose. It waved a white arm at me !

"

." Nonsense ! It was the wind," replied Pierot,

sturdily, leading the way into a side-path which

led off from the rose-bush.

"Is it much farther where we get the wood ?
"

asked Pierotte, for the children had been walking

a considerable time.

" Father said we were to go to the Hazel Copse,"

answered Pierot. " We must be almost there."

So for half an hour longer they went on and on,

but still no sign of fallen trees or wood-choppers

appeared, and Pierot was forced to confess that he

must have mistaken the road.

" It is queer, too," he said. " There was that

big red toad-stool where the paths joined. I marked

it the other day when I came with the father.

What 's the matter ? " for Pierotte had given a

sudden jump.
" Some one laughed," said Pierotte, in an awe-

struck tone.

" It was a cricket or tree-toad. Who is here to

laugh?"
Pierotte tried hard to believe him, but she did

not feel comfortable, and held Pierot's sleeve tight

as they went. He felt the trembling of the little

hand.

"Pierotte, thou art a goose!" he said; but all

the same he put his arm round her shoulders,

which comforted her so that she walked less tim-

orously.

One path after another they tried, but none of

them led to the cleared spot where the fallen trees

lay. The sun rose high, and the day grew warmer,

but in the forest a soft breeze blew, and kept them

cool. Hour after hour passed ; the children had

walked till they were tired. They rested awhile,

ate half their dinner of curds and black bread, then

they went on again, turned, twisted, tried paths to

right and paths to left, but still the dense woods

closed them in, and they had no idea where they

were, or how they should go.

Suddenly the track they were following led to a

little clearing, in which stood a tiny hut, with a

fenced garden full of cherry-trees and roses. It was

such a surprise to find this fertile and blooming
spot in the heart of the wild wood, that the children

stood still with their mouths open, to stare at it.

" How strange !
" gasped Pierot, when at last he

found his voice. " The father always said that

ours was the only hut till you got to the other side

the forest."

" Perhaps this is the other side," suggested

Pierotte.

An odd chuckling laugh followed this remark,

and they became aware of an old woman sitting

at the window of the cottage,—a comical old woman,
with a stiff square cap on her head, sharp twinkling

eyes, and a long hooked nose. As the childre

looked, she laughed again, and, extending he

finger, beckoned them to come nearer.

Timidly they obeyed, setting down their b

wood-basket at the gate. The old woman leanei

over the window to await them, her hand on

square glass jar full of yellow liquid, in whicl

floated what seemed to be a pickled serpent with h

tail in three coils, and the tip in his mouth. Pierott

shuddered at the serpent, but Pierot was bolder.

" Did you want us, good madam ? " he asked.

"Want you? No," replied the "good madam
" How should I want you? I saw you staring

my house as if your eyes would pop out of you

heads, and I thought, perhaps, you wanted me."

, .£^?/^,'<\[C"
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"did you want us, good madam ?

"

" It was only—we were only—surprised," star

mered Pierot. " Because we did n't know th

there was a house here."

" There was none last night, and there wont 1

any to-morrow morning—at least—none for ch

dren to stare at," replied the old woman, coolly.

"What do you mean?" cried Pierot, asto

ished beyond measure. " How can a house

built in one night ? And why wont it be here

morrow !

"

" Because to-morrow wont be Midsummer's D
—and to-day is," replied the old woman ;

" anc

fairy-house is visible to mortal eyes at that tivr

and no other."

" Fairy-house !
" faltered Pierot ; while Pierot

jumping more rapidly to a conclusion, fail
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reamed :
" Oh, Pierot ! Madam, then, is a fairy !

real fairy ! Pierot, think of it, only think of it !

"

" Very much at your service," said the old

oman, with a malicious smile. " Do you like

ries, then ? Do you admire my pickled snake ?

ould you wish to pull some flowers ?
"

^Something in the smile made Pierotte draw

ck; but Pierot said, politely:

]" One rose, perhaps—since Madam is so good."

The fairy leaned out and plucked a rose from

; vine which grew on the wall close by.

'i"Now, listen," she said. "Each of my roses

j
:loses a wish. You are great wishers, I know ;

"

d her eyes twinkled queerly. " This time the

;h will come true, so take care what you are

:>ut. There will be no coming to get me to undo

wish, for I sha' n't be visible again till this time

,t year on Midsummer's Day,—you know."

f Oh, Pierot ! what shall we wish for ? " cried

rotte, much excited ; but the old woman only

eated, " Take care !
" drew her head in at the

dow, and all in a minute,—how they could not

lain,—the cottage had vanished, the garden,

gate,—they were in the wood again, with noth-

but trees and bushes about them ; and all would

seemed like a dream, except for the rose which

ot held in his hand— red and fragrant.

What shall we wish for ? " repeated Pierotte,

1;hey seated themselves under a tree to talk over

marvelous adventure.

We must be very careful, and ask for some-

g nice," replied Pierot.

i It would be better to wait and think for a long

first," suggested Pierotte.

jThou art right. We will. Art thou not hun-

Oh, so hungry ! Let us eat the rest of our

i now. I can't wait any longer."

Pierot produced the big lump of bread, and

ed it into two equal portions.

Look, look !
" cried Pierotte, as her teeth met

a first mouthful. " A cherry-tree, brother,

—

.1 cherry-iree here in the woods ! And with

cherries on it ! How good some would be

our bread !

"

x'irst rate !
" cried Pierot ; and, putting their

r. carefully on the grass, both ran to the tree.

the boughs grew high, and the cherries hung
iyond their reach. Pierot tried to climb the

:3ut the stem was both slight and slippery.

they found a forked stick, but vainly at-

ed to hook and draw down a branch.

1 h, dear ! I wish we were both grown up,"
D
ierot, panting with exertion.

D do I. If we were as big as father and

r, we could reach the boughs without even

; on tiptoe," chimed in Pierotte.

Luckless words ! As Pierot spoke, the rose,

which he had stuck in his cap, shriveled and
faded, while a queer sensation as if he were being

carried up into the air swept over him. He
clutched at something to hold himself down. That
something was the cherry-tree bough ! He could

reach it now, and as his eyes turned with dismay to-

ward Pierotte, there she stood, also holding a twig

of the tree, only two or three inches lower than

his own. Her pretty round cheeks and childish

curls were gone, and instead of them he beheld a

middle-aged countenance with dull hair, a red

nose, and a mouth fallen in for lack of teeth. She,

on her part, unconscious of the change, was

staring at him with a horrified expression.

" Why, Pierot !
" she cried at last, in a voice

which sounded as old as her face. " How queer

you look ! You 've got a beard, and your fore-

head is all criss-cross and wrinkly, and your chin

rough. Dear me, how ugly you are ! I never

thought you could be so ugly."
" Ugly, eh ! Perhaps you would like to see

your own face," said Pierot, enraged at this flatter-

ing criticism. " Just wait till we get home, and
I show you the old looking-glass. But stay, we
need n't wait ;

" and he dragged Pierotte to the

side of a little pool of still water, which had caught

his eye among the bushes. "Here's a looking-

glass ready made," he went on. " Look, Pierotte,

and see what a beauty you have become.

"

Poor Pierotte ! She took one look, gave a

scream, and covered her face with her hands.
" That me ? " she cried. " Oh ! I never, never

will think it ! What is the matter with us, Pierot ?

Was it that horrid fairy, do you think ? Did she

bewitch us ?
"

" The wish !
" faltered Pierot, who at that mo-

ment caught sight of the faded rose in his cap. " I

wished that we were both grown up, don't you
remember? Oh, what a fool I was !

"

" You horrid boy ! You have gone and wished

me into an ugly old woman ! I '11 never forgive

you !
" sobbed Pierotte.

"It was your wish too. You said you would

like to be as old as father and mother. So you

need n't call me horrid !
" answered Pierot, an-

grily.

Silence followed, broken only by Pierotte's sobs.

The two old children sat with their backs to each

other, under different trees. By and by Pierot's

heart began to smite him.
" It was more my fault than hers," he thought;

and, turning round a little way, he said, coax-

ingly, " Pierotte."

No answer. Pierotte only stuck out her shoulder

a little and remained silent.

"Don't look so cross," went on Pierot. "You
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can't think how horrid it makes you—a woman of

your age !

"

" I 'm not a woman of my age. Oh, how can

you say such things?" sobbed Pierotte. "I don't

want to be grown-up. I want to be a litttle girl

again."
" You used to be always wishing you were big,"

remarked her now big brother.

"Y—es, so I was; but I never meant all at

once. I wanted to be big enough to spin—and

the—mother—was—going— to teach me," went on

poor Pierotte, crying bitterly, ''and I wanted to be

as big as Laura Blaize—and—pretty—and some day

have a sweetheart, as she had—and— but what 's

the use— I 've lost it all, and I 'm grown-up, and

old and ugly already, and the mother wont know
me, and the father will say, "My little Pierotte

—

' Cceur de St. Martin—impossible ! get out you

witch !
' " Overcome by this dreadful picture, Pie-

rotte hid her face and cried louder than ever.

"I'll tell you what," said Pierot, after a pause,

" don't let us go home at all. We will just hide

here in the woods for a year, and when Midsum-
mer's Day comes round, we '11 hunt till we find the

fairy house again, and beg her, on our knees, for

another wish, and if she says 'yes,' we'll wish at

once to be little just as we were this morning, and

then we '11 go home directly."

"Poor mother; she will think we are dead!"
sighed Pierotte.

"That's no worse than if she saw us like this.

I 'd be conscripted most likely and sent off to fight,

and me only twelve years old. And you 'd have a

horrid time of it with the Blaize boys. Robert

Blaize said you were the prettiest girl in Balne aux

Bois. I wonder what he 'd say now ?
"

"Oh yes, let us stay here," shuddered Pierotte.

" I could n't bear to see the Blaize boys now. But

then— it will be dark soon—sha' n't you be fright-

ened to stay in the woods all night?"

"Oh! a man like me isn't easily frightened,"

said Pierot, stoutly, but his teeth chattered a little.

"It's so queer to hear you call yourself 'a

man,' " remarked Pierotte.

"And it's just as queer to hear you call your-

self a little girl," answered Pierot, with a glance at

the antiquated face beside him.
" Dear, how my legs shake, and how stiff my

knees are!" sighed Pierotte. " Do grown-up peo-

ple feel like that always ?
"

" I don't know," said Pierot, whose own legs

lacked their old springiness. " Would you like

some cherries now, Pierotte ? I can reach them

easily."

"Cherries! Those sour things? No, thank

you. They would be sure to disagree with me,"

returned Pierotte, pettishly.

"Times are changed," muttered Pierot, but

dared not speak aloud.

" Where shall we sleep ? " asked Pierotte.

" Under the trees, so long as the summer last;

" Gracious ! We shall both die of rheumatisn

"Rheumatism? What an idea for a child

you !
"

" I wish I -were a child," said Pierotte, wifji

groan. "Here's a tree with grass below it

I 'm getting tired and sleepy."

When the brother and sister woke it was brc

sunlight again.

" One day gone of our year," said Pierot, tryi

to be cheerful.

It was hard work as time went on, and with

their constant walking and wandering they ne

seemed to find their way out of the forest, or

that particular part of it where their luckless

venture had befallen them. Turn which way t!

would, the paths always appeared to lead th

round to the same spot ; it was like bewitchme

they could make nothing out of it. The dulh

of their lives was varied only by an occasional qi

rel. Pierot would essay to climb a tree, and I

rotte, grown sage and proper, would upbraid 1

for behaving so foolishly—"just like a boy,"-

he would catch her using the pool as a mirror, ;

would tease her for caring so much for a plain

face when there was nobody but himself to Ic

How the time went they had no idea. It seer

always daylight, and yet weeks, if not mon
must have passed, they thought, and Pierot at

began to suspect the fairy of having changed

regular course of the sun so as to cheat them

of the proper time for finding her at home.
" It's just like her," he said. " She is ma

the days seem all alike, so that we may not k

when Midsummer comes. Pierotte, I '11 tell

what, we must be on the lookout, and search

the little house every day, for if we forget just (

that will be the very time, depend upon it."

So every day, and all day long, the two

children wandered to and fro in search of the I

cot. For a long time their quest was in vain,

at last, one bright afternoon, just before' sunse

they were about giving up the hunt for that

the woods opened in the same sudden way

revealed the garden, the hut, and—yes—at

window the pointed cap, the sharp black eye:

was the fairy herself, they had found her at las

For a moment they were too much bewildere

move, then side by side they hurried into the

den without waiting for invitation.

"Well, my old gaffer, what can I do for yoi

for you, dame ? " asked the fairy, benevolently

"Oh, please, I am not a dame, he is n

gaffer," cried Pierotte, imploringly. "I am

d

':•.
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I rotte "—and she bobbed a courtesy. " And this

'ierot, my brother."

Pierot and Pierotte ! Wonderful ! " said the

y. "But, my dear children, what has caused

; change in your appearance? You have aged

larkably since I saw you last."

Indeed, we have," replied Pierot, with a

nace.

Well, age is a very respectable thing. Some
sons are always wishing to be old," remarked

fairy, maliciously. " You find it much pleas-

;r than being young, I dare say."

Indeed, we don't," said Pierotte, wiping her

i on her apron.

No ? Well, that is sad, but I have heard peo-

say the same before you."

Oh, please, please," cried Pierot and. Pierotte,

ig on their knees before the window, " please,

THEY FIND THE COTTAGE AGAIN.

\ kind fairy, forgive us. We don't like to be
l-up at all. We want to be little and young
. Please, dear fairy, turn us into children as

;re before ?
"

Vhat would be the use? "said the old woman.
1 'd begin wanting to be somebody else at

if you were turned back to what you were

Ve wont, indeed we wont," pleaded the chil-

''very humbly.

fairy leaned out and gathered a rose.

"'ery well," she said. "Here's another wish
J
u. See that it is a wise one this time, for if

il, it will be of no use to come to me."
:h these words, she shut the blinds suddenly,

o! in one second, house, garden, and all

anished, and Pierot and Pierotte were in the

again.

There was no deliberation this time as to what
the wish should be.

"I wish I was a little boy," shouted Pierot,

holding the rose over his head with a sort of

ecstasy.

" And I wish I was a little girl, the same little

girl exactly that 1 used to be," chorused Pierotte.

The rose seemed to melt in air, so quickly did it

wither and collapse. And the brother and sister

embraced and danced with joy, for each in the

other's face saw the fulfillment of their double wish.

" Oh, how young you look ! Oh, how pretty

you are ! Oh, what happiness it is not to be old

any longer ! The dear fairy ! The kind fairy !

"

These were the exclamations which the squirrels

and the birds heard for the next ten minutes, and
the birds and the squirrels seemed to be amused,

for certain queer and unexplained little noises like

laughs sounded from under the

leaves and behind the bushes.

" Let us go home at once to

mother," cried Pierotte.

There was no difficulty about the

paths now. After walking awhile,

Pierot began to recognize this turn

and that. There was the hunts-

man's oak and the Dropping Well

;

and there—yes, he was sure—lay

the hazel copse- where the father

had bidden them go for wood.
" I say," cried Pierotte, with a

sudden bright thought, "we will

wait and bind one fagot for the

mother's oven—the poor mother !

Who has fetched her wood all this

time, do you suppose? "

Plenty of sticks lay on the

ground ready for binding. The
wood-choppers had just left off

their work, it would seem. Pierotte's basket was

filled, a fagot tied and lifted on to Pierot's shoul-

ders, and through the gathering twilight they

hurried homeward. They were out of the wood

soon. There was the hut, with a curl of smoke
rising from the chimney ; there was the mother

standing at the door and looking toward the forest.

What would she say when she saw them ?

What she said astonished them very much.

"How long you have been! "were the words,

but the tone was not one of surprise.

" O mother, mother !
" cried Pierotte, clinging

to her arm. while Pierot said, " We were afraid to

come home because we looked so old, and we

feared you would not know us, but now we are

young again."

"Old! young!" said the mother. " What
does the lad mean ? One does not age so fast
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between sunrise and sunset as to be afraid to come
home. Are you dreaming, Pierot?"

" But we have been away a year," said Pierot,

passing his hand before his eyes as if trying to

clear his ideas.

"A year! Prithee! And the sheets which I

hung out at noon not fairly dry yet. A year!

And the goats thou drovest to pasture before

breakfast not in the shed yet! A year! Thou
wouldst better not let the father hear thee prate

thus! What, crying, Pierotte ! Here 's a pretty to

do because, forsooth, you are come in an hour late
!"

An hour late ! The children looked at each

other in speechless amazement. To this day the

amazement continues. The mother still persi

that they were absent but a few hours. Whe
;

then, were the weeks spent in the wood, the gi

hair, the wrinkles, the wanderings in search of

old woman and her hut ? Was all and each bu
bit of enchantment, a trick' of the mirth-lovi

fairies? They could not tell, and neither can!

Fairies are unaccountable folk, and their doii

surpass our guessing, who are but mortal,

stupid at that ! One thing I know, that the t
:

children since that day have dropped their fooi

habit of wishing and are well content to rem
little Pierot and Pierotte till the time comes
them to grow older, as it will only too soon.

THE GOLDEN FISH OF OWARI CASTLE.

By William E. Griffis.

Of all the sports at which the boys in Japan

amuse themselves, kite-flying seems to afford the

most fun and enjoyment. Japanese kites are not

plain coffin-shaped bits of tissue-paper, such as

American boys fly. They are made of tough

paper stretched on light frames of bamboo, and of

all shapes,—square, oblong, or oval. They are

also made to imitate animals. I have often, in

my walks in Japan, seen a whole paper menagerie

in the air. There were crying babies, boys with

arms spread out, horses, fishes, bats, hawks, crows,

monkeys, snakes, dragons, besides ships, carts,

and houses. Across and behind the top of the

kite, a thin strip of whalebone is stretched, which

hums, buzzes, or sings high in air like a hurdy-

gurdy or-a swarm of beetles. When the boys of a

whole city are out in kite-time, there is more music

in the air than is delightful. The real hawks and
crows, and other birds, give these buzzing counter-

feits of themselves a wide berth. In my walks, I

often was deceived when looking up, unable to tell

at first whether the moving black spot in the air

were paper, or a real, living creature, with beak,

claws, and feathers.

A kite-shop in Japan is a jolly place to visit. I

knew one old fellow, a toy-maker in Fukui, who
was always slitting bamboo or whalebone, painting

kite-faces, or stretching them on the frames. His

sign out in front was—well, what do you think?

I am sure you can't guess. It was a cuttle-fish. A
real jolly old cuttle, looking just as funny and old,

with its pulpy forehead and one black eye, as m(
like Mr. Punch, or an old man with a long 1

and chin made out of lobster-claws, as such a

fellow could.

This is the sign for kite-shops all over Jap
The native boys call a kite tako, which is

Japanese for cuttle-fish. It is just such a pui

would be played if a kite-maker in our coui

were, to hang out for his sign the fork-tailed

after which our kites took their name.

On the faces of the square Japanese kites

can see a whole picture-gallery of the natic

heroes. Brave boys, great men, warriors in hel

and armor, hunters with bows and arrows, anc

the famous children and funny folks in the Je

nese fairy tales, are painted on them in gay col

besides leaping dragons, snow-storms, pretty
j

dancing, and a great many other designs.

The Japanese boys understand well how to s

''messengers" to the top of the kite, and hoi

entangle each other's kites. When they wish

they can cut their rival's strings and send

proud prize fluttering to the ground. To do 1

they take about ten feet of the string near the i

dip it in glue and then into bits of powdered g

making a multitude of tiny blades as sharp
j

razor, and looking, when magnified, like the

of a wall in which broken bottles have been sc

keep off climbers. When two parties of 1

agree to have a paper war near the clouds

raise their kites and then attempt to cross:
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ings. The most skillful boy saws off, with his

ss saw, the cord of his antagonist.

The little boys fly kites that look for all the world

S themselves. I have often seen chubby little

ows, scarcely able to walk, holding on to their

oer likenesses. Would you believe it ? Even
blind boys amuse themselves with these buz-

y toys, and the tugging string that pulls like a

fish. This fact, as I have often seen it, loses

wonder, when you remember that a good kite

the hands of a boy who is not blind often will

1 out of sight. The Japanese blind boy enjoys

boys and young men would make kites as large as

an elephant. Why do they not permit it? I can

best answer the question by telling you a true

story.

In nearly every large city in Japan there is, or

was, a large castle, in which the prince of the prov-

ince or his soldiers lived in time of peace, or fought

in time of war. In Nagoya, in the province of

Owari, in the central part of the main island, was
seen the largest and finest of all the castles in Japan.

They were built of thick walls of stone masonry
from twenty to one hundred feet high, and divided

ATTEMPTING TO ROB THE GOLDEN FISH. (DRAWN BY A JAPANESE ARTIST.)

in with finger and ear. It is like Beethoven

I in raptures over music, though stone deaf.

uare kites, with the main string set in the

r, do not need bobs, but usually the Japanese

ittaches two very long tails made of rice-

usual size of a kite in Japan is two feet square,

ilften four feet ; and I have seen many that were
jet high. Of course, such a kite needs very

1 cord, which is carried in a basket or on a big

They require a man, or a very strong boy,

=e them ; and woe betide the small urchin

ittempts to hold one in a stiff breeze ! The
ling monster in the air will drag him off his

)ull him over the street, or into the ditch,

! he knows it. Tie such a kite to a dog's tail,

Japanese canine could even turn round to

le string. If the Government allowed it,

from the outside land by moats filled with water.

At the angles were high towers, built of heavy

beams of wood covered with lime to make them
fire-proof, and roofed with tiles. They had many
gables like a pagoda, and port-holes or windows

for the archers to shoot out their arrows on the

besiegers. These windows were covered with cop-

per or iron shutters. At the end of the topmost

gable of the tower, with its tail in the air, was a

great fish made of bronze or copper, from six to

ten feet high, weighing thousands of pounds. It

was a frightful monster of a fish, looking as if

Jonah would be no more in its mouth than a sprat

in a mackerel's. It stood on its lower gill, like a

boy about to walk on his hands and head. It

always reminded me of the old-fashioned candle-

sticks, in which a glass dolphin rampant, with very

thick lips, holds a candle in his glass tail. In
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Japan, however, the flukes of this bronze fish's tail,

instead of a candle, were usually occupied by a

live hawk, or sometimes an eagle, cormorant, or

falcon. Half the birds in Fukui solemnly be-

lieved the castle towers to have been built for their

especial perch and benefit. I often have seen

every fish-tail of the castle occupied by crows.

They were finishing their toilet, enjoying an after-

dinner nap, or making speeches to each other,

observing the rules of order no better than some
assemblies in which several persons talk at once.

We sometimes say of a boy having wealthy

parents, that "he was born with a silver spoon in

his mouth." Now, as the Japanese eat with chop-

sticks, and use their silver for other purposes, they

express nearly the same idea in other words.

In Japan, the better class of people—those who
enjoy the privilege of wealth, education, or posi-

tion—live either within or near the castle. One
of the first things a well-born Japanese baby sees

and learns to know out-doors is the upright bronze

fish on the castle towers. Hence a Japanese is

proud to say, " I was born within sight of the

shachihoko " (the Japanese name of this fish). The
princes of Owari were very proud, rich, and pow-

erful ; and they determined to erect gold instead

of bronze fishes on their castle. So they engaged

famous gold and silver smiths to make them a

shachihoko ten feet high. Its tail, mouth, and fins

were of solid beaten silver. Its scales were plates

of solid gold. Its eyes were of black glass. It cost

many thousands of dollars, and required about

twenty men to lift it.

This was at Nagoya, a city famous for its bronzes,

porcelain vases, cups, and dishes, its wonderful

enamel work called cloisonne, and its gay fans.

Thousands of the Japanese fans with which we cool

our faces in summer were made in Nagoya. Well,

when, after much toil and the help of great derricks

and tackling, the great object was raised to its

place, thousands of persons came from a distance

to see the golden wonder. The people of Nagoya
felt prouder than ever of their handsome city.

In all kinds of weather, the golden fish kept its

color and glittering brightness, never tarnishing or

blackening like the common shachihoko on other

castles. Morning and evening, the sunbeams

gilded it with fresh splendor. The gold and the

sunlight seemed to know each other, for they always

kissed. The farmers' children, who lived miles

distant in the country, clapped their hands with

joy when the flashing flukes on the castle towers

gleamed in the air. The travelers plodding along

the road, as they mounted a hill, knew when the

city was near, though they could not see anything

but the gleam like a star of gold.

Alas that I should tell it ! What was joy to

the many, was temptation to some. They w
led to envy, then to covet, then to steal the pr

A man whose talents and industry might h

made him rich and honored, became a robl:

—first in heart, and then in act. He began
study how he might steal the golden fish. II

was he to reach the roof of the tower? Even if

could swim the moat and scale the wall, he cq

not mount to the top story or the roof. The g;

were guarded. The sentinels were vigilant,

armed with sword and spear. How should

reach the golden scales ?

The picture tells the story. It was drawn by

famous Japanese artist in Tokio, Ozawa, ant

true to the facts, as I have seen, or have been 1

them. A kite, twenty-five feet square, was m
of thick paper, with very strong but light bam
frame, with tough rope for a tether, and a pai

bobs strong enough to lift two hundred poui

No man could hold such a kite. The rope

wound round a windlass and paid out by one
]

son, while two men and three boys held the h

cart. A very dark, cloudy night, when a b

wind was up, was chosen. When all was read

midnight, the hand-cart was run out along

moat, the robber with prying-tools in his belt,

his feet in loops at the end of the bobs, moui

on the perilous air-ship, more dangerous thr

balloon. The wind was in the right direction,

by skillful movements of the cart and windlass

robber, after swinging like a pendulum for a

minutes, finally alighted on the right roof. Fa;

ing the bobs so as to secure his descent, he bi

the work of wrenching off the golden scales.

This he found no easy task. The goldsiV

had riveted them so securely that they defiec

prying, and the soft, tough metal could not be

off. He dared not make any clinking noise

hammer or chisel, lest the sentinels should

him. After what appeared to be several h

work, he had loosened only two scales, w

scarcely more than fifty dollars

i

To make a long story short, the man was cat

The sentinels were awakened, and the crime

tected. The robber was sentenced to die a

death,—to be boiled in oil. His accomplice

ceived various other degrees of punishment.

Prince of Owari issued a decree forbidding th

ing of any kites above a certain small size. H
forth the grand old kites which the boys o

province had flown in innocent fun were i

more to be seen.

As for the big golden fish, it was afterward I

down from the castle in Nagoya, and kept i

prince's treasure-house. When I saw it, it v

Tokio at the museum. It was afterward tali

Vienna and exhibited at the Exposition in 18

::
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EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF A
BLUE-COAT GIRL.

The readers of St. Nicholas will find all about the lilue-Coats in

very first article of the first number of the magazine. Girls were

s educated there as well as boys, but the girls' school after a while

q removed to Hertford.)

March joth, i68g.—Oh ! what shall I do ? Such

ittle thing as I to be left all alone ! Father !

,ther! where are you? Can not you speak to

from the better world where you are gone

,ty? It is so lonely, that I must keep this little

jrnal to talk all to myself. I promised dear

.a that I would do it. Little he thought, when

took so much pains to teach me to read and

;e, that I should soon have no other comfort.

1 it be possible, that only last week, dear mam-
,was with me, sitting so pale and gentle in that

j.r, with her lovely white hair and darling old

? And now, where is she ? And what shall I

There is no one to love me, or take care of

any more.

y uncle came to see about the funeral. He is

cold and formal, and not a bit like mamma.
)es not seem as if he could be her brother. He
d and poor, and badly dressed, and thin. He
inot do anything for me, he says, he is such a

man. His eyes look wild sometimes ; he

. tens me. Ah ! I cannot stay here. Every-

l must be sold he says, and I must even part

mother's chair. Her Bible I will keep. No
..shall take that from me, if I starve.

)w it rains and blows ! What a stormy night

!

she is lying alone there, in that dreadful

;h-yard, under the black, dripping trees. Oh,
er ! mother

!

nil 3rd.—All is sold and gone, even mother's

and bed. Uncle John gave me money to pay
andlady, and said, "It is better so, child."

,tps it is ; but I 've kept the portraits, and
.:er's clothes, and her Bible and Prayer-Book.

.rer was a good Church-woman, if father was
und Head. I don't know what a Round

1 means, but it can't be anything bad, except

ooor papa lost all his money very long ago,

: I was born ; and we were so poor always.

[:papa gave up his living, mamma said we had
.1 happy home in a beautiful parsonage, by an
vered church down in Devonshire, and not

were great cliffs, with thickets of gorse and
md bramble at the top, and the wide sea

.; and shining below. But I was not born

There were other children, but they are all

iOw. How I wish one—just one—of them had

'

lived ! I should like to see the sea (I who have

never been out of London in my life), and to play

on the beach with those little brothers and sislers.

But I forget—they would all be grown up now.

Mother used to talk so much about Dorothy, who
had fair hair like me, and was so very lovely. I

wonder if I look a bit like her ? She would have

been married now, and I should have lived with

her. Somehow, I feel as if I would rather have

had a brother who was strong and big, to run

races on the beach mother told me of. What a

baby I talk like ! Yet, I 'm not much more than a

baby, though the neighbors tell me I 'm " old-fash-

ioned," and I do feel very old, at least fifteen,

though I 'm only twelve. But nursing poor mam-
ma, and the funeral, and all the dreadful things,

have made me feel so very, very old.

Uncle says he will send me to school, to Christ's

Church " Spittle." I wonder what it's like, and if

I shall be very unhappy there? Anything is better

than this empty room, with the eyes in the pictures

following me about, as I sit on mother's chest ; and
oh, I will not cry so ! I will try

April glh.— I 've been here at the school almost a

week, and oh ! it 's dreadful ! So many girls star-

ing at me ! And these long rows of beds, and I

can't even sleep alone. The high walls seem to

shut me in from mother, and the church-yard is far

away. The great courts are bare and desolate,

and oh, how hard the mistress is ! If she beats

me, I know I shall run away, I know I shall ! oh,

mother ! mother ! But where could I go ? Our
good Kate, that lived with us so long, is married

away in Scotland. I could not find her. And the

public suppers !— (the dinners are the worst !) The
great tables, and the noise and staring of people,

and slamming of trenchers, and clashing of knives

and pewter mugs, and the great joints of mutton

that smell so, and the coarse boiled beef, so salt.

Yesterday was Thursday, and there was fresh beef

in hunches, and the girl who sat next me, who
squints so, said, "Don't you hate gags?" In the

morning there are great chunks of bread she calls

" crugs," and small beer in great buckets. But

the broth, so thick, and slab, and choking, I can't

help minding lhat. What an ungrateful child I

am, to feel so, when I ought to be thankful to be

here, and not think of the nice things I used to

make and share with mother. Uncle was very

good to get me here. He is a very poor man,

he says. I know he lives all alone in a dreary old
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lodging in a dingy street. I may go and see him
sometimes, and I am glad, for he has taken care of

the portraits and mother's chest for me, which has

her wedding dress and things. How pretty she

must have looked in the sky-blue brocade with

white roses ! She was pretty, even when she died,

an old lady.

Ah, well ! I '11 try to make the best of things. I

am young and healthy; and, perhaps, when I leave

school, they may get me a place in the country,

with lanes and hedge-rows such as mother used to

talk of in Devonshire, where the wild roses hang
over the red banks, with fern, and briony, and dai-

sies. How she used to talk of those things ! Just

before she died, she showed me a sprig of speed-

well in her Bible, all brown and faded. It was a

pretty blue flower once, like Dorothy's eyes, and
she gathered it the day she left home forever. My
eyes are blue, too. Father gave up his living to

join Cromwell, but when the King came in, all was

lost, and we were always poor. But being a Round
Head must be something noble, after all.

April nth, 1689.—This has been a very great

holiday, for my uncle took me to see the corona-

tion. The King is a very fine man, to be sure,

and Queen Mary looked lovely in her robes. My
uncle knows a verger of the Abbey, and he put us

into a little nook in the clere-story, where we could

look down on everything. I never dreamed of

anything so beautiful ; and the new music by Mr.

Handel ! oh ! it was like heaven ! Such splendid

lords and ladies ! I wondered if I should ever wear

anything besides this coarse, blue stuff and a bib-

apron. Mother was lady enough to have been

there in her sky-blue brocade. Some people that

were near us hissed softly and said he was n't the

right king, but she must have been the right

queen, in her robes all velvet and ermine, and she

so gentle and mild. She smiled like an angel.

May 15th, i68g.—I don't write much in my jour-

nal, it makes me too sad, and I don't have much
time. The other day, as we were coming out of

chapel, boys first and girls after, I saw a boy sitting

on the steps with his face hidden in his hands. It

was against the rules to speak, but I did linger and
ask him what was the matter, when the rest were

gone. He said his father and mother were dead,

and he wanted to go to sea, but his grandfather

would send him here, and it was very unkind. He
was to be educated here first, he said, and then go

to sea. But he wanted to go to sea now. He would

run away. A great tear trickled through his fin-

gers. I could not help wondering why a big, strong

boy should cry, and then I remembered how sad I

had been, and how alike we were in our lives. I

talked to him a little, and said it would be much
better to wait and get an education, and then he

might go into the navy, instead of being a comm
sailor. He said I was a brave girl, and I was rigl

His grandfather was an admiral, and he meant
be one too. But he believed his grandfather hat

him, and had put him into this bad place, where
was flogged almost every day, and he meant to b

great man some day, on purpose to spite him. "

hated my father," said he, "because he was
music master, and married my mother against

will, and he never spoke to my mother again. ]

my father was not bad ; he was good and kind,

played beautifully on hisStradivarius."

I ran away then, but I had been seen, and I

a whipping and bread and water. I did n't ca

though, for I was glad to comfort him. His na

was Charles Stanley.

June loth, 1690.—My uncle comes often to

me, and gets leave to take me out for long walks

the country on holidays. I love to walk with him

the lanes near Kensington, and to gather flower;

the fields,—mother's favorite flowers. One day

took me to see the beasts at the Royal Exchan
How the lion did roar and frighten me ! Chai

Stanley was there, feeding the elephant with app

I wonder he was n't afraid.

July 6th, 1690.—This evening my uncle took

to see a great illumination and fire-works beca

of a great victory, the battle of the Boyne. It

a very important battle, he said, and had sea

King William and Queen Mary firmly on

throne, and the Papists could not make head ag;

I don't know much of politics, but I hope no h:

will happen to the Queen. My father never li

Papists. The illumination was splendid. E\

house had ever so many candles ; for if a house

not lighted, the crowd was furious, and threate

to tear it down, screaming "No Popery!"

mad. On the Thames were lighted barges, fill

splendid people, and the King and Queen on

steps of Whitehall, and wonderful fire-works

Britannia and Neptune, and Plenty, and Fa

and Glory. My uncle explained all to me 1

kindly.

September 8th, 1600.—Charles Stanley come

talk to me whenever he can get a chance. I gi

rally get punished for it ; but I don't tell hire

He says he is, though. One day he brought n

nosegay, and wanted me to promise to be

sweetheart, but I said it was nonsense, and

went away quite angry. He says he likes sc

better now, and studies hard, though the mast

cruel sometimes. I 'm sorry I made him angr

May 26th, 1602.—My uncle came again to-

and took me to see the rejoicings over the g

naval victory of La Hogue over the French

old King James. He must be very bad, to n

so much trouble, and cause so many peopl

IV
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killed. I hope Charles Stanley wont go into

e navy till there 's peace. It was a good deal

e the other illumination, only finer. A great,

r ship, all of fire, was on the river, and the whole

y was as light as day. There was service at

Paul's, very solemn and beautiful with grand

isic, and the whole school went. People seemed

May fjl/i, 1694.—My uncle came to-day, and
talked a great deal about something very bad, he

called the Bank—the new Bank of England. I

could n't understand it at all, but he looked quite

wild. He said this banking was a dreadful, fatal

thing, a great monster that would ruin and devour

everybody. Banks and kings, he said, could never

%m///?/i ;

<

;:

COMFORTING CHARLES STANLEY.

Uith joy, the rejoicings lasted three days, and
lis never stopped ringing all the time.

18th, 16Q2.—Charles Stanley ran up to me
i,, and said, "You shall be my little wife,

I:
lay." And he cut off a lock of my hair, just

>t, where it shows, and put something in my
1 nd ran away. It was the half of a sixpence !

he would n't ! The girls all tease me so.

it 'ill keep the piece.

3L. IV.—22.

exist together. Some people said that the bank
would help the King, but he knew better. Banks

were Republican institutions. This was only an-

other of the plots, plots, plots ! He raved like a

madman. I asked him if it would hurt poor folks

like us. He said he hoped not. He "was poor,

very poor." I 'm sure he looks so—all thin and

sickly, and his clothes so threadbare. I wish I

was old enough to take care of him. He hardly
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looks as if he had enough to eat. Poor, poor

uncle !

Nov. io///, 16Q4.— I don't like to think of there

being so many executions, and plots, and dreadful

things. My uncle wanted me to go to the hang-

ings to-day of the enemies of the King, but I would

not see one for the world. There is a great deal

of small-pox in London now. It would be awful if

it got into Christ's Church. Some say the Queen
has got it, some the King, some the Duchess of

Marlborough. It could not make her much uglier.

I saw her in her state coach one day. There were

prayers for the Queen in the Abbey yesterday.

Dec. sjtli, 1604.—We are all dressed in black.

The poor, good Queen is dead. It is a sad Christ-

mas holidays. Everybody is heart-broken, and

the King in agonies of grief, people say ; for he

loved her dearly, and was with her night and day,

though she died of that dreadful small-pox. What
will happen now ? She was so good ! They say

she has founded a hospital for poor sailors, and

helped the Huguenots, who were so cruelly used in

France. What a dreadful thing it would be if

King James should come back ! My uncle thinks

he will, and, at any rate, that he and his son will

make trouble if they can. There is peace now, at

any rate, and the good Queen was glad of that

when she died. She was reconciled to Princess

Anne on her death-bed. People are very uneasy,

and there are plots upon plots. If Marlborough

hadn't been a traitor, he might' have helped us

now. My uncle told me all this politics. The
Queen is lying in state at Whitehall, and crowds

go to see her, notwithstanding small-pox.

Jan. 1st, 1605.—Our good friend, the verger,

let us see the funeral in the Abbey. Oh, how I

cried ! The organ roared like a thunder-storm,

and then it was like a sweet, sad voice. The pro-

cession was very fine, with four royal state mourn-

ing coaches,— all black and silver,—and a grand

hearse with six pairs of splendid black horses, and

black-and-white plumes three feet high, and em-
broidered hangings. Almost everybody wept as it

passed ; but it was horrible ! there were some bad

people who hissed, and groaned, and even spat.

They must have been Jacobites or Papists. The
poor King was as pale and white as a ghost. It

was a very, very sad day.

July 12th, 1695.—What a big girl I am grow-

ing. I must leave here soon and go into service.

A great, big, grand city lady came to-day to see

about taking me, dressed in a fine tabby gown,

with lace lappets, and such a high head ! with long

pinners and streamers. She came in a fine coach,

and yet she looked so cross and asked so many
questions that I was glad she did not take me.

Perhaps the next one will be nicer. Oh ! why

must I go away from here ? I have not been ven
unhappy, and I am used to it. These old cloistet

are pleasant in the sunshine, and I like the gir

and they like me. I am never beaten now, an
though they make a servant of me, as they do c

all the big girls. I do not mind that. It prepare

me for the future. I do not mind work if it is n(

too hard. They say, perhaps I shall be 'prenticec

I just wish I did know what was to become of me.

August 15th, 1605.—Charles Stanley came
bid me good-by. He says that he is going in

the navy, and that his grandfather is kinder to hi

now, for he is ill and old, and has no one to tal

care of him but a sister who is older than h
"This will be my last chance to see you, Millicent

said he, " for I am going to stay at his house, ai

from there into the navy. By and by when I ai

my own master, we will be married, dear Milly, ai

you shall be a lady, as you deserve."

Oh, how sweet it sounded ! But I said I was

poor girl, and I could not promise myself to hii

for his family would be angry, and when he we

into the world he would find some real lady

marry, and be sorry he was bound to me. A
he said, I was a real lady, and he would ne\

have any other, and I looked too good for him
my blue stuff gown. He showed me his half-s

pence and I showed him mine, but I did not pro

ise. It was hard.

Sept. 8th, 16Q5.—My uncle is ill, and I got le;

to go and see him. He was lying all alone ir

wretched garret, pale and ill, with no one to tE

care of him, but he said he was better, and

would not let me stay. On the way home a mi

ber of wild young men, half tipsy, ran up to r •

and one of them took me by the arm, and triec

pull me away. I screamed and was dreadfi

frightened, when who should run up but Ch
Stanley ! It was strange that he should have b

there, when his grandfather lives near St. Jan

It was close by Christ's Church, and he gav

whoop, and a dozen blue-coats came running

They gave the young lords (they must have 1

lords, they were so richly dressed) such a beati)

Charles Stanley kicked the one who spoke to

quite out of sight. Then he went to the 0'

gate with me, and tried to make me promise ag

but I held out. He will soon be off, he says.

Sept. oth, 1603.— I felt as if I ought to g(

my uncle again this evening, but I hardly da

until I thought of putting on a big pair of spe

cles of my father's, and carrying a stick. The

all laughed, and one said she would n't mir

word from a handsome gentleman ; and ano

said, not even Charles Stanley would know me
was glad of that. So I went out with the gl;

on, stooping and walking lame and leaning or
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;k, with my hood over my face, and no one even

ked at me. Uncle was better.

Sept. 10th, l6gj.—A dreadful thing has hap-

led. My poor uncle was found dead in his bed

morning after I was there. He must have

d all alone in the night. His funeral is to be

morrow. Poor old uncle ! And now I am truly

j.alone, without a friend. If I could have dared

,oromise Charles Stanley ! But I was right. He

I

handsome and so brave that he must go into

ipther world from me. I wonder when they will

i me a place ! If I could only be his servant !

1,'ept. nth, 1603.—To-day at dinner there was a

it buzz as I came in, and the mistress came up

-istrous polite, and said : " There 's great news

you, Miss. Something very wonderful has

pened." I couldn't think what she meant by

;-iss," I was always plain Milly before. " Your

e has left you a big fortune," says she. " His

was found under his pillow, and he was worth,

1 so much ! I don't remember." Everything

,1 round, and I turned giddy and sick. They

,
glit me some water and then some wine.

,', poor uncle! He must have been ciazy to

so. It is very strange ; it don't seem real. It

: be ! I am afraid the first thing I thought of

Charles Stanley. He did not come near me
]day, when they were all wishing me joy, and

. so polite.

jit. nth, evening.—The)' have given me a

y room to myself to-night, and it is so still and

ant, after the great, stifling dormitory. There

1 oriel window looking out upon the court, and

violets and snow-drops in the window, and a

3ow-pot on the table of spring flowers. How
ful I ought to be ! It is very quiet and still,

;i:he great clock has just struck twelve, yet no

romes to make me put out the light. How
noonlight falls on the cloisters. I cannot

I think and think, and everything seems to

sibbling and boiling around me. I wonder if

jl'ine has got into my head ? I have never
:

it since mother died.

/. 12th.—Mistress said this morning that it

llot strange after so great a change and such

une left me, that I could not sleep for joy.

t think I feel any joy. So much money
.e a great burden. But I will give a great

if it away to the poor, and then live in a

little house in the country, like mother's.

; green lanes and fields. * *

lcle was buried to-day ; all the school was

jiand it was a very handsome funeral, which

.great comfort to me. He was. so shabby

-he was alive ! But I saw nothing of Charles

y. After the funeral, who should come to

s Church to see me but the Lord Mayor's

lady, all in velvet and satin. I was never so much
frightened in my life, and she so kind, and grand,

and polite. And she said: "My dear, don't be

frightened, but there is something that pleases me
very much. A blue-coat boy has had a fortune,

the same as yours, left him on the very same day,

and we think it would be a very pretty thing to

make it a match between you."

I grew sick again, and then I burst into tears,

and she was so kind, that somehow I got bold

enough to say that I loved some one whom, per-

haps, I should never see again, but I could never,

never marry any one else. I was very young, and
why, why need I think about it? And then, she,

so kind all the time, said that nothing should ever

be done against my will, and she wiped my eyes

with her own 'kerchief, and said :
" My dear young

friend, don't be worried. I only ask you to see

this young man of whom I speak, for he is every

way worth)' of you, and you may, in time, forget

the other and learn to value and esteem him as he

deserves." I knew better, and I said, at first, that

I never would see him ; but she said ever so much,

and insisted that I should go with her, and made
me get into her grand gold coach, and go to her

grand house. To think of my riding in a coach

with the Lady Mayoress ! I was so bewildered I

hardly knew anything till she took me into a great

room, and there, standing by a fine harpsichord,

was Charles Stanley ! I was wondering, as if in a

dream, how he got there, when the Lady Mayoress

said :
" This is the young man, my dear, of whom

1 spoke." I gave a cry, and I don't know what

happened next, only we were alone, and Charles

was holding me up. Everything was right after

that. Charles told me his grandfather was dead,

and he had a great fortune, and it should be all

mine. He wished I had n't one too, but that could

n't be helped, and we would be married directly

and be ever so happy. The best of it is that he is

not going into the navy, but we are going to live

at his grandfather's seat in Devonshire. Think of

it ! In Devon ! Not so very far from Mary
Church, either ; and he will take me there.

I wonder how much the Lady Mayoress knew ?

Charles could not tell me.

Sept. 18th, 1603.—Such a beautiful wedding as

we have had to-day. There was a grand dinner

for all the school afterward. Charles was dressed

in blue satin, led by two of the prettiest girls, and

I in blue, with a green apron and yellow petticoat

(but all of silk), led by two boys. All the school

went before, singing and strewing flowers, and thus

we went from Chcpe to Guildhall, where we were

married by no less than the Dean of St. Paul's !

The Lord Mayor, his lady, and a great many fine

people were there, and I felt very happy, but I must
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say rather shame-faced. A great many handsome
presents were sent me, and the Lord Mayor gave me
a silver tankard, and his lady a silver porringer. All

the dear girls gave me something; one a pincushion,

another a shift that she had made, and a great

Bible from the mistress. And some cried, and all

kissed me good-by and wished me joy, and said I

had been a credit to the school. I was sorry I

part from them all, and did not know how I lovt

the place till I left it. To-morrow we go down
Hartley End, the grand seat of the admiral

Devon. I wish it were a cottage, but I suppose
can't be helped. I am afraid I shall be too hap)

ever to write in my journal again.

Millicent Stanley.
" Two wealthy citizens are lately dead, and left their estates, one to a Blue-Coat boy and the other to a Blue-Coat girl in Chrii

Hospital,— the extraordinariness of which has led some of the magistrates to carry it on to a match, which is ended in a public weddirj
he in his habit of blue satin, led by two of the girls, and she in blue, with an apron green and petticoat yellow, all of sarsnet, led by f

of the boys of the house, through Cheapside to Guildhall Chapel, where they were married by the Dean of St. Paul's, she given by
Lord Mayor. The wedding dinner, it seems, was given in the Hospital Hall."

—

Pepys to Mrs. Steward, Sept. 20tfi, idgj.

HIS OWN MASTER.

Bv J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XII.

JACOB IS LEFT BEHIND.

It was still pouring heavily when the tug's skiff

came alongside the steamboat, and the drenched

passengers were taken on board. An excited crowd

awaited them at the gangway, among whom Jacob

noticed Florie's mother, and the mother of the

twins.

"Oh, girls!" exclaimed Mrs. Chipperly, her

arms extended, "how did it happen? I told you

there was danger ! You'll ketch your death-colds !

And just look at your dresses ! They 're a sight

to behold ! Dory, my dear, where 's your hat ?
"

"Don't talk of hats and dresses, when we're

half drowned ! " said Dory, as she reached the

deck and stood dripping. " I thought much as

could be I was gone, one spell, but somebody
pulled me up where I could hold on to the boat."

Perhaps she did not know that that somebody
was Jacob. Nor did he think of taking any credit

for what he had done. He felt that he must be an

object of horror to everybody, as he was to himself.

"Oh, Jacob !" said Florie's mother, as she re-

ceived the dripping girl in her arms.

Florie had just said, " Don't blame him or any-

body—he saved my life !
" But Jacob had not

heard that ; nor did he know that the mother

spoke his name in an impulse of real gratitude.

He did not get out of the boat. When all the

other drenched ones were on board the steamer,

the oarsmen asked him if he was n't going too.

" No !
" said he. " I am going with you to look

for Iiini."

" It's no use
; you can't help," they said.

M

" But I am going !
" he answered, firmly.

The steamer's whistle was blowing. She was
the bar now, and was ready to start. Aftei

much loss of time, the captain was anxious to

under way. Having helped the others up,

noticed Jacob still in the boat, and called to hii:

" Come aboard ! We must be off now !

"Not without finding /iii>i?" replied Jacob

almost savage despair.

" If there was any hope of saving him, or

use in waiting, we would stay," said the capt

" But we can do nothing. The tug will conti

the search. Come aboard !

"

He spoke in a tone of command, but not

kindly, for he was the last man to think of blan

Jacob for such an accident.

" Go ? " said the boy. " And leave him ?"

spoke as if some utter impossibility, some base

criminal act, had been proposed to him. " f

the only friend I have in the world ! I can't

" Then we must leave you," said the capta
" I can't help it," Jacob replied, in a passio

grief. " I shall stay with the tug."

" I understand your feelings," said the cap

touched by the boy's devotion and despair,

don't be foolish. Take a friend's advice,

were not much to blame ; and your staying ca

no good. I '11 take you to Cincinnati. No m
about your fare, if you have n't any money."

" Has n't my fare been paid ? " said Jacob,

ing from his stupor of woe.
" No. Mr. Pinkey said he would pay it.

he had n't yet paid his own. He would have

it, of course, before he left the boat. Come ab

my lad ! You have n't got your baggage."

•
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" That don't amount to much," said Jacob.

But I'll go for it," he added, after a moment's

iitation.

His anguish for the loss of his friend had up to

's time been of so wholly unselfish a nature, that

had not once thought of his little black traveling-

l and its modest contents, or of any such trivial

tter. He had indeed felt in how utterly desolate

Condition he would be, in Cincinnati or any-

\
;re, without his friend,—if that was selfish. But

|.ir, at the captain's kindly meant words, a more

lid consideration intruded upon his grief,

lot only were all his clothes left in the little

e-room,—everything, in fact, which he pos-

ed in the world, besides the drenched garments

had on,—but all his money was in the belt

:h Alphonse wore about his body,

his was an additional reason for his remaining,

;h he had not considered before. He thought

) mean and selfish a motive, that he did not

.k of it now.

Please to take charge of his things," he said to

captain. "I will take mine." Then to the

in the boat :
" Wait for me one minute !

"

—

he hurried to the state-room for his bag.

le lighted saloon, through which he passed
1

repassed, presented a cheerful contrast to the

a and gloom without. The table was set ; the

er waited. The cheer and comfort he was

tig for darkness and uncertainty, did not

t him ; it seemed rather like a mockery of his

tion. How could any one eat and drink and
lerry in the cabin that night, while he who
'io lately been the bright star of all was in the

i
depths of the river ?

knew the room occupied by Florie and her

'er. He paused just a moment at the door,

ng to know that all was well with the young
rfter her narrow escape. Perhaps he would
wished to speak with them,—to beg their

eness and bid them good-bye, since he was
', never to see them again. But he could not
1 He heard Florie's voice, and was grateful.

\ if she too had been lost ? The bare thought

it would have been his feelings in such a case

'O terrible.

'. saloon was almost deserted. Nobody gave

ivy attention as he hurried out. The passen-

;>n the sheltered parts of the decks were too

watching the second boat from the steamer

: much heed to Jacob. The yawl had gone
1 down in the rain, searching the river and
we, and the fallen trees along by the shore,

ces of the body, and was now returning,

ng something heavy in its wake.

b felt a shudder of dread, as he saw it at first

obscurity. But a flash of lightning, flooding

the scene with one swift, dazzling gleam, showed

him what it was.

The water-logged boat was in tow. The passen-

gers, crowding to look over at it, did not notice

him. The captain too was occupied giving orders,

and he dropped unobserved into the tug's boat.

The men pushed off. Jacob gave one backward

look, and felt a sharp sting of regret, as he saw the

groups on the deck and heard the muffled rush of

the great paddles rolling slowly to keep the steam-

boat in the stream. The deck-hands were hauling

in the hawser. Then came the sound as of a small

cataract, as the water-logged boat, raised by the

steamer's tackle, bow foremost, poured its contents

into the river. Over all was heard the voice of the

captain coolly giving his orders for the start. The
paddles stopped, then rolled the other way, the

whistle gave a wild snort, and the steamboat and

the tug parted company.

The storm was now nearly over. It was still

raining a little where Jacob was ; but the clouds in

the west were broken, showing a peaceful sunset

sky—a sea of liquid gold overtopped by avalanches

of fire-tinted snow. Toward that gate-way of glory

the steamer glided away, and disappeared ; while

over Jacob's head still hung the rainy canopy, bor-

dered in the west with a fringe of surging flame.

Chapter XIII.

DEPARTURE OF THE TUG-BOAT.

It was not until the excitement caused by the

accident had subsided a little, that anybody thought

of making inquiry for Jacob.
" I did n't mean to let him off," said the captain,

coming in late to the supper-table. " I thought if

I got him to come aboard for his baggage, I could

keep him. But I was busy for a few minutes after,

and when I thought of him again he was gone.

He is certainly a plucky little fellow ! How is your

daughter, Mrs. Fairlake ?
"

The question was addressed to Florie's mother,

who was also sitting down to a late cup of tea.

•' Florence is quite comfortable," she replied,

without her usual drawl. " I 've been so absorbed

in my care of her, that I feel myself quite guilty

—

I 've scarcely thought of that brave boy at all !

She is sure that he saved her life, and that she

came very near drowning him,—she does n't know
what saved them. It is terrible to think of his

being left behind ! What will become of him ?

He has no money."
" Are you sure of that ? " said the captain.

" He told me that Mr. Pinkey had his money."
" And Pinkey has gone to the bottom with it !

"

remarked Mrs. Chipperly, taking some nice bits

from the table, to carrv to the state-room for her
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daughters. " No wonder the boy was so anxious

to stay and have the body recovered !

"

"
I don't think the money was his chief motive,

by any means ! " said Mrs. Fairlake. " He idolized

Mr. Pinkey." Something of the drawl came into

her voice again as she added: " He thought him

a perfect model of a fine gentleman ! You can

hardly wonder at it ; Pinkey's manners were extra-

ordinary, and Jacob is very young."
" If my head had n't been full of other matters."

said the captain, " I would have kept the boy

aboard long enough at least to have a purse made
up for him."

"Oh, why didn't you?'' exclaimed Mrs. Fair-

lake. " I suppose I am wicked, but I must own

that I am a great deal more troubled about him

than I am about Mr. Pinkey. Mr. Pinkey does n't

seem to me to be a very genuine character ; and

somehow his death does n't seem to be real. If he

should walk into the cabin now, with that pretty

mustache and that exquisite smile of his, I don't

think I should be at all surprised."

Jacob was at this time in even a more pitiable

situation than anybody imagined. The steamboat

was gone ; and now the tug-boat, which he had ex-

pected would remain, perhaps all night if the body

was not sooner found, was going too.

It was growing dark ; and after dragging the

river-bottom and cruising up and down until further

search seemed useless, the captain recalled his men.

The tug was laid up by the bank a little distance

down the river. The boat came alongside, the

men got out, and it was taken in tow.

Drenched, haggard, broken-hearted, Jacob stood

upon the tug, with his little black bag in hand.

The moon shone upon the river and the wooded

shores. The water gurgled mournfully under the

wales. The hands were preparing to cast off.

" Which is the captain ? " Jacob inquired.

" There at the wheel," said one of the men who
had been in the boat with him.

Jacob approached the little wheel-house, and,

standing in the moonlight, spoke to a face that

looked out at him through the open window.
" I thought you would stay and hunt longer !

"

he burst forth with a sob, after trying in vain to

control his voice.

" Stay?" echoed the captain. " We can't stay

all night. We 've done more than we agreed to,

and now we must be off."

" Where are you going ? " said Jacob, mastering

himself at last.

" To Pittsburg. Where do you want to go ?
"

" I don't want to go anywhere !

"

•' You are easily satisfied, then," said the captain.

He continued more kindly, seeing the utter discon-

solateness of the boyish figure trembling before

him in the moonlight : "If you want to go
Pittsburg, or any place up the river, stay aboa

I '11 give you your passage. It's a hard case

know."
" What should I go back up the river for?

"

Jacob. " I might have gone on to Cincinn

where I have an uncle : but I can't go back ho
— I have no home ! I have n't a friend in

world, now that he "

" Well, make up your mind what you '11 c

said the captain, "for we're off."

" My mind is made up." replied Jacob.

" Going ashore ?
"

The boy could not answer. A moment late

stood alone on the bank. The men, who fe

great deal more kindness for him than they k

how to express, called to him, and begged hin

come aboard.

He had not a voice even to thank them
;

there he stood, silent, with only the great river

the solemn woods about him, and watched the

steam slowly away.

Chapter XIV.

NIGHT IN THE WILDERNESS.

It was soon out of sight. The sound of pac

and panting steam died in the distance, and J

heard only the noise of night-singing insects a

him, and the roar of a torrent, caused by the

pouring down the bank into the river just a

the fallen trees. Then of a sudden he felt al!

loneliness and danger of his situation, and a <

of fear came over him.

He was in a wilderness—he knew not ho\

from any human abode. He was wet and ch

for the weather had turned cool after the rain,

had declined to share the hasty supper whicl

tug's men offered him : he was not hungry

and he was not hungry now—his heart was to

of misery. But he felt the need of food. H
the need of warmth, and, more than all, the

of human aid and sympathy.

He took a last look at the spot where his f

had been lost,—where the water now shimn

as brightly in the moonbeams as if there

never such a thing as loss or grief in the woi

then, with a great sigh, turned away.

It was, after all, a sort of relief that he coul

find what he sought. He would have shud

to see any human-looking thing afloat, or w.

up against the bank. He would have been tei

to meet his dead friend there alone.

He thought there must be a farming com

little back from the river, and that he migh

help and shelter in some house not far awa

he at once climbed up into the woods.
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The land continued to rise, and he went on and

> until he reached more level ground ; but it was

woods—woods—as far as he went and as far as

could see. He tore his way through the wet

dergrowth ; he stumbled at fallen trunks ; he

Lzed eagerly forward, and stopped to listen often,

|,th a heart beating hard with fatigue and fear.

raccoon "whinneyed," or an owl filled the hollows

of the woods with its unearthly " Who ! who !

"

The moonlight slanted down through the thick

boughs and amidst the tall stems, making little

silver patches of light in masses of shadow, and
silver gleams on the trunks and bare ground,

—

gleams which wavered as the boughs moved. He

ALL WOODS \S HE WENT.

ar there was something fearful in the solitude.

:
wind swept over the forest-tops with a low,

rnful roar. Pattering drops fell, shaken in

{<

showers from the boughs. A limb creaked

, .head. As he moved on, the sound of his own
>teps on the dead twigs had in it something
lous and startling. When he stood still, a

was more than once deceived by these glimmer-

ings, thinking he saw a way out of the forest.

Then came a rush of selfish thoughts and self-

reproaches.

What was he there for ? He could do no good

to himself or anybody else. If Alphonse was

drowned, why, he was drowned, and that was the
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end of him. As for the money, he wished he had

never let him take it ; but now, he did not want

it—he had a horror of it ! Besides, the search for

it was hopeless. Why had n't he stayed on board

the steamboat, as any other boy would have done ?

And again Jacob asked himself, as he had often

done before, when his conscience or his good im-

pulses had kept him from things which seemed

pleasant

:

" Why can't I do as other boys do who don't

care ? Joe Berry never would have left a comfort-

able berth on board a steamboat, to do as I have

done,—no, not if his own brother was lost in the

river! He'd have looked out for himself. What
was it made me stop off? Mr. Pinkey was n't

always a good friend to me."
Then he thought of all that gentleman's faults,

and even blamed him for getting drowned and

putting him to so much trouble.

It is a comfort to know that such unworthy

thoughts as these did not continue long. The
boy's stout heart soon rose from its terrible de-

pression. He was not sorry that he had stayed,

though he had stayed to so little purpose. He re-

membered only the better qualities of his friend,

and felt that he could never have been happy—that

he should always have hated and despised himself

—if he had left him to his sudden and dreadful

fate, and gone on in the steamboat, caring only for

his own safety and convenience.

It is sometimes worth the while to obey con-

science, and follow our better impulses, at what-

ever seeming sacrifice, if only for the after satisfac-

tion of feeling that any other course would have

been wrong. That precious satisfaction is, to

every noble nature, more than all worldly ends

unrighteously attained. Many a man, and many a

youth, would to-day give up all he has ever gained

by unworthy means, to be able to say to his own
soul, "

I resisted the temptation— I did right !

"

But now that he had done all he could do, Jacob

saw that he ought to lose no time in caring for

himself. He became discouraged, at last, in his

efforts to find a house in the direction he had taken,

and turned back. Over humps and hollows and

through underbrush he went, and was glad to see

the shining river burst upon his sight again, as he

came down out of the woods.

There were frequent villages scattered along the

shores, and he now resolved to keep on down the

river until he should come to one.

He had started, walking very fast, when a noise,

different from the sound of the wind in the tree-

tops, arrested him. It was the hoarse panting

breath of a steamboat coming up the river.

As it approached, its red signal lantern made
broken reflections in the water before the rushing

prow. Its smoke-pipe spouted a lurid fountain

cloud and fire. The cabin, with its doors at

many windows, looked like a delicate shell full

light, as it advanced steadily up the stream, in tl

misty moonshine.

It reminded Jacob of the companionship a

cheer he had lost, and made his present loneline

seem all the wilder, all the more remote fro

human aid. It came abreast of him, almost with

reach of the sound of his voice, had he chosen I

hail it; then passed on, rolling its white wake
the moon, and trailing its banner of smoke sk

ways far off over the darkened water. It was gorl

and Jacob resumed his tramp.

He kept along the summit of the bank, whi

sloped down some forty feet to the river, then

its usual summer level, though not very 'ow.

high-water, that lofty bank was brimmed, and ev

overflowed. There was a strip of grass along

its edge, and above that rose the wooded hills.

He walked about half an hour, meeting with

adventures, and finding no signs of any clearing!

settlement on the heights at his right.

Then the curve of the bank which he follow

changed abruptly. It took a sudden turn to

north, while the river swept away toward the soul

west. The woods, too, receded suddenly ; and f

soon found that he had come to some sort of in

or broad creek, which lay directly across his courJ

Chapter XV.

THE RIVER PEDDLER.

As he stood on the bank, looking across

misty gulf, uncertain what to do, he heard a

bark. The sound came from the water's ei

below, and only a few rods up the creek.

The moonlight slanted down the slope,

showed him some sort of craft by the shore,

the farther end of it, a warm glow—ruddier tl

the moonlight, and confined to a small spac
j3[

shone upon the bank and the water. The th

looked to Jacob like some gigantic lightning-bu

It proved to be a little box of a steamboat, oo -,

pied by a man and a dog. The dog leaped on, >

deck, and kept up a furious barking at the bo;

he approached. The man was soon visible, cc

ing something at a curious little stove under a
j

jection of the deck, or cabin roof, over the bov

Jacob stopped at the top of the bank, afraii

the dog. The man silenced the barking, and ca
;

-

to him :

" Want anything in my line ?
"

" Yes," said Jacob.

A pleasant odor from the cooking was waftec

to him, and he saw that the man was frying fii

ill

Ma

'1

! hi

-
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' Come down here, then," said the man.
' Wont the dog bite me? "

' Not without you go to take something from

Ark.".
' From the what ?

"

' The Ark. I aint exac'ly Father Noah ; but

t's the name of my craft. Have n't ye heard

5am Longshore and his Ark ? I thought you

ited something in my line of business."

and a mouth about which there was a pucker of

self-conceit.

" I did n't care to buy anything," said Jacob.
" Then what do ye want ? You see, I 'm a ped-

dler. I used to drive a peddler's cart in York

State ; then as the railroads made trade better for

the stores and worse for me, I came out here, and

finally took to the river. It don't make much
difference where a man is, or what he does,— it 's

Jy line of business ?

desccndin

Dry goods, fancy goods,

ire, brooms, books,—anything, from one of

itent stoves to a side-comb,—the best variety

: river ; come aboard and examine. Hush
.oise, Ripper !

"

per seemed to be the dog. At any rate, he

'.I, and Jacob stepped aboard.

i -ye aint in a hurry," said Mr. Longshore,

down on the rail there, and make . your-

mfortable as ye can, while I give this fish

r turn."

le resumed his cooking, Jacob noticed that

a man of medium height, but very spare,

narrow, wrinkled, serious face, small eyes,

...

all about the same thing. My Ark aint much
bigger 'n a peddler's cart, and I carry on much the

same sort of trade in it. and in much the same
way. Folks are about the same everywhere, and
want about the same kind of truck ; I know what
they want, and try to furnish it."

Jacob sat down on the rail, and meekly waited

for a chance to put in a word. Sam Longshore

turned his fish and kept on talking.

'•
I go from village to village along the shores;

I can go up shaller streams, where big boats can't
;

my boat can run where there 's a good heavy dew.

I 'm a great reader, and a great thinker. There

aint many subjects that I haint thought over and
come to my own conclusions about."

And the pucker about the peddler's mouth
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showed that he was confident of having come to

pretty correct conclusions.

" I don't take anybody's word for anything," he

went on. interrupting Jacob, who was beginning to

speak. '• If I hear of a book I want, I buy it, and

read it. and weigh it according to my judgment,

and put it by to read it again if it 's worth it, or

sell it to the next customer. 1 can always find a

customer for a thing T don't want. I know just

how to deal with folks. There 's a monstrous sight

in phrenology, and I 've studied the science till I

know just how to apply it to my business. I know
a benevolent man, or an avaricious man, or a vain

woman, or a woman of good sense and taste, the

minute I set eyes on 'em, and I approach 'em

accordingly. I excite the benevolent man's be-

nevolence, and make him want to make presents

to somebody of all my most valuable articles. If a

man has large acquisitiveness, I let him understand

that there never was such a chance for good bar-

gains before and never will be again. Take a vain

person, and I lay on a few touches of flattery here

and there,—none to hurt,—and make 'em think

there 's nothing in the world so becoming to their

style of beauty as some of my fancy articles. Then
when I fall in with large causality and caution and

good perceptive faculties, I come right down to

hard pan—talk plain sense, show my best goods,

and tell how things are made, and interest my cus-

tomers that way. There 's everything in knowing
what organs to excite. The last war might have

been avoided just as well as not. But the trouble-

was, the two parties excited the wrong organs in

each other. They went to fighting ; and fighting

always excites combativeness. Whereas they ought

to have tried to excite each other's benevolence."

Weary and woe-begone as he was, Jacob was
almost moved to smile at the wiry tone of voice,

the quirks of the head and puckers of the mouth,

with which the peddler, who was so much of a

philosopher, laid down these shrewd observations

and rules of life.

" Now, I know just what organs I am exciting in

you," Longshore went on, pouring out a cup of

coffee, buttering his fried fish, and arranging his

little supper on the top of a box used as a table.

"I am exciting your alimenitiveness " (learned as

he was, he got some of his words wrong), ''your

hope, and your comparison. Your alimenitive-

ness—that is your desire for food—suggests to you
that fried perch, fresh caught from the river, with

a little salt and butter, and a cup of Sam Long-
shore's coffee to wash it down, would taste good.

The second organ is in a lively state, and mall

you hope that I will offer you some. Your col

parison—which I notice is very large—sets you I

comparing me with other peddlers, my Ark w

their wagons, and my idees with common mt
idees. I 'm going to gratify your alimenitivene

and offer you one of these fish."

The philosophical peddler held out the dish

Jacob, adding, with a shrewd twinkle of the

and a comical twist of the neck

:

Have I hit your case right ?
"

" I can't eat now, thank you !
" said Jacob.

"Ah ! then it is n't so much your alimenit

ness that is excited as your alidrinkitiveness. Th
is no such word in the books, but I think th

ought to be one, to make the distinction betw

hunger and thirst. In some persons alimenit

ness is small, while alidrinkitiveness is large

active. Have a cup of coffee."

" I can't eat or drink anything," said Jac

" until I have told you."
'

' Told me what ? " said the philosopher, in s(

amazement at the failure of his science.

" I was upset in a boat up the river, along

a whole party—a boat from the steamer bount

Cincinnati—we were passengers—and one

drowned—and I stopped off, because we couk

find him, but the steamboat went on, and he

my only friend, and now I have nobody and

ing in the world !

"

With which last words Jacob burst forth in

of violent sobbing.

The peddler who was a philosoper—the ph

pher who was a peddler—became also a man.
" Why did n't you tell me? I thought, if

did n't wish to buy anything, it must be soni

my supper you wanted. You ought to take si

thing the first thing ; it will fortify your stoir

and restore the loss of protoplasm, wasted by

exertion and excitement. Protoplasm is the p

tive substance of all nutrition, and grief will

it as fast as hard work."

He could not help throwing in this bit of s

tific information. But he accompanied it

what was better—a cup of coffee, which he

the disheartened boy drink without more ado.

" Now tell me all about it—just the main f

—and what I can do for you."

Jacob drank, and also ate a fried perch, \

he held in his fingers. His body was noui

and his heart warmed. Then, getting conti

his feelings enough to speak without sobbin

told his storv.

ir

{To fit' continued.)

5ti

;
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BRAVE LITTLE -FLORENCIA.
(A True Story 0/ Mexican Life.)

By Newton Perkins.

Florencia TOMAYAO is a brave girl—a brave

•1, and only thirteen years old. She lives in a

jntry where there are no schools, and has not

: benefit of such instruction, nor the enjoyment

such pleasant surroundings as the children of

s country possess. She is an orphan, and lives

h her mother in a poor little village in Mexico

led Guantla-Morelos. Yet beneath her dark

hours together, while her mother hoes the corn in

the field, or plows the ground, holding by the

handles a great wooden plow, which is drawn across

the field by one or two- bullocks. Little girls in

that country work as soon as they begin to walk,

and they never cease working until they are dead.

Dress ? Oh yes ! they have dresses, but I hardly

think you would like to walk with the best clad

she has a heart full of sympathy ; and despite

trroundings and uncultivated life, she is truly

)le little girl. Do you not think from her

e that she is bright and intelligent, quick to

istand, and just such a companion as you

like to have join you in a game of romps ?

'nows as little about playing tag and croquet

i do about minding sheep or grinding corn.

T in Mexico the little girls are not of much
'mence, the people think, and they are valued

s they can do a good day's work—draw water

S-
r kets from a well, and cany it on their heads

then jars, or sit on the ground all day and
round a large flat stone, under which the

maize, or Indian corn, is ground into meal.

Iy

the occupation, perhaps she has to carry-

tie baby sister or brother in her arms for

among them for half a block in our streets. They
have but one garment, and that is a long cotton

robe, with a hole cut in the top, by means of which

they can slip it over their heads and let it fall grace-

fully about their bodies. When they grow up to

be women, then they come out in their full attire,

—in gorgeous array for holidays and festa days,

—

by adding a petticoat and a shawl folded across the

breast. If they are very rich, they have ornaments

of gold and silver in their hair, and perhaps wear

finger-rings and necklaces.

As to their houses !— well, I hardly think a re-

spectable goat would like to live in one of them.

They are not by any means as good as a dog-

kennel, and yet these peasant people sleep and eat

in them. The walls are made of mud. baked hard

in the sun, and the roofs are thatched with the
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leaves of the yucca-tree, which are long and nar-

row, like a sword-blade, and have at the end a long

black thorn. Sometimes the houses are made of

large flat stones, built low, so that the earthquakes

shall not overthrow them. There is no such thing

as a floor to their houses, except the earth ; nor are

there any windows or chimneys. The fire is built

on the ground, and of course the smoke fills the hut

and blackens the walls, and a portion of it escapes

at the open door. Perhaps a few of these houses

have one square window cut in the wall under the

roof, but without any glass in it ! The family

usually eat, dress and sleep in one room, as well as

cook their meals and receive their friends therein
;

in fact, as there is but one room in the dwelling,

they can do naught else. As for beds, the leaves

of the yucca are plaited together, and make nice

mats, which are rolled up in the day-time and at

night are spread out on the floor of the hut. This

is the kind of bed used in the Eastern countries,

and it is very easy to " take it up and walk," as the

man did whom we read about in the Bible.

Food is plentiful, and it would seem as if the

more nature provides for the people, the less work

they do themselves. Cattle are abundant
;

goats.

FLORENCIA S YUCCA-THATCHED HOME.

sheep, game and fowl are plentiful. The Indian

corn grows everywhere
;

potatoes, yams, coffee,

tobacco, barley, and the like are also cultivated.

Then in other parts of Mexico are to be found the

tropical fruits and plants,—oranges, figs, bananas,

olives, sugar-cane, palm-trees, apples, and guava,

— so that the country is rich, but the inhabitants

lazy. The women do the hard work ; the men

smoke, hunt, and too often plunder travele

Then there is the great thick-leaved cactus-pla

bristling all over with thorns ; it grows everywhet

One would think it useless ; but no—it serves t

most important ends. You can see long hedges

it growing in the fields, for it makes a most ii

penetrable barrier ; no man or beast can pass ov<

under, or through it. Its points are like a the

sand bayonets, turning down, up, sideways—eve

way. But the peasants cut off the leaves, put the

on a stick, and hold them in the fire till the thor

are burned off, and then feed their cattle upon th

Now, in such a country lived our little fri

Florencia. She had no father, and perhaps

brothers or sisters ; so as soon as she was lai

enough, she began to help her mother take c;

of the house and field. One day, when she' u

twelve years old, she heard a man who was gath

ing a crowd about him in the streets and ta'.

ing to them. Drawn by curiosity, she follow

him, and heard him tell of a good man who h

at one time lived on the earth. She heard h

this good person had been kind and forgivi

to his enemies—how men had cruelly treated hi

and yet he returned good for the evil he had

ceived. She was interested ; it was the first ti:

she had heard of the Saviour, and she eagerly 1

lowed the missionary about and heard him talk

the people, until at last, from being a heathen,

became a Christian girl.

Some months after this, the incident happei

which I am about to relate. At Morelos, in

province of Guantla, about five miles from

home oftFlorencia, was a cemetery. In that pi c : ;

an old custom still prevails which was practii

among the Romans hundreds of years ago,

—

offering of meats and drinks to the dead. On
first of November (All Saints' Day), the people

to the graves of their dead friends, and place

them dishes full of meat, bread, fruit, and wi

They have a curious belief that this, in some i

benefits the dead. We know this to be a heat]

custom, and consider it a nonsensical ceremo:

but in the country where Florencia lived, the ig

rant and superstitious people believe in it.

truth, it is a part of their religion. On the firs

November, 1875, Florencia went to the cemet is!

with all the other people from her neighborhc

for a great crowd had collected there. W I]

walking through the cemetery, she saw her frie

the missionary, addressing a little band of

people, and she stopped to listen to him. He
telling them that the dead needed no offering)

meats and drinks, and that Christians did not fo

such customs.' It may not have been wise or
j

erous in him to talk against their custom jus .

that particular time, when the people were foil!

-
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it as a solemn rite ; but he was sincere, and his

rit was friendly, and his aim was to enlighten his

irers. The crowd resented, however, and even

he spoke a man near by threw a stone at him,

ma

MEXICAN STONE HUT.

wounded him. Then others laughed, and
bad men shouted, " Kill him ! kill him !

"

—

ithcrs threw more stones, till he was beaten

;i to the ground, wounded and bleeding. Five

the poor man arose, and as often was beaten

down again. Just then, Florencia saw a man hold-

ing a large flat stone, running to throw it upon the

missionary's head, which, had it struck him, would

really have killed him.

Poor little girl ! Her eyes filled with tears. She
saw her good friend being stoned to death, and in

a moment she rushed through the mad crowd and
threw herself down upon the suffering, bleeding

man, covering his head with her arms ; the big

stones intended for him fell upon her and wounded
her, but she clung courageously to her friend and

shielded him, unmindful of her own danger, and

caring only to save his life. In vain did they try to

pull her away ; she held on with all her strength,

and cried for help. In a few moments help came

;

for the gens d'armes drove the assailants away,

and took the missionary and little Florencia, both

bleeding and sore, to the house of friends, where

they were carefully nursed. But for this noble act

of self-sacrifice, the man would have been" killed.

The bravery of this little peasant girl alone saved

him. She sympathized with his suffering, and
dared to help him at the risk of her own life.

Noble impulses of the heart do not always attend

on fine faces and gentle living. Many a girl would

have run, screaming with fright, from such a scene

as that in the cemetery of Guantla-Morelos. But

such bravery in a child gives promise of greater

things when she becomes a woman ; and in the

noble Florencia we look for a kind-hearted, gener-

ous, self-sacrificing woman, who, under proper

influences, will do great good among her country-

people. She is now only fourteen, and is being

educated in a Protestant school in Mexico, away

from her wild home, and is growing daily in favor

with her teachers.

MARCH.

By m. m. h. Conway.

surly March ! you 've come again,

tti sleet and snow, and hail and rain ;

hi earth beneath, dark sky above you,

Iftt have you, pray, to make us love you ?

Iimonth is half so rough as you,

?mber winds less harshly blew

;

j

it churlish ways ! what storm-tossed tresses !

presence every one distresses !

:e, haste away ! We longing wait

r;reet fair April at our gate. .

earth beneath, dark sky above you,

ly you 've naught to make us love you !

Ah, see these blossoms !
" he replied,

Tossing his hail-torn cloak aside,

—

Though other months have flowers a-many,

Say, are not mine as fair as any ?

See, peeping from each dusky fold,

The crocus with its cup of gold ;

Violets, snowdrops white and stilly,

Sweeter than any summer lily
;

And underneath the old oak-leaves

Her fragrant wreath the arbutus weaves.

—

Whatever sky may be above me,

Surelv for these all hearts will love me !

"
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THE STARS IN MARCH.

Bv Richard A. Proctor.

Ursa Major is now swinging round toward the

highest part of his course above the pole. It is his

forepaw that you see, marked by the letters 8, k,

and i, very nearly above the pole ; while a and /3

are the " pointers" whose motion has been already

described.

The Little Bear is nearly in a horizontal position,

and, according to my promise last month, I proceed

to give a short account of this small but most inter-

esting constellation. I do not think that the Little

Bear, like the larger one, was so named because of

any imagined resemblance to a bear. The original

constellation of the Great Bear was much older

than the' Little Bear, and so many different nations

agreed in comparing the group to a bear, that there

HE LITTLE BEAR.

must have been a real resemblance to that animal

in the constellation as first figured. Later, when

star-maps came to be arranged by astronomers

who had never seen bears, they supposed the three

bright stars forming the handle of the Dipper to

represent the tail of the bear, though the bear is

not a long-tailed animal. They thus set three stars

for the bear's tail, and the quadrangle of stars form-

ing the dipper itself for the bear's body. This

done, it was natural enough that, seeing in the

group of stars now forming the Little Bear the

three stars a, 6, and e on one side, and the quad-

rangle formed by the stars C, v, ft and y on the

other, they should call this group the Little Bear,

assigning the three stars to his tail and the quad-

rangle to his body. Thus did the constellation of

the Little Bear probably take its rise. It was not

formed by fanciful folks in the childhood of the

world, but by astronomers. Yet it must not be

imagined that the constellation is a modern one.

It not only belongs to old Ptolemy's list, but is

mentioned by Aratus, who borrowed his astronomy

from Eudoxus, who "flourished" (as the school-

books call it) about 360 years before the Christi

era. It is said that Thales formed the constel

tion, in which case it must have reached the

spectable age of about 2500 years. It is usua

pictured as shown in Fig. I, and a very remarkal

animal it is.

But if the Little Bear is not a very fine animal

is a most useful constellation. From the time wh
the Phoenicians were as celebrated merchant si

men as the Venetians afterward became, and as t

English-speaking nations now are, this star-gro

has been the cynosure of every sailor's regard,

fact, the word "cynosure" was originally a na

given either to the whole of this constellation or

a part of it. Cynosure has become quite a poeti

expression in our time, but it means literally
"

dog's tail ;
" and cither the curved row of stars a

t; C, and ft was compared to a dog's tail, or else

curved row of stars 4, 5, ft and y. I incline,

my own part, to think these last formed the t

cynosure— for this reason simply, that when
constellation was first formed these stars v

nearer the pole than was our present pole-s

Even in the time of Ptolemy, the star ji was ne;

the pole than <z, and was called in consequence

the agreeable name Al-Kaukab-al-shemali, wl

signifies " the northern star." (For the reason

the fixed stars thus changed in position with reg

to the pole of the heavens, I must refer yot

books on astronomy, and perhaps to a later pa

1 only note here that the star-sphere remains

same all the time ; but the earth, which is whir

on its axis like a mighty top, is also reeling lil

top, and just as the axis of a top is swayed

east now west, now north now south, so does

axis of the earth vary in position as she reels

may add that the reeling motion is somei

slower than the whirling motion. The earth w
once on her axis in a day, but she only reels re

once in 25.868 years.)

Admiral Smyth gives some interesting par

lars about the two stars \i and y, called the " gt -„

ian? of the pole." " Recorde tells us," he
" in the ' Castle of Knowledge,' nearly three

died years ago, that navigators used two poi

in Ursa— ' which many do call the Shafte

others do name the Guardas, after the Sp;

tonge.' Richard Eden, in 1584, publishec

'Arte of Navigation,' and therein gave rule

the ' starres,' among which are special direc

for the two called the guards, in the mouth
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rne,' as the figure was called." (The pole-star

Id mark the small end of the home.) "In the

feguard of Saylers ' (1619) are detailed rules for

ing the hour of the night by the 'guardes.'"

o\v often," says Hervey in his " Meditations,"

ive these stars beamed bright intelligence on the

r and conducted the keel to its destined haven !

"

he constellation Cepheus is now about to pass

iv the pole. The royal father of Andromeda is

;nted in a somewhat unkingly attitude at pres-

1 -standing, to wit, upon his royal head. In any

the constellation is not very like a crowned

Id The stars C, >. and t! form his head. (A

Hon cockney might find an aid to the memory

Bting that these letters z, e, and d spell, after

a remarkable change has taken place since last

month. Orion has passed over toward the south-

west, whither the Greater Dog is following him ;

and where Orion stood in full glory last month,

there is now a singularly barren region. Not only

are no stars of the first four magnitudes visible be-

tween Hydra and the Milky Way, but over a large

portion of this space there is not a single star

visible to the naked eye ; insomuch that an ingeni-

ous Frenchman named M. Rabache was led to

suppose that there is here a monstrous dark body

millions of times larger than the sun, and hiding

from view stars which really lie in this direction.

He even went so far as to assert that when the sky

was very clear he had discerned the circular outline

-...- .,
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THE CONSTELLATION OK THE GREAT SHIP.

" 'iz 'ed
:
" but I think young folks in

:a can hardly imagine the utter demorali-

>of cockney aspirates.) The constellation

as was probably simply fitted in, that the

i of the sacrifice and rescue of Andromeda
ibe complete ; we have Cepheus and Cas-

1 her father and mother, on one side, and,

be seen later, Andromeda herself, and her

Perseus, on the other. But of all the

( Cassiopeia alone seems suggested by the

emselves ; or rather a chair is suggested,

agination readily suggested a lady seated

Why Cassiopeia rather than any other

fin Eve downward, is not apparent.

513 3ng to the southern heavens, we find that

Ihl

of this great body,*—the center, he said, round

which all the stars are traveling. Rut unfortunately

for our faith in this little story, the telescope shows

multitudes of small stars scattered over the whole

of this region.

The constellation Argo. or the Great Ship, now
occupies the region immediately above the southern

horizon. This constellation is not at all well seen

in England, or even (as you can see from the way
in which the horizon line of the latitude of Phila-

delphia divides it) in the greater part of the United

States. Only when the latitude of New Orleans is

approached, does the keel of the ship, and the

bright starCanopus in the rudder (or guiding oar),

show out well above the horizon. But. to sav the

'd of a similar case not a hundred miles from Louisville. A philosopher whose theories required that a planet should travel

e sun than Mercury, and who had somehow calculated that such a planet supposed to have been seen by a Frenchman named
; t in March, 1859, would pass across the sun's face in a certain September, succeeded in seeing it there. Subsequent calculation

j
fortunately, that the planet, if it exists at all, w'ould indeed have then lain in the same direction as the sun, but beyond him,

side of him ! An old proverb says that certain persons should have good memories : it is at least equally true that one who
- K invent an observation should be a correct computer.
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truth, this fine celestial ship nowhere presents in

these days the ship-shape appearance which it had
some three thousand years ago. The same cause

which has shifted the position of the poles of the

heavens, has tilted Argo up by the stern, until she

resembles rather one half of a vessel which has

pus, to place the constellation as it now appe;

above the southern horizon. I believe that

reality the old constellation, besides being bet

placed, was much larger than the present. '

fine group of clustering stars now covering

Dove and the hind-quarters of the Dog, belong!

O is Chepointoverhead

'

o isthe'pointoverAeadbrthe
forthe laliludeofPJiilad<L^^r 1 T-^Jaf'ofBostm O'for7at%ffl)rfams
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A* LYNX/' *t \

URSA \

MAJOR \

CAMELEOP.

%&>
'\,URSAMINOR':V/CS' ,-.

Jg 7

\CEPHE,US

' WOiiitm

P/nlad?
Jlnston

Jforizon ofXondon (Eng.J

TheJVbrTher/1SHiraWvMFebJS drSpuJfarff andatti?M.Mar2f.

been broken on a ridge of rocks, than as she was
formerly described, "the stern half of a vessel

drawn poop foremost into harbor." I have drawn
her in Fig. 2 as she was placed three thousand years

ago. You have only to tilt the picture sideways a

little, until Sirius on the dog's nose is above Cano-

I think, to the stern of Argo. In fact, thesel

form the well-marked outline of one of thi

fashioned lofty poops. The Dove, by the waj

well-placed little constellation ; but the Dog

ing just behind the stern of Argo forms ar|

gether incongruous element in the picture.

95

Mb
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The constellation Argo is divided. We have

Dpis, the poop or stern ; Malus, the mast ; Vela,

sails ; and Carina, the keel. Not to confuse

map with many lines, I have not shown the

its of these parts. In fact, they can only be

perly shown in a regular star-atlas. (In Map V.

..'Argus, but the stars close by marked /c, and «,,

would be called k Puppis and // Puppis, and so on.

The part of the Milky Way occupied by Argo is

remarkable for its singularly complex shape. It is

well to notice how incorrect is the ordinary descrip-

tion of the Milky Way as a zone of cloudy star-

isihepointoverhead

'

ots t/iepointoverhead/ort/ie

for&eMtodeafMihd."J— 1 ~-~Jat*o/BostonOfa-h.t%fmfrmis

% Starof/s'May.'b, \Starof£'.'>>iMyr.*%

Castor \.„„4?* „ +

0' Pollux\l '*

v -''- * ^^*— *'

CANCER ~~*

0/f

~f-
—

—

Equator
HYDRA

"^CorJlyitra

MINOR k/3

Pi-ocyon

%0AONOGEROS
:+'' ':'' ' i
; > !

||Pk
i' ' nth

' MAJOR

PPIS^

>0 \
*

Horizon of JVewOrleans

TheSout]urnSkfat/OPMFebJ9;ctt9?MMar:6;andat3?M.Mar.2J

• pocket-atlas for schools these subdivisions light circling the entire heavens. Here you see it

own.) Only it is to be noticed that while the spreading out into a great fan-shaped expansion.

letters refer to the whole ship, the italic and
n letters refer to the various parts. Thus
ars marked p and ' (on the summit of the

would be called respectively /> Argus and

OL. IV.—23.

separated from a somewhat similar one by a wide

dark space.

Above the equator, two zodiacal constellations

are seen,—the fine constellation Gemini, or the
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Twins, and the poor one Cancer, or the Crab.

Cancer used to be the sign in which the sun attained

his greatest elevation in summer, or rather it was

as he entered this sign that he was at his highest.

But you see from the map that all the way through

the part of Gemini shown, and onward through

Cancer, the sun's course is down-hill,—or, in other

words, it is after midsummer that he traverses these

constellations. The sign a marks the beginning

of the zodiacal sign of the Lion.

The constellation Gemini no doubt derived its

name from the two bright stars, nearly equal in

luster, Castor and Pollux. Of these, Castor was

formerly the brighter, but now Pollux is brighter,

nearly in the proportion of four to three. Formerly

this star-group was represented by a pair of kids ;

but the Greeks substituted twin-children with their

feet resting on the Milky Way. The Arabian

astronomers, in their turn, changed the twins to

peacocks ; and the astronomers of the middle ages

pictured the twins as two winged angels. It would

be difficult to say whether the group reminds one

more (or less) of kids, or twins, or peacocks, or

angels.

Gemini is said by astrologers to be the sign

specially ruling over London, though why this

should be so they do not tell us. We can under-

stand why sailors should regard the sign as pro-

pitious to them, for when the sun is in Gemini the

seas are usually calm,—at least summer is more
pleasant for sailors than winter. You will remem-

ber that the ship in which Paul sailed from M
had for its sign the twin brothers, Castor

Pollux.

As the Twins pass over toward the west, houi

hour, or night by night at the same hour,

come into the position described by Tennyi

where he sings of

" a time of year

When the face of night is fair' on the dewy downs,

And the shining daffodil dies, and the Charioteer

And starry Gemini hang like glorious crowns

Over Orion's grave low down in the west."

Cancer is a very poor constellation to the

but full of interest to the telescopist. Even wj

very small telescope, the little cluster called '.

sepe, or the Bee-hive, is found to be full of s

Galileo, whose best telescope was but a poor

counted thirty-eight stars in this cluster, whic

the naked eye looks like a mere fleck of fa

luminous cloud.

The weather-wise of old times regarded 1

sepe with peculiar interest. When it was cli

visible they expected fine dry weather, whil

gradual disappearance as the air thickened

moisture was regarded as a sign of approac

rain. On the whole, however, I think the We;
Probabilities more trustworthy than this and si;

prognostics.

Next month, Hydra, the Sea-serpent, will

come fairly above the southern horizon, and :_

deservedly claim our attention.

: This description is truer for European than for American nights, for the pleasant nights of spring come later in America than with
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PATTIKIN'S HOUSE.

By Joy Allison.

Chapter IV.

MAKING CANDY.

:

" Now for the molasses can-

-Seth, Sammy, Sandy,—some
["HE minister said

Bring the jug,-

/ou !

"

"he jug was brought with alacrity, and a full

rt of molasses poured into the skillet,

'hirza and Tilda had the dishes to wash, and

Y wished very much that they were done, so

f could sit round the stove with the rest, and

ch the boiling of the molasses ; and Tiny-toes

to rock the cradle, but only for a little while,

her mother was ready to sit down to her sewing,

then she would jog it with her foot.

j Let 's never mind to wash the big pudding-

n," whispered Tilda to Thirza. '" It 's heavy

hateful to do, and we can push it under the

-board and let it be till morning."

I wont be a shirk," said Thirza. " Besides, it

be wanted for the candy.

"

hen Tilda was ashamed, and her cheeks grew

because she had been willing to be a shirk
;

Ishe wiped the heavy dish in silence, and put it

le molasses had but just begun to boil when

last dish-towel was rinsed and hung up, and

leatly wiped sink closed for the night.

Better butter the dish before you sit down,
" said their father. " Then it will be all ready

i we want to pour out the candy."

What dish shall you want ? " asked Thirza.

The large pudding-dish," said the mother;

Tilda's cheeks got hot again. They had a way
idening at the slightest provocation. She was

mow that the dish had not been pushed under

nk-board. When it was well buttered, thev

own with the rest, to watch the boiling of the

iises.

dow shall you know when it is done, when
lave n't any snow to try it on ? " asked Thirza.

ih, I can tell !
" said the minister.

tlow ? " persisted Pattikin.

•y experience," said her father.

j
big word daunted Patty for a minute, and

;)ndered what it might mean.

'oes anybody have any 'cept ministers ? " she

j by and by.

ny what, Pattikin ?
"

perence," said Patty, gravely.

a, ha, ha !
" laughed the minister. " Why,

I

yes, child ! Experience is what we learn by trying.

I have learned by trying, so that I can tell pretty

well when the candy is done."
" Oh !

" said Pattikin.

By and by, the candy bubbled clear up to the

top of the skillet, and the minister had to take it

off the fire and hold it up, and let it cool a little,

or it would have boiled over.

" I guess it 's 'most done. Get a saucer and a

spoon, Sandy, and we will try it," said he.

It was tasted, and worked with the spoon, and

the children all judged it done ; but their father

said, " No, it needs another ten minutes."

At last, he took it off and tried it again, and

tasted it, and whopped it over and over with the

spoon, and said, " Done !

"

Then he took it to the table, where the pudding-

dish stood ready, and poured it out,—the children

clustering about like bees to watch every move-

ment.
" Will it take long to cool ? " asked Pattikin.

" Very long, if we stand by and watch it. That

is, it will seem very long. We will set it by the

open window in my study, and then come back

here and each tell a story, and by the time we get

round the circle it will be cool."

" Well, you begin," said Pattikin, who liked her

father's stories.

" No, we will let the youngest begin, and go on

up to the oldest."

" I can't think of any," said Pattikin.

" Tell something. It need n't be very long,"

said her father.

"Once, last winter," began Patty, "you let me
go to the post-office. It was a pretty cold day, and

before I got there I wished I had n't started. But,

coming home, I came acrost a sleigh, and the man
stopped his horse and said, ' Hop in, little girl.

You can ride home just as well as not.' So I

hopped in, pretty glad. And he said, ' You are

the minister's little one, aint you ?
' I don't know

how he knew, for I did n't know him ; but I said,

'Yes, sir.' Then he said, "It must take a lot o'

fodder to keep such a flock of boys and girls as

there is at your house.' I said, 'We don't eat

fodder—we eat bread ;
' and he laughed. And

then, in a minute, we stopped at the door ; and he

pulled out a codfish from under the buffalo, and

said, ' You give that to your pa, if he wants it

;

and if he don't want it, you can have it to slide

down hill on.' And I hoped awf'ly that you
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would n't want it, 'cause it would 'a' been just big

enough for me to slide on ; but you said, ' Of
course, and much obliged to him,'—and that's all

I can tell."

"And so you lost your slide ?" said her father,

laughing. " Well, Sandy, it's your turn now."
" There did n't nothing ever happened to me,"

said Sandy.
" Tell how you planted the chenangoes last

spring," suggested Seth.

" Half a peck in a hill, and then went off

a-fishin'," said Sandy.
'• Ho ! that aint the way to tell it !

" said Patti-

kin. " Can't you make a story of it ?
"

" We shall have to let Sandy go, and give him

up as an incorrigible," said the minister. We
might as well try to get a story out of the old

gobbler as out of him. Tilda, you can tell one."
" When I was a little girl," said Tilda
" What are you now ? " asked Samuel, mischiev-

ously.

" Hush, Sammy ! You must n't interrupt," said

his mother.

Tilda began again.

" Last summer, Mr. Iturbide's folks had com-

pany ; and it was Mehitable's cousin from Eoston,

and her name was Ida Ella Fonsa Iturbide. I

thought that was a very fine name. Well, one

day, mother let me go over to see Hitty and Ida.

I carried my rag-baby, and Hitty had hers ; but

Ida had a real doll, with red cheeks and curly hair,

and she made fun of ours, and said they had n't

any noses, and all such things. We did n't like it,

Hitty and I, though we did n't say much, because

Ida was a city girl, and Hitty's company. By and

by we went out into the barn, and we laid our

babies down on a little bed that we made in the

hay. When we came back for them. Prince (the

puppy, you know) was lying beside them, and he

had chewed up one of Ida's dolly's arms, and the

sawdust was all coming out ; and he had licked

some of the paint off its face too. You never saw

such a mad girl as Ida was. She wanted to whip

Prince with a big stick, but we would n't let her.

The school-mistress covered the arm over new,

and painted the dolly's cheek. Only it did n't look

so nice as it did before. And that's all."

Here the minister got up and went to look at the

candy.
" As true as I live, it 's cool already !

" said he.

"We shall have to hear the rest of the stories

another time."
" Shall we all have some to pull ? " asked Tilda.

" Every one that can show a clean pair of

hands."

The wash-bowl and the soap and the towels were

in great demand then, and such faithful scrubbing

was n't done every day by the minister's childn

One pair of hands after another was presented 1

inspection, approved, and, after being buttere

received a portion of the candy to pull.

And such glee as there was, as they walked t

kitchen, working the candy. The minister's did;

stick a bit. and such handsome yellow strands

he would draw out ! But the rest did not succe

so well.

" Mine gets all stucked on to my fingers," ss

Pattikin.

" Keep farther from the fire, and put on mc
butter," said her father.

Pattikin kept out in the corner after that. S

worked like a little hero, but the more she work

the worse it would stick. At last, the minis

heard a sound like a little sob, and looking roui

there was Patty in the farthest and darkest con

of the room, with her face toward the wall, her I

little fingers stuck together by a hopelessly da

dauby-looking mass, and her tears falling ri;

down on it.

"The hateful stuff! 1 did n't think it wot

acted so !
" said she, when her father came to he

" Why. Pattikin ! Come out here and let

clean you up. You shall have some of mine

eat, and yours can go to the piggy. Of cou

he '11 want some," said the minister.

" I Ml do it, father, if you '11 finish mine," s

Sandy. '" It don't do so well in my hands a;

does in yours."

So Sandy took a knife and carefully released

little sister's fingers, and then washed them ;

wiped away her tears, and by that time the cai

was worked enough.

Thirza brought the molding-board, and then

father twisted out the sticks, while Seth cut th

off and laid them straight on the board to

hard.

"Another knife-handle came off to-day," «

the mother.
" Another ! Our supply must be getting shor

said the minister.

" Only three left !
" said his wife.

The minister drew a little breath through

lips as if he were about to whistle. But he did

He said :

" I shall have to attend to that business."

" We all have to eat with knives that have

their handles but Seth," said Thirza, with an

jured air.

" They would n't have come off so soon if

had been more careful about putting them into

water," said her mother.
" Bring out all the broken pewter spoons tl

are. I '11 see what I can do," said her father.

Thirza found six.

1
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: ' Now that old teapot with the bottom melted,"

1 he.

Then he opened the front doors of the stove.

1 ere was a splendid bed of glowing coals, and he

: a part of his old pewter into the fire-shovel

1 set it on the coals to melt. Then he got the

ldleless knives and wound some strong, thick,

wn paper into a little smooth, straight, hollow

And three more verses. Only Pattikin did n't sing

after the first verse, because she fell to wondering

who "Mary Turn" was, and what she had done

that was so bad. She was thinking so earnestly

that she nearly forgot to kneel down at prayers.

May be you '11 think they went to bed without a

taste of that candy. No, indeed ! They had been

eating it all along, as they worked it and as it was

SANDY TO THt RESCUE!

Me

le, and tied it on. He had sprinkled some
powder all over the bit of iron to which the

e had been fastened. Then, when the lead

melted in the shovel, he very carefully poured

ollow paper full, and set it aside to cool. To
>i it in an upright position, he stuck it in a

i in the floor of the back kitchen,

flow, when that gets hard, we '11 take off the

" and see if it is worth while to try another."

'ie.

t's been time the youngest ones were abed

.our," said the mother,

they all sat around the fire and sang :

1

Life is the time to serve the Lord,

The time to insure the great reward :

And while the lamp holds out to burn,

The vilest sinner may return."

cut up, till they really did n't care for another bit

that night. Only I forgot to say so before.

Chapter V.

AUNT SARAH'S VISIT.

In the morning, the knife was taken out of the

crack in the back-room floor, and the brown paper

taken off, and there appeared a beautifully round,

smooth handle, as white and shining as silver. It

was a little heavy, to be sure, but on the whole the

minister was so well pleased with the success of his

experiment, that he put on the other six that day,

before he started for the Association, and left them
in the crack to cool while he was gone, or till they

should be wanted.
" Will hot water hurt these ? " asked Thirza one



35° PATTIKINS HOUSE. [Marc

day, while they were yet a new thing, examining

them with great satisfaction.

"Never a bit!" said the minister; and then

remembering his dignity,' "Not at all, my dear.

Those are good, I think, for the next fifty years."

I must pass by the digging of the potatoes,

—

though, you may be sure, they made something

interesting of the job ; and the stone-picking, and

the corn-husking.

I think the next thing that happened out of the

ordinary course of events was Aunt Sarah's visit.

She came about Thanksgiving time. The first

snow came that same afternoon, and the big yellow

stage-coach, the veiled and fur-clad passengers,

were all seen through a mist of fine feathery flakes.

Aunt Sarah had to alight into the soft fleece, but

three or four brooms were quickly engaged sweep-

ing a broad path for her to walk to the house.

They almost forgot their joy at the coming of

the snow for an hour after her arrival. But they

soon were tired of sitting quietly and watching the

new-comer, and she was too cold and numb, after

her long ride, to talk much ; so they presently stole

out, one by one, to revel again in the new delight.

They held up their hands to catch the falling flakes.

They made unnecessary paths in all directions,

which were filled up in an hour. They pelted one

another with snow-balls, and even began a snow

man, which they had to leave at the knees, because

supper was ready.

After supper, they got off shoes, and stockings,

as they always did, unless it was very cold indeed,

and their mother forbade it ; and a whispering

began at Tilda, and passed round the circle to all

but Pattikin (who was in Aunt Sarah's lap) and the

baby in his cradle, and shortly after they were all

missing, and down the hill they went, their white

feet flying through the whiter, softer snow, ankle

deep already, and their gleeful shouts rousing Mrs.

Vesta from her first snooze, and causing her to

wonder what had got into the little Joneses now.

Aunt Sarah was horrified when they came back

into the kitchen, two minutes after, rosy and pant-

ing, and huddling about the fire to dry their glow-

ing feet. She had been living in the city, where

the children were like flowers grown in a hot-

house, and she had no idea of such sturdy " olive-

plants." But their mother took it very quietly, for

she was used to their pranks and never needlessly

frightened.

" You will slide down-hill on my sled some day,

Aunt Sarah, wont you—when there is snow enough

for good sliding ? " asked Seth.

"I? Why, it's been twenty years since I've

been out sliding down-hill !
" said Aunt Sarah.

" So much the more reason why you should

do it now, then !
" said the minister.

i

Seth being thus encouraged by his father, an

assisted also by the importunities of Samm
Simon, and Sandy, prevailed upon his aunt I

give a promise.

But they had to wait a good while. One ligh

soft snow fell after another. There was plenty t

breaking roads, shoveling paths, and merry sleigl

riding to school, but the wind would not maV
drifts, nor would the sun melt the snow enough
allow the formation of a crust. They made tf

path from the front door to the road broad ar

smooth, and did some sliding down the slope. B I

this was not their sliding-place.

Over west of the frog-pond was a long, not t( I

steep slope. Then a short, level stretch, and th(

an abrupt fall of the land as in a terrace, and fb

brought them to the edge of the pond. The ir

petus of that last leap sent them clear across tl

ice to the farther side. With such a glorious pla
'

:

as this, no wonder they looked scornfully upon t!
L

gentle declivity in front of the house. There w ''

one thing, however, which redeemed it, and ga F

it some zest. This was the fact that the least i f

advertence in steering down that narrow pa

brought them up in a snow bed at once.

As the time of Aunt Sarah's visit was drawing

a close, the boys concluded it must be the slope

nothing ; and she being more willing to take t

risk of being plunged into the snow here, than- ;

face the dangers of the "flying leap," favored t F

idea of taking her ride at once. She had insist ;:

that it should come off in the evening. She
not going to make a spectacle of herself by bro

daylight."

So, one moonlight night, they led Aunt Sar :

out for her promised slide. She looked at I

long, narrow, frail-looking structure they cal. -

" the sled," and said :

" You go down once first, while I stand here a

watch you. Two or three of you pile on at on

I want to be sure the thing wont break do

under me."
" Why, Aunt Sarah ! It 's as strong as in

We 've all of us been on it at once ! " said Se

" Well, come on then, boys. Let 's go down on

and let aunty see if it is n't fine fun."

They were ready,—more than "two or three

them.—and in a minute the sled was loaded

went gliding swiftly down the slope, and av

across the road, where the load resolved itself i

separate youngsters, who came trooping back

hind the sled.

There was no excuse for delay, so Aunt Sa

took her place, behind Seth, on the sled. Just

they were starting off, the minister himself came c

" Now steer carefully, Seth ! Remember, you

got valuable freight on board," said he.

I;

R

:

•
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Yes, sir !
" replied Seth, and they went down.

aothly, gracefully, not too swiftly, they glided

ill they reached the place where the sled had

<ped before ; and Aunt Sarah, pleased to find

,;elf right side up and in good order, walked

ingly back up the hill.

I believe I '11 try it myself," said the minister,

irah, we used to slide down-hill together,

—

pose we try it now."

ie had gained so much confidence by her first

t
ess, that she made little objection to trying

n, especially with her brother. Doubtless, if

could steer so well, his father could do still

r. So the robes were tucked up again, and

hey went.

it somehow—not even the minister knew how
5 sled slewed to one side, and instantly they

i themselves floundering in deep snow outside

jath. There was a great shout of laughter

the irreverent youngsters at the top of the hill.

Did you do that on purpose, John ? " the vic-

isked reproachfully, as she got up and shook

arments and stamped off the snow,

^o, really, Sarah !
" said the minister, laugh-

Dut mortified. " It takes more practice than

posed to steer a sled like this down such a

w path."

nt Sarah would go in then. She had had

Ijh of sliding, she said,—should n't get over

vist her neck got for a week, she dared say.

e and her brother went in, and the children

1 to have their good time out.

: went away two days after—back to her city

She could n't stay any longer, because it

dmost Christmas, and Uncle Ralph's family,

\ she made her home, made much account

ristmas. The minister's family did not. It

(To be continued.)

had not yet become the fashion up among the

New England hills ; and they were in no hurry to

introduce it, because where the families were very

large it might be doubtful whether old Santa Claus

could fill all the stockings. They were thankful,

for their part, to be able to furnish the stockings

themselves at present.

They had a fire in the best room the afternoon

before Aunt Sarah went. The minister's wife had
made a plum-cake, and they got out the strawberry

preserves, and made a grand supper in her honor,

with the best dishes and all. Nobody was there

but the home circle, of course, but that was "a
party " any time and all the time. And it pleased

Aunt Sarah better than if they could have had a

grand ball.

After it was over, they all went back to the best

room, and sat round the fire, talking, except the

girls, who staid in the kitchen to wash the dishes.

Tilda and Pattikin almost quarreled over a bit of

cake that had been left on the table. Their judg-

ment in discerning a hair-breadth of difference in

the size of the two pieces into which they had cut

it was really surprising ; and when it was settled

between them at last, it dawned upon their greedy

little minds that Thirza ought also to have a share

in the leavings.

" Here ! we've left none for Thirza ! We must
each give her a piece of ours !

" said Tilda, pre-

paring to divide hers.

" I don't want any cake that 's had to be fought

about," said Thirza, scornfully.

Tilda's cheeks grew hot, and her cake seemed
to choke her ; but Pattikin coolly swallowed hers,

and then retreated to the parlor, as if her share of

the clearing-up was done. And I suppose it was,

for she was such a little girl.

POOR KATY DELAY.

By Maria W. Jones.

:
rH cheeks like pink roses abloom in May,

(I. eyes like the stars, so sparkling were
iey !

*h breath like sweet clover, or new-mown

W,
pretty and sweet was Katy Delay,

good and wise we should find her this

y.

it not been for a very bad way
had, whenever her mother would say,

e, Katy, and learn !
" of crying, "

I Ml stay

Just five minutes more !
" or " Dear mother, pray

Wait till to-morrow,— I want so to play !

"

Now she is old and wrinkled and gray.

And knows no more than they do at Cathay,

—

Foolish and old, and never a ray

Of comfort for her who once was so gay
;

And all because she would have her own way.

Somehow or other, 't is always to-day ;

She never has found. I '11 venture to say,

Any to-morrow. Poor Katy Delay !
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MISS MUFFETT" SERIES— No. VII.

Little Tradja of Norway,

She sat in the door-way,

Eating' her reindeer broth

There came a big badger.

And little Miss Tradja

Soon carried her meal further nort

THE SICK FROG.

Have you ever seen a green frog which was fed on nothing but pennie

Marie had one. It was made of iron, and painted green, with large bla

eyes, and it was to be used as a savings bank. It was a curious-lookii

frog, with its green speckled back : and when Marie pressed her fing

on its left foot, it opened its mouth wide. Then she dropped a penny

the mouth, and let go of the foot. What do you think froggy did ? I

shut up his mouth, swallowed the pennies, and winked his two black ey



FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS. 353

if to say, ''That's good—give me another!" It was such fun to feed

e frog and see him wink !

But one day poor froggy was sick. He would not eat nor roll his eyes,

arie did n't know what to do. She shook him till he must have been

:zy. She turned him upside down, she pounded him, but it was all

no avail,—froggy would not move his mouth or eyes. At last she took

n to mamma.
" Mamma, dear, froggy will not eat any more !

"

"Too bad, indeed!" said mamma. "Let me see what is the matter."

•So she looked in the frog's mouth, just as a doctor looks at little girls'

gues when they are ill and cannot eat.

"Why, what is this I see?" said mamma. "Bring me my scissors."

Marie brought the long shears, and mamma thrust them into the froe's

uth, and soon brought out a piece of slate pencil.

" Why, no wonder poor froggy was sick ! Now, don't ever put any-

\g in his mouth, my little girl, except pennies, and he will be all right."

st then the frog gave a wink with both eyes, as he always did when

V\ as well, and little Marie was happy.

3h, you good frog !

" said she. " Now you shall have a real nice

r," and she dropped a silver ten -cent piece into his mouth, which he

fl'y swallowed, seeming to say, by his winks, "I'm all right now."
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How d 'ye do, my chicks ?

Spring is close at hand, they say ; but, if so, she
has forgotten to bring her weather. May be it is

to be sent after her by express—who knows ?

Meantime, here is something that will interest

you.

CRYSTALLIZED HORSES.

Real, live horses encrusted with crystal ! Most
of my children would think that could not be a pos-
sible thing, I suppose ; but I have some boys and
girls away off in British America, or even in Min-
nesota, or Iowa, or Dakota, who could tell you that

it is possible, for they have seen it.

In these places, as in other cold countries, a
horse when resting after a rapid drive in the frosty

atmosphere will be found covered with ice-crystals.

It is the moisture from his body and his breath
which has frozen upon him, forming beautiful little

ice-crystals over his whole form. In this condition

he looks like an immense toy horse covered with

sugar.

Who among you have seen this thing "with
your own eyes ?

"

A FRESHWATER WHALE.

You must know that as the white whale in the

great New York Aquarium is at present the only
captive whale on earth, he is, of course, a great

pet, and always has the best of treatment. He has
two bushels of live eels daily, and until the icy

winter interfered, he had his enormous tank kept
constantly filled with frequent supplies of salt sea-

water. Of late, this has been so hard to obtain,

that he has had to depend on Croton. Yes, for

many weeks this great sea-king has been living

entirely on fresh water ! There 's a let-down for a
respectable whale ! I suppose he considers himself
in a very decided pickle, though it may strike us

differently. And how strange he must feel—til

great, heavy, floundering, flapping thing—in vvatl

so much lighter than he has been accustomed tol

to say nothing of its want of flavor ! Still hJ

thrives, and gulps down his two bushels of live eeH
with great relish. Long may he prosper !

Later.—By Telegrapli.—Bad news ! The grea

white whale is no more ! He has gone to sti

fresher waters. He died suddenly on January 27tf

while the music was playing and crowds of unsm
pecting visitors were looking on, wondering at h

unusual liveliness.

SCHOOL LUNCHEONS.

Dear Jack : Will you allow me to say a ft

words to your young folks on the matter of scho

luncheons ? (Yes, indeed, Jack will
! ) I ha

noticed that new scholars coming to the red schoi

house, usually, until they fall into the ways •'

established pupils, bring for their noon lunche i

cakes, pies, and even candies. One day a little g I

actually brought a pop-corn ball, a whole box. ^
guava jelly and a pickle ! Such things, you i

admit, form very improper nourishment for gro '

ing children to depend upon daily from 8 A. M.l J

4 P. M., and boys and girls cannot be too warn

advised against their use. Fruit in its seas( ,"

apples and oranges at any time, good bread a i

butter, meat sandwiches—these always are si ?;

and wholesome. But it occurs to me that th r

"

may be many other things equally good, and t-
'

the young people can help each other to find th
[

";

out. Therefore, with this in view, and also in >;

hope of partially ascertaining the extent of the i
*

to which I have alluded, I have a request to ml

of one and all

:

Will you not, dear girls and boys, each w
a letter telling me what you ordinarily take

school for your noon feeding? Tell me of

luncheons you like best, and which you oftenest

tain. Don't write out an ideal lunch, naming
things that you would have, if you could, whei

your most enlightened state. Tell me what

actually take. If it be molasses candy and picl

say so. If it be mince-pie and sausages, or p

apples and crackers, tell me frankly. Cons

yourself in the light of workers for the public gi

and let the whole truth come out.

A good Boston school lately took occasion i

annual catalogue to say that its pupils suffer r

from want of nourishing food than from all

matters combined that come into the school-ht

They add :
" It is of little use to arrange for v<

lessons, frequent change of position, softened li

proper attitude, and pure air, if health is const!

undermined by inattention to food."

Do you not see that it is time for school-

and school-boys to take" the matter into se

consideration ? Talk it over with your par

young friends, and beg them to have fortitutl

withstand you when you coax them for merirl

and mince-pies !

Who knows what may be the result of.
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ovement/'—what dainty, excellent things may
z into general adoption among you school-

ilren ; what sallow, blotched faces may be
ed up ; what headaches may be driven away

;

rosy cheeks brought into bloom ; what school-

iphs may follow! Ail write, little and big!
ess, " The Little Schoolma'am, care of Scrib-

!k Co., 743 Broadway, New York." Write
,on one side of the paper; give your full name
'address

(

li
confidentially," if you prefer it),

: above all, let straightforward, simple fact-

g be the order of the day.

w, dear Jack, if the boys and girls respond to

I

equest, I shall indeed be
Your happy

Little Schoolma'am.

A REAL BABYHOUSE.

Talbol County, near Easton, Md.
Jack-in-the-Pulpit: I am going to tell you about our

use, because it is built out-of-doors and some of the dear
:hoolma'am's girls may like to make one of the same kind.
jilt of rough little pine-logs. It has pine-rushes on the
keep the rain out, for, you know, pine rushes shed water.
se is very dark inside, for it has no windows except a pane
in the door. The door is very narrow, and I have to go
ays, as I am rather fat. We have a stove in our house ; it

>per part of an old hall-stove, but it cooks very nicely on top.

no place to bake. We cook coffee, tea, chocolate, toast

ew taffy, and boil eggs there. Our stove is very warm, and
up the room nicely when there is a good fire in it. We
3 a little cart and an old horse; her name is " Dolly." She
nd has a swelled leg. Mother would not sell her to any
gave her to us, on condition that we would be very kind and
her. We haul rushes from the woods for the roof and fur

up our house, and wood for our stove. We go out in our
<never we want to, for Dolly is very easy to catch, and
,-y willing to help us. Alice puts her to. (Alice is my sister;

be eleven years old to-morrow.) We have not fixed the
our house yet, but it is to be of boards, with pine rushes on
carpet. I am fourteen and a half years old. I inclose a

r am

lich I drew myself. I hope it is good enough for you to

(JKi V St. Nicholas cousins. The door of a new one ought to

"H :r£er > so tnat escape would be easy in case of fire. But we
'ireful—Yours truly,

A SEED IN THE WOOL.

TTLE bird told me lately of a tiny flower
il opeared, a few years ago, along the rail-

I the Southern States. It suddenly and com-
|-arpeted the ground.

:

ttle Schoolma'am says that it is called Acan-
mm,—she delights in using a large part
phabet in one word, you know. It is a

South American plant ; and how do you think it

happened to be traveling by railroad?

The seeds are supposed to have been introduced

by the wool imported from that country.

if the products which were sent to the "Cen-
tennial" from all over the world, and from all parts

of our own land, have scattered seeds in this way,
what startling carpets may greet our eyes this,

spring !

CINDERELLA'S SLIPPER.
Bangor, Me.

Dear Jack: Of course you keep posted on the doings of the
fairies. If any of the descendants of Cinderella's fairy godmother
are with you, will you please ask them about this paragraph, which I

cut from a newspaper?

"Was it really a glass slipper by means of which Cinderella tri-

umphed over unnatural relatives and won the hand of the prince?
No, that is a philological blunder. The story of Cinderella was a
tradition before it was put into print in the French of Charles Per-
rault. In mediaeval French, the phonetic equivalent of z>erre (glassy

was vaire, a kind of variegated or spotted fur The first man who
turned the spoken into the written legend is answerable for the intro-

duction of Tie?-re instead of vazre, and hence for changing the slipper

of the ancient story into the now universally accepted glass slipper.

The verve is a manifest absurdity; the pretty Cinderella could not

have danced in it. The fur slipper, on the contrary, has abundant
excuse for its appearance in the story, for was not the wearing of
'fur and other pelletry ' rigidly forbidden by the sumptuary laws to
all but princes and princesses?"

Now, dear Jack, in behalf of my anxious little ones, I ask you—is

this true? Yours truly,

A Constant Reader's Mamma.

Dear me ! This is sad news, indeed. But it

might have been expected. The moment a man
of inquiring mind gets hold of a fairy story or a
legend, he plays the mischief with it. Now, dear
mother of a constant reader, if you take Jack's

advice, you '11 treat this so-called item of informa-

tion as a base slander. Let it go. The children

don't want anything more of that sort. The fel-

low may pride himself as he pleases on being able

to see through a glass slipper,—but it 's no credit

to him. Why, he '11 be trying next to haul down
Jack's bean-stalk ! He 'd better look out

!

THE OLDEST ORGAN IN THE COUNTRY.

Dear Little Schoolma'am : In these wonderful Centennial times,

when people are eagerly bringing forth their ancestors' treasures from
trunks and attics, I am sure the children join in the prevailing interest,

and would like to hear the history of the oldest organ in the country.

Portsmouth, down by the sea-side in New Hampshire, is quite rich,

in antiquities, and one of the choicest relics—better to me than the

old houses, or the old chairs or china—is the old organ in the Epis-

copal chapel. We claim that it is the first organ ever brought to

America. Many years ago, the facts concerning this organ were
collected, and published in some musical journal, and an extract was
cut from the paper, and pasted upon the organ. Though the
print is yellow with varnish and time, yet in this way the organ is

able to tell its own story; and this is, in substance, what it says:

"The organ was built in England, was purchased by Thomas-
Brattle, Esq., and brought to America in 1713; and was set up in

King's Chapel."
You know what a prejudice existed, in the days of our forefathers,

against organs. The record admits that the prejudice was not
abated in favor of this instrument. Just think of its coming to us a
stranger in a strange land, meeting no cordial reception, but treated

to an imprisonment of seven months in the tower of the church! It

was finally placed in the church, where it was used until the year
1756. It was then sold to St Paul Church in Newburypnrt, where
it did active service for eighty years. Then, in [S36, Portsmouth
became the home of the old organ ; the price paid for it at the time
of the last purchase was nearly $450. For one hundred and sixty-

three years its pipes have sounded, and it has not yet wholly lost its

sweetness or its usefulness,—not so old that it may not at times be
heard accompanying the chants of the church. We like to feel that
it has found its home, that the prcttv recess of the chapel where it

now stands shall forever be its resting-place. L. B. G.
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PANSY'S LOVERS.

By a Little Girl.

Spring-time.

Pansy, little pansy,
Wrapped in velvet hues,

Pansy, little pansy,
Bathed in morning dews;

Pansy, little pansy,
I 'm your lover true;

I am gentle Spring-time,

Come to welcome you.

Summer.

Pansy, little pansy,
Art thou here, my sweet,

Waiting for the lover

Thou hast longed to meet?

I am he, my darling,

I am Summer gay

;

When I come, my sweetheart,

Spring-time hastes away.

A utumn.

Pansy, litttle pansy,
Dost thou not know me?

I am glorious Autumn,
Tinting vine and tree.

Pansy, little pansy,
Grant me this one boon,

—

Stay with me, my darling,

Winter's coming soon.

Winter.

Pansy, little pansy,
Dost thou love us all ?

Then, my darling pansy,
Answer Winter's call.

Pansy, little pansy,
I 'm the flowers' night,

—

I 'II fold you in my arms, pet,

Wrapped in mantles white.

SOME CALIFORNIA SCENES.

I live in Oakland, California. Last year dear papa took Harry
and Wallie, my two brothers, and myself up to the Summit, Donner
Lake and Lake Tahoe. We had never seen snow falling until we
went to the Summit House, where we arrived by the overland rail-

road about midnight. When I looked out of the window in the
morning, I saw something flying about, and thought it was mosqui-
toes. 1 called to papa, who was in the next room, to look at the

great number of mosquitoes ; be told me I was mistaken, that it was
snowing. When we heard tins we all jumped up and were soon out

in the snow. The snow sheds (called galleries) over the railroad

track, and the mountains all around, were white, and the snow was
falling in beautiful large flakes like soft white down. But I do not
intend to tell you about that trip in this letter.

Pescadero—which, papa says, is the Spanish for fisherman—
is a little village near the ocean. On the first of July we all—that is,

papa, mamma, aunt Mattie, Hairy, Wallie, with my little playmate,
Maud, and two ladies and one genlleman, and myself—left Oakland
on the eight o'clock train for the wharf at the end of the overland
radroad, where we went on the ferry-boat to San Francisco, and then

on the street-cars to the steam-cars; we left the cars at San Matoe
and rode in a four-horse coach to Pescadero ; the coach was full

inside, and papa, Harry, Maud and I rode on tnp. The road winds
along the sides of mountains to Half-Moon Bay; in some places

we were hundreds of feet above the little houses in at the foot of the

mountains. We stopped for dinner at Half-Moon Bay, and arrived

at Pescadero about five o'clock. The Swanton House was decorated
with flags, and a large flag was on a pole in front of the hotel, and
ropes, with hundreds of little flags on them, were fastened to the flag-

pole and to houses across the streets. We children had each a cen-

tennial flag, which we waved as we drove up to the hotel. We m
not stop at the hotel, but had a cottage. There are four beautiil

cottages, with a green lawn and trees in front ; ours was rtarrtl

" Myrtle," the others were " Ivy," " Oak," and " Fern."
The next morning we went to Pebble Beach, a little beach wit J

high bank on one side, and large rocks at each end, over which rffl

waves dash with a great booming sound and splash. The beacla
covered with beautiful smooth pebbles, white, green, pink and otic

colors, all washed nice and clean by the waves ; some are very be*#
tifut. There are a great many common pebbles, which nobody est*

for.

The fun is in hunting for and picking up the nice round cnlo|*

ones. Everybody squats down, or lies flat down on the bea3
and has a little bottle, or box, or something to hold the pebblfci

and they scratch over and dig holes in the pebbles to find jl
prettiest ones. It looks very funny to see thirty or forty peow
big and little, squatting or lying down, hunting for pebbles. 1
children took off our shoes and stockings and ran down the beji

when a wave went out, and when a big roller came in we scampi
back; we got caught sometimes, and got awful wet, but did ft.

mind it a bit. The sun was very bright, and we all got sunbu f»-

We went to the beach nearly every day, and brought home sevSfri

small bottles and boxes full of pebbles. Little Wallie picked up jj£<
bles like the rest, and brought home one of papa's socks full; he i

papa empty the pebbles on a paper on the floor, and lie down onfti

carpet and hunt for the pretty ones, and call it playing "pe'B-
beach."
One day papa, mamma, aunt Mattie, Harry, Wallie, and myfe;

went in a carriage to Camp Spaulding in the redwoods. It Bj
lovely place ; the trees .grow very large and tall. Papa stoocjS,

against the end of one that had been sawed off, and it was hij|6

than his head. There were a great many larger than that one. Sij

ground was covered with ferns, growing five and six feet, B»i

so high and strong we could hardly get through them. Papa ai.£

went up a little canon where a little stream of water trickled did'

over the rocks, to look for ferns for his fernery, and we had fjt£.<

sport. The canon was full of old logs, brush, ferns and weedsH
i

which we walked ; sometimes we would come near slipping throiiu
.>

and sometimes when papa reached up the steep bank for a beaLffi^

fern, his foot would slip and he would slide down among the btHt. t

and ferns. We saw great quantities of hazel nuts, but they wenB|^
ripe, and we only gathered a few to show to the others at the cotlj^t I

On the road we passed a steam saw-mill, where they make bc%

.

and shingles from the redwood trees. Great wagon loads of shirl&jt

are hauled through Pescadero to the landing by mule teams :*fc -i

mules have bells on their collars which make a merry jingle irie .

woods to give notice to people in carriages to stop, as the id I

through the forest is so narrow in a great many places that ?Q *
wagons cannot pass each other. Lizz

St. Paul, ML
Dear St. Nicholas: Allow me to present this picture off!

Youthful Rubens Drawing Flies." I drew it as a companioiU^j

to the Young Contributor pictures— " Father, I Cannot Tell rie,

and "Sir Isaac Newton Discovering Gravitation," in your Juana

September numbers of last year.—Your young contributor,
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r is very apparent that Dr. Eggleston's little Fairy Show fur Sun-

-schools, published in the Christmas number of St. Nicholas,

a need precisely. We have received, and still are getting, many
..sant letters from delighted young correspondents who saw it played

' leir schools, or themselves took part in it, and everywhere it has

zed a "success." Minnie Whitney writes that the people of her

'day-school, in Hudson, Mich., "were tired of Christmas trees,"

, arried out Dr. Eggleston's plan,—"and it was splendid! " In a

consin town they admitted the children free, but charged the

' ers and mothers ten cents each, and so cleared almost three times
1

r expenses, besides having a deal of fun. In cities, where the

[("dies were larger, and the best arrangements for getting up and

j
menting the stages most easily procured, the play seems to have

ted greater admiration even than in rural towns, less accus-

i
:d to theatrical representations, and the dainties from Santa

I is's pack were especially welcomed by the children of the pour,

J
,

' always collect at the festival of a city Sunday-school. The

!j Jl Presbyterian church of St. Louis, for example, brought out

t Fairy Show in a grand manner, in the presence of over 500 chil-

i
1 and a houseful of older people. The pulpit, we are told, was

lj, Isomely decorated with evergreen trees, while on the north side

v placed a miniature house, about ten feet by six in size, thatched

I trimmed with evergreens, tufts of raw cotton and strings of

[j
ied corn, and with a veritable-looking chimney. The front of

r julpit was also adorned with evergreens and popped corn. Five

1; Ired and six boxes of candy, each labeled, "A merry Christmas,

a,, from the North Presbyterian Sunday-school," and 1,200

t ;es were given away to the little folks, who enjoyed the occasion

\ y.

Ripon, Wis.
:ar St. Nicholas: In your December number it is said that

t, liant Captain Bates and his wife live in Rochester, N. Y. But
ti s a mistake. They live in Seville, Ohio. I know this because

1, 1 visiting my grandma all last summer, who lives in Medina,
C , which is only a few miles from Seville. I am nine years old,

a, lave been taking St. Nicholas for two years and a half from
ti..

;
ews office here, and I like it very much indeed.—Yours truly,

Willie B Geery.

Philadelphia.

ar St. Nicholas: Can you inform me why pulling candy
s it change its color—Yours truly,

James Taft Hatfield.

;ood question, and one to which we will gladly reply in an early

Meantime, what do our young correspondents say about it ?

Harlem.
ar St. Nicholas : Although I am not a boy that lives in some
place that you would like to hear about, yet I have something
to tell you, though it may not seem true.

:
have a snake all spotted red and yellow, and we keep it in a
:ase till it gets tamer. Yesterday morning we put my little baby
i whistle in the case and went away. We did it just for fun,
len we came back, the whistle was gone and we could n't find
where. Just then we heard a queer noise, and when we looked,

1 md the snake all coiled up and whistling, with a little bit of the
n whistle sticking out of its mouth. Once I heard of a snake

1
two birds and a toad. I would like to know if this could be

1 -Yours truly, Tom C. Grant.

Washington, D. C, Jan. 14th, 1877.
Darling St. Nicholas : As I saw so many little girls were

writing, I thought I would send you a few lines to congratulate you
on your immense success. I have taken you from your birth, as a
writer to your magazine said. I think you are grand, and I hope
you will live forever. I like " His Own Master" ever so much. I

hope Jacob will marry Florie. I am making up a list of Bird-
defenders, and will send it as soon as it is full. Give my best regards
to Deacon Green and the Little Schoolma'am, and always remember
me as your devoted reader, Mamie King.

Flushing. N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas : I have a piece of money, on one side of

which is: "victoria d: g: brit: reg: fid: def: mdccclvi."
On the other side is a British device, and also, "one florin, one-
tenth of a pound." Is this an English, Austrian, Dutch, or
Prussian piece of money? How much is it worth ?

Jos. F. Darling.

This is a common English com, sometimes known as a florin, but

usually called a two-shilling piece. It is worth two English shillings.

Lillie Wolfersburger, Henry H. Swain, and O. H. B.—The
*'0" on some coins is only a badly cut "C" (for Carson City).

Coins from that mint are sometimes badly stamped, and the C readily

becomes an O.

Heidelberg, Germany, November, 1876.

Dear St. Nicholas : I am a very little boy, and I have not been
in dear America for four years. I am awfully homesick at times, and
would be a great deal more so if it was not that my papa sends me
the welcome St. Nicholas every month from away out in Michigan.
I am in Heidelberg with my two great big brothers, studying Ger-
man. I go to the public school, and can talk the language here like

a Dutchman.
This is a beautiful place, full of lovely drives and walks. We live

right under the walls of the old castle, and we walk up to the Komg-
stuhl often.

The big boys are very bad here, and fight awfully, and try to cut
off each other's noses with swords. They have big spotted dogs, as

large as calves. You ought to see the German girls dance, with their

blue stockings. They are lovely.

They drink an awful tot of lager-beer here. Can you tell them in

your nice paper that it is very wrong to drink and fight '! I am going
home to Grosse He, Michigan, next summer. I should like to stop
in New York and see you, St. Nicholas.—Your friend,

Willie S. Biddle, Jr.

Chicago.
Dear St. Nicholas : I am sick and cannot go out, so I thought

I would write you a letter. I have a little dog. He has a ball, and
I take it and put it in my pocket. Then he will put his head in, and
growl until he gets it out. Then he will run away with it, but bring
it back for me to do it again. He will get mamma's slipper and try

to chew it up ; and if we go after him, he will run and try hard not

to be caught. I have two pigeons; they are very tame, because I

am kind to them. They like me, and when I go in the coop to feed

them, they fly down and eat out of my hand. I am eight years old.

I like the " Boy Emigrants " better than any story.

Walter Garfield.

Pleasant letters have been received from Hugh 'Poland Carney,

Lizzie Spencer, Winnie H., Mane L. Hay del, Kiltie Blanche,
" Kate," Mamie Kennedy, A. T. C, Julia E. Botsfurd, Hattie and

Anna Mack, Allen Browning, Martha L Munger, and others.

Bethlehem, Pa., Jan. 6th, 1877.
*R St. Nicholas: This evening I read a letter in St. Nich-
bout putzes in Bethlehem, and I was very much interested in

luse I live in Bethlehem and am a Moravian There were a
nany putzes here this year. On one could be seen the Switch-
filroad in the coal regions. On another one we saw a stable,
>me angels over it. There were cattle in the barn-yard, and
rds standing and watching their sheep. We had a tree and a
uitz for our dolls. I have a sister, and we both play with our
We got a great many Christmas presents, among them St.
LAS. 1 like it ever so much, and wish it would come oftener.
ine years old.—From your little friend, Ernie H.

Fort McKavett, Menard Co., Texas.
Dear St. Nicholas : I am a little girl, ten years old. Occasion-

ally I see letters in your " Letter-Box " from boys and girls living in

the army, so I thought I would send you a short letter from Texas.
We live at Fort McKavett, one of the best frontier posts in the State.

The surrounding coLntry is very pretty. There are five infantry and
two cavalry companies stationed here. I have a pony, which I ride

nearly every day and enjoy it so much. My papa went on a scout
two years ago and brought home this pony; he belonged to the
Indians. I think he must have been one of the squaws' ponies, be-

cause he is so gentle and likes women better than men around him.
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I have a black and tan terrier dog named Nipper, and a cat called

Teeny. I could not live away out here without plenty of pets—it is

so lonely. I have no brothers or sisters, but there are eighteen
officers' children in the carrison, and all under twelve years of age.

I have not been North for four years : I am getting tired of living

South so long. I enjoy reading St. Nicholas so much, and out
here it is doubly welcome. I am afraid I am writing too much, so
will close for this timf.— I remain one of your best friends,

Janet G. Larke.

Inquiry: Can any one tell where to find a little poem on the

'Snow," commencing:

" Look at the beautiful flakes of snow,—
Where do they come from, whence do they go ?

Quietly, silently, gently they fall;

They do not jostle each other at all.

We in the world are not like the snow,
Jostling and pushing wherever we go."

Little Falls, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas : You have come to us ever since your exist-

ence, and we would hardly know how to do without you. Sister

Grace is away at school, and says you may come in my name another
year. Brother says he will pay for a copy to go to our cousins away
on the prairies of Nebraska. I think it very kind in him, for it will

be so appreciated by them, as they have had a hard time to get along.

It seems hardly true that they lived in a hole in the ground when
they first went there !

I suppose you are tired of the many letters you get from the readers

of St. Nicholas, but, if possible, I would like you to print this little

extract, at least, that I read in a paper a few days ago, asking the

young French scholars for a translation, or give it yourself, as you
wish. It was styled " A Beautiful Truth/' " Ce n est pas la victoire

quifait lajoie des nobles cattrs ; e'est le combat."
Hoping to see it in the " Letter-Box" soon, I remain your little

friend, Susie C. B.

West Union, Iowa, December, 1876.

Dear St. Nicholas : I am a little boy nine years old. I go to

school and study the Third Reader. I like the story of " His Own
Master" very much. Papa has taken St. Nicholas for me ever

since it was published. I have got a little brother named Robby,
and a dog named Frank, and a cat named Slammens. Is n't Slam-
mens a funny name? Mamma named him. It is pretty cold out

here in winter. I want to see this in St. Nicholas before I write

again.—From your friend, Harry Talmadge.

Louisville, Ky.
Dear Boys and Girls of St. Nicholas: I saw a little girl last

summer who never saw St. Nicholas. I felt very sorry for her.

She read " dry old books," and stories of astonishingly good children

and impossible grown people, and she never had any real, merry
romps.
Oh no, she was'nt a "very poor child," either. She had a great

many unnecessary things for a little girl, one of which was a little

black girl to wait on her. I thought the little black girl was very
funny, and used to laugh at her every day— not because she was
"black, but because she said such very odd things and often got her
words wrong. One morning she said: "John he did n't come home
'tall las' night—leas' ways he never slep' in he bed, 'cause it's all

untangled'this mornin'." Was she wrong to think when the bed was
all made up that it was untangled ?

Sunday, Bess wanted to do something she was told was wrong, and
her mistress said :

" Don't you know the Bible says you must not do
such things on Sunday?" Bess rolled her great eyes up and said:
" Oh ! yes, missie, but dey is a heap in things in de Bible what you
can't jftll-jitll.'* She saw a small marble bust of Dickens, and she
said :

" How dis man git he portagraph took so hard 'n' white? Mus'
'a' been awful pale he self, I reckon." Bess kept the flies off the
table at meal time. The big fly-brush was fastened over the table,

and Bess had to pull a cord to move the brush. I never knew her to

get through one meal without going to sleep at her work. She would
nod and pull the cord at the same time. It looked as though she had
the cord fastened to her head, and pulled it down each time her head
came down. It looked very strange to see her sleep standing up
and all the time going on with her work. Bess often heard the white
people talk of things she did not at all understand, but she would
remember the sound and tiy to use the words afterward. When Bess
was sent to do errands away from home, as happened sometimes, she
never seemed to have but one idea, and that was to go to the place to

which she was sent. Then she seemed to think her errand was done.
She was sent to me at another house, one day, and the first I knew of
it was when 1 looked up and saw the queer little thing standing in my
room. She had a bright yellow dress on. She never liked any other
color. I could not help smiling at her, she looked so contented and

as though her errand was done, although she had not said a word.
knew she had been sent for something, and I said: "Good mo
ing, Bess; what do you want this morning?" She stood perfec
still and rolled her great eyes up and said: "Nuffin." I wai 1

to give her time to think, and then I said: "What did you co
for, Bess?'' "Nuffin." "Who told vou to come?" "Missi
"What did she tell you to do?" "She done tole me to co
straight to your room an' stay till you tole me to go home agai
How was I to get at the message? I knew one had been st

After a little I said: " What did your mistress tell you to say]
me?" "She say tell you to look at my breas'-pin—that's all I

say." I looked and found a note fastened by a pin at her thrJ
I laughed at this and wondered why she could not have carried id

her hand. I found afterward that she lost everything she was trul
to carry. I answered the note and said: "Bess, what shall I do\l
this note ? I want your mistress to have it." With a perfectly irl

ferent face, and still looking anv place but at me, she says; " Ido'l
'speck I reckon you better tie it to me. I mout loss it." I tocl
string and lied the note around her neck like a locket, and she see
very proud of it. Then I told her to go right back to her misl

and give her the note. She made a queer bow and said :
" Yes, i

I goin*," and she was gone as rapidly and as quietly as she had c

She went to her mistress as she had come to me, and without a 1

waited to be examined. If you would like to see Bess, and vi!

with me to Virginia, you can hear her talk. I think you'd lau

good deal. They are used to her where she lives, and don't t

her funny. Bess would be surprised if she knew I had written tc

about her.—Yours truly, M. A.

Oakland, Q
Dear St. Nicholas : I am going to write you a receipt for cl

late caromels; I think you will find them very nice:—Quarter pi
prepared chocolate ; one cup of molasses; one cup of sugar, bn
one cup of milk (or cream) ; half cup of butter. Boil unul done
ring briskly all the time, and just as it is done put in three or

drops of extract of vanilla. I have not tried Gussie's receipt

but I intend to soon. From your affectionate reader,

Fiddie M. Belch

Media, Jan. 10th, iE

Dear Jack: In the January St. Nicholas, " M. S."
sentence containing five " thats " in order, and asked how it 1

he parsed. At an examination in our school, some time ago, w
to parse a sentence of a like nature. The first " that " is a coi

tion, connecting "Jane said" with the rest of the sentence.
second " that " is a demonstrative pronominal adjective relating

third "that," which is a noun, subject of the verb "was. v '

fourth " that" is a relative pronoun, its antecedent being the
" that." The fifth " that" is a demonstrative pronominal adji

limiting the noun "boy."—Yours truly, E. N. Fussi

Leavenworth, KanU
Dear St. Nicholas: I have a little anecdote about Kansaf

that perhaps your readers will enjoy.

During Quantrell's raid, which was in 1864, the town of Lay!
was burned. There were no rats in Topeka. On the day follf

the fire, they appeared in force, and persons who went over t"

between the two places, saw innumerable tracks of little feet, s

that the little quadrupeds had evidently gone in an array fro]

town to the other. Since that time, there have been plenty!
both in Topeka and all stations west.—Truly your friend,

Mildred
j

" Santa Claus," of New London, sends this ingeniously ;

answer to Rebus No. 2 in the January number:

The Witches' Spell.

This remarkable spell

Is devised very well,

On a truly original plan ;

If I've not got it right,

In my guessing to-night,

Then pray let him "Spell it who can.'

In addition to those who were credited last month, the fifl

boys and girls sent answers to puzzles in the December rj

Prentis Dow, Clara Lee, Edith Heard, "Professor," Tellis F|
Nellie S. Thompson, Howard Steel Rodgers. Thomas Dykes
Mary J. Tilghman, William C. Delanoy, Nettie Mack, Benni
S. Decatur Smith, Jr., Mary Brenda Balmaix, Nettie Ml
Crecy S. Slate, Lizzie Kiernan, " Beth," S. H. Hamilton, fm
Pollard, " M. E. A." and " L. G.," Chas. Burnham, Allen 11

ham, May Ely, Charlie A. Miller, Kiltie M. Blanke. Everett!

Ella Blanke, Leonie M. Milhau, Zella Milhau, Bessie &|
Helen Green, Jackie D. W., A. G. Cameron, Edith Lowrl
Delanoy, Henry T. Perry, Elinor Louise Smith, "Oliver!

"C. A. D.," Clarence M. "Trowbridge, and Sheldon Emery. 1
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THE RIDDLE-BOX.

BEHEADED ENIGMAS.
BV A LITTLE GIRL.

i. Do you need a i, 2, 8, 3, 6 to find the place where you shot the

S, 3, 6 ? 2. While on our 7, 8, 3, 1, 2, we went under an 8, 3, 1, 2.

I think it was 3, 8, 5, 2 to fell the 8, 5, 2. 4. She was not 5, 7, 8,

6 to go to the 7, 8, 3, 6 in search of 8, 3, 6. 5. There is a stove in

ur School-house. Do you often 9, 4, 6 by 4, 6 ? 6. He had best

3p 4. 7 °ff a ul:t 'e OI " t^31 3> 4» 7' 7- He wore the i, 2, 8, 3, 7 as a

Section from 2, 8, 3, 7.

Put the nine letters in their proper order, and find a pleasant holi-

f,
LIZZIE KIERNAN.

HIDDEN LATIN PROVERB.
rlND in the following sentence a Latin motto for puzzle-guessers :

i. student so thoroughly patient I admire greatly ; he evinces

it quality which is the basis of all excellence in scientific knowl-
yjb j. p. b.

PICTORIAL LIBRARY PUZZLE.

Who are the sixteen authors represented on the shelves

METAGRAM.
Whole, I am a river in England. Curtail me, and I am to part.

Transpose, and 1 am a stanza. Omit one letter and transpose, and I

am without end. Transpose, and I am to turn aside. Curtail and
transpose, and I am a part of the day. stallknecht.

TRIPLE ACROSTIC.

Primals, centrals, and finals form three animals.
A great musician. 2. Part of Oceanica. 3 A shade of color.

4. An earth-worm. 5. A Latin council. 6. A color.

LITTLE ONE.

MELANGE.
1. Transpose a kind of fish, and give the nameofa poet; again,

and give an article of food ; again, and give a pledge. 2. Bi-head
the fish, and leave a girl's name. 3, Syncopate the fish, and leave to

satisfy appetite. 4. Behead the article of food, and leave an Oriental

tree. 5. Behead the pledge, and
leave to seize. 6. Transpose to

satisfy appetite, and find a resi-

dence. 7 Curtail the Oriental tree,

and find a beverage. 8. Behead the

residence, and find what we all do.

1 sola.

EASY DIAMOND PUZZLE.
1. A consonant. 2. A young

animal. 3. A wild animal. 4. A
domestic animal. 5. A consonant

ISOLA.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. Anger. 2. A peculiar sub-
stance, obtained from certain sea-

weeds, or marine plants. 3. More
recent. 4. An animal. 5. Empty.
6. One who entertains. 7. A small
period of time. Primals and finals,

read down, give two boys' names.
Behead and curtail each word,

and the following will remain : 1.

An animal. 2. An ancient god. 3.

A heathen goddess. 4. A verb. 5.

A girl's nickname. 6. To ponder.

7. A sign. CYRIL DEANE.

HIDDEN FRENCH
PROVERB.

Find a French proverb in the fol-

lowing sentence which may teach
us to be charitable in our judgment
of others:

Do I prefer Valenciennes to Honi-
ton laces? O! it seems quite

malicious, Amy, to ask me : but I

will relieve your suspense, and say
" Yes." b.

INCOMPLETE SENTENCES.
,

iL the blanks in each sentence with words pronounced alike but
1 a differently and having different meanings.

he beauty of that horse is his . 2. A fisherman

g in his nets added much to the . 3. He the helms-— the tiller and start across the . j. William a boy
- to procure for him some . 5. He came through the

ith an awkward . 6. Once a week the society and
i ut the to the poor 7- No doubt the ancient used

;,
hields for pillows for many . 8. I think rats must have
1 this , for the corn is all nibbled. 9. They had the

'ith a chain of enormous . 10. Taking a , Mary
S ted to it with a of scissors. stallknecht.

CENTRAL SYNCOPATIONS.
f\'

'NCOPATE musical instruments and leave edibles. 2. A series

,
and leave to arouse. 3. Very important, and leave a bottle,

autiful substance found in the sea, and leave a useful substance
inderground. 5. A vessel, and leave to spill. 6. Pieces of
:lay, and leave fastenings.
syncopated letters, read down, form an acrostic, meaning a

CYRIL DEANE.

HALF WORD-SQUARE.
1. A far Western State.

sessed. 5. A conjunction.

2. A report. 3. To cast forth. 4 Pos-

6. A consonant. little one.

OMNIBUS WORD.
What word of five letters contains

:

I.—Two word-squares. First: 1. An animal. 2. A vegetable. 3.

An organ of the body. Second : 1. What the hungry desire to do.

2. A verb. 3. A beverage.
II.—A diamond puzzle. 1. A consonant. 2. A period of time. 3.

To preach. 4. What the hungiy did do. 5. A vowel.

III.—Words which, transposed, will fill the blanks in the following

sentence properly: We must up every ,
or they will spoil

the crop if they grow at this .

IV.—Four reversible words. 1. A state of equality : reversed, a

knock. 2. A stratagem : reversed, a portion. 3. A light blow ; re-

versed, to mend a shoe. 4. An animal : reversed, a resinous sub-

stance.

V.—Words meaning: 1 Duplicity. 2. Quick. 3 Carried away
by excitement or wonder. And a prefix and a preposition.

H. H. D-
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REBUS.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN FEBRUARY NUMBER.

Hour-Glass Puzzle.—Innocence.

O B K D I E N C E
L E A N I N G
HONOR
TOE

C
FEE

DONOR
SPECTER

i'ERPETUAL
Anagrams of Cities.— i. New Castle. 2. Charleston. 3. New-

Orleans. 4. Syracuse. 5. Montreal. 6. Providence. 7. St. Augus-
tine. 8. Portsmouth.
Mathematical Puzzle.—Mild.
Pictorial Numerical Rebus.— 23,008

8,94s
82,000,000,808

49,000,006

82,049,032,767

Difficult Diamond Puzzle.—Indistinguishable.

1

I N N
LEDGE

H O L I D A V
FORES I GHT
RECEPTAC LPS
PREMEDITAT ION

REPRESENT AT I . O N S

INDISTINGU I S H A B L E
SOMNAMBL'LAT I ONS
INVESTIGATION
HURRY SKURRV
SHEPHERDS
MI RAGLE
SABLE
ALE

E
Enigma.—Paris.

Double Meanings.— 1. Racine. 2. Rouen (ruin). 3. Cork.
Buffalo. 5. Tours. 6. Lyons. 7. Lancaster (lank aster).

Numerical Enigma.— " Idle folks have the most labor."

Pictorial Puzzle.—Plum, Lime, Date, Prickly-pear.

Double Acrostic.—Paris, Genoa
P —i— G
A -lo— E
R _ai— N
I _ndig—

O

S—ahar—

A

Novel Diamond Puzzle.— t
n E T

T E N E T
t E N

T

Square-Word.— rose
opal
sail
ELLA

Picture Puzzle.—1, It is a ball (bawl). 2. It is a wet se

3. Criers. 4. It is an overflow of salt water. 5. Because their!
are together. 6. Because they are in tiers (tears). 7. She nee
unbend. 8. It is upbraided. 9. They are in arms. 10. His ej

are out. n. "I'sehid" (eyes hid).

Rebus.— " Kind hearts are more than coronets,

And simple faith than Norman blood."
Hidden Words.— Ragout, gout, ou, si, de, te, en, le, comba

baton, ton, on, Lyon, ont, fi, fiel, the.

Diamond Puzzle.— d
s 1 p

stare
diamond
proud
end

Riddle.— Fire, ire, fir.

Easy Enigma.—Aversion,
Diamond Puzzle.

a version, aver,

APE
AGENT
spectre
ENTRY

Easy Double Diagonal Puzzle.—Agate, Slate.

A r 1 e S
aG 1 L e
B E A C H
sT a Te
E Y R I E

Beheaded Rhymes.—Prelate, relate, elate, late, ate.

Concealed Diamond and Word-Square.—

Cross-word Enigma.—Yorktown.
Metagram.— Ada, Adam, madam, mad, lad, bad, a.

Answers to Puzzles in the January Number were received, previous to January iSth, from Fred S. Pickett, Arthur V.

Harry K. Merritt, Lydia W. Brown, "Santa Claus," Sadie Hamilton, Frieda E. Lippert, Josie Morris Brown, "Alma," Addie
j|

Henrv A. Bostvick, jr., M. S. R., "Pandora," M. H. S., Brainerd P. Emery, Harry Nathan, Horace Read Keay, Alma Bertram I

May Sherwin, J. B. T., Nessie E. Stevens, "Alex," Nellie Emerson, "Oliver Twist," " Norma," Louie Rodman, Lillie Coggeshall, Ll
Nyce, Alice B, McElwain, Charles Hart Payne, Annie M. Horton, S. N. Knapp, Chas. G. Case, Frank Frick, Ella G. Condie, "Frl
Thomas Hunt, Jr., Nellie B. Baker, Alice M. Reisig, Clara Lee, Howard Steel Rodgers, Nelly Chase, " Beth," Emma Elliott, M. \V|
"Yankee Doudle," Louis \V. Ford, "Lizzie and Annie," Arthur F. Stone, Grace H. Miller, Alfred S. De Witt, Genevieve AHtfi

Hamilton, Fred Richardson. Willie Dibblee, Eleanor N. Hughes, "Golden Eagle," Marion A. Coombs, Willie Glover, Mary F Jj

M. Louise Cross, " Mercury," Mamie A. Rich, Edith Lowry, " Telemachus," Dee L. Lodge, Katie S. Wright, "Professor," E. D.I

S. B. Benedict, "Apollo," Ora L. Dowry. Arthur C. Smith, Willie R. Lighton, "General Butterfingers, S. S. B. R.," John C. Ro|
Herbert C. Taylor, Lizzie Wilson, Jennie Wilson, Gertrude Hill, Mildred Pope, Oliver Everett, Willie L. Thomas, Ellen M. Field,!

Reed, Edwin C. Garrigues, " Perseverance," Blanche L. Turner, A. G. Cameron, Thos. W. Fry, H. C. Taylor, Leroy W- Nine!

Brown, Eddie Vultee, George Herbert White, Bessie McLaren, Helen Green, Amy Shriver, Carroll L. Maxey, George B. Titswort|

W. Chamberlain, W. C. Spencer, and W. Irving Spencer.





AUNT CARRIE WINDS THE CLOCK.
(See "Sam Clemson, the Second.")
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SAM CLEMSON, THE SECOND.

By Frank R. Stockton.

Sam CLEMSON was called "The Second" be-

use he had a cousin, several years older than

.Tiself, who was also Sam Clemson, and there

d to be some way of distinguishing them. Sam-

'l was a family name among the Clemsons, and,

e many other favorite family names, it had cre-

;d a good deal of confusion. These two Sams
sd only a few miles apart, and that made the

itter worse in their case ; but the plan adopted

rked very well indeed.

The only peculiarity about our Sam, apart from

name, was the fact that he owned a twenty-

lar horse.

rrom his earliest boyhood, a horse had been the

rest wish of Sam's heart,—a horse which should

all his own. So, when a neighbor offered this

able family horse, warranted kind and gentle,

fearless of locomotives, for the trifling sum of

nty dollars, Sam never rested until he had
ed the money and purchased the steed,

ie had saved fourteen dollars ; he sold his gun
Timer broken) for three dollars and a half; his

went for a dollar; a pair of pigeons and an

one, for another dollar ; and his mother gave

fifty cents.

^hen Sam brought liis horse home, he was
id indeed. Not another boy of fourteen in the

hborhood owned a horse. Even Sam the First

not so rich.

was holiday-time, and there was a light car-

' on the place, which seldom was used, and for

our young horse-owner did little but drive

t, and take any one riding who cared to go,

who felt in a leisurely frame of mind. For it

Vol.. IV.—24.

must be admitted that Ronald, the new horse, was
not a fast animal. What once he might have

been, I cannot say; but many years had certainly

elapsed since he had done any very rapid trotting.

However, he was a large, stout horse, and he had
an air of having lived well.

Sam had asked some questions about his age,

but his owner had replied :

'' Now, I don't warrant him to be a young horse.

If you want young horses, I have some that I '11

sell from a hundred and fifty dollars up. But
there 's lots of life in that horse yet ; and by the

time he 's too old to work at all, you '11 be ready

for a younger animal, at a higher price."

So Sam said no more on that subject.

After a time, Sam gave up driving out so fre-

quently, though the horse did not seem to object

to jogging along meditatively all day. But, as

Sam was a boy who liked to feel that he was of

use, he insisted on driving over to Rossville, a

little town about two miles away, whenever any-

thing was wanted from the store.

After one or two visits there, he made a dis-

covery, and that was, that a buffalo-robe, which

always hung at the door of a small store at the end
of the town, was the only thing that old Ronald
was afraid of. He never could pass it without

getting frightened and trying to run away. But

his aged legs and Sam's hard pulling interfered

very much with that performance ; and so he had
never done anything more than caper and shy, and
trot off at a fair pace with his head high in the air,

whenever he happened to pass the store.

Sam thought it possible that in his youth he
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might have hunted buffaloes, and been injured by

one ; but this was difficult to prove. At all events,

Sam took advantage of this weakness in Ronald,

and as he found that he never became entirely

unmanageable, he always drove past that small

store before he went to the larger establishment in

the center of the town. The post-office was in the

latter store, and there were always people standing

about as Sam came rattling up, holding in his spir-

ited animal with all his might.

''Lively old beast!" a man said, one day.

''What did you give for him?"
Sam told him, and the man stepped up and

looked into Ronald's mouth.

"A dollar a year," said he, "or thereabouts."

Sam walked into the store without answering.

He thought some men could say very foolish

things.

Not long after the purchase of the horse, a

younger sister of Sam's mother came to make them
a visit. Aunt Carrie, as Sam and his sister Kitty

called her, was about twenty years old, and a very

sprightly and pleasant young lady.

Sam was glad to see her,—glad because he liked

her, and glad to have some new person to take out

to drive. He soon took her to look at his horse,

but she did not seem anxious to go riding that day,

as Sam suggested. He asked her frequently, dur-

ing the next few days, but she always had some
good-humored reason for staying at home.

But it was not very long before Aunt Carrie

wanted to go and spend a day with the family of

Sam the First ; and then our Sam's chance came
in. He promptly offered the services of his horse

and himself; and as there was no very good way

of doing otherwise, they were accepted cheerfully.

They were to start at ten o'clock, but long be-

fore that hour Sam was ready. He took the horse

and carriage around to the front door, and having

carefully tied Ronald, he went into the house to see

if Aunt Carrie was prepared to start.

As he entered the sitting-room, he was aston-

ished to see that young lady, with a feather-duster

in one hand, standing on a stool, and winding the

old family clock, while his little sister Kitty and

the house-dog, Tip, were watching the operation

with a vast deal of interest.

"Why, Aunt Carrie!" cried Sam, "haven't

you begun to get ready yet? And it's no use

winding that old clock,—it don't go."
" From the dust in it, 1 should think it hadn't

been wound up since the days of Sam Clemson

Minus Two," said Aunt Carrie.

"Minus two?" exclaimed Sam. "Why, who
was he ?

"

"Don't you see," said Aunt Carrie, closing the

clock, and getting down from the stool, "that if

you are Sam the Second, and your cousin is Saii

the First, that the Sams who came before yoJ
your grandfathers and so forth, must have be"

Sams minus something ? I hope the old clock w
go. 1 set it at ten, because I knew it must be near)

that time, when I heard you bring the carria

around. And now I '11 be ready in three minutes

And away she ran.

At about a quarter past ten, Aunt Carrie, who
three minutes had stretched themselves consid*

ably, made her appearance, and Sam was not si

in helping her into the carriage.

They did n't exactly dash off, but still you cou
easily see that they were moving. Sam did

ply his whip. He knew that it would be of

earthly use, and he preferred to have his au,

Carrie think that he rather liked to go alo

gently, so as to enjoy the scenery and the weath

But he did not intend to jog along in that way
the time. He had his plans.

There were two roads to his uncle's house. O
was almost direct, and the other went through t

lower part of Rossville. Before they reached t|

road, Sam asked his aunt if she would like to

through the town.
" I 'm not particularly anxious to do so," <

said ;
" but if it 's a better road, I don't object

"Oh, it's a good road," said Sam, and turr

into it without further words.

Of course, Sam wanted to go by the buff;

robe. He not only wished his aunt Carrie to

what a spirit still lived in his old horse, but

hoped, as his uncle's house was not far from R<

ville, that some of the fire and dash might rem

until they reached there ; for Sam the First
f

never seen Ronald, and it was therefore desir;;

that he should make as fine a show as possible.

As he approached the little store, he looked

for the robe. It was there, but not in its u

place. Having hung out so long in summer;

well as winter, and being a second-hand re

any way, the owner might have thought he c(i

never sell it if he did not dust it out sometimes,

any rate, it was hanging on a rope, tied to

posts near the road-side, and a small boy wash;

ing it with a stick.

When they drew near, Sam tightened his

on the reins, and old Ronald pricked up his

and looked for the buffalo-robe.

There it was, close to his head, and shaking

wriggling dreadfully !

It had been many y-ears since Ronald had
gj

such a jump as he gave then ! It astounded i\

and made Aunt Carrie give a little scream. ^1

went the horse in a gallop.

" Whoa ! Whoa !
" cried Sam, pulling and

ging at the lines' • but the animal wou
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whoa." He plunged on, regardless of every-

ling.

" He 's running away !
" cried Aunt Carrie, ex-

nding her hands toward the lines. " Let me
,»lp you !

"

1 " No ! No !
" said Sam, his eyes nearly start-

g from his head with his exertions. " I can

>ld him !

"

Sam expected Ronald to cool down very soon,

he had done always before, after a buffalo

[i are ; but he was mistaken. The horse was ter-

)ly frightened this time, and Sam's desperate

"•uggles at the lines had no effect whatever.

iint
Carrie grasped the side of the carriage, as it

<:tled and banged along the road. She did not

earn, but she expected every minute to be

•own out.

Fortunately, the horse kept on the road which

to Sam's uncle's place, and which branched off

m the main street. Here the way was clear, and

nald quickly left the town behind him.

As they reached a little hill. Aunt Carrie saw

le straps flapping in the air, and she exclaimed

:

iomething is loose !
" The next minute, a snap

i heard, and just as they were at the top of the

1, Ronald burst away from the carriage, jerking

lines from Sam's hands and nearly pulling him
: r the dashboard.

; Mercy !
" cried Aunt Carrie, grasping Sam by

coat.

b.way went the horse, and slowly the carriage

!i:d backward down the hill, making a turn as it

hed the bottom, and backing gently against

fence at the side of the road.

: unt Carrie and Sam looked at each other, and
1 burst out laughing. Now that the danger

over, it seemed ridiculous to be sitting there

he road-side in a carriage without any horse.

Well," said Aunt Carrie, when she had done
hing, " I suppose we may as well get out."

Yes," said Sam, " I suppose so ;
" and out they

Well, Sam," said his aunt, "you'd better go

your horse. He will soon be tired of running,

I expect you will find him eating grass by the

of the road. I see we are near old Mrs.

jpbell's little house. I will walk up that far

iyou, and wait there."

Ul right," said Sam ;. "and when I catch him,

[CO on to uncle's, and get them to send for you."

Sam left Aunt Carrie inside Mrs. Campbell's

i:n gate, and hurried on. He walked and
:d, but no horse he saw.

length he reached his uncle's place. The
ge gate was open. Looking back toward the

he saw Sam the First slowly leading old

Id toward the stable door.

-

" Hello !" cried Sam the Second, running to the

bafn.

His cousin stopped, and looked back. " Hello !

"

he rejoined. "What's the matter? Is this your

horse ?"

" Yes," said Sam ; and when he reached the

barn, he sat down on a log in the shade and told

what had happened.

Sam the First, who considered himself quite a

young man, stood gravely listening to the story,

still holding old Ronald, who was puffing and blow-

ing at a great rate.

" I had no idea this was your horse," he said.

" He came walking in here as if he was glad to

find a home. But I '11 put him up, and then we'll

get out the buggy and go for your aunt Carrie."

As Sam the First bustled about, our poor Sam
sat rather dolefully on the log. Things had cer-

tainly turned out differently from what he had

expected. His cousin pulled the buggy from the

carriage-house, brought out a gray horse from the

stable, and backed him up to the buggy.
" Sam," said he, " that horse is n't a safe one

for you to own. I heard you had a horse, but I

had no idea it was such a dash-away as this."

"Oh! he's as quiet as a cow, generally," said

our Sam.
" Yes, that may be ; but you see he is n't to be

trusted— for a carriage-horse. There 's no know-

ing when he 'd run away. I tell you what you 'd

better do," continued Sam the First, as he hooked

a trace to the whiffle-tree, " you 'd better sell him

to me. He 's a big, strong horse, and would do

very well on a farm. Father 's given me that field

by the woods to work for myself, and I '11 want a

horse. What '11 you take for him ?
"

" I don't know about selling him," said Sam the

Second.
" Well, you 'd better think it over."

While Sam the First was in the house he saw his

mother, and told her all about the mishap. When
he came out, he walked rather slowly, apparently

thinking about something.
" Sam," said he, " you had better jump in and

go after your aunt."

Our Sam's eyes sparkled. He was another boy

in a minute.
" May I ? " he said, with his hand on the side of

the buggy.
" Certainly," said his cousin. "You're a good

driver, with a safe horse like this. When you

come back, I '11 send our man to take your carriage

home."

Sam drove off joyfully, while his cousin, feeling

very tall and manly, shut the stable door.

" It don't take much to please a boy," he said to

himself, with a smile.
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The gray horse was a good traveler, and Sam
soon drove up to Mrs. Campbell's gate.

On the way back to his uncle's, Sam told Aunt
Carrie all about the buffalo-robe, and his reason for

driving by it.

" That was a great risk to run," she said, "just

for the sake of showing off a little. But I guess

you 're only a boy, are n't you, Sam ?" and she laid

her hand on his shoulder.

" I suppose so !
" said Sam.

" But, Sam," said Aunt Carrie, " let me give

you a piece of advice : Never try to make any-

thing—especially anything that is old—exert itself

beyond its strength."

A very pleasant afternoon was spent at the house

of Sam's uncle, and before he came away, our

Sam had sold old Ronald to his cousin for twenty

dollars.

After an early supper, a four-seated carriage was

brought around, and Sam the First drove Aunt
Carrie and his cousin home, with Ronald's broken

harness stuffed under one of the seats.

They reached the house before dark, and when
the story had been told, and the excitement had

cooled down, Sam the First went home.

After the matter had been talked over a little

longer, Aunt Carrie went into the sitting-rooi

where a lamp had just been lighted.

" Why, I had no idea it was so late !
" she sai

" it 's nearly ten o'clock !

"

At this, everybody exclaimed that it was impi

sible, and little Kitty declared that it could n't

ten o'clock because she was not in bed.
" Well, you can go in and see for yourselvt

said Aunt Carrie.

Sam walked into the sitting-room, and sc

walked out again.

"It's the same old ten o'clock that it was

morning," said he. " That old clock has n't g

an inch."

" But something has gone more than an inc;

said his mother. " Just after you left, I hearl

snap and a crash of something falling. I expect
j

cord broke and the weight came tumbling dovvrl

•'
I hope I have n't injured the dear old ckxl

said her sister.

Sam the Second arose from his seat and stooj

front of his aunt.

" Aunt Carrie," said he, " let me give yol

piece of advice : Never try to make anythinB

especially anything that is old—exert itself beyjp

its strength.
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SONGS OF SPRING.
[Part 1.1

By Lucy Larcom.

"hat set the first poet sing-

ing ? How came poetry to

be thought of at all ?

Have these questions ever

come into your mind ? The
best way to get them an-

swered is to go out into

the woods or fields on a

pleasant May morning,

—

anywhere among trees and
flowers and running streams

and caroling birds,—and
just look and listen.

You will be very likely

to feel as if poetry were try-

ing to sing itself through

you, as you hear it bub-

ig from the bird's throat, and lisped by the

pling brook.
1 think that the birds were the very first poets,

'tainly the sweetest poetry is like their singing,

jree and fresh and natural,—the singer's soul

liring itself out in delight and rapture that

Bhing can repress.

(lever does the unanswerable question, " What
|)oetry ? " seem so foolish as it does in spring,

a the air is laden with it,—when it floats upon
clouds, sifts through sunbeams and raindrops,

rises as incense from opening bud and burst-

leaf and springing grass, and even from the

Wn earth itself.

oetry ? Why, you are living and breathing in

nd you can no more define it than you can

le your own life. The beautiful smile of Nature
ce the smile of a mother upon her child. How
addens the little one, who would be no wiser

appier for hearing a definition of its gladness,

ere were one to be given ! In the presence of

lear mother Nature we are all little children

—

)y in her beauty, and blessed with her blessed-

, we know not how or why.

it if we cannot define poetry, we can recognize

i we recognize a face or a voice that we love.

\'

afe

ym

Wherever beauty, strength, -~

or joy is springing to life ^

from sweet and natural

sources, there is poetry. It

may be found elsewhere,

and there may be poetry

which never gets expressed,

as gems may lie hidden in

unopened mines ; but there

is enough of it around us to §l-?jii

make us every day as glad

as heart could wish.

And a morning in spring

is like the re-opening of

Nature's book of pictures

and poems, the more charm-

ing to us because of the

blank white leaves of winter

we have been turning ; left HSf
blank for us to fill up with

the poetry of heart-and-

home life, which is even

more beautiful than any

Nature can write upon her

tinted pages. .. ,, . ,. >

When the winds of March '^J^.MMw^
begin to blow open the leaves

of this delightful picture-

book, young and old are

newly alive with joy.

Yes, even March — the - ^JuS&V 11 » :

windy, blustering month,

that everybody finds fault

with—has a poetry of his

own. He is the advance-

guard of Spring ; his noisy

trumpeters announce her

approach, and his hurrying

tempests sweep the earth clean, to make ready for

the green carpet upon which her beautiful foot-

steps are to fall.

We all have learned to welcome March, in

the old rhyme which must have made itself, since
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nobody appears to know just where it came

from .

" March winds and April showers

Bring forth May flowers."

Wordsworth has a little poem about March, of

which some lines run thus :

" The small birds twitter,

The lake doth glitter,

The green field sleeps in the sun;

The cattle are grazing,

Their heads never raising,

—

There are forty feeding like one."

That is March as it is in England, where the

fields are green earlier than is usual with us.

How is it possible that out of the frozen brown

earth even the smallest blossom should rise like a

star, or bring up its little cup of perfume? How
marvelous that the colorless and shapeless clods

beneath our feet should be transformed into flowers

by the magical touch of spring ! No tale of en-

chantment was ever half so strange as that which

we read in the unfolding leaves of every returning

May.

There is only one thing more marvelous than

this new creation which we behold around us, and

that is ourselves, who are so made that we can

enter into it and enjoy it all. You, little child,

whoever you are, looking out into the most glorious

landscape, can sing tor yourself this song :

" Great, wide, beautilul world.

With the wonderful water round you curled,

And the wonderful grass upon your breast,

—

World, you are beautifully drest !

" The wonderful air is over me,

And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree;

It walks on the water, and whirls the mills,

And talks to itself on the tops of the hills.

" You friendly Earth, how far do you go,

With the wheat-fields that nod, and the rivers that flow,

—

With cities, and gardens, and cliffs, and isles,

And people upon you, for thousands of miles ?

" Ah ! you are so great, and I am so small,

I tremble to think of you, World, at all.

And yet, when I said my prayers to-day,

A whisper inside me seemed to say;
' You are more than the Earth, though you are such a dot,

—

You can love and think, and the Earth cannot!'"

Very early in spring comes the bluebird, that

Tennyson calls

" The sea-blue bird of March,"

—

the bluebird, forerunner of the violet, which nestles

in the grass, and, bird-like,

" Curves her throat

Just as if she sat and sung :

"

and of the azure harebell of summer-time, whii

has always a fluttering, winged look, as if it were

shred of the sky, ready at any moment to ta

flight upward.

Oh ! the birds and flowers are first cousins

one another ! The birds are blossoms with wiaJ

and the blossoms sing with the birds,— only thi

music is too fine for mortal ear to catch.

It must be that the flowers are glad to come
out of their underground cells.

" Where they together,

All the hard weather,

Dead to the world, keep house alone,"

as good George Herbert says, and look into hum
faces again.

Another writer puts it in this pretty way

:

° In the snowing and the blowing,

In the cruel sleet,

Little flowers begin their growing

Far beneath our feet.

Softly Laps the Spring, and cheerly,

—

' Darlings, are you here ?

'

Till they answer, ' We are nearly,

Nearly ready, dear.

"'Where is Winter, with his snowing?
Tell us, Spring,' they say.

Then she answers, 'He is going,

Going on his way.

Poor old Winter does not love you,

But his time is past;

Soon my birds shall sing above you

—

Set you free at last.'"

And you remember how

" DafFy-down-dilly had heard underground

The sweet rustling sound
Of the streams, as they burst off their white winter chaii

Of the whistling spring winds, and the pattering rains:"

and how, knowing that she was wished for,

waited for, and needed,

" Daffy-down-dilly came up in the cold.

Through the brown mold,

Although the March breezes blew keen on her face,

—

Although the white snow lay in many a place;"'

and the rest of Daffy-down-dilly's wise sayings I

doings, all which are worthy to be heeded.

As one after another of the wild flowers ccl

back to greet us, peeping out of the grass or rel

ing toward us from shrub or spray, we feel a|

do when dear old friends return to us after

absence. The flowers are our friends truly I

everything that has life in it is related to

some way, and bears some message of love

from Him without whom neither flowers norhvij

beings would be alive.

All true poets of nature have felt this, an<^
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dress the flowers as if they were companions, neigh-

bors, or teachers.

Scarcely a more beautiful out-of-door poem of

this kind ever has been written than Horace Smith's

I- "Hymn to the Flowers," from which these verses

jrare taken :

"Your voiceless lips, flowers! are living preachers ;

Each cup a pulpit, and each leaf a bonk,

Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers.

From loneliest nook.

1 'Neath cloistered boughs each floral bell that swingeth,

And tolls its perfume on the passing air,

Makes Sabbath in the fields, and ever ringeth

A call to prayer."

,
The songs of spring are none

or being old,—very old indeed.

the less enjoyable

In Palestine, thousands of years ago, they wel-

imed her coming just as we do now. A poet-king

that country wrote, rejoicingly: "For lo ! the

.nter is past, the rain is over and gone, the flowers

upear on the earth, the time of the singing of

rds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard

jiour land."

Perhaps the violet has had more poems written

out her than any flower except the rose. How
n we help saying "her" of this lowly, sweet-

eathed child of the meadow and road-side ?

iThe air begins to be as sweet as if the breezes of

Mother world were blown through ours, when the

<>lets unfold. This, too, was noticed long ago.

akspeare speaks of

" The sweet south,

That breathes upon a bank of violets,

Stealing and giving odor."

And Christina Rossetti writes to-day :

" O wind, where have you been,

That you blow so sweet ?

—

Among the violets

Which blossom at your feet

" The honeysuckle waits

Fur summer and for heat;

Hut violets in the chilly spring

Make the turf so sweet !

"

Do you know Willis's "April Violets?" Here
is a part of it. The delicate odor of the flowers

seems to steal up to you as you read :

" I have found violets. April hath come on,

And the cool winds feel softer, and the rain

Falls in the beaded dmps of summer-time.

You may hear birds at morning, and at eve

The tame dove lingers till the twilight falls,

Cooing upon the eaves, and drawing in

His beautiful, bright neck; and, from the hills,

A murmur like the hoarseness of the sea,

Tells the release of waters, and the earth

Sends up a pleasant smell, and the dry leaves

Are lifted by the grass; and so I know
That Nature, with her delicate ear, hath heard

The dropping of the velvet foot of Spring.

Take nf my violets ! I found them where
The liquid smith stole o'er them, on a bank
That lean'd to running water. There's to me
A daintiness about these early flowers,

That touches me like poetry. They blow

With such a simple love'iness among
The common herbs of pasture, and breathe out

Their lives so unobtrusively, like hearts

Whose beatings are too gentle for the world.

I love to go in the capricious days

Of April and hunt violets, when the rain

Is in the blue cups trembling, and they nod

So gracefully to the kisses of the wind-"

Children who have long been grown

up used to learn Jane Taylor's

" Down in a green and shady bed,

A modest violet grew;"

and nearly everybody knows Wordsworth's

" Violet, by a mossy stone,

Half hidden from the eye."

Barry Cornwall says this lovely thing about the

violet

:

" She comes, the first, the fairest thing

That heaven upon the earth doth fling,

Ere winter's star has set;

She dwells behind her leafy screen,

And gives as angels give, unseen,

—

The violet."

The New England flowers appear few and far be-

tween at first, as if they dreaded the east winds, for

" The spring comes slowly up this way."

Pussy-willows, furry mouse-ear, rock-saxifrage,

hepatica, starry white blood-root, and anemones
peep out one after another, or close together ; and
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by that time the fields are white as snow with

innocence-bloom, or Houstonia. There are blue

patches of violets on the hill-sides ; the gold of the

marsh-marigold lies scattered along the brook-

margins, with the yellow adder-tongue nodding

close by. Jack-in-the-pulpit sits hidden under his

green canopy ; the columbines and wild geraniums

flutter their purple and scarlet along the wood-

paths ; and, by and by, the wild rose awakens.

But then it is June, and we are talking of spring.

summer, long after most other birds are silent, or

have flown away.

The songsters gather in throngs, with their gav
or tender ballads, each so different from the rest,-

wren, swallow, linnet, thrush, oriole,— and none of

them dearer or merrier than the bobolink, the

Robert Burns among bird-poets, whose warble fol-

lows the track of the plow, and ripples along the

edges of the corn-field.

The song of the bobolink has often inspirec

" REACHING TOWARD US FROM SHRUB OR SPRAY."

Faster than the flowers, come the birds. As
early as the bluebird, honest Robin Redbreast and
his wife are here, hopping up and down the garden-

walk, turning their heads this way and that, as

they consider their prospects for house-building.

High in the leafless tree-top,—out of a snow-cloud

sometimes,—you hear the song-sparrow's heavenly

carol, so full of hope and gladness ! The sweetest

and one of the most social of our field-minstrels,

he has a song for all seasons, and everybody who
listens to him is charmed. It is a comfort to know-

that he is going to stay with us through mid-

human minstrels to emulation, with its rollickinj

talkative note. Wilson Flagg has some brigrl

wide-awake verses about the ''O'Lincoln Family!

which take you right into the midst of a meado I

ful of these saucy little singers. And Bryan]

charming " Robert of Lincoln " gives you the bin!

manners, travels, and history, to perfection.

Many of you will have a chance to listen to tl

"merry note" of the bird itself before reading ml
month's continuation of "Songs of Spring." Meal

time, if you have not the whole of Mr. Bryanl

beautiful poem, you may at least enjoy this extrail
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1 Merrily swinging on brier and weed.

Near to the nest of his little dame.

Over the mountain-side or mead,

Robert of Lincoln is telling his name:
* Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink !

Snug and safe is that nest of ours,

Hidden among the summer flowers.

Chce, chee, dice !

'

' Robert of Lincoln's Quaker wife,

Pretty and quiet, with plain brown winLjs,

Passing at home a patient life,

Broods in the grass while her husband sings

:

' Bob-o'-!ink, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink !

Brood, kind creature ;
you need not fear

Thieves and robbers while I am here.

Chee, chee, chce !

'

! Robert of Lincoln is gayly drest,

Wearing a bright black wedding-coat;

White are his shoulders and white his crest,

Hear him call in his merry note:
' Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink !

Look, what a nice new coat is mine,

Sure there was never a bird so fine.

Chee, chce, chee !

'

' Modest and shy as a nun is she;

One weal; chirp is her only note.

Braggart and prince of braggarts is he,

Pouring boasts from his little throat:

' Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink !

Never was I afraid of man
;

Catch me, cowardly knaves, if you can !

Chce, chee, chee !
'
"

CECILE ET LULU.*

Par A. A. Chapman.

'Quelles sont ces drolcs de marques noires,

:ile, que nous voyons partout sur les murs ?
"

: Des lettres, Lulu ; ne les sais-tu pas ?
"

: Non, Cecile, personne ne me les a jamais ap-

es."

Helas ! que tu as ete negligee, ma pauvre

te ! mais quand il faut travailler toute la jour-

pour gagner son pain, on ne trouve pas tres-

ement l'occasion pour enseigner ou pour etu-

, Moi-meme j'ai beaucoup oublie de ce que
ivais lorsque nous etions heureuses. Mais ce

je me rappelle encore, je te l'enseignerai, petit

tit, selon que je trouve le temps."

Pourquoi sommes-nous si pauvres, Cecile ?
"

C'est notre malheur, mon enfant : il faut le

rir avec patience jusqu'a ce que le ciel nous

ie de meilleurs jours. Seulement, si nous pou-

p trouver notre oncle, tous nos malheurs fini-

t."

pourquoi n'allons-nous pas a sa recherche tout-

*.ite, Cecile ?
"

Hon enfant, je l'ai cherche partout jusqu'a ce

3ut mon argent fut depense. Mais ne songeons

!

i cela. Tu vas prendre une lecon, tu le sais.

This little French story is for the benefit of our young readers who arc studying French.

April 15 will be credited in the June number.

Voici une affiche qui nous servira tres-bien de livre

de lecture."

" Cette lettre-ci," dit-elle en l'indiquant de son

aiguille a tricoter, " s'appelle 'M.' Regarde-la

bien ; t'en souviendras-tu ?
"

" ' M,'" repeta Lulu, je m'en souviendrai. 'M,'

—je le sais deja."

Et ainsi Cecile apprit a sa petite sceur les lettres

M-A-I-S-O-N.
" Qu'est-ce que veut dire tout cela ? " demanda

enfin la petite Lulu.
" Ces lettres epelent le mot maison—le vois-tu ?

M-a-i-s-o-n

—

maison. Mais voila l'heure qui sonne.

Je n'ai plus le temps de t'enseigner. Je dois aller

a l'usine. Voici un petit panier de fruit que j'ai

achete pour ton gouter. Partons !"

"Oh, Cecile! ne me renferme pas dans cette

piece sombre et etroite ! Je la deteste. Permets-

moi de te suivre, ou bien laisse-moi ici, ou je sens

l'air frais, et ou il y a quelquechose a voir, je t'en

prie !

"

" Me promets-tu de ne pas quitter ce lieu, pour

t'egarer dans les rues ?
"

"
J'y resterai jusqu'a ton retour, Cecile."

Alt translations received before
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" Rappellc-toi, Lulu, que si je te perds, je serai

toute seule au monde."
" N'aie pas peur, Cecile, sois sure j'en prendrai

bien garde."

" Je demande seulement que tu te tiennes oil tu

peux voir toujours le mot /liaison. Sois sage, mon
enfant, et n'oublie pas ce que je t'ai enseigne—au

revoir !

"

Elle embrassa sa petite soeur, les larmes aux

yeux, et s'en alia.

Lulu s'assit bien contente, et se mit a examiner

le contenu de son panier ; ne songeant pas, heureu-

sement, qu'il avait coute le diner a sa soeur. Mais

son attention fut bientot divertie de son occupation

agreable par les diverses choses qui se passaient

dans la rue. Elle les trouvait si nouvelles et si

charmantes !

En fin Lulu pi it son goiiter, puis elle relit deux ou

trois fois le mot maison qu'elle venait d'apprendre,

et puis elle commenca a s'ennuyer de l'endroit ou

elle etait, qui devint maintenant fort tranquille, car

tout le monde avait tourne ce meme coin de rue,

qui lui semblait l'entree dans un lieu mysterieux ou

se trouvaient toutes sortes de jolies choses. Pour

revoir ces merveilles perdues. Lulu courut au coil

d'oii elle regardait le long d'une large rue, bordj

de magasins magnifiques, et remplie de belles v<[

tures, d'enfants richement habilles, qui s'amusaie

avec jolis jouets de toutes especes, et d'une foule

ces petits droles que nous appelo!

gamins.

Pendant quelques minutes,

eut bien soin de ne pas perdre

vue le mot maison, qu'elle pou\|

toujours entrevoir. Mais elle n'av

pas encore six ans, et d'ailleurs. e

etait bien inexperimentee, etant

cemment venue de la campagne
elle fut nee. C'est pourquoi il n'

pas tres-surprenant qu'elle oub
bientot le mot, et qu'elle ne pi

sat plus qu'aux objets interessa

qu'elle avait sous les yeux.

Petit a petit, elle se rapprocha

ces merveilles, qui l'attiraient ii

sistiblement par leur eclat, jusq

ce qu'elle eut completement tou

le coin, et se trouva au milieu

son nouveau paradis.

Le temps se passa. Dc plus

plus entrainee par ces charmail

nouveautes, Lulu tourna beaucl

de coins, sans se rappeler comb I

Iorsque tout-a-coup 1'heure sol

quand sa sceur avait l'habitudtl

revenir chez elle ! Ainsi eveilleil

son reve de plaisir, elle conij

qu'elle etait perdue dans la gral

ville sans savoir oil diriger ses pil

Triste et effrayee elle tourna

apres coin, traversa rue apres ril

chercher le lieu qu'elle avait qui

sans savoir comment le reconnaitre si elle rel

a le retrouver, tant il y en avait qui lui res:

blait. Apres beaucoup de detours, elle se soil

du mot maison qu'elle serait certaine de rel

naitre et qu'elle resolut a chercher.

En fin elle le revit sur un mur de l'autre cot|

la rue.

" Ma maison !
" s'ecria-t-elle, " je l'ai retroul

bientot ma sceur me retrouvera."

\Jn monsieur qui passait a ce moment, s'al

et dit :

" De quelle maison parles-tu, mon enfant? Cl

ci est a moi."
" Je parle du mot maison, que voici si|

mur."
" Et peux-tu lire ce mot-la ?

"

" Oui, monsieur, ma sceur me l'a appris."

" Et comment s'appelle cette bonne sceur ?
|

"Cecile."
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" Et ton nom, petite ?
"

'•
Je m'appelle Lulu."

" Cecile et Lulu!" repeta le monsieur; puis il

dit vivement :
" Comment s'appelle ton pere ?

"

" Mon pere n'est plus. II s'appela M. Henri

Jolivet, mais "

" Mon enfant," dit le monsieur d'une voix tres-

dmuee, " tu as vraiment trouve ta maison, car

desormais c'est a toi, comme tout ce que j'ai au

monde. Mon pauvre petit agneau perdue que j'ai

vainement cherchee depuis si longtemps, viens

dans mes bras,"—et il 1'embrassa tendrement.

A ce moment une jeune fille, d'une mine effaree,

tourna le coin d'un pas rapide.

" Oh, Lulu ! " s'ecria la nouvclle venue d'une voix

impatientee, " comment as-tu pu etre si mechante ?

Voila plus d'une heure que je te cherche !

"

" Mais pourquoi n'es-tu pas venue ici me cher-

cher tout-de-suite ?

"

'• De quoi parles-tu, Lulu ? Ce n'est pas 1'endroit

oil je t'ai laissee."

" Mais si, Cecile, ne vois-tu pas le mot maison

que tu m'as enseigne ?
"

" Tu te trompes, Lulu, c'est le meme mot, mais

c'est un autre lieu."

'• Elle ne se trompe pas," dit le monsieur, " c'est

le lieu qu'elle devait trouver. Ne me connais-tu

pas, Cecile ?
"

Elle le regarda fixement un instant, puis elle

poussa un cri : " Mon oncle !

"

Lulu sait maintenant lire, ecrire et faire beau-

coup d'autre choses ; mais elle n'oubliera jamais

la lecon que sa sceur lui avait donnee et qui avait

un resullat si heureux !

FOURTH :ONTH DUNCE.

id

;;

m\ The curious custom of joking on the first ot

:i :.pril, sending the ignorant or the unwary on fruit-

; rss errands, for the sake of making them feel fool-

sj j,h and having a laugh at them, prevails very

:« ridely in the world. And whether you call the

isl ictim a " Fourth month dunce," an " April fool,''

in [i "April fish" (as in France), or an "April

el TJwk" (as in Scotland), the object, to deceive him

H :id laugh at him, is everywhere the same.

The custom has been traced back for ages ; all

rough Europe, as far back as the records go.

le " Feast of Fools " is mentioned as celebrated

the ancient Romans. In Asia the Hindoos

ve a festival, ending on the 31st of March, called

: )3 " Huli festival," in which they play the same
't of first of April pranks,—translated into Hin-

o,—laughing at the victim, and making him a
-luli fool." It goes back even to Persia, where it

supposed to have a beginning, in very ancient

les, in the celebration of spring, when their New
ar begins.

Hfow it came to be what we everywhere find it,

wise men cannot agree. The many authorities

so divided, that I see no way but for us to

ept the custom as we find it, wherever we may
)pen to be, and be careful not to abuse it.

By H. M. M.

lei

1

1

Some jokes are peculiar to particular places. In

England, where it is called All Fools' Day. one
favorite joke is to send the greenhorn to a bookseller

A VICTIM TO THE STRAP OIL JOKE.

to buy the " Life and Adventures of Eve's Grand-

mother," or to a cobbler to buy a few cents' worth

of "strap oil,"—strap oil being, in the language

of the shoe-making brotherhood, a personal appli-
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cation of the leather. The victim usually gets a

good whipping with a strap.

There was an old superstition in England that

prayers to the Virgin at eight o'clock on All

Fools' Day would be of wonderful efficacy, and

it is seriously mentioned by grave writers of old

days.

In Scotland the first of April fun is called " hunt-

ing the gowk," and consists most often of sending

a person to another a long way off, with a note

which says, " Hunt the gowk another mile." The
recipient of the note gives him a new missive to

still another, containing the same words ; and so

the sport goes on, till the victim remembers the

day of the month, and sits down to rest and think

about it.

In France, where the custom is very ancient, the

jokes are much the same ; but the victim is called

an " April fish," because he is easily caught. In

one part of France there is a custom of eating a

certain kind of peas which grow there, called pois

chiches. The joke there is to send the peasants to

a certain convent to ask for those peas, telling them

that the fathers are obliged to give some to every

one who comes on that day. The joke is as much

on the monks as on the peasants, for there is often

a perfect rush of applicants all day.

A more disagreeable custom prevails in Lisbon

on the first of April, when the great object is to!

pour water on passers-by, or, failing in that, toj

throw powder in their faces. If both can be done,

the joker is happy.

I need not tell you the American styles of joking

:

nailing a piece of silver to the side-walk ; tying a
string to a purse, and jerking it away from greedvi

fingers; leaving tempting-looking packages, filled

with sand, on door-steps; frying doughnuts with

an interlining of wool; putting salt in the sugar-

bowl, etc. You know too many already.

But this custom, with others, common in coarser
1

and rougher times, is fast dying out. Even now if

is left almost entirely to playful children and the

uneducated classes. This sentiment, quoted from

an English almanac of a hundred years ago, will,

I'm sure, meet the approval of "grown-ups" of

the nineteenth century :

" But 't is a thing to be disputed,

Which is the greatest fool reputed,

The one that innocently went,

Or he that him designedly sent."

Co/vTEQUf/rCFS'. CMrf-Bookr.

:

(I
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PATTIKIN'S HOUSE.

By Joy Allison.

Chapter VI.

thirza's housekeeping.

J HE minister's wife was n't well. The
doctor said she needed rest and a

change. The sea-air would do her

good.
" You must go to Boston and visit

Matilda," said the minister.

" Who 'd take care of the house ?
"

asked she.

" I would," said Thirza, boldly. "I

am 'most eleven ; I can keep house !

"

" Who 'd take care of us ? " asked Pattikin.

" I would," said her father. " Mother would

ake the baby, of course, and I hope I 'ni to be

'usted with the rest."

" Who 'd make the bread ? " asked Seth.

Now, raised bread was yet one of the mysteries to

fhirza. She could mix up biscuit, and had a gene-

il idea how a good many other things were done,

lut not much experience in doing them. Never-

leless, her ambition was fired at the thought of

;ing mistress of the house, and she answered, but

3t so boldly: "I would; mother could tell me
dw. Oh ! I shall get along first-rate, I know,

like to keep house."

Her experience in that line was limited to such

llf days as her mother had been able to devote to

irish visiting.

So it was decided that the minister's wife should

iend at least four weeks in Boston.

There were endless instructions given to Thirza

so many, indeed, that when she came to want

:m she could remember scarcely one.

IHow desolate the house seemed, when having

.tght the last possible glimpse of the stage, the

nister and his children went in ! They looked at

a empty " mother's chair," and then at the empty
lidle, and then, rather wistfully, at one another,

a homesick feeling began to creep over them,

en the minister boldly lifted the cradle and set

n the farthest corner of the room.

'It's quite a decent-sized kitchen," said he, in

:heerful tone, "when the cradle is out of the

y; and Robbie will soon be old enough to do

hout it."

The spell thus broken, every one instantly felt

ir courage rise and their spirits revive.
:

I can get the dinner, father," said Thirza.

's only boiled meat and vegetables, and I 've

often prepared them for mother. Tilda will help,

and we shall not need anybody else."
11 That 's my brave little woman !

" said her

father : and after a few cheery words to Pattikin

and the boys, he went off to the study, to come out

no more till dinner was on the table.

Thirza remembered, as soon as he was out of

sight, that her mother had said she would better

ask him to get out the meat for her.

" Never mind," she said to herself, " I guess I

can get it well enough. I wont call him back."

Tilda went clown cellar with her to hold the

lamp. By vigorous pulling, Thirza got a piece of

corned beef up from the brine and into her pan.

Then she had to run up and warm her fingers ; the

brine was so cold !

She washed the meat in warm water a good
while to get her fingers warm. Looking up at the

clock she saw that it was nearly eleven.

" It's time it was in ; mother always boils it a

long time, I know," said she, and plumped it into

the pot, which she half filled with cold water.

" Now for some pork," said she. "Oh, how I

hate to put my hands into cold brine again !

"

But she went down, and took off the lid of the

pork barrel, and lifted out the stone that held the

meat down. After feeling about in the brine for a

while, she got hold of a piece of pork. She could

only get a very little hold, because it was packed

in so tightly, and her fingers would slip off, and the

pork would n't come up.

" Oh dear ! oh dear ! my fingers are freezing !

What shall I do ? I '11 take the carving-knife and

pry it up !
"

She ran up for the carving-knife, and stopped a

little to warm her fingers again. Then she went

back and pried at the pork with the knife.

"Crack!" and the minister's folks had for a

carving-knife only a broken blade, and a handle

with a piece about two inches long. Thirza sat

down on the potato bin and cried.

" Never mind," said Tilda, who was getting the

potatoes, " I guess carving-knives don't cost very

much. Pa '11 get another, I know."

Thirza was pretty sure it would cost much.
But she dried her eyes, and prepared for another

plunge for the pork. She tugged away again with

no better success.

" I would n't get any pork to-day," said Tilda.

" Mother does n't, always."

So Thirza concluded she would n't try any more
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to get the pork up, but would get the cabbages and

beets and potatoes on as soon as she could.

When she got upstairs again it was half-past

eleven and the pot was n't boiling.

" What's the matter that it does n't boil yet?"
said she, puckering her forehead into little wrinkles.

" I guess the fire 's 'most out," said Tilda.

The fire was not only almost, but altogether, out.

They hurried to rebuild it, and at twelve the pot

began to boil. It stopped, though, when they put

in the vegetables. But it began again soon.

Then Thirza and Tilda set the table.

At half-past twelve their father came out to din-

ner. The table was all ready. The bread was cut.

and the glasses filled with water. The pot was yet

boiling on the stove, with a cheerful bubbling, and

things looked very promising.
" Dinner 'most ready ? " a,sked the minister, rub-

bing his hands together before the fire.

" I guess so, father !
" said Thirza, cheerfully.

Then, recollecting her accident, she said, with a

trembling voice, "I broke the carving-knife, father."

" Broke the carving-knife ? " said he, looking

concerned. " How did you break it ?
"

Thirza explained about the pork. Her father

looked at the knife, put the two pieces together,

and then, as they would n't stay so, laid them down
on the sink-board, and, taking a fork, lifted the lid

of the dinner-pot. Just then Seth, Samuel, Simon,

Sandy, and Pattikin came in to dinner.

" You did n't call us, Mrs. Housekeeper," said

Seth, " so we took the liberty to come. Hope no

offense, mum !

"

" I did n't call you, because dinner was n't ready,"

said Thirza. " The potatoes don't seem to be quite

done. How blue you look, Patty ! Come to the

fire. It's growing colder, is n't it ?
"

" Guess 't is !
" said Pattikin, warming her fat

fingers. " Going to have another winter, I s'pose."

" I should think so," said Thirza. '" It 's the

last of March now."

The minister was trying the potatoes and meat,

with his fork, to see how nearly they were done.
" The meat seems very hard ; what time did you

put it on, Thirza ?
"

" It got to boiling about half-past, I believe,"

said Thirza.

" Half-past ten ? " said her father.

"No, sir; half-past eleven," said Thirza. She

really thought it was but little later than that, for

she had n't kept watch of the clock.

Her father laughed. " I might have known it

would n't get done," said he. " The stage went at

a quarter past ten. I know your mother boils the

meat almost all the forenoon."

"What shall we do?" said Thirza, looking in

dismay toward the group of impatient brothers.

Her father opened the cellar door and took dov

a great ham that hung in the cellar-way, and beganj

to cut it with the bread knife, after he had whetted

it a minute or so. At this sight the faces of the

whole family grew brighter.

Thirza tried the potatoes once more. They werq

done now. and by the time she had peeled themj

the cabbage was done and the ham was cooked,

The beets seemed as hard as ever, but that was hi

matter. They were left to boil with the beef, whilJ

the family sat down to their dinner.

" I hope things wont go so every day," saic

Thirza, looking up at the clock, which told a quar

ter past one.

" I hope so, too," said Seth. " Though all i

well that ends well."

Chapter VII.

MORE OF THIRZA'S HOUSEKEEPING.

Supper went off well enough. There was plent

of bread, and a gingerbread, baked yesterday.

Breakfast went pretty well, too, only that ther

was a little too much soda in the johnny-caki

which gave it a greenish hue.

" There is n't bread enough left for dinner," sai|

Thirza, after breakfast was over. " I guess I

better put some to rising."

" It will not get raised to bake for dinner, 1
' sail

her father. " You need n't expect it. You ci\

make biscuit, can't you ?
"

" Yes, sir. I '11 bake biscuit for dinner, the;|

The bread will get raised for supper, I suppose.'

" I should think so ; though it seems to me yo I

mother puts it to rise the night before. I 'm n|

sure, but I have some such impression."
" Sometimes she does, and sometimes she do|

n't," said Seth. " I know, for I 've seen her."

It was a relief that somebody knew, for Thirl

only "believed," and Tilda 'couldn't be surel

and a great deal depended on the raised breal

Thirza could n't keep such a family on biscuits.

" You 'd better set it going just as soon as pel

sible, Thirza."

Thirza ran down to the cellar and brought

the jug in which her mother kept the yeast.

" The cork is tied down with a string, and tl

knot is a hard one. Wont you untie it, father? I

The minister gave the jug a shake or two, s;l

ing: " There seems to be plenty in it. That ':

good thing, for I am afraid we should n't be eqJ

to making yeast. I wonder why she ties it do|

that way ? " said he, as he picked at the knot.

He soon found out why. The knot being unt|

and the cork loosened a little'

Bang ! It went clear to the ceiling overhe

I
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hile a stream of yeast followed, flowing over upon

,ie minister's hands, on the table and on the floor.

" Get a pan !—quick !—we 're losing it all !
" he

Maimed. A pan being brought, the overflowing

is directed into that and saved.

" Well, really ! your mother is a remarkable

iiusekeeper ! That's what I call lively yeast. Do
iu know how much to use ?

"

"Yes, sir; a cupful. Mother told me." And

I
lirza proceeded immediately to mix the bread.

cutter. Thirza was very happy about the work,

and sang all the time she was doing it.

When they were in the oven, she began to set

the table, still singing.

" Have you looked at your biscuits since you put

them in?" asked Tilda, presently. "The fire is

pretty hot. Perhaps they will burn."

Thirza hurried to the oven. " What in the

world ails them ? " said she, with the little fretful

wrinkles puckering her forehead all at once.

<

I

£:

MAKING READY TO BOIL THE MEAT.

suppose this ought to be tied down again,"

her father. "But I shall be careful how I

it next time."

irza's bread rose like a puff. In fact, it was
. for a second mixing just as she began to get

,
r.

can't attend to it now, anyway," said she.

'ill have to wait."

!

ia chopped meat and vegetables for a hash,

Thirza made biscuits. It was fun to mix and
and cut them out with the pretty round cake-

' Are they burned?" asked Tilda, looking over

her shoulder into the oven.

"No; but they're such nasty, flat, black look-

ing little things ! They don't rise a bit like

mother's," said Thirza, wrathfully. " I put every-

thing in just exactly as she told me"—still survey-

ing the cakes with a frown. "Why don't they

rise ?
"

" I 'd shut the door and let them be a while

longer. May be they will, by and by," said Tilda,

comfortingly.
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Thirza shut the door, looking discontented

enough ; for she had no hope of the cakes rising

by and by. " I don't care if they burn black now,"

she said.

She resumed her work of setting the table, but

not her singing. She had used one of the drinking-

cups to mix soda in. She went to the pantry for

it, as there were not enough without it. There

was a little water in the bottom. She poured it

out. As she did so, some white powder stuck to

the cup.

"What's this, I wonder!" And then it all

came to her in a minute. She had never put the

soda in at all. She leaned her head against the

old wooden pump and cried a little. It was such a

little bit of forgetting that should cause her such

trouble ! Then she went and looked into the oven

again, but mournfully, hopelessly, as at something

quite spoiled and lost.

Then she thought of the long table full of hungry,

disappointed children. Would there be hash

enough ? A mountain weight of care seemed set-

tling down upon her heart. She visited the bread-

box. There was a little old bread and a few bits

of cold johnny-cake. She arranged these on a plate,

and then took out her biscuit, and put them on

a plate. They were as heavy as her poor little

heart, and her poor little heart was like lead in her

bosom. They were sour, too, and had got quite

brown, being left in the oven so long.

" I don't believe they will be very bad," said

Tilda, in a vain attempt to cheer her sister.

" There—the hash is done. I 'm going to call

father."

She called him, and then ran out to the barn

where the boys were working, to call them, too.

The minister came out, cheerful and smiling.

He noticed Thirza's downcast face, and naturally

looked at the dinner-table to find out the cause.

"Bad luck with the biscuits, my little maid?
What ails them ? They are a leetle poor, I am
afraid, taking up one, and breaking it in halves,

and testing it by taste and smell.

" They are n't fit to eat ! I 'm so sorry ! I for-

got to put in my soda !
" said Thirza, crying

again.

" Oh, well ! never mind ! If you know what was

the trouble, it is n't half so bad as it might be,

because you will have them all right next time,"

said her father, encouragingly. " Don't cry. We'll

get along with the hash and the cold bread."

"There's all there is!" said Thirza, disconso-

lately.

The boys, having been privately admonished by
Tilda, made no complaint. They were a hungry
little set, and even the leaden cakes went down,

and were converted into good rosy blood and sturdy

sinews, causing never a twinge of dyspepsia. Thi

father dined on hash and cold johnny-cake, telli

his most amusing stories all the time to cht

Thirza, whose heart grew sensibly lighter as

biscuits disappeared, though she could n't

much.

After dinner Seth followed her into the pant

and said: " Anything will do to eat, Mrs. Vlom,

keeper, if you '11 only keep a jolly face. But k
as doleful as you do to-day, and we shall all be c

ing for mother. Can I help you any ?
"

" Oh, Seth ! I 'm so tired of being housekeep

I never can stand it four weeks ! I work all

time, and then I can't make things decent. I w
I might never have to get another dinner !

"

Seth put his arms round her and kissed avj

the tears, and promised to come up to the ho

an hour before dinner to-morrow and help; ;

if things did n't turn out well, the responsibii

should be his.

Chapter VIII.

LEARNING BY EXPERIENCE.

After the boys were gone, the minister cai

out into the kitchen. He wore a very droll fa

and went straight to the row of nails behind

pantry door, where a big linen apron hung,
j

tied it round his waist.

" Now you '11 see how a minister can cook !

finished my sermon, and I am going to help

this afternoon. If we get our work done in sea:

we '11 have a ride before supper. What is ther|

do, Mrs. Housekeeper ?
"

Thirza actually laughed to see her father wil

kitchen apron on, setting about housework.
" Come," said he, " lay out the work, and

we '11 divide it up, and get it done in no ti

And he looked intent upon business.

" Well," said Thirza, " in the first place th

this bread to mold. It ought to have been

before, but I could n't, because you see it

dinner-time. I 'm afraid it 's sour."

"Well, what else? I want the work all be

my mind, so I can go at it intelligently."

" All these dishes to wash. Tilda can do tl

Then there 's that basketful of clothes. Mc
had n't time to iron them, and I meant to

done it yesterday ; but the day slipped away st

how, and I did n't get it done. And we 've not

for supper. I suppose mother would make a

pies, and I would if I knew how ; but event

she told me seems to have gone out of my hea

" Oh, I know how to make a pie," said T,

" You just cut up the apples and roll out the

and put it in and put sugar on it, and cover

with the other crust and bake it. It 's just as ea
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" But the crust—how do you make the crust ?
" we will all go for a grand drive while the pies

lid the minister. are cooling."

" With lard and flour and water—or milk, I for- The bread ought to have been good, after such a

it which," said Tilda. vigorous molding as it got at the minister's hands.

"Any soda ? " asked Thirza. Tilda did n't know. And when it was in the pans, it did rise in a won-

'"We will try, anyway. We are not going four derfully short space of time. Tilda washed dishes

'IWPRBBIi^IW^

LEARNING HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.

1 :s without an apple pie !
" said her father, with marvelous zeal and rapidity, and Thirza so far

I
we fail the first time, we '11 try again, and forgot her troubles that she hummed a little over

,

trying till we get it right. I '11 mold the her ironing-board. It was such an inspiration to

|'l and make the pies. You, Thirza, shall do have father working with them.
il roning, and Tilda can wash the dishes. Then As for the pies, the minister shortened and sweet-

VOL. IV.—25.
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ened and spiced as if he had always been used to it.

He made crust enough for five or six, so he had to

send for more apples ; but Tilda brought them
from the cellar, and pared and sliced, and at last

they were all in the oven.

It was encouraging to see four great loaves of

new bread arrayed on the pantry shelves, and the

pies beside them. The little girls went off to ride

with light hearts.

They came home in fine spirits, but the minister

noticed Thirza's flushed face and slow movements.

"We ought to divide up the work," said he;
" I see that the girls have too much on their hands.

How many things are there, Thirza, that have to

be done every day ?
"

"Oh, no end!" said Thirza, laughing. "I
could n't begin to tell them. A great many of them
are such little things, and only take a few minutes."

"And yet, altogether, they keep you at work

about all day, don't they ? Tell all you can think

of, large or small."

Thirza began, and the minister took his note-

book from his pocket and wrote them down. There

was quite a long list.

"Then I know there are other things that are

always needing to be done once or twice a week,

but which don't come regularly every day," said he;

"let us have a list of these also."

Thirza began again, and again quite a long list

was the result.

" Now, we each can take upon ourselves a part of

these duties, and not be heavily burdened either.

In the first place, let every one make his own bed,

and take care of his room. It is very easy work,

and it will not hurt a boy to know how to do such

work properly. I think I can make mine up so

handsomely as to be a pattern for you. At any

rate, I '11 try, and if Seth can put me to shame, the

girls may cheer him roundly."
" Then 1 will take it upon myself," he resumed,

after a moment's consultation of his note-book, " to

see that the lamps are filled and kept in order.

Seth may cut the meat, and bring up the vege-

tables for dinner, every morning, before he goes out

to his work. Samuel may sweep down the chamber
stairs, and the front entry, and steps. Simon may
see that both pails are filled with water, and the

wood-box with wood."
" Why, I always do that !

" said Simon.

"I thought you forgot it, sometimes," said

Thirza, mildly; "and I forget to tell you, so I

have to run for wood pretty often, some days."
" If I forget again I '11 eat raw potatoes for my

dinner," said Simon, resolutely. " But give me
some other work, too."

" I will give you nothing else for every-day," s

his father, " but twice a week, say Tuesday a

Friday evenings, you may bring up a pan of appl

and pare them for me to make pies next d

You and Sandy have to churn twice a week alreac

so I think that will be your share of the work.
" And I '11 help cut the apples," said Sandy.
" Father, we can't trust him !

" said Thirza.

never thinks to wash his hands, and "

Sandy had a quick temper, and he flared up
once.

" You better not say much about that, Miss Ta
when you forgot to put something or other in

biscuits, and made 'em real bad and sour, yo
self."

"Hush, Sandy! For shame! Thirza did

say that to provoke you, but because it wa
solemn and awful fact," said Seth, " and necess

to be taken into consideration."

Sandy showed signs of another outbreak at tl

but his father interposed.

"There, Sandy! that will do. I will tell

what your work shall be. You can grind

coffee for Thirza every morning, and Saturd

you may sweep out the shed-room. That will

your share."

" And now mine !
" said Pattikin.

" I will teach you to set the table for me, if

will be in the house at the right time," saidThi
" I truly will !

" said Pattikin.

" And you know the dusting is always your wi

only you are 'most always out-doors when it oi

to be done," continued Thirza.

"I'm truly goin' to stay in my house all

morning for future to come !
" said Pattikin. "

need n't laugh, 'cause I '11 do it, see if I don't.

" It 's quite time Pattikin was making hei

useful !
" said the minister. " She 's been a p

thing a good while. So if the chairs are fc

covered with dust at dinner-time, nobody shal

blamed but Patty. Nobody must do it for

or remind her. And she may learn to set the t

too. Mother will be pleased when she comes t|

that her little gypsy girl has turned into a neat

housemaid. We all will begin our new task:

morrow, and Saturday we must write to mo
and tell her how we are getting along."

" I 'm sure Tilda and I will not have hard

to do what is left
;

you have taken so muc
our hands," said Thirza, gratefully.

" I guess it was my bed-time 'bout 'leven

ago," said Pattikin, gaping ; on which hint sh<

bundled off to bed with small ceremony. A
was not long before the rest followed, for they

early hours in Pattikin's house.
.

(To be continued.)



'877-1 ILLUMINATED TEXTS. 379

. .mtna ..

By Susan Coolidge.

I THERE are two ways in which texts can be illu-

linated. You can buy a square or oblong of per-

orated paper at a fancy-shop, with the text outlined

oon it in pale gray, and, with floss and split zephyr

orsteds, you can work the letters, shade them, and

-oduce very pretty effects. Or you can take a bit

;
' Bristol board, measure and sketch your own let-

rs, and make them of any beautiful colors you

:e with a camel's hair brush and water-paints.

>me people practice still a third method with oil-

lints and a wooden panel ; but this is more diffi-

lt, and so few of you boys and girls who read St.

[CHOLAS have oil-paints, or know how to use

em, that it is not worth our while to speak further

k this method. Neither is it worth while to say

iJjch about the first way, for however pretty the

rforated embroidery may look when it is done,

d however neat the stitches may be, it can never
: ve the freedom or value of a text done in the

:ond way; nor can the doing of it ever give the

ne pleasure. Still, since some of you may like

try it, I will add that all the rules for grouping

-Pi distributing the colors, according to their sym-
ic meanings, apply to the embroidered as well

to the painted illuminations, and it will be quite

5 to follow them in laying out your work.

Texts Painted in Water-Color.
phe paints absolutely necessary for illuminating

poses are four in number : Black, white, ver-

ion, and cobalt, or ultramarine blue. Most
it-boxes contain these four; but for any of you

> do not happen to have a paint-box, I would
immend buying what are called the "half-

:st" colors, which are the pleasantest and easiest

1 se. Buy half a cake of each of those mentioned,

, besides, lemon yellow, carmine, gamboge.
ssian blue, and burnt-umber. If you want to

;:e your list very complete, you may add sepia,

green, rose-madder, cadmium, neutral tint, and
:t carmine ; but these are luxuries, not neces-

>.s, and you can do very well without them.
i and silver paints are, however, indispensable.

best are those which come in tiny shells or

saucers ; but these are also the most costlv. A
good substitute is the preparation known as " Bes-

semer's Gold." It is a fine dry powder, sold in

small bottles, with larger bottles of a liquid which

dissolves it, the price of the two bottles being

seventy-five cents. They last a long time, and are

much cheaper than the little shells, which cost

twenty cents apiece, and barely hold gold enough
for a single capital letter.

The Bristol board should be thick and smooth.

A pale tint of gray or cream is better in most cases

than white. Two brushes are needed, a large and
a small, besides a third brush kept exclusively for

the gold paint. For other implements, you will want
only a lead pencil and ruler ; but, above all, you
want that care and patience so indispensable for

producing anything redly fine, delicate, or worth

having. There is no royal road to anything, re-

member. All our little successes must be earned
step by step, slowly and faithfully, with nothing

shirked, nothing hurried, and we must be willing

to give the time which is needed to make each step

perfect in its way before we pass on to another.

After the materials, the next thing to be consid-

ered is the design. Pretty patterns for letters can
be picked up almost anywhere—from signs, news-

paper headings, book-covers, or the ornamental
work in churches. A little practice will make it

easy to vary and combine them. There is a "Book
of Alphabets " also, published by Mr. Prang of Bos-

ton, which it would not be a bad idea for boys and
girls who live near each other to club for and buy.

Its price is two dollars and a half; it contains an
alphabet of capitals in color, and of small letters in

a dozen different styles, ancient and modern, and is

a great help to young beginners.

The first step after trimming the Bristol board to

its proper size, is to measure the spaces and draw
parallel lines, between which the letters can be
sketched in with lead pencil. Make the pencil lines

very light, that they may not show through the

color. Next, paint in all the small letters, being
careful to keep the edges neat and distinct, to dot

the i, and to add the commas and period. A mixt-
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ure of white with the other paints makes it much
easier to put them in smoothly. This mixture is

known to artists as "body color." After the small

letters are finished and shaded, paint the capitals in

the same way ; and, last of all, add the gold and

the ornamental touches, the flowers, vines, ara-

besques, and little hints of contrast, which add so

much to the richness of the effect. I cannot tell

you what colors to use, or what designs, for these

depend on your own taste and fancy, and every

worker must make them out for himself. But if

you begin with simple things,—with a single line,

for instance,—a line which says something brave or

sweet, or comforting (the Bible is full of such lines),

painting it in plain gray letters, shaded on one-

edge with black, and one vivid capital in scarlet,

or blue and gold, you will have done a valuable

and delightful thing ; and going on little by little,

your powers will increase, till by and by you pro-

duce work which is beautiful for its own sake as

"well as for that of the thought which it enshrines.

I will add a list of rules for the choice and
placing of the colors. Every color has a meaning;
did you know that ? and there are certain words

which must always be painted in certain colors, and
no other.

General Rules for Coloring.

Rule I. Capitals and initials should always be of

a different color, or ornamented differently, from

other letters of the text.

Rule 2. Letters belonging to words which do

not begin with a capital must all be of one color.

Rule J. It is not necessary that all the letters

should be shaded, but the shaded letters in the

same sentence should be shaded on the same side.

Black or dark brown shading makes a red letter

appear more brilliant. If one letter in a sentence

is lightened with gold or bright color, the other

letters must be lightened to correspond.

Rule 4. Never paint an unimportant word in a

striking color.

Rule j. Sacred names, such as Christ, God, Lord,

Savior, Creator, should always be painted in red,

black and gold. The letters I. H. S. should also

be in red, black and gold, and all personal pro-

nouns referring to Deity, such as Him, His, Thy,
Thine, must be in the same colors, which are called

canonical.

Rule 6. Do not use these colors combined except

in words denoting the Deity, or pronouns referring

to Him. Ever since the first gospel was illuminate!

this rule has been observed, red being used to sijj

nify love, and sometimes also creative power
;

gol<

to signify glory ; and black, awe or majesty,

you notice, you will find these colors constant

used in the decoration of churches.

Rule 7. It is not desirable to use gold and silv

in the same word. Never put a blue letter next

a purple or green one. Gold harmonizes with .

colors.

Meanings of Colors.

Various nations hold traditions about the me
ings of colors. Even our North American Indin

have ideas upon this subject, and, strangely enou;

these traditions agree in the main all the world o\

These are some of them :

Red is the color of life and happiness. It

from this idea that the expression " Red-Le
Days " comes.

Blue is the color of heaven, and should be u

for words which denote heavenly things, such

piety, truth, constancy, divine contemplation

Yellow or gold means not only glory, but fa

goodness, marriage.

Green symbolizes spring, youth, mirth, hop

immortality ; also victory, as in the palm and lad

which are emblems of a conqueror.

Violet means suffering.

Gray, the color of ashes, means humility, mm
ing, and penitence.

Purple was the color of pomp and royal st

Kings and emperors allowed this color to be

in churches, otherwise it would have been sacrc

imperial use. In former days, princes, eve

their cradles, wore this color, hence the pi

" Born in the purple.''

White denotes innocence, light, faith, joy, r

ious purity. Sometimes silver is employed in \

of white.

Black typifies night, darkness, death, sin, mc
ing, and negation. It is proper to use black in

words as no, never, not, nevermore.

You understand that I do not prescribe

colors to be used always exactly after these r

but it is well to know the rules, and, as they

be helpful to some of you, I give them. The

rule is taste, and that is a thing that grows by u

So don't be discouraged, any of you, if you cl

not to succeed the first time, but remember R
Bruce and the spider, and " Try, try again.
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APRIL SNOW.

By Virginia F. Townsend.

' What do you say to the snow to-day ?
"

" Oh, the robins and roses are coming.

For South-wind and Sun will find the old way

;

And the brown bees soon be humming.

1
You 've had your revel—you 've had your day !

Oh, snow, it is time for leaving !

J For never 'round paths of warm, sweet May
Should the winter's ghost be grieving !

"

What do you say to the snow to-day ?
"

" Oh, the red in the maples is glowing.

If still in the heart of old woods you delay

The pale anemone's blowing.

You 've held your revel—you 've had your day,

To the tune of the North-winds' humming;
But there never was June yet that lost her way,

And the robins and roses are coming !

"

THE FOX AND THE TABLET.

By P. Howard.

V TABLET, from Boston, with wise thoughts of the thoughts I bear, than all your experience and
. Emerson engraved upon its hard substance, cunning added together."

.le lying by the road-side, saw a fox passing by. " That may be very true," replied the fox. " but

a

best'

•
-.

7;

(Oil

M
yail,

! you poor creature ! " cried the tablet, recollect, if you please, that my wisdom is original,

.vith an exalted opinion of its own wisdom, and my own, while yours are the thoughts and
1 call you wise and cunning, do they ? Be- ideas of another, and only impressed upon you by
re ! 1 have more wisdom in one sentence of vast labor at that."



38: CASPAR DEANE AND THE CINNAMON. [Apru

CASPAR DEANE AND THE "CINNAMON."

By C. D. Clark.

J 1 !"jt^^^fflT ASPAR DEANE lived in California,

upon the border of the Sierra

Nevada Mountains. He had
been brought up in this wild

region, for his father, when a

young man, had been one of

C'i
'5§3gA the miners who drifted from the

Cj\ old '-States" when gold was first

discovered in California, in the

year 1849. Mr. Deane had tried

mining in every shape, and had

at last satisfied himself that it did not pay very well

after all, and that steady labor at fair wages was the

best method for getting rich. He was a man who
made up his mind slowly, but when he had de-

cided, did not easily change. He worked for two

years in a quartz-crushing mill, running the station-

ary engine by which the machinery was moved.

He saved money and soon had a thousand dollars

in the bank at Marysville. One day he detected a

leak in the '

' battery " through which the gold passes

after being separated from the quartz. It was a

very small leak, perhaps a quantity of " dust" equal

in size to a bean might have passed out each day

since the leak started. He went to the superintend-

ent of the mine, and told him what he had seen.

"Nonsense, Mr. Deane," he said, "how much
gold do you think could be lost through a leak of

that size ?
"

"Will you give me permission to wash out for

my own benefit the clay under the battery ? " Mr.

Deane asked.

" Of course ; but you will only waste your time."

Mr. Deane said nothing more ; but when his six

hours of duty were over, and another engineer and

fireman came to relieve him at the engine, he bor-

rowed a wheelbarrow, and took four or five heavy

loads of sand and clay from beneath the battery.

He scraped this dirt up clean, for he knew that gold

was heavy and would work through any soil except

hard pan. The men looked on and laughed as

they saw him at the work, but were not so scornful

when he had washed fourteen hundred dollars

in gold-dust from the heap of earth taken out.

With this money and that which he had in the

bank, he purchased and stocked a ranch—as a farm

is called on the Pacific coast—of about two hun-

dred acres, in the bottom lands above the Yuba
River. He had been a farmer in New York State,

and knew the best land to choose for stock-raising.

He wanted grass, water and shade, and a better

plot than he had selected could not have been foun

in that region. Then he found a wife, which wj
easily done, for a certain pretty girl in Marysvill

had promised to wait for him until he was ready

establish a home. When his house was built he wei

to Marysville, and was married ; and the two toe

their horses and rode away, under the beautif

Californian sky, to their home in the shadow of tl

snowy mountains. Starting at the right time, M
Deane grew rich, and at last became one of tl

most extensive stock ranchers in that part of tl

State. He had added to his farm year by year un
he had nearly fifteen hundred acres of the best Ian

He raised cattle and horses for the San Francis

and Sacramento markets ; and every year grt

droves from his corrals went down to Marysville, a

thence down the Yuba to the sea.

He had two children—the older a boy calll

Caspar, who was a sort of prince upon his fathel

land. In stock ranches a great many hands
employed, mostly Mexicans and native California!

Some of these attend to the cattle, but the Cf
fornians in general prefer to work among the horsj

Caspar grew up among these rude men, seel

only the miners who made his father's housif

stopping-place at times; and it is a wonder that!

turned out so fine a boy as he became. But he h;|

good mother, and a father who knew when and 1

to stop him in any wrong act. He did not alB-

his vaqueros and stockmen to use profane langul

before the boy, and they knew that their timel
" Deane's Ranch " was short if they disobeyed :••

Mr. Deane, for the present, attended personal^

Caspar's schooling, for he himself had had a

common-sense education. Maggie, his little daij

ter, the delight of Caspar's heart, was a sweet 1

thing, twelve years old when Caspar was fiftet

the date at which Caspar met with the advenl

about to be related.

In the foot-hills, a few miles back from his fatll

ranch, was an elevated table-land, which was]

favorite hunting-ground of the people of

vicinity. Living, as he did, upon the bordej

civilization, Caspar had early learned the use[

gun, and at fifteen years of age few could beat

at a quick shot. One morning in the wet se;|

Mr. Deane, having business across the foot-

invited Caspar to go with him, and, as M;
pleaded hard, she was allowed to go too.

The vaquero, Jose, quickly brought their h(|

Caspar was at home in the saddle, and even Mil

--::

-
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as a good rider, for at that time every one on a

nch in California early learned to ride. Mr.

eane rode a large gray "American" horse, as

alifornians term an animal brought from the

ist ; Caspar, a light-colored mustang, which he

id named Fleetfoot,—a fiery animal, but one

iiich Caspar knew how to manage ; while Maggie

.,d a beautiful white pony which had been trained

1

pecially for her use.

1
They cantered away past the stock corrals and

[sep runs, stockmen's huts and the cabins of

i

patters, Caspar riding at the right hand of his

iJier and Maggie at the left. They passed the

11 where Mr. Deane had made his lucky strike,

d Caspar looked seriously at the sand and clay,

.ndering whether he could do as well as his father

1 done if he chose to try. A solemn-faced China-

n, with a big umbrella-hat and a long pig-tail,

h
i washing clothes by the side of the road, and
ked up with a sickly grin.

,' How are you, John ?" asked Caspar, who knew
man.

'Ah!" said the Chinaman, "I welly good all

time ; how you ?
"

'I'm first-rate, John," replied Caspar; "I'm
lg through the foot-hills with father, and if I

j
,more game than- 1 want, you shall have some.

jv will you like that ?
"

, t
Welly good," said John, with the same mean-

ness smile. "You no got gun; how can shoot

n no have gun? "

My gun is down to Ranger's," Caspar ex-

ned ;
" I 'm going to get it as I go down."

anger kept a store a short distance below the

, and Caspar rode up to the door and shouted

boy inside, who quickly brought out a hand-

e rifle, with bullet-pouch and powder-flask,

jit takes you a great while to get ready, Caspar,"

Mr. Deane. " What do you mean to do with

rifle ?

"

I '11 tell you, father. You are going across

table-land, and Job Fisher tells me that it is

running over with game now. I want you to

j\ me there and take Maggie with you wherever

:are going, and I '11 have a load of hares and
>e before you get back."

That is the reason you brought the gun, is it ?
"

.1 Mr. Deane, smiling. " Suppose I should

t to let you stop there alone ?
"

Then," said Caspar, looking blank for a mo-
"I suppose I would give it up and go with

!!

ie i

ton

1

:!:
Deane did n't know that he had any objec-

,
to his son's having a hunt, only adding: "You
promise to be careful."

a
j
'11 be very careful, father.

"

y:y were now riding through the passes of the

foot-hills, as the elevations of land always seen at

the bases of mountain chains are named. Up they

went through range after range, each somewhat

higher and steeper than the one before, until they

came out upon a scene so beautiful that Maggie

clapped her hands with delighted surprise.

It was a vast table-land, fringed with sage-bushes

and aromatic shrubs ; but the center, as far as the

eye could see, was a mass of flowers of every shape

and hue. The air was heavy with the mingled

perfumes of the blossoms which a month hence,

when the sun had scorched them, would lie with-

ered and brown upon the ground.
" I 'm going to picket Fleetfoot here, father,"

Caspar remarked, " and then skirt the sage-brush.

Then, you understand, everything will run into the

center and I can get a good shot."

" I shall be gone about two hours; don't forget

yourself, and go too far."

So saying, Mr. Deane rode away with Maggie,

leaving Caspar to his own devices.

Fastening one end of his rawhide lariat firmly to

the pommel of the saddle, he drove the iron pin

attached to the other end deep into the sod, where

the grass was rich. Then he slung his game-bag

over his back, took his rifle and ammunition, and

started on a tramp.

For nearly an hour the boy started some sort of

game at short distances, and his game-bag was

soon full to overflowing. Not caring to make use-

less slaughter, he sat down to rest upon a mossy

knoll, and was wondering when his father would

come back, when a peculiar shadow fell upon the

grass beside him—a shadow which caused him a

thrill of horror, for it outlined the figure of a

gigantic bear.

He looked about and could see nothing. The
bear must be behind him, and he slipped silently

down the knoll on which he sat. There was a

shuffling sound in the grass, the shadow moved
away, and when he ventured to look up, a large

cinnamon bear was trotting slowly across the plain,

a hundred feet away. Luckily, the animal had not

seen him, and if Caspar could have let him alone

there would have been no trouble. But Caspar

was proud of his shooting, and made up his mind
that he could easily kill the brute, and show the

skin as a trophy. He knew the cinnamon bear was a

variety of the dreaded grizzly, and that to conquer

one in open fight would be no small honor. Sighting

across the knoll, he took steady aim and fired.

The bear turned a sort of somersault and fell, and

Caspar leaped to his feet with a shout of triumph

;

but, to his horror, the bear also rose, slowly, and,

with a wicked look in the small, twinkling eyes,

came after him in that shuffling, deceitful, loping

gait which diminishes distance so rapidly and yet
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seems so slow a pace. Caspar knew his danger,

and if he ever ran in his life he ran then.

One thing he thought he had learned to perfec-

tion, and had practiced in leisure hours,—to load a

rifle while running. He tried to do it now, but

seeing that he lost ground fearfully, gave it up, and
bringing his rifle to a trail dashed on at his best

speed. He was a noble runner, and for a little time

actually seemed to gain upon the bear ; but his

breath was beginning to come in quick gasps, while

the bear could keep up that long, rolling gait for

to his side. A moment after, Caspar was in tr

saddle, and the bear, seeming to realize that tl

horse could outrun him, paused with an angry grow

"Now then, old fellow!" cried Caspar; "I
pay you Just wait until I load !

"

He swiftly rammed down a charge, and put on

cap, while the bear stood waving his head from sii

to side. The rifle was loaded, and throwing

bridle across his arm, Caspar took steady aim ai

fired. Crack

!

The cinnamon rose upon his hind paws, stru

THROWING HIS BRIDLE ACROSS HIS ARM, CASPAR TOOK STEADY AIM, AND FIRED.

hours. He began to wish that he had let the

creature alone, but the wish was too late. At this

moment, when he had almost lost hope, he heard

a distant neigh. It was Fleetfoot, anxious for his

return. The sound gave him new courage, and

raising his fingers to his mouth, he uttered the

sharp whistle with which he had been wont to call

his horse. But he did not slacken his speed,—nay,

he even increased it, dashing forward, with wild

eyes, heaving chest and beating heart, repeating

his whistle as he ran. Still the bear gained, when
the rush of hoofs was heard, and Fleetfoot, trailing

the lariat, which he had dragged from the ground

at his master's call, dashed through the sage-brush

wildly at the air, and fell with a crash. Ca:

loaded again, rode very near the prostrate beast,

gave him another shot from the saddle. But

huge body lay motionless. Then he knew tha

was surely dead, and uttered a shout of trim

which made the foot-hills ring again, and with

arms about the neck of his beloved Fleetfoot

thanked him for the life which he had saved.

When, an hour later, Mr. Deane came bacli

found his son calmly seated upon the body o

giant game, as coolly .as if shooting cinnamon 1

were an every-day event. But I am afraid Q
bragged a little that evening among the work

at the mill and the stockmen in the ranch.
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THE STARS IN APRIL.

By Richard A. Proctor.

: In the northern heavens we now see the Little

;ar passing above the horizontal position which,

m month, he had not quite reached. The Great

:ar is now overhead, but inverted. The triplets

rl stars V, /', ^ and 6, 1, n represent his paws, and I

tr there is nothing better for his head than the

[
lall group v, fl, and 23. The dreary constellation

nx occupies the position shown. It was not one

the ancient constellations, but was invented by

velius, just as Cameleopardalis, the Giraffe, was

ented, to fill up a waste place in the star-charts.

ig Cepheus is now immediately below the pole,

: in a very unkingly attitude. The stars j and /c

resent his feet, flourishing wildly upward ; C, e,

I <i, as I mentioned last month, represent his

Id ; and 1 marks the place of his left hand, in

ch he bears a regal scepter. Admiral Smyth,

vhose "Bedford Cycle " there is much curious

rmation about the constellations, gives the fol-

ing doggrel account of the true position of

heus, according to Aratus and Ptolemy:

!

r\

a

A 1

ft

i:±

1 Near to his wife and daughter see,

Aloft where Cepheus shines,

That wife, the Little Bear, and Swan,
With Draco, bound his lines;

Beneath the pole-star twelve degrees

Two stars your eye will meet,

—

Gamma, the nomad shepherd's gem,
And Kappa mark his feet.

Alphirk 0), the Hindu's Kalpeny,

Points out the monarch's waist;

While Alderamin (a), beaming bright,

Is on the shoulder placed

;

And where, o'er regions rich and vast,

The Milky Way is led,

Three stars, of magnitude the fourth,

Adorn the yEthiop's head."

e story of Cepheus and his wife Cassiopeia,

daughter Andromeda, and Perseus, the gal-

aiight who rescued her from the sea monster

:s), does not belong to astronomy. But if it

should not venture to tell it here ; for has it

feen told already in Kingsley's charming poem
Iromeda?" How Perseus found means to gor-

'! the sea monster with a petrifying stare is

iMnore charmingly told in the " Tanglewood
by your own prose-poet, Hawthorne.

.siopeia is following Cepheus, a little to the

r west, of the north. You can always find

peia by noticing that it is almost exactly

te the Dipper, regarding the pole as a center.

M of the Great Bear, and a of Cassiopeia,

the two ends, and the pole at the middle of

a mighty arc on the heavens. Cassiopeia passes

under the pole star in the same undignified posi-

tion as her husband's. For you arc rot to suppose,

as many (I find) do, that e, iS, and y form the back

of Cassiopeia's chair, 3 and k the seat thereof, and

C and ;
i the ends of the chair's legs. These last are

at f and V, while f and /i mark the place of the top

rail. Still, in its present position, the group forms

a very fair picture of a rocking-chair, 8, a, p, and 4
forming the rockers. Next month I shall speak

more particularly about this constellation.

The portion of the Milky Way now under the

pole is very irregular. In the constellation Cygnus
you will see a great opening in the Milky Way.
This opening is sometimes called the Northern

Coalsack, though it is not nearly as black as the

opening in the Southern Milky Way near the

Cross, which is the real Coalsack.

The region in which the northern coalsack lies

is shown in the map of the northern sky. But a

special map is added on page 388, for another pur-

pose. Since first this paper was written a new star

has appeared in the constellation Cygnus (the Swan).

On the evening of Nov. 24th, Professor Schmidt, .

director of the Athens Observatory, noticed a star

of the third magnitude at the place shown by the

skeleton star in the special map. Not only was no
star of that brightness there before, or any star visible

to the naked eye, but it was found when catalogues

and charts came to be examined, that no star had
ever been noted there, even in lists meant to include

all stars down to the tenth magnitude. For in-

stance, Argelander has made such a list, and charts

from it, showing no less than 324,000 stars,—that

is, a hundred times as many as we can see on the

darkest and clearest night
;
yet his list showed no

star where the new one had appeared. Astrono-

mers do not, however, suppose the new star is really

new, except in the sense of being seen for the first

time. They know that when last a new star ap-

peared in this way it was found to be one of Argel-

ander's army of 324,000 stars, and watching that

star (which had appeared in the constellation of

the Northern Crown in May, 1866), they found

that though it faded gradually out of sight to ordin-

ary vision, the telescope could still follow it, until it

had sunk to the tenth magnitude, at which degree

of luster it remained and still remains. No doubt

if we had had full lists of all stars down to the fif-

teenth, or perhaps the twentieth, magnitude, we
should have found that the new star in Cygnus
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was simply an old faint star which had brightened

up suddenly, and remained for a time as one among
the stars adorning our skies.

Examined with an instrument called the spectro-

scope the new star gave a very strange account of

itself. It was found to be emitting the same sort

sun's outer atmosphere, as seen during times

total eclipse. All these vapors surround our sun
and it is very probable that if anything caused 01.

sun to blaze out with greatly increased light an

heat, folks living on a world circling round son:

other sun would find the same peculiarities in 01
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of light as other stars ; but, besides that light, it

emitted such light as comes from intensely heated

vapors. Among the vapors in that star thus (for

the time) intensely hot, were hydrogen, the vapors

of the metals sodium and magnesium, and a vapor

known to be present in enormous quantities in our

sun's light as we have found in the light of the
|

star in the Swan. What caused that star to

out in that strange way, we do not know,

should like to know, because we might then dl

mine whether the cause which had so distul

that sun might not be one from which our owil



77-) THE STARS IN APRIL. 387

iay one day suffer. Whatever the cause was, its

fects did not last very long. In a week the new

ar had sunk to the fifth magnitude, in another

eek to the sixth, in yet another to the seventh,

ace which time (December 15th) it has very slowly

iiriinished, and is still (January 5th) above the

several hundred times its usual heat, it is certain

that every creature on the earth would be destroyed,

and when the sun returned to its usual luster it

would shine on a system of worlds on which not a

single living creature was left.

In the southern sky, we find the great Sea-ser-
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a f
:h magnitude. But although the unusual light

, heat of that remote sun faded thus quickly

yet if inhabited worlds circled around that

the cooling of their sun must have come far

.; |,
ate to save those creatures' lives. If our sun

'.'„(,
|j
to shine even but for twenty-four hours with

pent, Hydra, occupying the leading position. This

is the longest, and nearly the largest, of all the con-

stellations. It began to show itself in our southern

region last month, and you will not quite see the end

of it for three months yet to come ; so that it shows

itself in no less than five of our southern maps.
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This is another constellation which has changed in

position owing to the mighty reeling motion of our
earth. When the constellation was first formed,

THE CONSTELLATION OF THE LION.

the Sea-serpent extended along the equator ; and I

think originally represented the great serpent which
was supposed to gird round the ocean. I have

sometimes thought that when this constellation was
framed (and Cetus, too), there may still have re-

mained some few of those long-necked, paddling

sea-monsters whose skeletons are found from time

to time m various parts of the earth. You know
that Mr. Gosse, in a sketch called the "Great
Unknown," maintains that there are still

a few of these monsters left, who, being

seen from time to time with their long

necks reared above the sea, have been
regarded as sea-serpents. But though

this may be unlikely or impossible, as

Professor Owen seems to think, one may
well believe that such monsters were

either known or remembered, three or

four thousand years ago.

The bright star Cor Hydras (or the

Serpent's Heart) is also called Alphard

(or the Solitary One). The head of the

Sea-serpent is marked by the stars f, t,

and <i, which may be remembered con-

veniently, though absurdly, by the aid

to the memory which I mentioned in

the case of Cepheus's head last month.

The constellation Crater, or the Cup,
is a very neat one, and really like a

rather damaged claret-cup. It is now
tilted on one side, but formerly came
to the south upright, as a well-filled cup
should be. It has been regarded as the

original goblet out of which Noah first

took his wine, though since put to this higher use.

The ruling ecliptic constellation this month is

the Lion. You will know it at once by the mag-

nificent sickle, formed of the stars a (Regulus c

Cor Leonis, the Lion's Heart), rj. y, C, i±, c, and
j

This group is sometimes conveniently called tb

Sickle in Leo. It is an interesting region q
the sky for many reasons, but especially fc

this, that the wonderful shower of fallin

stars known as the November meteors, rad

ates always from this part of the heaven
The constellation of the Lion has been great

reduced from its former noble dimension

The figure shows how it is now presented

our charts ; but if you look at the heaven

you will see nothing in the least degree r

sembling a lion. Still, if you allow yc
survey to range over a much larger spac

you will see a very fine lion, his head lyi

on Cancer, his mane reaching to Leo Mine

his fore-paws on the Sea-serpent's head, I

hinder paws on the two bright stars, sho\

in the figure (behind his hind-paws), whi

really belong to the Virgin, and his tail well repi

sented by the constellation Coma Berenices.

Oueen Berenice's Hair (shown in the figure, but r

in the southern map). That this was formerly t

real extent of the constellation, is shown by the fi

mat the star-cluster forming the knot of Coi

Berenices is still called by Arabians the Lion's Ta
and there are vague traditions showing that L

formerlv extended to the constellation Gemini.

The Lesser Lion is one of Hevelius's ab

constellations. It occupies a space between

Great Bear and the Lion, which might have
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ividcd quite readily between these two constella-

ons. Sextans is another idle addition to the con-

ellation figures. It is so called, apparently, not

;cause there are any stars, even small ones,

rming a shape like a sextant, but because over

a space not unlike a sextant there are none but

very small stars.

Antlia, short for Antlia Pneumatica, the Air-

pump, occupies another desert region. It was in-

vented by Lacaille.

GOOD-WILL.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

In one of my walks, the other day, I saw two

ys of my acquaintance, whom I shall call Orson

i Robin, playing a game of barn-ball. I sup-

ie every country boy knows what that is. The
1 is thrown against the unclapboarded side of a

n, or any other suitable building, and as it re-

mds, the thrower, who stands behind the knocker,

s to "catch him out." Of course, there must

no windows to knock the ball through, or, the

: you know, there will be a pane to pay for,

,
quite likely, somebody very cross about it.

j ice little game it is for two ; and as I used to

ond of it when I was a boy, and am something

boy still, I stopped to watch my young friends

an and Robin.

ihey played very well, and I sympathized so

:h with their enjoyment, that I was myself a

disappointed, when Orson's aunt appeared

a letter which she said must go to the post-

e at once, and asked Orson to carry it.

low, Orson was her favorite nephew, and I have

oubt she had given him the very ball and bat

as playing with at the moment. She is always

ling him presents or doing him favors. So,

as it was for him to leave his sport, I expected

e him, nevertheless, run with the letter, to

e one who was constantly doing things to

e him. On the contrary, however, he grum-

»ut, "Can't go now,— I 've got Rob here to

with me," and continued pitching the ball.

t is very important the letter should go to-

pleaded the aunt. "Come, Orson, dear;

iyou can play when you come back."

don't want to ! I can't !
" And bounce

the ball again, tossed against the old barn.

)h yes, go !
" said Robin. " I '11 go with

Orson still refused, while the aunt turned

sadly toward the house.

;'ll go alone, then," cried Robin. " Mrs.

I man ! I '11 take the letter !
" And he ran

1 ter to get it.

" Oh, come, now ! You '11 spoil all the fun !

"

growled Orson, who was so angry that he would

not go with Robin, but stayed about the barn and
sulked,—flinging the ball occasionally, and trying

to knock it himself,—until his companion re-

turned.

I was walking by again when Robin came back
;

and I think that if my readers could see what I

then saw in the faces of those two boys, it would
be a great deal better than anything I can write.

I thought of it a few days later, when I received

the editor's kind invitation to " talk " to the boys

of St. Nicholas ; and I wished that I could paint

for them that picture instead

:

Orson, sullen, gloomy, selfish, unhappy
;

Robin, bright, cheerful, radiant with satisfaction

and good-will,—until he came within the shadow
of Orson's discontent.

As I cannot paint this contrast, I may as well

make it a text for my " Talk." The world is full

of Orsons, boys and men ; there is, moreover, an
Orson and a Robin in almost every one,—a spirit

of selfishness and a spirit of good-will ; and I am
going to ask each of my young readers to look for

these two fellows in himself,—to get rid of the bad
company of the one, and to cultivate the society of

the other.

There are many subjects which I should like to

talk with the boys about ; but it seems to me they

may be nearly all summed up in that one golden

word

—

Good-will. Robin has this beautiful gift,

and it makes him helpful and happy. Orson lacks

it ; and the opposite quality not only renders him
miserable, when things do not go to suit him, but

gives him the dreadful power of making others

uncomfortable. The good spirit will make a

brave, generous, upright, manly man of Robin
;

the bad spirit— if it be not cast out—will make a

selfish, unaccommodating, hard, ill-natured man
of Orson. Need I ask you, my dear boy, which

you would rather be ?

I have called the good spirit a gift : are those,
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then, to blame who have it not ? But I have also

said—or meant to say—that every one has it in a

greater or less degree, and that all can cultivate it.

Easy enough it seems for Robin to give up for the

moment his own pleasures, and hasten to do a

good action ; his joy is in it, and he knows that his

sports are all the sweeter when, after it, he comes

back to them. It is not so easy for Orson, because

he thinks too much about himself, in the first

place
;

partly, also, because he is not wise, and

does not know the satisfaction there is in generous

conduct. Ah ! if I could only show him his own
portrait, and convince him that even he has a

Robin side, which he can show to the world when
he will, and make sunshine with it for himself as

well as for others !

I suppose you all, my boys, are looking for

some sort of success in life ; it is right that you

should ; but what are your notions of success ? To
get rich as soon as possible, without regard to the

means by which your wealth is acquired ? There

is no true success in that : when you have gained

millions, you may yet be poorer than when you

had nothing; and it is that same reckless ambi-

tion which has brought many a bright and capable

boy like you, not to great estate at last, but to mis-

erable failure and disgrace,—-not to a palace, but

to a prison. Wealth, rightly got and rightly used,

rational enjoyment, power, fame,—these are all

worthy objects of ambition, but they are not the

highest objects, and you may acquire them all

without achieving true success. But if, whatever

you seek, you put good-will into all your actions,

you are sure of the best success at last ; for what-

ever else you gain or miss, you are building up a

noble and beautiful character, which is not only

the best of possessions in this world, but also is

about all you can expect to take with you into

the next.

I say, good-will in all your actions. You are

not simply to be kind and helpful to others ; but,

whatever you do, give honest, earnest purpose to

it. Thomas is put by his parents to learn a busi-

ness. But Thomas does not like to apply himself

very closely.

"And what's the use?" he says. "I'm not

paid much, and I 'm not going to work much. I '11

get along just as easy as I can, and have as good

times as I can."

So he shirks his tasks; and instead of thinking

about his employer's interests, or his own self-

improvement, gives his mind to trifles,—often to

evil things, which in their ruinous effects upon

his life are not trifles. As soon as he is free from

his daily duties, he is off with his companions

having what they call a good time ; his heart

is with them even while his hands are employed

in the shop or store. He does nothing thcr

oughly well,—not at all for want of talent, 11

solely for lack of good- will. He is not preparij

himself to be one of those efficient clerks or woi
men who are always in demand, and who recel

the highest wages. There is a very different ell

of people, who are the pest of every communis
workmen who do not know their trade, rr|

of business ignorant of the first principles of bt

ness. They can never be relied upon to do vj

any job they undertake. They are always mak:
blunders which other people have to suffer for, ;

which react upon themselves. They are alw

getting out of employment, and failing in businc

To make up for what they lack in knowledge
thoroughness, they often resort to trick and fra

and become not merely contemptible, but cr

inal. Thomas is preparing himself to be one
this class. You cannot, my dear boy, expec

raise a good crop from evil seed.

By Thomas's side works another boy, whom
will call James. A lad of only ordinary capao

very likely. If Thomas and all the other !

did their best, there would be but small chano

James ever to become eminent. But he has so

thing better than talent ; he brings good-will tt

work. Whatever he learns, he learns so well

it becomes a part of himself. His employers

that they can depend upon him. Customers

learn to like and trust him. By diligence,

culture, good habits, cheerful and kindly cone

he is laying the foundation of a generous manh-

and of genuine success.

In short, my dear boy, by slighting your t

you hurt yourself more than you wrong your

plover. By honest service, you benefit you

more than you help him. If you were aimi

mere worldly advancement only, I should stil

that good-will was the very best investment

could make in any business. By cheating a

tomer, you gain only a temporary and unren

vantage. By serving him with right good-w

doing by him as you would be done by,—yo

only secure his confidence, but also his goo

in return. But this is a sordid consideration

pared with the inward satisfaction, the glov

expansion of soul which attend a good action,

for itself alone.

Fifty years ago, a young man opened a j-
;

dry-goods store in New York. He had b
school-master, but having loaned his money
friend, in order to start him in business, Hi

obliged, by his friend's illness, to assume the,

ness himself. On the morning of the openii.

heard his clerk tell a woman that the color

piece of calico he was selling would not wa<

He reproved him for the falsehood on the sp
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" You know they are not fast colors. Then why

i you say they are ?
"

"I thought I was here to sell goods," was the

;rk's poor excuse.

" So you are," said the employer. " But you

e to sell goods for just what they are, not for

lat they are not. Don't misrepresent anything,

ough you never make a sale. Treat every cus-

mer just as you would wish to be treated your-

f. Ask a fair price for everything, and do not

ceive anybody. I believe that is a true princi-

j of business, and I am going to carry it out."

„" It is a fine theory," replied the clerk; "but
can't be carried out in any line of business.

you are going to try it, I may as well look for

i
other place, for you wont last long."

The employer did try it, however ; and when he

Id a short time ago, he left one of the three

;_jest fortunes in America. His name was A. T.

i wart. What became of the clerk I do not know.

trJow, I do not mean to hold up Mr. Stewart

in example to be followed by the boys I am
:ing to. But he is a striking illustration of the

that deception in trade is not necessary to suc-

!. He believed, on the contrary, that in the

lj run it could only lead to failure. Here is a

|len saying from the lips of a man who in fifty

r
,i

t
'S amassed more than fifty millions of dollars :

5 I CONSIDER HONESTY AND TRUTH AS GREAT

e ,

,5 IN THE GAINING OF FORTUNE."

mi such a man, with such wealth, should go still

jj
]ier, and make good-will to his fellow-men the

ing motive of his life, what a power he might

r
||ime, and what a halo of glory would crown his

,1, my boys, what a world it would be, if this

prevailed in it,—if on every side we met
ready to help and cheer, instead of being

r ielled always to be on our guard against self-

;
-ss and fraud ! Now, every one can do his

toward making his own little world such a

I have known a single brave, manly, gen-

; boy to influence a whole school, so that it

,.ne noted for its good manners and good mor-

I have also seen a vicious boy taint a whole

piunity of boys with his bad habits, and set

to robbing orchards and birds'-nests, tortur-

ounger children and dumb animals, using

Mguage and tobacco, and doing a hundred
things which they foolishly mistake for fun.

)d-will should begin at home. How quickly

••:.

)•

-I

::

i

line I

eopa

not*
:

'

you can tell what sort of spirit reigns among the

boys or in the families you visit ! In some houses

there is constant warfare ; at any time of day, you

hear loud voices and angry disputes.

" You snatched my apple and eat it up !

"

" Touch that trap ag'in, Tom Orcutt, and I '11

give ye somethin' ye can't buy to the 'pothe-

cary's !

"

" Ma ! sha' n't Sam stop pullin' my hair ? He 's

pulled out six great handfuls already !

"

" He lies ! I ha' n't touched his hair !

"

" Who 's been stealin' my but'nuts ?
"

" Pete shot my arrow into the well,—and now
sha' n't he make me another ?

"

Then go into a house where you find peace in-

stead of war, innocent and happy sports instead

of rude, practical jokes,—and, oh, what a dif-

ference !

You may always tell a boy's disposition by no-

ticing his treatment of his sisters. A mean and

cruel boy delights in tyrannizing over smaller chil-

dren but in the presence of stronger boys, he can

be civil, and even cringing. A cowardly fellow

like that is pretty sure to exercise his ill-nature

upon the girls at home.

Now, I know that many of the boys I am talking

to have far more good-will than they ever show.

Their disagreeable ways are the result of long

habit and want of thought. The spoiled child is

pretty sure to form such ways. He is accustomed

to think only of himself, and to have others think

chiefly of him. That is the trouble, I suspect,

with Orson. Will he, when he reads this, resolve

to break up the old, bad habit, and cultivate the

better spirit that is in him ?

By good-will I do not mean simply good-nature.

Good-nature may sit still and grin. But good-

will is active, earnest, cheering, helpful.

Ah, my boys, I have told you many stories,

—

and I have no doubt some of you wish I had made
this a story instead of a talk. But the real mo-
tive of all my stories—the lesson I have always

wished to teach in them, but which I am afraid

some of you have overlooked—has been this which

I am trying to impress upon you now. If I were

to write as many more, the hidden moral lurking

in every one of them would be the same. Or if I

were now to take leave of you forever, and sum up

all I have to say to you in one last word of love

and counsel, that one word should be—GOOD-
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TURNING INTO CATS.

By Frances Lee.

Once there was a law that, on a certain day;

when the meeting-house bell rang for noon, every-

body should turn into a cat.

Some people don't believe this is

true ; but you ask the children and

the barn-swallows

!

Well, and so you may be sure it

was great fun to sit up on the big

granite-rock on the side of Deer

Hill and see

them turn, just

where they were

and whatever

they were do-

ing, at that very

minute !

MR. FADYON S FOOL.

grew short and snubby, and whiskers began
start, and her ears pricked up as though she hea

something, and then, quicker than you could s

"scat!" she was a spotted cat chasing Deac
Davis's hens, that were trying to sneak throu

the garden fence with the old rooster's spurs (

After scaring them half out of their feathers, s

kept on through Airs. Deacon Davis's cat-ho

and up in the back chamber, where she prow'

about and sniffed in all the dark corners and 1

hind the old tea-chests and barrels.

When she was Aunt Patty she always had it

trusted whether or no Mrs. Deacon Davis had

some cobwebs and poke-holes out of sight, for

that she kept everything looking neat as wax
the outside.

And then the minister's son jumped with

spring on the minister's shoulder, and began

bite the minister's hair and claw off his glasi

for he liked rough ways and mischief as well

any boy, only he had to be proper because he

the minister's son.

The minister looked around solemn and di;

nified, a good deal astonished ; and then his gla

grew rounder and rounder, and his arms

The minister's son had come into the study,

with his hat in his hand, and said

:

" Shall Cornelius and I, sir, take our scythes, sir,

and go out and mow a little while, sir ?
"

And then Mr. Fadyon's fool caught hold of the

bell-rope.

Mr. Fadyon's fool knew some things as well as

anybody ; and he knew how to ring the bell ex-

actly when the sun-dial and the noon-mark and his

grandmother's eight-day clock said it was noon.

So "ding, dong!" went the bell, and— it was

only a Maltese kitten that had hold of the rope !

Just at that hour, Aunt Patty was out in her gar-

den hoeing weeds, with an old hat of Uncle Rod-

ney's tied on her head ; and she began to turn, first

her nose and then her chin. They were very long

and sharp when she was Aunt Patty, and they

slenderer and slenderer; and then he seenv

wink all over ; and then there was a great

cat, with a white spot on his throat and a
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ace

hair.

.me

and four white feet, sitting in the study-

snapping at the flies, with one paw on a vol-

of Jonathan Edwards' sermons.

THE MINISTER AND

: was a great change for the minister. But

for Mrs. Deacon Davis, she did n't seem to

i to alter hardly a bit. Her eyes were the

lest skim-milk before, much more faded than

ild cat's eyes ; and her hair was pale buff and

of furry. And she had a way of rubbing her-

against the side of her chair as she talked along

kind of purr-purring tone. She stopped work

pe first time in her life, though, and taking her

;>w paws out' of the wash-tub, went to chasing

Vlelion-down.

it as soon as ten clocks anywhere in town

k one at the same second, all the cats turned

to people again ; and you ought to have seen

surprised they were to catch themselves doing

odd things.

int Patty was rummaging through the minis-

wife's bureau-drawer among her best clothes
;

bad as that looked in a cat, it looked a

and times worse in Aunt Patty, with Uncle

.

r
OL. IV.— 26.

Rodney's hat still on her head and a hoe under

her arm.

Mrs. Deacon Davis was curled up asleep in the

rocking-chair, and she rubbed her eyes and put

her hands in the wash-tub again, and did n't know
anything had happened. She would n't believe it

now if you should tell her. Only, when her clock

struck one (it was' always a little slow), she felt

grieved to see a few cat's hairs on her chair-cushion,

and to find she had lost so much good time right

out of the heart of the day. " But then," she

thought, " my nap has rested me up completely,

and with such poor health as I enjoy, I do suppose

I needed it. And, all is, I must work the smarter

to make up."

The minister looked most astonished to find him-

self playing with a large brown, limp rat. "It

is very extraordinary ! Most remarkable !
" said

he. " Gloriana !
" he continued, turning to the

black serving-maid, who was swinging herself

down from the cherry-tree, where, a moment be-

fore, she had been a black kitten, chasing a squir-

rel. "Gloriana! you may take this dead animal

and bury the creature in the garden. It will act as

a fertilizer."

And then he began to walk up and down the

AUNT PATTY IS HERSELF AGAIN.

footpath, from the door to the gate, with his hands
behind him, and to think over the heads of his next

sermon.

On the whole, it was funnier when the cats
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became people than when the people became cats;

they were so surprised and shocked to find where

• they were and what they were doing.

Now, you just think, some night as you are

dropping off to sleep, how the folks you know,

one after another, would look turning to cats, an<

what they would fall to doing.

And the next thing, if you don't believe my stor

ever happened, you will be believing some stor

not a bit more true.

SOMETHING ABOUT BIRDS.
[First Paper.]

By W. K. Brooks.

THIS morning, the 9th of March, as I was ar-

ranging the papers, upon my table, my attention

was caught by the notes of the first bluebird of the

season. You all know what a welcome sound this

THE BLUEBIRD.

is, and how anxiously we look forward, as spring

draws nearer, to the time when our song-birds shall

return from their long winter journey to the south.

The migrations of birds, their departure in the fall

to a milder region, and their return in spring as

soon as the weather has grown warm enough to

make our northern latitudes suitable, are some of

the most wonderful facts in their history, and I hope

that a few words upon this subject will form an in-

teresting introduction to what I have to say about

"Birds."
Winter Birds. -

Those of us who spend our winters in the city

are apt to think that all our wild birds desert us

during the cold weather, for the only birds which

are found in our parks and gardens at this time are

the domesticated pigeons and sparrows. In the

country, however, many birds are to be met with

during the whole winter, and some of them, such

as the hawks, seem to be more abundant at this

time than at any other ; but this, probably, is owing

to the fact that the bare branches do not hide them

as does the foliage in summer. Another reasc

why they are more often seen in winter is, that

this time their hunger drives them to hunt for fo

in open fields, and sometimes even in barn-yarc

Besides the hawks, owls are found at all season

and the familiar "caw" of the crow is often hea

in the dead of winter. Quails and partridges 3

also abundant at this time, and as they can

followed by their footprints upon the snow, th

are readily taken for market. Although most

our smaller birds migrate in the fall, a few do n
The blue-jay, after his winter stores of nuts

acorns are exhausted, is often glad to make a m
upon the few frozen apples which still cling to so

of the topmost branches of the trees, and oc

sionally a large band of noisy jays gathers in
'

orchard for this purpose. In the woods the lii

nut-hatch is found, even in the coldest weath

I

THE NUT-HATCH.

tapping the trees with his bill, and examining ej

crevice in the bark for hidden insects. This 1

bird does not seem to suffer from the cold of
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ost severe winter days ; but when in warmer

ather icy rain and sleet cover the branches and

inks of the trees with a thick varnish of ice, he

no longer able to obtain his food in the woods,

d is sometimes driven by hunger to the farmer's

rn-yard to pick up a little of the food which is

own to the poultry. Sometimes in the dead of

iter we find a stray robin, or bluebird, or black-

thologist, tells of two which alighted upon the court-

house in Cincinnati; and I once obtained the dead

body of one which had entered the town of Geneva,

N. Y., flying about the streets as quietly as a dove,

and finally attacking some meat hanging in front

of a butcher's shop, where it was killed. These

which I have mentioned are by no means all our

winter birds, but they are enough to show that we

^5=#^N
'I

THE SNOWY OWL.

looking very forlorn, but still able to endure

old and to pick up a scanty living. These are

3sed to be stragglers, prevented by some acci-

from accompanying their companions in their

southward.

iere are a few winter birds which are not found

'it any other season, but spend the rest of the

mich farther north. The large snowy owl is

>ve of those Arctic regions where the ground

ered with ice and snow all the year ; and ex-

's meet it far beyond the Arctic circle. Occa-

ily in winter it wanders down into the United

l, and as there are no towns or villages in

ozen deserts among which it lives, it has

I learned to shun them, but often flies into

without understanding its danger, until it

victim to its ignorance. Wilson, the orni-

are not entirely deserted by birds at this season,

although it is true that by far the larger number of

them do migrate to a warmer climate.

Why do Birds Migrate?

Inability to stand the cold of our winters is gen-

erally supposed to be the reason of this migration,

and in many cases this is true. A humming-bird

or a summer yellow-bird would die very soon if

it should be exposed to a winter storm : but we

often have very cold and stormy weather after our

earlier spring birds have returned, yet they live

through it without appearing to suffer very greatly.

Birds are very well protected from the cold by their

feathers and their warm blood, and the stray robins

and blackbirds which occasionally winter with us

do not have any difficulty in withstanding the cold.
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Hence we must look for some other reason for

their migration. Most of our migratory land-birds

feed upon insects, worms, and small fruits and seeds,

and as these cannot be obtained in the winter, the

birds must either move southward when the home
supply begins to fail, or starve. Lack of food, not

the cold, is the reason of their migration. Water-

birds seem to be able to endure any amount of cold ;'

a duck will swim contentedly for hours, entirely sur-

rounded by ice, and not seem to mind the cold at all.

Many of our common water-birds are met with in

summer far beyond the Arctic circle, so that inability

to stand the climate cannot be the reason why they

leave us in the fall for the south. Marsh-birds, like

the snipe, the coot, and the plover, and many of our

water-birds, such as the wood-duck, feed upon the

small animals and plants which they find in shallow

water, or in the mud ; but as soon as the frost

comes, all the shallow water is changed to ice, so

that this supply of food is cut off, and the birds

must go to a warmer country.

We can see, then, that birds migrate from lack

of food, and not on account of the cold weather,

for those water-birds which, like the gull, are able

to catch fish in deep water, stay with us through

the whole winter. The lower great lakes, Erie and

Ontario, are so wide and deep that they usually

freeze only around the shores, and the gulls have

plenty of open water on which they can fish. Some-

times, however, the winters are so very cold that

these lakes are covered with ice as far as the eye

can reach, and the gulls then gather in great num-
bers upon the open water of Niagara River, below

the falls, and live upon the fish which they find

there.

Every one has heard of the ice-bridge which is

formed upon this part of Niagara River during very

moving up toward the falls. You will easily undei

stand how this comes about if you watch the watt

driven down from a faucet into a tub. You ca

see from the air-bubbles that the falling slrea

does not stop when it reaches the surface of tl

water in the tub, but goes down to the botton

Now, if you throw a little coarse sand or shot in

the water, it will be driven away from the poi

where the stream is falling, and toward the sides c

the tub ; but if you put a few chips or straws upc

the surface of the water, they will be drawn towa

the falling stream. This shows that there is a cu

rent away from the fall at the bottom of the tu

and another, toward the fall, on the surface. So

Niagara there is a strong current down the river

the bottom, and another flowing toward the falls <

top. About a mile below the falls, near the poi

where the railroad suspension bridge is placed, t

river suddenly grows very narrow ; and from tl

point down to the mouth there is a rapid downwa
current on the surface as well as below. The i

which is carried over the falls plunges down wj

the falling water to the bottom of the river, a

then starts down the stream with the loner currer]

but as ice is lighter than water, it soon comes

the top again, and drifts slowly back toward t

falls, like the straws on the water in the tub.

more ice is constantly being carried down by t

water, this portion of the river soon becomes pro]

well covered with large blocks, which at lenjl

become wedged together, and frozen so that tt

form what is called a bridge, reaching from sh

to shore. This bridge continues to grow dur

the cold weather, and at last forms a solid sheet

ice, nearly a mile long, and thirty or forty I

thick.

Of course this stops all fishing upon this part

WILD GEESE

cold winters. For a mile below the falls the river

is wide and deep, and although there is an exceed-

ingly rapid current at the bottom, the water at the

top has very little forward motion, part of it actually

the river, and as not all the gulls which have g

ered here are able to obtain sufficient food upoi

open part of the river below the bridge, man

compelled to join the crows in searching the II

k
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rid woods for stray squirrels or birds ; and a large

lixed flock of black crows and white gulls hunting

i company, apparently on the most friendly terms,

not an uncommon sight at this time.

clamor is the only sign we have that they arc

passing. At night, or in foggy weather, they fly

much nearer the earth, and when the air is very

foggy they often become lost, and settle to wait for

;.* * *.'

~*sr 3-V

.r * *s*
?,&?t^~

\\ 1LD GEESE : THE FLIGHT.

Besides the gulls, many other water-birds gather

ion the open part of Niagara River in the very

d weather; but they are all fish-catching birds,

:h as the loon and sheldrake. None of our

illow-water or marsh birds are found there, for

] these have migrated to the south, very clearly

ause of a lack of food.

How do Birds Migrate ?

io much about the reason why birds migrate,

v a few words as to the way in which the migra-

: is performed.

lOme birds fly only in the day-time ; others,

l as the fly-catchers, king-fishers, whip-poor-

•;, and night-hawks, do their traveling at night,

ly journey alone or in pairs, although most

e into flocks and travel in company. The
rations of the wild goose are especially interest-

When the time for migration has come, the

geese assemble, and spend some time in a

and animated discussion of the journey. Then
all rise into the air, and arrange themselves

vo long lines, meeting like the sides of the

V. The leader takes up his position at the

where the lines meet, and the birds begin

flight, the point of the V going first, so that

:ader is in advance of all the rest of the flock,

always an old gander ; only as this position is

fatiguing, one leader does not occupy it very

k( but, as soon as he becomes tired, falls back

]||; rear, and allows another to take his place.

Ill',
while upon their migrations, fly very rapidly

JHording to some estimates, at the rate of one

'ed and twenty miles an hour, or two miles a

e. They generally rest by some pond or

!|Pi part of the night, but sometimes they fly all

;.|ias well as all day. In the day-time, when the

er is clear, they fly at a great height, often so

that they are invisible to us, and their loud

the mists to clear away. At such times they some-

times guide themselves by following the courses of

rivers ; and occasionally a flock, going south along

the Niagara River on a dark, foggy night, flies

directly into the falls, mistaking for a cloud the mist

which rises in front of them. Of course they are

instantly killed, and their dead bodies are some-

times found thrown on the rocks at the sides of

the river. They often become bewildered by the

bright light from a blast-furnace, and fly round and

round it till daylight, calling to each other all the

time, and keeping up such a constant and loud

noise that they can be heard a mile or more
away. Many of them become suffocated by the

gases from the furnace, and fall to the ground so

dizzy and helpless that they may be caught without

difficulty. Young ones caught in this way, or in

any other way which does not injure them, are

easily tamed, and soon associate with the ordinary

tame geese on the most friendly terms, appearing

to entirely forget their wild life. But when the

wild geese begin to fly north again in the spring,

these partially tamed ones hear their calls, and all

their wild instincts awaken. They become very

uneasy and restless, and, unless their wings are

clipped, soon bid farewell to their tame companions,

fly up into the air, and join some passing flock.

Nuttall gives the following story, which could hardly

be believed if something similar to it were not nar-

rated by others: "A Mr. Piatt, of Long Island,

having wounded a female wild goose, succeeded in

taming it, and left it at large with his other com-

mon geese. Its wound healed, and it soon became
familiar and reconciled to its domestic condition

;

but in the following spring it joined a party of

Canada geese, and disappeared until autumn, when
at length, out of a passing flock, Mr. Piatt observed

three geese to detach themselves from their com-

panions, and, after wheeling round several times,
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alight in the barn-yard, when, to his astonishment,

he recognized in one of the three his long-lost fugi-

tive, who had now returned, accompanied by her

offspring, to share the hospitality of her former

acquaintance."

The distances traveled by different birds van-

very much. The robin, red-winged blackbird, and

the like, go only far enough to find warmth and

food, and one or two warm days in early spring

are enough to call them back, after which they

often go south again. The red-winged blackbird

is found during the whole winter as far north as

Virginia, particularly near the sea-coast and in the

vicinity of large rice and corn fields.

Wilson gives the following account of the abun-

dance of these beautiful birds in Virginia during

THE GULL.

January and February :
" Sometimes they appeared

driving about like an enormous black cloud carried

before the wind, varying in shape every moment.
Sometimes suddenly rising from the fields around

me with a noise like thunder, while the glittering

of innumerable wings of the brightest vermilion,

amid the black cloud they formed, produced on

these occasions a very striking and splendid effect.

Then descending like a torrent, and covering the

branches of some detached grove or clump of trees,

the whole congregated multitude commenced one

general concert or chorus that I have plainly dis-

tinguished at the distance of more than two miles

;

and when listened to at the intermediate space of

about a quarter of a mile, with a slight breeze of

wind to swell and soften the flow of its cadences,

it was to me grand and even sublime."

Other birds travel much farther in their annu

journeys. In the summer the humming-bird
found as far north as Hudson's Bay, but it spen

its winters in those tropical, or almost tropica

regions, where the flowers bloom the year through

As spring advances, this bird travels northward fro

Mexico by short journeys, keeping pace with tl

opening flowers, which afford it an unfailing supj

of honey and insect food. The distance from t

shores of Hudson's Bay to the regions of perpeti

summer is nearly as great as that which separal

New York from San Francisco, and what can

more wonderful than that a delicate bird, weighi

less than an ounce, should be able to make sucl

journey twice a year; and not simply be able

make the journey, but to do it at the proper tin

leaving the north before the c|

weather has set in, and return

only after the summer is enough
vanced to supply all its wants?

Many other birds also make tl

journey in short flights. This is

case with the robin and the bl

bird, although each is able to f

great distance without rest, for t

b are said to visit Bermuda, al

three hundred miles from the n

est land.

Most birds make their migrat

by flight, but a few do not ; our c

and rails perform at least pari

the journey on foot. The pen;

is a water-bird, with short wi

which are almost bare of feat

and are useless for flight, althc;

they serve as excellent fins for sj

ming. In order that the feet

be more useful in swimming
legs are placed so far back

the body that the bird is almost I

less upon land, and therefore makes its nil

tions by swimming.
All the birds so far spoken of undertake

journey at certain definite seasons, and thei

of march is north and south ; but there are

birds which make migrations of a different cl'

ter. Wild pigeons, for instance, move in wh
direction they are likely to find food, as ofter

or west as north or south, and these journey;

place at any time when there is a scarcity of I
About fourteen years ago wild pigeons werfj

abundant over the Western States, and as

not take them a great while to eat up all tin

in any district, they were migrating in large

almost continually. No one who has not seen,

can form any conception of the numbers

travel together. The approach of a flock

.\

:;
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.he coming of a thunder-cloud ; the sky is clouded

>y them so that it suddenly grows dark, and the

wise of their wings is like that of an approaching

ornado. At the time I have spoken of, I think it

,-as in 1S64, they were so abundant in northern
z

)hio that millions of them were forced to cross

,ake Erie to Canada every day for food, and to

i,eturn at night to roost. The lake opposite Cleve-

jind, where I saw them, is about seventy-five miles

I 'ide, and their roosting-place was about twenty-

are left behind, and although they soon grow up
and become strong enough to migrate, they do not

know the way, and as there is no old bird to show

them- the path, they are compelled to stay through

ve miles from the shore of the lake, so that they

lust have flown at least two hundred miles each

ay. The lake shore, at Cleveland, rises abruptly

om the water's edge to a height of nearly eighty

tet, and on their return in the evening, the birds

jw very close to the surface of the water until

ley reached the shore, when they rose just far

lough to clear the top of the bluff, which was

led with men armed with guns, clubs, nets, stones

id fish-poles, standing ready to attack them. The
>cks were so dense and the birds flew so near the

ound that many were killed with long poles ; and

jlhough thousands were slaughtered every day

is did not make any visible diminution of their

imbers. So many birds were killed and wounded

this time, that no one tried to collect those

rich he himself had killed, but each one gathered

that he could find. Some did not even load

:ir guns, but only fired off caps, thus saving

;ir ammunition, and claiming their share of the

ds. In the corn and wheat fields in the vicinity

Cleveland, pigeons were so abundant that two

:n and a dog could kill enough in a few hours to

d a wagon ; and I have seen a man without a

n, but with a retriever dog, gather all the birds

could carry, simply by collecting those which

;ers had wounded and allowed to escape and

e themselves. The destruction of crops which

h an abundance of pigeons gives rise to is

irly as great as that caused by the grasshoppers,

I it is very fortunate that these immense flocks

not return to the same region year after year.

What Guides the Birds ?

Ve have now seen the reason why birds migrate,

the manner in which the journey is made.

y, the question will be asked, "How are the

Is guided upon their journey?" It is hard to

ver. Naturalists know something about it, but
v little indeed.

/e know that many birds, the geese for instance,

themselves under the direction of a leader,

we know that this leader is an old bird which

made the journey often before. Many birds

hatched so late in the season that they are too

lg and feeble to make the journey at the time
" friends start for the south. Therefore, they

THE WILD PIGEON.

the winter, and live upon such food as they are able

to find. We see from this that the journey, is not

directed merely by instinct, but that some experi-

ence is also necessary, for if it were not, young birds

could find their way as well as old ones. Then,

we cannot understand how it is that geese become
confused and lost in stormy weather, unless we
believe that they find their way by memory of the

landmarks. No one who watches a troop of swal-

lows, when they are preparing to leave us in the

fall, can doubt that the knowledge of the older

birds is very important. As the time for migration

draws near, these birds gather in large flocks, and
spend several days in preparing for the journey.

They keep up an incessant twittering, and often

start off for a short flight in order to try their

wings ; when at last they have learned the sur-

rounding country so well that they will have no

difficulty in recognizing it when they return, they

mount into the air together, at a signal from a

leader, and begin their long voyage to the south.

These noisy consultations and preliminary flights

would not be necessary if the migration were en-

tirely due to instinct ; and those who have examined

the subject the most carefully, conclude that both

instinct and experience have part in it.

Migration not Confined to Birds.

Birds are not the only animals which migrate.

The journeys of the salmon are as regular and re-

markable as those of birds. The salmon lays its

eggs in small, shallow streams of fresh water, often

a thousand miles or more from the ocean. These
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eggs are left to hatch by themselves
;
yet when the

little fish reach the proper age, they abandon the

small streams where they were born, and begin

their long trips to the ocean. When they reach

salt water they find abundance of food, and grow

very rapidly. They remain in the ocean until the

time comes for them to lay their eggs. Then, in

some wonderful way, they find the mouth of the'

river by which they reached the ocean, and travel

up it, through lakes and over rapids, falls and

mill-dams, sometimes leaping over obstructions

which are more than ten feet high. Having

reached the shallow streams where they were born,

they lay their eggs, and then return to the sea,

but so thin and haggard that the fishermen at the

mouths of the salmon rivers call them by a differ-

ent name, and it is hard to believe that they are of

the same species with those which are caught while

ascending the rivers. Once in the ocean again,

they quickly recover their lost strength.

The great migrations of insects are so well known

that I need say very little about them. You aj

remember the army of locusts told about in th

Bible. Within a few years we have learned thr

our country is not free from dangers of the sam
kind, for in the Western States swarms of gras:

hoppers may come up before the wind, and swee
over the country, changing verdant fields into

brown desert, and leaving no green thing behir

them. These insect migrations, like those oftl

wild pigeon, do not occur at any particular seasoi

and are caused by lack of food.

It is not generally known that our gray squim
sometimes assemble in great troops and migra

to a better country. This does not occur ve

often ; but occasionally, when the squirrels are ve

abundant in a region where food is scarce, thi

band together and move straight forward, throu

forests and fields, until they find a place whe
food is abundant. These, and the journeys

many other animals, show that the tendency

migrate is not confined to birds.

HANS GOTTENLIEB, THE FIDDLER.

By Howard Pyle.

A LONG time ago, in the good old days, when

the world was fresher than it is now, when fairies

were abundant, and when, were one bold enough

to climb the breezy hill-tops, one might see scores

of little red-capped dwarfs and mannikins dancing

in the magic circle of the moonlight,—a "Nix,"

a mysterious water-spirit, had his home in a pond

adjoining an old, ruined mill near Westerhausen.

When spring came, and the yellow-stockinged

storks laid dead sticks crosswise on the high roofs

of Westerhausen houses, and so built their nests,

—when the frogs at night piped in the lowland

marshes, and lambs capered in the moonlight on

the misty hill-tops.—the Nickleman of Wester-

hausen would rise to the surface of the water, and

beguile the sleepy echoes of the old mill to strange

responses by the magic music of his violin. It was

a music that no man with safety to himself might

hear,—so piercingly sweet, yet so wild withal, that

to listen to it was to be possessed by a strange

madness ; and the unfortunate being so bewitched

would haunt the mill-pond night after night until

his body wasted away and he died. This is what

some of the good folks said ; others affirmed that

the music was so gay and rollicking, and yet so

enchanting, that when one heard it, one was cc

pelled, by an uncontrollable desire, to dance
;

instances were even known where men had d

from the effects of such uncanny waltzing.

Now, there was a certain fiddler in Westerhaus

Hans Gottenlieb by name, that used to play

violin at all the fairs and weddings.

Although Hans was an excellent performer,

was never contented with his own music

;

when the young men would crowd around

thank him for his fiddling, he would say, sadly:

"Ah, yes ! it 's all very well, this playing wait,

but if I could only fiddle one-quarter as well as

Nix of Westerhausen, now that would be so

thing like !

"

At length, Hans's continued complaints v

overheard by a swineherd, who was a wise n

and saw strange sights, and knew curious th

that no other man knew.
" So you would like to fiddle a-quarter as

as the Nix, would you ? " said he.

Yes, Hans would.

"Very well! On the next St. John's Eve

midnight, carry a jet black cock to the mill-pi

and, standing with your back to the water, tr
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n. Then repeat these words :
' Nix ! Nix ! black tented

;k in water. I on land, thou in water. Come, and he

i,ch me to play one-quarter as well as thou.' as well

_er this, take your violin and play upon it, and unwise

1 shall see what will happen." matter

-lans was delighted. He could hardly curb his So it w

'Datience until St. John's Eve should arrive. As begun

1 n as the old church bell in the ivy-covered
v
belfry The

now that the Nix himself had taught him
;

was contented—for a space. But one might

expect to see a sieve filled with water as an

man satisfied with what he possesses, no

to what extent his wants may be relieved,

as with Hans ; in two months' time he had

to grumble as loudly as ever,

wise swineherd having assisted him once,

.:. I

y. 1

ml

ai

ell

THE SWINEHERD WHO KNEW CURIOUS THINGS
IBB

rise* the hour of midnight, he sallied forth, with

miirack cock in a sack, and did as the cunning

terd had directed. No sooner had he com-

ter * -'d to play upon his violin than he heard a

in the water, and the next minute a cold,

'.y hand was laid upon his own.

ifi
; n that time, Hans Gottenlieb could play

milt i than any man in the region.

' ry one said that Hans surely would be con-ater.

Hans hoped that he could, and expected that he

would, help him again. Accordingly, he applied

to him once more.
"' If I could only play one-half as well as the

Nix." said he, " I feel sure I should be satisfied."

" I doubt that very much," said the swineherd;
" you had better hold what you have, without

grasping for more. Still, if you will have it, catch

a black cat and do as I told you before."
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Hans was overjoyed. The next St. John's Eve,

having caught the cat, he did as the swineherd had
before directed him. This time the Nix griped

him by the wrist until it was black and blue.

From that moment Hans could play as no man
in the world was able to. Every one listened in

astonishment, and even the young men and girls

forgot to dance, and stood still in an ecstasy while

same time, the music changed to a strain so wi

so piercing, that Hans himself gasped for brea

and commenced to caper and dance furious

The twigs and branches of the swamp wilk.

tossed and swayed ; the stones rolled hither a

thither, and a great oak that stood near at ha

heaved and snapped to its very heart.

Hans became terrified at these appearances, ;

GOTTENLIEB S MUSIC WORKS

he played,—and music must be magical indeed

that could have that effect upon dancing youths

and maidens.

"Surely," said everyone, "now Hans Gotten-

lieb is satisfied."

But no ! Three months had scarcely passed by,

when Hans began to grumble more than before.

'" Why did I not ask to play as well as he him-

self? " said he. " Fool, that I was ! While I was

about it, I might as well have completed my re-

quest, and satisfied myself altogether."

At length, he concluded to ask the advice of the

swineherd once more.

"You fool !
" said the swineherd, when Hans pre-

sented his request. " Do you know what you ask ?
"

" Yes," said Hans ;
" I want to play as well as

the Nickleman."

He then so begged and besought the swineherd,

that the other at length yielded.

"Take," said the swineherd, impatiently, "a
black calf, and do as you did before ; and may
your folly alight on your own head !

"

The next St. John's Eve, Hans took the calf

and proceeded to the mill-pond as before. When
he approached, the water boiled and bubbled, lash-

ing the sedge and rushes as though in a rage.

Hans was somewhat daunted by this appearance,

but at length, gathering together the remnants of

his courage, he hurled the poor calf into the

troubled waters.

He took out his violin and commenced to play

with a trembling hand, and scarcely had the first

note been evoked from the instrument, when a

loud splash in the water was instantly followed by
such a blow upon his elbow that Hans thought for

the moment that his arm was broken. At the

would have stopped, but he now found, to

horror, that he could not. In vain he strov

hold his arm ; his elbow jerked and twitchet

spite of himself, and the music continued. V

a wild cry, poor Hans leaped over the rugged k
that bordered the pond, and ran home as fa

his legs could carry him. Through the moonl

he flew, the music streaming after him like the

of a meteor. As he scampered through they
the old sow and the two little pigs caught the sc

of the music, and, starting up on their hind

they danced after him with shrill squeals.

Hans burst into the house, carrying the n

and pigs along with him. Frau Gottenlieb

asleep, looking as sweet as a cherub ; but no so

did her sleeping senses catch the cadence o:

music, than, starting up and only half awake

joined in the dance with Hans, the sow, anc

two little pigs.

" Stop !
" cried she, dancing and capering,

her night-cap and starched frills bobbed and si

But Hans could n't. Then she commenced s

ing him at the top of her voice ; but, thougl

scolding would have stopped almost anything

possessed the power of locomotion, it had no

upon the poor bewitched fiddler.

At length, daylight broke, and the neigh,

hearing Frau Gottenlieb's screams, the sque

of the pigs, and the shuffle and tread of da

feet, came to see what all the ado was about,

they, too, were soon drawn into the vortex (

dance, until, at length, the whole village was

ing, capering, and screaming at the poor fl

who, half distracted, and wholly terrified, fi

as though for dear life.

One old woman, however, who was so dea
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e could not hear even a word of scandal, was the

,,ly one who did not join in the unwilling revel

;

id, although she wept bitter tears at having mis-
' d her ear-trumpet, it was lucky for her as well as

is

rest of the good folks, as after-events proved,

,it she was deaf to the alluring cadence ; other-

se there might have been a number of dancing

letons waltzing in Westerhausen to this day.

The dancing community finally made the old

man understand that they desired her to consult

: wise swineherd in regard to their case, for since

had been indirectly the cause of all the hubbub,

was, in all likelihood, the only one that could

|ow the proper remedy.

sfhe swineherd, who had shown his wisdom by

;:;ping away from the bewitched music, made the

I
woman understand that he did know the proper

^ledy, but that he would not apply it until the

'n council had guaranteed to pay him the sum
two thousand guilders.

The members of the town council, who at that

e were dancing with the others, freely consented

>ay the required sum. They complied the more

readily with the swineherd's demand when they

considered that the money was to be paid from the

city treasury, and not from their own pockets.

The wise man then stopped his ears with wool,

so closely that he could not hear a sound. He
then made his way to where lord and lady, burgher

and beggar, priest and people, pigs and all,— the

great butcher beside the little tailor, every now
and then treading on his toes,—were dancing and
screaming.

The swineherd drew his terrible, flashing war-

knife, and, walking up to the now more than ever

terrified Hans, he cut—the strings of the fiddle

across. The music instantly ceased, and every one

stopped dancing.

They immediately paid the swineherd his two

thousand guilders from the city treasury, and from

that time he was a rich man.
Poor Hans could never play upon the violin

afterward. He died a poor man, while, if he had

been contented with his natural talent for music,

he never would have been at a loss for notes to

his last day.

"GOD KNOWS."

By Julia C. R. Dorr.

[" Perhaps your young readers will be interested in this incident connected with the wrecking of the emigrant ship ' Northfleet.'

The baby's grave is in the church-yard of Lydd, near Dungeness, England."

—

Extractfrom Author's note.]

i!

;! wild and dark was the winter night,

Tien the emigrant ship went down,

just outside of the harbor bar,

. the sight of the startled town !

winds howled, and the sea roared,

nd never a soul could sleep, '

: the little ones on their mothers' breasts,

30 young to watch and weep.

looat could live in the angry surf,

) 3 rope could reach the land
;

e were bold, brave hearts upon the shore,

rere was many a ready hand :

.iien who prayed, and men who strove

I hen prayers and work were vain,

—

ithe sun rose over the awful void

id the silence of the main !

lay the watchers paced the sands

—

. day they scanned the deep

;

light the booming minute-guns

hoed from steep to steep.

Give up thy dead, O cruel sea !

"

They cried athwart the space

;

But only a baby's fragile form

Escaped from its stern embrace !

Only one little child of all

Who with the ship went down.

That night, when the happy babies slept

So warm in the sheltered town !

Wrapped in the glow of the morning light,

It lay on the shifting sand,

As fair as a sculptor's marble dream.

With a shell in its dimpled hand.

There were none to tell of its race or kin,

" God knoweth," the Pastor said,

When the sobbing children crowded to ask

The name of the baby dead.

And so when they laid it away at last

In the church-yard's hushed repose.

They raised a stone at the baby's head

With the carven words,—"God knows!"
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WHY NELLIE WAS NOT POPULAR.

By Constance Marion.

" Well, Nellie, what is the matter ? " asked Miss

Percy, as she seated herself in a straw rocker on the

piazza, where Nellie sat, chin in hand, pouting over

a portfolio of prints that lay outspread before her.

" I 'in mad ! " was the reply.

" Mad ! That is distressing. I hope you don't

bite."

" Oh, of course I don't mean tliat /" said Nellie,

turning away from the pictures with an injured air.

" I am vexed !

"

" Then why did you say mad ?
"

" Oh, you are too particular, Aunt Alice ! What
do you think Kate Sibley has done ?

"

" I cannot imagine."
" Her mother gave her leave to invite three of

the girls to go with her to the picnic in Cedar

Creek, and she asked the Morrisons, and Minnie

DuBose, and left me out, though 1 have worked

every one of her examples ever since we have been

in Denominate Numbers. It is just the way with

them all. I do everything they ask me to do, and

they all hate me. I '11 be even with them, though,

—I '11 hate them, too."

And the future misanthrope began to sniffle and

use her pocket-handkerchief.
" Don't you think it would be a wiser plan to

make them love you ? " asked Miss Percy, gravely.

" I can't do it," replied a chokey voice from

behind the handkerchief.

" I have tried, but I ca-an't. They all like Rosa

Guignard. who never does anything for anybody,

but—but "

As Nellie did not seem able to finish what she

wished to say, Miss Percy came to her relief by

observing, quietly :

"The girls all like Rosa on account of a very

rare gift which she possesses."

" Rose Guignard gifted !
" exclaimed Nellie,

surprised into forgetfulness of her wrongs. " Why.
Aunt Alice, she is 'way down in all her classes,

and you know she is n't pretty,—that is, until you

get used to her.
7 '

" But it is a much rarer gift than either intellect

or beauty, that which Rosa possesses," returned

Miss Percy.

Nellie's red-rimmed eyes asked a question to

which Miss Percy replied with brevity, " Tact."
" Tact ? What is that ? " asked Nellie.

•'
I don't know any better definition of the word

than one a great novelist has given :
' Tact is

knowing what not to say.'
"

'" Don't / know what not to say, Aunt Alice ?

asked Nellie, after a short silence.

" No, my dear; I don't think you do. Youn'
take offense, probably, if I give you a few exampl
as proofs of this ; but as I am in your mothc
place this summer, I shall take the liberty of spe;

ing plainly. Do you remember who were in t)

company yesterday when you coolly asserted tl

' the Roman Catholic religion was nothing 1:

mummery,' and went on to observe that, for yc

part, you looked upon a Romanist as no better th

a Mohammedan, or a Jew ?
"

" There were so many—such a roomful—

t

I cannot Oh, Aunt Alice ! I do remem
now ! Mademoiselle Durand was here, and shf

a Romanist. I am so sorry !

"

" And Miss Lyons was here also, and she il

devout Jewess. Did you notice that she kis:

Kate Sibley when she went away, and did not \

you ?
"

" Yes ; and I wondered what was the mat!

But mademoiselle kissed me."
" Yes, mademoiselle kissed you, although

flush had not died out of her cheeks which y

thoughtless words had called up ; and ther

showed herself to be, what Miss Lyons is not, a

lower of Him who, when He was reviled, rem
not again.'"

" Well, Aunt Alice, I did n't mean any ha

and you know everybody makes mistakes once

while."

" But you make mistakes a great deal ofte

than other people do. Shall I give some ol

instances of your not setting a watch on your lip

" If you like."

" Don't be sulky about it. I am ' cruel onl

be kind.' When we were told the other evei

that Miss Collins had small-pox, you immedia "

declared that if you were in her place you wj

rather die at once than get well and be a fr

all the rest of your life. It was too dark on

porch to see the expression on Miss Adger's de

scarred face, but I remember that lady's nex

mark was, ' I can't endure pert children.' "

" You can't expect me to see in the dark," i

tered Nellie.

" No; but you ought to have remembered

Adger's presence. And you have not darknes

an excuse for what you said yesterday before

Pratt—that you believed all red-haired person

bad tempers."
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" Of course I meant present company excepted."

" It would have been better not to mention red

ir at all in Miss Pratt's presence, as her hair,

ough beautiful, is decidedly of a reddish tint.

>u made another blunder yesterday, and I think

old Dr. Manning had had Elisha's power, you

uld have stood in considerable danger of being

In to pieces by the bears after your facetious re-

irks on the subject of bald heads."
'' Oh, I never thought about his being bald !

"

and get Minnie DuBose to play that, as Nellie says

she. does play it beautifully.'
"

" Resentful creature ! Well, at any rate, I have

never said anything against Kate's looks."

" No ; on the contrary, I once heard you remark

in the presence of a dozen of her schoolmates that

she was by far the prettiest girl in Mr. Radford's

school ; but then you went on to qualify your praise

by coolly observing, ' However, I don't think that

is saying much for her.' You showed more temer-

:::

j

jiSut, my dear child, these are matters that

to be thought about. Let me give you one

simple rule, Nellie : Never remind any one

or herpersonal defects."

'11 try to remember that."

I'here is another thing you would do well to

nber—that comparisons are odious. When
Sibley played the ' Beautiful Blue Danube
es ' for me the other evening, it was scarcely

j in you to exclaim as soon as she had fin-

' Oh, Aunt Alice, you ought to hear Minnie

J:?e play that ! She does play it beautifully .'

'

in the evening, when T asked Kate for the

1
1
e Mazurka,' she replied, ' Oh, you must wait

»•» '1

ity than I imagined even you were possessed of in

giving so many young girls to understand that you

did not consider them at all pretty."

" Well, I don't think them pretty."

"Nor interesting either. At least so I judged

the other night when, as they were going away,

you observed, yawningly, ' Only ten o'clock.' I

thought it was a ' great deal later than that.' You
are an unselfish child, Nellie, and always ready to

give up your own pleasure to oblige your friends

;

but you will never be popular until you learn to

bear this in mind, that although it is always wrong

to tell falsehoods, it does not follow that it is always

right to tell uncalled-for truths."
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CURIOUS CUSTOMS OF EASTER.

By Olive Thorne.

Doubtless all you young folks know why Easter

is kept with rejoicings all over the Christian world.

I am not going to tell you why, but how ; for

though all Christian nations celebrate it, each has

its own peculiar customs for the occasion.

I suppose your idea of Easter celebration is to

decorate the church with flowers, have extra-fine

music on Sunday, and on Monday have colored

eggs—you hardly know why. But if you were a

little fur-clad Russian, you would look forward to

Easter-time as you here do to Christmas. You
would expect to have, on Palm Sunday, presents

of flowers and fruit, birds and angels, all made of

wax, and tied with ribbon to a palm-branch (or a

stick representing one). And not only these, but

books and playthings, and whatever nice gifts Santa

•

Claus brings to you here in America. The pla

things you would use at once, and the palm, or roc

you would 'keep carefully till the next mornin
when it would be your duty, or at least your pri\

lege, to go about the house and whip all the lie-

beds, who were too sleepy, or too lazy, to go
early church. And when Easter arrived, you wou
have more eggs than you ever saw. Not only o,

Biddy's snowy-shelled baby-houses, but wonderf
and beautiful things that grew in the glass-house

the porcelain-works. These would be of differe

sizes, ornamented with gold or colored flowers, ai

stuffed with candies and other nice things ; or eg
made of gilt and silver paper, holding raisins ai

\

sweetmeats,—things to be hung up with ribbot

and kept with your treasures.

And funny sights you would see in St. Pet

burg, though they would n't look funny to yc

seeing through Russian eyes. You would see t

whole city burst out into kisses ! Ever)' one kissi

all his friends, at home or abroad, in the house

in the street, wherever he chanced to meet thei -

every general in the army kissing his officers ; ev<

captain his men. Every merchant saluting 1

clerks ; every man his household. Even the EL
|

peror kissing, not only his private family and I

noblemen, but the generals of his army and a i

private soldiers, enough to imply that he kisses

whole army. This would be a curious sight

American eyes, would it not ?

But if, instead of Russia, your home were in

Emerald Isle (as poets have called Ireland),
;

.would be careful to get up early on Easter mc
ing, to see the sun dance when rising ! You
do it in America just as well, by the way, and

j

it just as well, too. You need only a great dea' ..

faith, and a small spring or bit of clear watei
,

look into. Try it, and see.

Very different would be your Easter if >

mother wore a mantilla over her head, and \

father was a dark-haired Spaniard, and livet

Seville. You 'd be a Roman Catholic, of cou

and you would go with mamma to the grand Ca

dral to see the paschal candle—a monster of

candle family, nine yards high, made of wax,

standing on a marble pedestal, and lighted

brand-new fire, struck from a flint by a priest.

Then you would hear high mass, begini

behind a great veil or curtain, and at a cei

point in the ceremony, you would see the cui

snatched off. and fire-works burst out of the u

:

::

•-
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ry, and all the twenty-four bells of the tower

1 ring out together in a lively peal, and all

jells of the city would join in. Then you

1 go into the streets, and see people shooting

iffed figures of Judas Iscariot, hanging from

stretched across the street. And if you were

'ithe ocean, and could see the ships, you would

ie effigy of this same Judas hung to the ship's

arm, dipped in the water, and beaten over

;ad and shoulders when it came up.

.tranger festival you would see at this time if

/ere so unhappy as to belong to the Turks.

reak of day, the Pacha goes to an open

away from the city, where he thrusts a

knife into the throat of a ram, laid on an

Instantly a Jew snatches up the victim,

i it over his shoulders, and runs for a mosque.

poor animal is alive when he reaches the

building, the omen is good, and every de-

*urk believes that the year will be a fortunate

out if the ram is dead, groans and laments

-the year will be bad. That matter settled,

a strange celebration, which I feel sure must
'ainful sight to many. Every man sacrifices

more sheep, as he is able, in the open street;

•iod of the victims streams down the street,

e people dance and sing, shout, and dis-

guns. This lasts for eight days.

ly different would be your customs if your

were Victor or Marie, and your home Paris.

od Friday you would go with the grown-ups

were big enough) to the fine churches in

Mr every one of which you would find deco-

rith flowers and other ornaments, and bril-

lighted with hundreds of wax candles.

you would meet all your friends, also on a

sight-seeing. And on Easter-day you would

amma come out in a new bonnet

!

ithing not very unlike this you can see in

n fashionable churches, where it has been
ed among other French fashions. I suspect.

her French custom, originated by so great

lis Charlemagne, was that of allowing every

in to give an Easter-box (on the ear) to

ew he met, as a mark of contempt. The
%as nearly outgrown this barbarism, but

ill are seen in Paris, where Jews are often

through the streets with stones, and their

I broken, on Easter-day.

more agreeable would be Easter among
, where the joyful day is announced by

: hymns, accompanied by guitars, and sung
s of musicians adorned with flowers. "On

8 the music at the door, every family comes
joins in the chorus, all rejoicing together

ippy day ; then the wandering singers go
• next house.

But in Rome you would sec the most imposing

Easters. Hundreds of strangers go to that city

every year, to see the grand procession,—the Pope
carried through the streets on the shoulders of

men, sitting in his crimson chair of state, dressed

in gorgeous robes, with silken canopy over his

head, and preceded by two men bearing immense
white fans of ostrich plumes. After celebrating

high mass in St. Peter's, the Pope comes out on a

balcony, and blesses the people ; and in the even-

ing, the grand dome, and all parts of the grandest

church in the world, are brilliantly illuminated.

But as you are neither Spaniard nor Turk,

French nor Italian, but American, you will like

to know some of the queer things done about

Easter-time, by our cousins over the water. In

London, public festivals are nearly as rare as in

our sober American towns ; but in the country

some of the old customs still linger.

Ceremonies begin with Palm Sunday (the last

Sunday before Easter), when many Londoners

"go a-palming." That is, into the country for

branches of willow (since they have no palms)..

They come home with the soft yellow sprigs in

their hats and button-holes, and bits held in their

mouths. What becomes of the willow, after it has

done duty as palm branches, history does not tell

;

but I do not suppose it is hung over the door to

keep away evil, as it was of old in England, nor

nailed to a balcony to preserve the house from

lightning, as in Spain.

The next celebration is on Good Friday, when
nearly all England is waked by the cry of ''Hot

cross buns !

"

"One a penny buns,

Two a penny buns,

One a penny, two a penny, hot cross buns !

"

In the old times, every family would send out

and buy some of the hot, spicy cakes with a cross

stamped on the face, for the breakfast-table. This,

like other old customs, is fast dying out. and buns
are neither so plenty nor so nice as they used to be.

This usage has been traced by some to the pagan

custom of worshiping the Queen of Heaven with

cakes, which still prevails in China, Mexico, and
other countries. In past days, in England, bread

was baked on Good Friday to keep through the

year, in the belief that a little of it in water would

cure any disease. This may be the origin of the

buns, which some ignorant people nowadays keep

hung up in their cottages.

Easter is the great festival, and what relics of

old-fashioned observances still remain, are different

in different parts of the kingdom.

Long ago, tansy cakes and tansy puddings were

eaten at Easter, in memory of the bitter herbs at

the paschal feast. In the same days the clergy
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and people played ball and danced in the churches.

The highest dignitaries of the church—even the

archbishop—joined in this ceremony. A dean, or

other official, would begin it by starting a chant,

and gravely dancing around to the tune, tossing

the ball to others of the clergy who were dancing

also. When this ceremony was over, the perform-

ers retired for refreshment, of which bacon—to

show contempt of Jews—was a standard dish.

Another custom in Durham, is for men tc

about the streets and take off a shoe from ev

woman they meet, unless she will pay a small

to prevent it. The next day, as is but fair,

women retort by doing the same to men.
In some parts a still more ridiculous custor

found, called " heaving" or " lifting." On E;

Monday the men "lift" women, and on Tue
the women are the lifters. It is done thus:

Of Easter Monday rites various curious relics

still linger. One, called "clipping the church,"

Is performed by children of the charity schools,

amid crowds of people and shouts of joy. They

place their backs against the outside of the church,

and join hands till the circle is complete and the

building surrounded, when the ceremony is over,

and they go to another church.

strong men cross hands in the way we used

" making a chair," in my school-days, or the;

a chair lined with white, and decorated with
|

and ribbons. On meeting a woman in the

they invite her to take a seat, and, in fact

upon it. They then lift her into the ail

times, when she must kiss each of her lifte

give them monev besides. In the time of Ed
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5 custom was so general that even the king was

led."

n Kent, the young people on Easter Monday
;o a pudding-pieing. " That is, go to public-

ises to cat pudding-pie, a dish about the size

a saucer, with raised paste rim, and custard

de.

!i.nd everywhere, and all the time, are eggs,

s. eggs; boiled and colored; striped and mot-

., and gilded ; ornamented with names, or mot-

1, or pictures. Common ones are variously

prned with designs drawn with a bit of tallow,

:!:h keeps the dye from taking on those parts,

setter kind of decoration is to scratch the design

a sharp knife on an egg after it is dyed

;

(scapes, mottoes, etc., can be made very neatly,

common game—which, perhaps, you know

—

is played with Easter eggs. The owner of a hard-

boiled Easter egg challenges any one he meets to

strike eggs with him. If his egg breaks the other,

it is called " the cock of one," and its owner has the

broken one as a trophy. When it has broken two,

it is " cock of two," and so on. If an egg which is

cock of one or more is broken, the conqueror adds

the number of trophies won by the victim to his

own score.

The custom of making presents of eggs is said to

be Persian, and to bear allusion to the "mundane
egg," from which the world was fabled by certain

nations to have been derived. It is a custom among
Jews, Egyptians, and Hindoos, and was adopted

by Christians to symbolize the Resurrection.

This feast of eggs, therefore, very properly oc-

curs at Easter.

HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XVI.

REFUGE.

Re peddling philosopher ate his supper by

iy snatches, while he listened to the boy's

Jn narrative.

[the close, he appeared chiefly struck by the

|hat the drowned person had money in his

ihat makes it worth your while to look for

Otherwise, and aside from that," he said,

Eg a fresh cup of coffee, " I don't see that it

;1 much. I take a philosophical view of it.

made up of nat'ral elements. We use

Id a while, then they return to nature. Just

ley return, after we get through with 'em,

fenake a particle of difference to the parties

iterested. I mean me and you, after we 've

ltd off this mortal coil."

1 3 confessed that he was unable to take quite

I" isophical a view of the subject.

jr my part," he said, "I shouldn't like to

thing that ever belonged to my friend, and

a part of him,—not even his clothes,

—

I away, and treated without respect."

I at 's a nat'ral prejudice," said the proprietor

I
Vrk. "Not many persons have got above

: science shows us what we 've come from

L. IV.—27.

and what becomes of us, and cures prejudice. Do
you see that? " holding up the skeleton of a fish.

Jacob saw it.

"Every creatur' that's got a backbone is a

vertebrate animal. Man has a backbone ; so has

a fish. Man is the highest of the vertebrates; the

fish is the lowest. In nature, the lowest forms came
first, and the higher were developed out of 'em.

Next to fishes come reptiles, then warm-blooded

creatur's, up to monkeys ; then comes men. Your
great-great—'way-back—great-grandfather was a

fish. Before the fish there were lower and lower

forms, 'way down to the first little simple speck of a

living thing that we 've all come from. That 's the

doctrine of Evolution. Darwin didn't invent it any

more than I did. But he demonstrated it. I can't

demonstrate it so well as he does, for I have n't the

book-knowledge. He makes a good deal out of

nat'ral selection, and what he calls survival of t/ie

fittest. Forms of creatvir's all tend to vary, and
conditions are always changing; and when there

comes a variation that 's best adapted to a new
condition, that is preserved, while those that aint

adapted die off; at the same time the strongest kill

off the weakest ; and in this way Nature has built

on and built up till she 's got to man. Whether
she '11 have time to go any further, and make
something as much ahead of man as man is ahead
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of a monkey, before the planetary system cools off,

is a question I have n't made up my mind about.

The earth has cooled off already, so that she is

supported by the heat of the sun ; and the sun

can't keep on throwing off heat into the universe

many million-million years longer without losing so

much that we shall finally all freeze up here on this

little planet; just as the moon froze up long ago,

when the earth cooled down. Now, I 've told you

what we 've come from," Sam Longshore added

;

"would you like to know where we go to ?"

" I should like to know where I am to go to-

night," replied Jacob, less interested in the remote

past or the far future, than in the immediate ques-

tion of bed and shelter.

The philosopher came back to practical matters.

He regretted that he could not accommodate his

visitor on board the Ark.
" I 've only just a bunk for myself to tumble

into. But you '11 find farm-houses a little ways up

the crick. There 's a village further on, which I 'm

going to run up to in the morning. If you hurry,

you '11 find some house where the folks aint yet

abed. If you propose to look for the belt of money,

may be I '11 see you in the morning."

Jacob waited only for a few simple directions as

to the course he was to take, and started. The
peddler called him back.

" There 's so many tramps and impostors travel-

ing through the country, telling big stories to ex-

cite sympathy, that may be you wont find anybody

to believe you. I believe you, because I 've got

the science of human nature. I '11 lend you a

little money. Here's half a dollar,—that ought

to pay your lodgings somewhere and breakfast

into the bargain. If you find the belt you may
pay me back. I suppose you '11 offer a reward for

it, wont ye ?
"

" I 'd willingly give all the money I have in it to

have him found," said Jacob.
" That 's too much." replied the peddler. " Say

twenty-five dollars—that 's a handsome offer. Well,

good-night ! you 'd better hurry."

Keeping on up the creek, by a rough sort of

wagon-road, Jacob passed a stump-lot, some cleared

fields, a house or two in which all was dark, and at

last came to one in which there was a light.

Before he had time to knock at the door, it was

opened, and a woman with a pale and rather large

face looked out at him with a start of surprise.

She was evidently expecting some one else, when
she saw this boy.

" Can I stop here overnight? " said Jacob.

" I do not know," she answered, regarding him
intently, but not unkindly. " Where does thee

come from ?

"

Notwithstanding his unfavorable opinion of friend

ha

David, the boy felt a thrill of hope at the sound

the gentle voice and the Quaker form of speech.

He set out to tell his story ; but before he h

got half through she made him come in, and to

his hat from his hand, and brought him to

kitchen fire, where she made him sit down and p
off his shoes, and warm his feet and dry his cloth

She did not betray either much astonishment

much sympathy ; but her voice kept the calm a

even tone of a person accustomed to constant s

control. Her words were kind, however, and
acts were still more kind.

She offered to set out a supper for him, but

assured her that he was not hungry.
" Thee must not avoid telling the exact tr

for fear of giving me trouble," she said, wit( -

simple, earnest smile. "We have had many
sons in distress in this house before, and it is

duty to do for such."

Jacob replied that he had supped with the rl

peddler.

" I think I know the man," said she. " A rai

vain person in his talk ; one who has drunk a 1

of the new wine of knowledge, and it has g

into his head. But he deals in excellent fab:

and we sometimes trade with him."

She saw how haggard Jacob looked, and adc %
" Since thee will not have food, thee shall h;

bed, for thee is very weary ; and the sooner thy!

clothing is put off, the better."

" Oh, I am almost dry now ; walking has war

me," Jacob replied. He was glad to accep 1

offer, nevertheless.

With a heart warmed and grateful, he foil

her to an upper room, where there was a con

able bed ; also a little stand, on which she pla

candle and left him. He quickly undressed

got into bed ; then she came and took his

clothes, to hang them by the fire, and carried

the candle, bidding him a pleasant good-nigh

He could not remember that any woma:

ever been so much like a mother to him.

kindness was a balm to his heart, after his in

sufferings ; and, soothed and comforted, to

into a troubled sleep.

Chapter XVII.

A STRANGE BEDFELLOW.

He was living over in frightful dreams the (
:

of the evening, when there came again a sou

footsteps to the house.

The woman, who was still waiting and list

below, once more hastened to open the

Again she was disappointed. A second str

stood before her.

" Is there a hotel near here ? " he inquired
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" There is none nearer than the village," she

plied,
—" about two miles up the creek."

As he hesitated before speaking again, she ob-

ved him closely. He wore his coat buttoned

htly across his chest ; he had a youthful face,

!d his manners were pleasing.
; ' I find myself in an awkward situation." he said

length, turning frankly toward her. ''I have

::n out in the storm, and walked I don't know

: v many miles, having lost my way. Would it

possible to get somebody, at this time of night,

;arry me to the village ?
"

j'Nay, I fear that will be difficult," the woman

" I got something at a log cabin," he said,
—"all

I need to-night. I am so tired, I think I will, if

you please, accept the bed you kindly offer me."

"Then come with me." Taking the lamp, she

showed the way to the chamber. " I think he is

asleep," she said in a whisper, " and it would be a

pity to waken him. I have put his clothing by the

fire ; if thee will place thy garments on a chair

outside the door, I will take them too."

Moving silently, she set the lamp on the stand,

and withdrew.

The stranger, left alone, glanced curiously about

the room, and at his bedfellow buried to the eye-

I. " But we can give thee shelter, and at

part of a bed, if thee will accept so much,
'.ave already one stranger guest, a lad, who
but half an hour ago ; and he has our only

room. But thee can share it with him."

;lJ
ahis is unexpected kindness !

" exclaimed the

1 man, gratefully. " I ought not to trouble

And yet he could not resist her urgent re-

hat he would walk in.

.m expecting" Matthew, my husband, to come
•ioon," she said. " If thee will not take the

en thee can sit by the fire and dry thy gar-

r.ill he comes. Thee has had no supper ?
"

e«

••Mil

brows under the coverlet ; then he began to un-

dress.

For some reason his eyes kept glancing at the

bed, as if, being a fastidious gentleman, he felt

some misgivings about sleeping with a stranger.

At length, having got off his outer garments and

his wet boots, he took up the lamp, and stepped

cautiously to the bedside.

To protect himself from a mosquito or two which

he heard buzzing about the chamber, Jacob had

covered his head, leaving only a breathing-place

under the folds of the sheet. Just the tip of a

nose was left visible, with a few locks of light hair.
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The stranger lowered the lamp, and gazed for

some seconds with curiously excited interest. Then
he cautiously laid hold of the sheet about the head,

and drew it down until an ear was exposed to view.

It was the ear that had the scar upon it. His

countenance lighted up with a strange smile.

Then, having gazed a moment longer, he softly

laid back the sheet, and stepped stealthily away.

Having quickly put on his garments again, he

took the lamp in one hand and his boots in the

other, and went down-stairs. He found the woman
in the kitchen ; and as she looked up at him with

a mild questioning gaze, he said :

" I should like to place my boots near your fire
;

but my clothes will be dry by morning if I leave

them in the room. I forgot to tell you that I shall

have to take a pretty early start. I will pay for my
lodging to-night, so that I can get off in the morn-

ing without disturbing you."

He was opening his pocket-book as he spoke.

" Nay, thee is welcome to thy entertainment,

such as it is," she answered. " We never take

money of wayfarers. I am sorry that thee must go

so early ; but if thee cannot await breakfast, I will

leave something on the board for thee."

" Do you often entertain strangers in this way?"
he asked, with a smile.

" Not of late years," she said. " But there was

once a time when many a poor wayfarer found

refuge in this house."

He glanced at Jacob's clothes and little black

bag by the fire, and remarked :

" My bedfellow was out in the storm too. I

take it."

" Nay, worse than that ; he was in the river."

"Ah! How happened that ?
"

" The Cincinnati boat got aground above the

bend, and some of the passengers had been ashore,

when, as they were returning to the steamer, their

skiff was overset by the raising of the cable, and

one of their number was drowned. It was a dear

friend of this boy's, and he left the steamboat

—

which went on its course—to search for him."
" Was the drowned person recovered ?

"

" Nay ; there was a tug-boat employed to search

for him, but with no success. It leaves the lad in

a deplorable situation. The drowned man was his

only friend in the world, he says."

" How distressing !
" said the sympathizing

stranger.

" To make the matter worse," she continued,

" all the boy's money was in a belt which his friend

wore about his body."
" And that is lost too !

"

" I fear so. He will get help in the morning,

and make further search. But, to do the lad

justice, it does not seem to be the loss of the

money that troubles him, but the loss of his frienc

I never saw any person more devoted to anothe

He can scarcely speak of him without tears."

The stranger seemed a good deal affected b

this account of his bedfellow.
'•

I regret that I have business engagemen
which will take me away so early," he said.

'•

would stay if I could, and join him in the mela:

choly task of seeking for his friend. If I don't s-.

him before I start, tell him, if you please, ho
much I sympathize with him in his misfortune."

Just then he who had been so long expect'

came to the door. The wife started to meet h
husband. The stranger did not wait to make h

acquaintance ; but, having gracefully uttered tl

sentiment which did so much credit to his heai

he returned to the chamber.

There, having put out the light, he undress'

noiselessly in the dark, and got into bed, takii

care not to disturb his weary bedfellow.

Chapter XVIII.

ON BOARD THE ARK.

Thanks to youth and health, and fatigue

body and mind, Jacob slept well, in spite of b
dreams. They waked him once or twice in

middle of the night ; then when he opened
eyes again it was day.

A flood of anxious and painful thoughts rush

upon him, and he started up. It was a momi
before he could make out just where he was. Thi

he remembered everything, and had also a strcf

impression that when he woke at midnight he I

felt somebody in bed with him
He found his clothes dry and hanging on a cb

just inside the door ; his shoes and bag bes

them. The sight of them brought back upon
heart all the good woman's kindness to him, i

made him catch his breath and wink hard as

thought, " Oh, if I had had such a mother !

"

He hurried down-stairs to meet her, and i

instead a gravely smiling girl,—a sweet yoi

Quakeress of fourteen. She was placing dishes

the table, when she turned and greeted him v

demure composure
" My mother bade me tell thee that break

will soon be ready," she said, in accents which g

a peculiar charm to the Quaker form of speech.

For a moment Jacob forgot his impatience tc

back by the river-side, searching for his frie

He never in his life had heard so sweet a voice

seen a face and form of such simple grace,

made him think of Florie, not because the

were alike, but because they were so differ

The little Quakeress was a gracious lily ; Flori

red rose, with all a rose's thorns.
:
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Jacob was trying to frame a reply to her, when
tie mother entered the room.
" I know thee will be in a hurry, and I have

astened thy breakfast," she said, after a motherly

reeting.

" You are too good to me !
" was all Jacob could

iy, and that in a broken voice.

I
" We used often to get earlier breakfasts than

i is for our guests," she replied. " But until last

«ght it is some time since strangers have tarried

th us. I see that thy bedfellow is gone."

1 " Then I had a bedfellow ?" said Jacob. " I was

ilmdering whether I dreamed it."

I
" Yea, a wayfarer like thee ; a civil-spoken young

I.

JACOB AND THE YOl'NG QUAKERESS.

1 who seemed touched when I told him thy

^B' He bade me say to thee how gladly he

I have tarried to aid thee in the search for thy

friend, but that important affairs prevented.

H food on the board for him ; he must have

lit, and gone when it was hardly day."
' wish I could have seen him and had his help !

"

acob. " Whom can I get to help me?"
[atthew, my husband, will find some person

with him in a boat. But he came home late

ji - ',eary last night, and he will not be so soon

.,, i ' as thee. So if thee likes thee can take thy

.nd go on down to the shore, and he will find

lere. Be seated ; Ruth will help thee."

So Jacob sat at breakfast, waited upon by the

sweet young Quakeress. It seemed to the home-
less, friendless lad as if he were being entertained

by angels ; and he felt, as he took leave of them
and started for the shore, that, though he should

never see them again, he must always be a better

boy, and a better man, for having known them.

He looked for the peddler on his way, and, not

seeing him, concluded that he had gone up the

creek. But, keeping the bank of the river, he

soon spied the little Ark moving away under full

steam, about half a mile farther on. At that dis-

tance it looked like a large tub, with a smoke-pipe.

The morning was beautiful after the rain. The
trees shook their sunlit tops in the fresh breeze,

the shore-grass waved, the river glanced and glit-

tered in the early light. Jacob felt his heart leap

with the gladness of youth. Then he thought of

his friend, and wondered how he could be happy
even for a moment.
The tub was turning and zigzagging along near

the shore, and by running on the bank he soon

came abreast of it. Sam Longshore, with his dog
beside him, was on the bow, holding with one

hand the tiller-wheel, which was behind him, and

looking over intently at the water. Evidently his

philosophical mind was for the time interested in

Mr. Pinkey's money-belt.

Hearing a shout from the shore, and seeing

Jacob, he headed the Ark to the sloping edge of

the bank, and called to him to come aboard.

Jacob stepped upon the bow as it struck.

The peddler had changed his position, and was

now standing in a little pit-like place under a pro-

jection of the cabin roof. One hand was on the

tiller-wheel before him, while the other reached

back to a lever of his little engine in the hold.

Ripper, the dog, watched and growled ; but Jacob

was not afraid of him now.

As soon as he was aboard, the bit of a steamer

backed water, fell off into the slow, smooth current,

then breasted it again, puffing and panting at an

amusing rate, up the river.

" You see, I had a sort of kind of hankering for

that belt of money," said the peddler, maneuvering

his tub. " I 've been up once to the tow-head and

the trees you told about. Now I 'm just scooting

round a little at random. It
!

s a poor show. I

calc'late it 's got lodged on the bottom somewheres ;

if the water was clear there 'd be some chance of

finding it. Did ye spend the half-dollar I lent ye

last night ?

"

" I have n't paid it away yet," replied Jacob.
" I stopped with some people who were so good to

me that I was ashamed to offer 'em pay. But I

left my bag with them, and when I go back for it,

I mean to make them take the money if they will."
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" What sort of folks ? Ye did n't stumble on to

Quaker Matthew's house, did ye ? " said the ped-

dler. " Well, I want to know ! If you 'd been

black, I should have sent you there. Being as

you 're merely white, I never thought on 't.

"

Jacob looked puzzled.

"Don't ye understand? Matthew Lane," said,

the peddler, with a dry pucker meant for a smile,

" used to be station-master on the underground

railroad."

" What 's that ? " said Jacob.
" You an Ohio boy, and don't know what the

underground railroad is ?—or rather used to be, for

it's gone up since the war."

" I guess the tracks were never laid in the part

where I lived."

" Mebby not. But there was a pretty extensive

branch down here. Some say Quaker Matthew

brought his family on from Pennsylvany expressly

to take charge on 't. So ye don't know what the

underground railroad was ! Well, I '11 tell ye."

Jacob expected to hear one of those curious

scientific explanations in which the peddling phi-

losopher delighted. But he was mistaken.

" In the first place, there wa' n't no railroad

about it. It was just a private arrangement for

running off fugitive slaves. They used to escape

across the river from Virginny and Kentucky ; a

good many got captured and carried back, but

some that fell into the right hands got off to

Canady. Quaker Matthew and his wife had the

name of helping a good many. They did n't seem

to be fanatical on the subject, and it was never

proved that they induced slaves to run away from

their masters. But if one came to their house they

would harbor him, and Matthew would help him

on his way to some other station-master of the

underground railroad, as it was called, who would

take him in his team and give him another lift.

It was against the law of the land ; and when
Matthew was hauled up for it, he simply said he

was obeying a higher law, and doing as he 'd be

done by. He was sent to jail, and fined for differ-

ent offenses about two thousand dollars. That 's

what makes him a poor man to-day. They wont

take any money of ye, so I guess you may as well

hand me back that half-dollar."

Jacob produced it promptly.
" On the hull, though," said the proprietor of

the Ark, after stooping down and throwing a small

scoopful of coal into the little furnace of his engine,

and taking time to reconsider the subject, " you '11

want it some time, and you may as well keep it.

Though it 's like looking for a needle in a hay-

mow, to try to find that belt. This river is always

riled,—digging out its channel and carrying away

the earth. It has cut through strata of rocks

;

and beds of coal and iron ore, as you can see in

some places. You think the country is high along

the shores, don't ye ?
"

" It looks so," said Jacob, absently, fingerin

the half-dollar.

" But when you get up there, you see that the

country aint high at all. It 's the bed of the rivei

that 's low. Go back a piece, and you find ;

higher country beyond, which used to be the shore,

ages ago. Since then the river has cut this big ditcl

for itself, sixty or seventy feet deep, and in somf

places half a mile wide. It's flowing now just alonj

the bottom of the channel ; but high-water fills

clean up. When you go to Cincinnati, you '11 se'

on the river-front of the city a long row of iro

mense posts, fifty feet above the present level o

the river. You '11 wonder what they 're for. I

tell ye beforehand. When the river is high,
|

comes right up to the street, and these posts are
(J.

1

tie up the steamboats to."

The peddler seated himself on the side of th

bow-deck, with one hand on the wheel and his lej

hanging in the hold, and continued :

" You must know, a pretty considerable volun

of water flows through such a channel, time i

freshets.- The river rises and falls a monstroi

sight quicker, late years, than it used to. Do yf

know the reason ?
"

Jacob did not, nor did he care much for it the

He stood holding on to the projection of the dec

looking with sadly wistful eyes over into the wat<

while the philosopher at the wheel explained.

Chapter XIX.
• ii:

MORE OF SAM LONGSHORE'S PHILOSOPHY. .

" YOU see, the country was once all forests ^
both sides. Then, when there came heavy ra • a

or great thaws, the water run off slower, and !

kept running longer. Now, a big part of the i b

ests has been cut away, and the land sheds wa '-

like a duck's back. The river is up brim-full, tl -

down again in a few days. I can't make headv

against a very strong current. Curious," adi

the philosopher, " how the force of the stre

and the force that works a steamboat up aga;

-

it, both come from the same source. Did ye

think of that ?
"

Jacob never had.
'• Of course not. Only a few men of scie ; .-

have. Up to the village, a little above where '

stayed last night," the philosophical peddler v 'c.

on, " they 've got some mills. They 've dami

the crick, shet back the water, and got what I

call a power. Now, not one person in ten tl

sand knows the origin of that power. Tell 'em

the heat of the sun, and they '11 laugh at you. I

::<;

.:
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it 's just what it is. It 's the heat of the sun that

kes evaporation. A vapor goes up from seas

1 wet places, and makes clouds. Clouds make
1. Rain fills the streams, and the streams turn

mills. To put it differently,—the sun lifts the

er, and the water falling again, turns your ma-

iery."

acob saw the force of the argument, and smiled

1 surprise. Though not a great philosopher,

. Sam Longshore, he was, like all intelligent

interested in tracing the reason of things.

1 In a good many parts of the country," said the

dler, " they 're going back to the old fashion

sing windmills. On the prairies of Indiany

Illinois, partic'larly, they 're sticking up the

patent wind-mills that tend themselves, and

P water for locomotives at railroad stations,

do a hundred other things. Well, ask any

you see what the power is that does the work,

he '11 say, ' You fool, you ! don't you see it 's

vind ? ' A man said that to me once. Says

t 's you that's the fool, and I can prove it.'

prove it I did, to his satisfaction,—or rather

jtisfaction, for it made him as mad as a hop-

if anybody knows how mad that is. ' The
says I, ' warms the atmosphere, more in some

s than others.' He admitted that. ' Heated

says I, ' tends to rise.' He owned up again.

rir rises,' says I, ' more air must rush in to

s place.' He could n't deny that, either.

says I, ' it 's the sun that makes the cur-

of air,—what you call wind,—and turns the

mill. Now, who's the fool?' Oh, I tell ye,

done a pile of thinking in my day !
"

i the peddler smoked and shook his head in

;d astonishment at his own vast and profound

.standing of things.
'

I should tell you of a man who heated his

oy water-power, you 'd smile, perhaps."

think I should," said Jacob,

/ell, he did, and he did n't. He did—in this

The water turned his machinery, and he

his machinery turn a great iron plate which

I
on another iron plate ; the friction heated

iates, and they warmed his shop like a stove,

as it water-power ? Strictly speaking, no.

i heat of the sun that raised the vapor that

ihe water that turned the wheels was changed
nto heat by the friction. Queer, aint it ?

"

thought it was.

m, coming back to what I said of the steam-

)rking up against the stream. You call it

lower. I call it sun-power again. For what
steam ? Water heated. What heats the

water ? Burning a little wood or coal. Now, coal

is a vegetable product, like wood. It's the sun-

light that makes vegetables grow. And it 's the

heat of the sun stored up ages ago in this little

shovelful of carbon,"—he brought up a specimen

from his coal-bin,— " that will make steam for me,

and propel my boat for the next half-hour. Aint it

curious ?
"

So saying, he chucked the coal under the little

engine-boiler, slammed the furnace-door, seated

himself on the top of the bow-deck, and laid hold

of the wheel again.

" Now you see how the same power that lifts

vapor and makes rivers, makes vapor again and
drives the steamboat up-stream. I tell you,

there 's only one great source of power for us,—
and that, after all, aint heat."

The peddler smiled quaintly on Jacob.
" What do you suppose it is ?

"

Jacob was puzzled to decide.

" It 's gravitation, probably. Every particle of

matter attracts every other particle. Hold up a

piece of steel, let go of it, and it falls. The piece

of steel and the earth rush together. The steel

falls down to meet the earth, and the earth falls

up—just a little ways— to meet the steel. When
they come together, they make heat. If the steel

hits stone, it strikes fire. So we see gravitation

makes motion ; motion checked makes friction ;

friction produces heat,—which is only another kind

of motion. All the heat in the sun and planets

has been produced by the rushing together of the

particles of matter of which they are composed.

So you see there is only one kind of force,

whether you see it in the wind, or in water, or in

steam, or in this hand which I lift,—for I get my
strength from the same source ; I eat the animal,

that eats the plant, that grows by the light and

heat of the sun, that's produced by gravitation."

" But what is gravitation ? " said Jacob.

The peddler smiled his wisest and quaintest

smile as he made answer :

'• Young man, you beat me there ! Some things

neither I, nor you, nor no other man don't know."

With which sentence, strong as negatives could

make it, he headed his craft toward the shore.

" Now, vender are the trees, I take it, 'longside

of which your boat was upset. I propose to land,

take an observation, and see what we can see."

This proposal suited Jacob better than philoso-

phy just then ; and taking the end of a line which

the peddler passed to him, he stepped ashore with

it as the Ark grounded, and made it fast to the

root of one of the fallen trees.

(To be continued.)
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THE LION.

If any of you ever saw a lion, I am quite sure that he was in a cage

Now a lion in a cage is a noble-looking beast, but he never seems s

grand and king-like—you know some people call the lion the King c

Beasts—as he does when he is free. Of course, almost any living creatu

will look happier and better when it is free than when it is shut up ; bi

there is another reason why the lions we see in cages do not seem 5

grand as those which are free.

We almost always go to see wild animals in the day-time, and anima

of the cat-kind, of which the lion is one, like to take the day for th

sleeping time. So, when we see them, they are drowsy and lazy, aij

would much rather take a good nap than be bothered with visitors. If

could go and look at them at night, it is likely we should find' them mu
more lively.

Lions are natives of Africa and Asia, and there they roam around

night and are not afraid of any living creature. They sometimes st;

and roar as if they wished all other animals to know that a lion was ab

and that they would do well to behave themselves.

When a lion is hungry, he kills a deer or an antelope, or some s

animal, and eats it. But sometimes he comes near to men's houses

fields, and kills an ox or a cow, and carries it away. A lion must

very strong if he can even drag away a great ox.

The male lion is much handsomer and finer looking than the fem:

or lioness. He has a large head, with a great mane of hair hanging d

all around his head and over his shoulders. This gives him a very n

look. The lioness has no mane at all.

Baby lions are funny fellows. They look something like clumsy d<|

and are quite playful. But long before they are full-grown they beginf^

look grave and sober, as if they knew that it was a very grand thin"

be a lion.

Two half-grown lions that I saw not long ago, looked just as quiet

sedate as their old father, who was in the next cage. But perhaps ti
);r f

had their play and fun at night, when there was nobody there to see
(a(

Some lions are quite easily tamed, and often learn to like their keep
So

;
.

I suppose you have seen performing lions in cages. The keeper goes
|Sj

the cage and makes the lions, and sometimes leopards and other anin v

jump about and do just as he tells them.
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As the lion seems to have a better disposition than most other savage

>easts, he sometimes becomes so tame that his keepers do not appear to

>e at all afraid of him.

But he is really a wild beast, at heart, and it would never do to let the

ery tamest lion think that he could go where he pleased, and choose his

THE LION.

ner for himself. It would not be long before he would be seen springing

}
•in a cow or a horse—if he did not fancy some little boy or girl.

So, after all, there are animals which have much nobler dispositions than

lion, and among these are elephants and dogs—who not only are often

i>ted servants of man, but also seem to have some reasoning powers, and

known to do actions that are really good and kind.
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JACK THE-PULPIT.

Whenever I hear country folk rejoicing that

the days soon will be getting longer, and laying

half of their short-comings to poor Winter because
its days were so short, I wink slyly at the birds,

and set them tittering. Bless your heart ! these

cute little creatures never trouble themselves about
the approach of short days. Why ? Simply be-

cause most of them make it a rule to go where the

days are longer. Birds have the same intense

desire for sunshine that flowers have. Like flow-

ers, they turn their backs to the dark and their

faces to the light. When the days shorten in the

north, the birds go south. There are other rea-

sons for their going, but this surely is one.

Runeberg, the Swedish poet, during a long ill-

ness, occupied himself by observing the habits of

birds ; and at the end he declared that, like good
men and women, birds always are seeking the

light. (I get all this partly from the birds and
partly, from a newspaper scrap that flew about me
one day until I caught it for the children.) " When
days shorten," he writes, " the birds go to southern
climes, where the nights recede. But as soon as

the long northern days set in with their luminous
long-drawn hours, the wanderers return to their

old haunts. It is generally supposed that they

move southward to get more abundant food ; but

why do they leave the rich southern feeding-grounds
to return northward? Simply because one thing

is richer there; and that is, light. The bird of pas-

sage is of noble origin ; he bears a motto, and his

motto is, Lux mea dux."
As neither the Deacon nor the dear Little School-

ma'am happens to be around, Jack prefers not to

translate the Latin—if it is Latin. May be it 's

only bad spelling, and really means "luck's mere
ducks." But there is n't much sense in that.

Some of you little chaps who send translations of

the Latin stories in ST. NICHOLAS may be able to

make something out of this motto of the birds. In

my opinion, however, the birds around here don't

take the trouble to lay out rules for themselves in

the dead languages.

A PAPER-MAKING SPIDER.

Spiders have been noted so long as spinners

of the finest of silk, that it strikes one a little oddly
to think of one as a paper-maker. But hear this

true story that has just been told to me.
In the heart of the African Continent, where no

other paper is manufactured, the spider paper-

maker does her quiet work. Back and forth, over

a flat surface about an inch and a half square, -

on the inside wall of a hut; the spider slowly

moves in many lines until the square is covered
with a pure white paper. Under this she places

from forty to fifty eggs; and then, to fasten the

square of paper more securely to the wall, she

makes a strip of paper about a quarter of an inch

broad, and with this glues the square carefull)

around the edges.

When all is done, the spider—which is quite a

large one—places herself on the center of the out-

side of the little flat bag so carefully made, and

begins a watch, which is to last for three weeks
without intermission. Apparently the young spi-

ders would have many dangers to fear, did not theu

anxious mamma wage a fierce war upon the cock-

roaches and other insects that come near. Aftei

three weeks of unremitting watchfulness, th(

mother-spider leaves her nest in the day-time
to hunt food, but she always returns at night, unti

her young are strong enough to take care of them
selves.

AN APE'S DEATH.
,

Dear Jack : We are so used to looking upon monkeys and ape

as frisky, playful creatures, with no thought beyond their mischiei

ous pranks, that we forget how, in some circumstances, they shoi

real distress, and even a pathetic sorrow that is almost humai
Lately, at the Zoological Gardens at Dresden, a fine ape name
" Mafuka," from being full of life and playfulness, suddenly began I

droop. It was evident that some mortal ailment had seized her, an

that she dimly realized the hopelessness of her condition. SI

would fully respond to any kind office in a way that seemed to S3

plainly: "You are kind, but you cannot help me." "This statet

things," says the London "Echo," " lasted until within a few hou
of her death. Then, as Herr Schopf (the director of the garden

leaned over his favorite, the ape drew him toward her, placed b
arm around the neck of her fnend, and looked at him for some tin

with clear and tranquil eyes; she then pressed her cheek again .-

him, motioned to be laid upon her couch, gave her hand to Schopf,- : ;

as though bidding farewell to a companion of many happy yea! ?

—and slept never to wake again."
Thinking that some of my St. Nicholas cousins, dear Jacj

might be interested in poor Mafuka, I have written you this bri

letter.—Your sincere friend, Robby D—

A GOOD "BLOWING-UP."

I 'VE heard country folk speak of "blowing up

their children in the hope of curing them I j?~

laziness and other bad qualities, but never un'

lately have I heard of blowing up lazy grap . .

vines by way of improvement. Yet, a new col :iC

tributor to St. Nicholas says that the thing .

done, and a very sensible plan it seems to be. Ye .

Some enterprising grape-growers in Austria ha' ; -

lately used dynamite, a very explosive material, j'V;

cultivating their vines. In order to loosen the si t
;
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d let in air and moisture to the roots, holes are

ide in the ground near the vines, and in them
iall quantities of this substance are exploded,

'sening the earth to the depth of about eight

t. How much better than any spading and
ging, and how much more easily and quickly

le ! I cannot conceive of anything more likely

give grape-vines a good start.

HOW TO MAKE BUTTER.

Saratoga Springs, January 29.

ear Little Schoolma'am : I send you an original recipe for

;r. When I was in the country, I saw them making butter, and
ght that as I had a dolly's churn, I would like to make some

succeeded, and so I wrote down the recipe. I send you a
^')f my churn, full size.—Yours truly,

Rubv H. Walworth,

you must be sure that the top of your churn will come off;

some sour cream and fill the churn about half full, and
II the butter comes. Take it out and put it on a saucer

;

i-spoon and some water, and put the water with the butter,
s and work it well; put on fresh water several times to get
uttermilk out ; then put a little salt in the butter. Scald the
fore putting it away.
-A churn three inches high will give a thimbleful and a

t

itter. It takes about au hour to churn it. R. H. W.

ROYAL, BUT NEVER A KING.

A SCHOOL-GIRL sends your Jack a nice letter,

in which she tells of a man whose life was "almost
made of thrones, and who yet never sat upon a

throne himself." It was Philip the Handsome, of

Burgundy, she says, who died just 371 years ago.

He was the son of Maximilian I. of Germany, the

father of Charles V. and Ferdinand I. (successively

Emperors of Germany), and of Eleanor, dowager
Queen of Francis I. of France, and Mary dowager
Queen of Hungary. Husband of Joan, afterward

Queen of Castile ; son-in-law of a king and queen
(Ferdinand and Isabella), he was never a sovereign

in his own right.

A NEW WAY OF COMFORTING.

There 's nothing like a comforting word when
we are in trouble, and the least thing one can do
when one has a necessary hurt to inflict, is to

thrust in a bit of consolation at the same time.

Jack heard, the other day, of a bright little four-

year-old girl in Ontario who has discovered this

principle for herself, and who carries it out in a

most original manner. A nice long letter, telling

of her odd ways, says :

''Mamie—that's her name—was death on the

potato-bugs last summer. She would stamp on
one, and, with a pitying shake of the head, say,

soothingly :
' Poor sing ! Mamie '11 never hurt 00

any more !
' Then straightway she would look for

others, treating them one by one in the same way,
and each time with the same assurance: ' Mamie '11

never hurt 00 any more !
' Very consoling to the

striped victims, was n't it ?
"

JACK-STONES.

Dear ! Dear ! What curious things people do
find out ! Now, what do you say to your pet

game of Jack-stones being a very ancient Greek
game? Yes; pictures have been found in Pom-
peii of children playing it. They did n't call

them "Jacks,"—no, indeed !—they had a dignified

name,—Astragaloi. And the pieces were not

glass, like the young Roman's, nor stones, nor
cast-iron, like yours,—but the small-joint bones
of sheep. They used five of them, though,—just

as you do. In England, this game is called
" dibbs ;

" and in Scotland, " chucks."
Now, Jack does n't know, but being a Yankee,

he has a right to " guess,"—and he guesses that

your name of Jacks comes from that same word
"chucks." "Chuck-stones" easily might have
been corrupted to "Jack-stones." What do you
think about it ?

There 's a statue in Berlin, I 'm told, of a young
girl playing "Astragaloi."

AN OLD FLAME.

Travelers tell a great many strange stories. I

heard one telling, not long ago, of a fire in Persia

that had been kept steadily burning by the Fire-

worshipers for over three thousand years, without

being allowed to go out during all that time.
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS' DEPARTMENT.

HOW TO MAKE A BIRD-HOUSE.

A bird-house like the one shown in the picture can be made easily

and quickly. The materials for its construction can be collected, if

need be, from the mere scraps of boards and slats usually to be found
in any work-shop, and the only tools needed arc hatchet, nails, and
saw.

First, take the widest board you can find, of not more than an inch

in thickness, and saw off a piece some two inches wider and longer

than you desire your house to be. This is for the bottom or floor of

your house. Then take the slats and saw off a

number of pieces, making their length equal to

the height you have chosen for the sides of your
house. Place as many of these edge to edge as,

when closely joined, will make up the length of

the house from front to rear, and nail a wider
strip of wood across the top, on the outside.

Repeat this process with exactly the same meas-
urements, and the two sides of your house are

ready.

Now for the front and back, which will require

more care, as you have here, in each case, to form
a gable. As easy a way as any, perhaps, is this:

After placing edge to edge as many of the slats

as are necessary to make up the width of your
house from side to side, nail them to a cross-

piece, placed on the inside a little below the

middle. Now take one of the two sides which
you have already finished, place it edge to edge
with the new layer of slats, their bottoms on an
exact level, and mark the spot on the edge of the

new layer where the topmost point of the com-
pleted layer touches it. This, you see, is an end
of the gable where one of the eaves will be, and of

course, must be of exactly the same height as the

sides of the house; therefore, the above way of
measuring is safest, unless you are an expert
with the rule.

You have now one of the starting-points for

your gable. The one on the other side of the

house will be on an exact horizontal with it, or

can be obtained by the same measurement which
was employed to find the first. From these two
points you can mark the top lines of the gable to

their point of meeting, using any slant you choose,
but remembering that the top of the gable should
be in a direct line above the center of its base.

Saw out your gable along the slant lines which
you have drawn, and, along the edge of each on
the outside, nail a piece of molding. The way
in which these pieces will have to be joined at

the top, is shown in the picture more readily than
described. This done, all the process must be
repeated, as with the sides, to form the other sur-

face, though with this advantage, that you can, if

you are very careful, take the completed end as
your guide and thus save trouble and delay in

measurement.
Having made the four sides of the house, select

the one for the front and nail a slat across the
bottom of it on the outside. A little above this,

make a round or square hole for an entrance, add-
ing, if you choose, a small porch over it as shown
in the picture.

The four sides are now ready to be joined to-

gether, and the joining is an easy task. If your
slats are thick enough, and you are skillful with the

hammer, you can simply nail the side of the cor-

ner slat of one surface to the edge of that of the

other; or, you can place a piece of molding (as

long as the side is high), in each comer and nail

the corner-slats to its sides. Then set this hollow,
box-like house in correct position upon your bot-

tom-board (which, you will remember, is so large

that there will be a margin of two inches on every
side), and mark on the bottom-board the dimen-
sions of the inside of the house. Along the inside of each of the

four lines thus made, nail a piece of molding firmly to the bottom-
board ; then set your box over these again (if you have done this part

well, the four sides will fit closely over the molding), and nail the

sides of your house to these pieces of molding inside it. Then your
house is ready for the roof

If you can join them closely enough, this may be formed of slats,

screwed to, and projecting slightly beyond, the pieces of molding

which you have fastened already along the slopes of the front ;

rear. If these fail, a wide, thick shingle, or a piece of thin boa
sawn to the proper size, will do for each side of the roof, and
two easily can he made water-proof where they join. Indeed, i*

good a bird-house as that shown in the picture- can be construe I
with less labor, by using a single thin board for each slope insteadB
the slats. In that case, however, the boards for the front and b:»
should be thicker than those for the sides (or the reverse) in tB
that it may be nailed together the more easily and securely. OB
seven pieces are needed for a house of this kind, and after these hijZ

been joined together, pretty pieces of bark and lichens can be tl
to the outside of the house so as to cover it completely.
The best and fittest support for the house is a small, stout lirr

tree, with projecting branches ; and, probably, one of the prop'

can be obtained in any woods. Saw off the main trunk at a p

little above the crotch, and the branches at a somewhat greatl

tance : place your house upon the end of the trunk, and by bel

the branches notice what point of each branch touches the marl
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ie bottom-board, when the house is on a level. Saw off each branch

; that point. Then place the house in position for the last time and

sten the margin of the bottom-board to the projecting branches with

trews.

Set the support firmly in the ground, as you would a post, by dig-

ging a hole, inserting the support, and then filling up and packing
with earth until it stands straight and firm.

It only remains to plant vines and flowers around the support, and,

in time, you will have the gratificatiun of beholding a real and sub-

stantial castle in the air. C. C. L.

THE LETTER-BOX.

Providence, R. I., January 13, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas : I heard the other day, from a lady who is

tying with us, a story, which may interest some of your readers.

hen a little girl, this lady had a myrtle-tree, of which she was
ry fond. One day, a clothes-pule fell upuu one of the branches

d" split it clear to the trunk, and the trunk itself nearly to the

its, completely separating it into two parts, though it did not

:ak it off. The plant was one which she valued very much, and
ing very unwilling to let it die, she hit upon this way of healing it:

:dng the two halves carefully together, she wound a rag round

d round the split part, plastered this well with mud and water, and
tside this bound another rag. Every one said that the plant

1st die, and that neither her method nor any other could save it.

t it never even withered, and before long healed completely, and
:w as before.—Your constant reader,

Chakles Hart Payne.

Penn Yan, Jan. 1, 1877.

)ear St. Nicholas: I would like to tell about some puddings

;

y will not rival Mother Mitchel's tart, but they were pretty large,

n New England, before the Revolution, the farmers used to make
irmous com-puddings. It took about ten bushels of corn to make
m, and once, one of them fell over and knocked down two men,
i law was made, that none containing over four bushels of corn

uld be made It is impossible to say how I like St. Nicholas.—
,irs respectfully, X.

More about the Real Giant and Giantess.

Dyersburg, February 1, '77-

)ear St. Nicholas : I am a new contributor, twelve years old,

i
I thought I could write something that would please the young

L- s. I will tell that little girl who spoke of the giant and giantess,
' itain Bates and his wife, that I have seen them thrice at fairs here

>yersburg. They were very pleasant people, indeed. I talked

1 them frequently. Mrs. Bates showed me a most beautiful set

1 iamonds that the Queen of England gave her. It was so massive
,
- even a giantess could not wear them but a few hours at a lime.

j had a gentleman boarding with us who had to stoop when coming
i

ugh the door. We children thought he must be a giant; but

I n Captain Bates came, our tall man could walk under his arm
1 ly. I was ten years old at the time, and was thought large for

;; age; still I only came to Mrs. Bates's knees.— I am yours truly,

Madge Child.

Washington, Indiana.
ear St. Nicholas : I am a little boy nine years old. I like

St, Nicholas,—oh, so much! I wait as patiently as I can lor

come. When I get it, mamma, and auntie, and I scrabble to

i<hich will read it first. Finally, whoever gets hold of it has to

aloud to keep peace. I want to tell the girls and boys in the
Nicholas about a splendid old dog I had, that died last summer,
old age. He was seventeen years old, and weighed one hundred
forty pounds. You ought to have seen him. When I was a
fellow, he took care of me. When I went out to play or walk,
other dog would come toward me, he would stick up his ears
growl, as much as to say, " Don't you come near my boy ;

" and
>as so large and fierce, they generally took the hint, and let me

He never hurt me. I used to ride on him, and sit on his

'and play by the hour; but no one else could do it. He was such
>d dog to watch the house ! No stranger could come in unless
poke to him first. He was so kind to all his friends! When
)f us went away on a visit, when we came home he would be so
he would run and jump,—show in so many ways that he

" .us! Before he died, he lost bis hearing and eyesight. Poor
«'! just before he died, he wandered off into another part of

,
and we had to bring him home. Every one in town knew

wser." We miss him very much; and I wish all the bird-

| ders would be dog-defenders too. Please put my name down
3 )ird-defender.

I w, Mr. Editor, will you please publish my obituary notice?

because I am sure Towser has gone to dog-heaven, and I want
every one to know he was good enough to go there ; and I want the
children and you to know that we boys in Indiana read the St.
Nicholas, and love it so much !—Yours truly,

Frankie Van True.

New York.
Dear Jack : In again looking over the St. Nicholas for Decem-

ber, we found a description of the Moravian Christmas Putz. Now,
I merely wish to tell you that it is not necessary to go to Bethlehem,
Pa., to see such a Putz, as there is one, and a very handsome one,
too, in this city at the present time. My brother made such a minia-
ture landscape, and if you or the dear little School-ma'am would like

to take a look at it, we would be only too glad to show it to you. 1

doubt if Mamie H. has seen a prettier one than ours, and only wish
that she could see it, I cannot describe it to you, as it would take too
much time: I will only say that it covers a space of 10 ft. by 6 ft.,

and the larger part of our back-parlor, and contains everything to

make a perfect landscape. Yours truly,

Edward B. Miller.

Among the Books at the Capitol.

Dear St. Nicholas: With your permission, I would like to give

the little folks a few items about the National Library, or Library of

Congress, which has grown to be a wonderfully big collection of

books. It is now the largest in the country, containing more than

283,000 volumes, besides from fifty to seventy-five thousand pam-
phlets. Within the short space of five years, it has added one hun-

dred thousand volumes ; so that now the alcoves are all full and over-

flowing—crowding every available place, corner, perch, and table.

One sees, upon entering the central library, long tables at which are

seated, in the hottest summer days, numerous students, and literary

and eager people, searching books of reference, consulting authorities,

examining volumes of fine arts, or reading lighter literature. There

are two wings, each as large as the central library, and containing

more books, as they have four galleries each, and that has but three.

The first floor of this middle room—extending the whole length of one

side—is devoted to poetry. Another side of another gallery is filled

with scientific works, another with histories, another with works on

philosophy, and so on. Ascending the steep iron stair-ways to the

third and fourth galleries, there are books to the right and books

to the left of you ; books before you, and books behind you, which-

ever way you look. Here are eight hundred Bibles, in eighty different

languages. One quaint, curious Chinese Bible is almost without

weight, and wrapped around in silky blue covers, fastened with little

wooden pegs slipped through loops at top and bottom. Then there

are Bibles too big to be handled—ponderous, illustrated, illuminated

books ; one of these was printed by hand.

The library does not contain a copy of every book published in

the country, as many suppose, but of every book that is copyrighted.

Sometimes a book is not copyrighted till it has been published four

or five years.

The National Library was first called The Library of the United

States, and was founded in 1800, with the purchase of $1,000 of

books, which was increased by the valuable library of ex-President

Jefferson, who in his old age, becoming involved in debt, sold his

6,700 volumes to Congress.

Two fires have occurred in its history ; the first in 1E14, when the

British burned our national capital; and the second resulting from

some defective flue, when the collection had reached fifty-five thou-

sand volumes ; of these, only twenty thousand were saved. Con-
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gress then appropriated $75,000 for books, and $92,500 for rebuild-

ing the library in solid iron, adding the two wings, also of fire-proof

material. The new building was quickly filled, as the Smithsonian

Library, rich in scientific works, and the historical library of Peter

Force, were added then to the remnant of the national collection.

The general appearance of the library is very attractive and taste-

ful ; there is perhaps an excess of gilt ornamentation ; the prevailing

tints are soft-wood browns, which combine with the lighting up of

the gilt, and the wrought-iron work, to make a very agreeable effect.

An independent building is greatly needed for the accommodation

of this vast collection in all its different departments; and although

the public is freely admitted to the privilege of consulting books here

during the ordinary business hours, there is much dissatisfaction

because Congress does not make it available for the large number of

persons who can only go there at night, or outside of business hours.

Only senators and representatives in Congress, with their families,

are permitted to take out books.— Yours truly, C. N. F.

Dear St. Nicholas : I like to read your stories very much
indeed. Papa bought me a baby-doll last Saturday, and it is real

cunning. 1 went out Saturday and took my baby for a walk; and it

was slippery, and I fell down in the mud and got my baby's shawl
very dirty ; and 1 got my new red stockings a little dirty too. I

thought people tied strings around their fingers to make them remem-
ber things. When I tied a string around my finger, I could not
remember my geography lesson a bit better. Do you know the rea-

son why ? I got mamma to write this for me, because I can only

print. That 'sail. Mabel Farr.

little." They had set a hen on turkey eggs, and he did not undc
stand it. We had a big laugh, and he does n't like to bear turk<
gobbler mentioned.

Puzzle.

My first is in road, but not in lane;
My second is in suffer, but not in pain;
My third is in trumpet, but not in horn

;

My fourth is in night, but not in morn;
My fifth is in read, and also in soell

;

My sixth is in spring, but not in well

;

My seventh is in fail, but not in succeed;
My eighth is in blood, but not in bleed;
My ninth is in rat, but not in mouse;
My tenth is in dwelling, but not in house;
My eleventh is in bay, but not in sea;
My twelfth is in piano, but not in key

;

My thirteenth is in round, and also in square;
My fourteenth is in cage, but not in lair;

My fifteenth is in home, but not in abroad;
My sixteenth is in cheating, and also in fraud;
My seventeenth is in bridle, and also in rein;

My eighteenth is in window, but not in pane;
My nineteenth is in hill, but not in mound ;

My twentieth is in land, but not in ground;
My twenty-first is in my, and also in your;
My twenty-second is in upper, and also in lower ;

My twenty-third is in skillet, but not in pan;
My whole is the name of a popular man.
So, boys and girls, please guess if you can.

Arthur S. Hil,
P. S.—Here is the answer: Rutherford Birchard Hayes.

A little girl sends us this comical drawing, made by herself, as

a portrait of the " Parrot-Professor" of Mr. Boyesen's story "Mabel
and I," published in our January number.

Our boys, especially, will be glad to know that Colonel HJgginson

is issuing his Young Folks' Book of Explorers in America, contain-

ing narratives of discovery and adventure told in the precise words

of the heroes themselves. What with its traditions of Norsemen and

strange voyagers, its accounts of military exploits, and its stories of

peaceful attempts at civilization more adventurous, perhaps, than

even war itself, this will be a book well worth reading.

Kansas.
Dear St. Nicholas : I send you a puzzle which is every word

my own composition. It is hard work to make them, but I would
rather do it than be a girl and have to wash dishes. Mother does not
make me do any the day I make puzzles.

I am in my tenth year. I do not have a school to go to both
winter and summer, as some boys do. But our district has voted
bonds, and we will have a nice new school-house this winter. I will

be glad when school begins, for then I will not have the dishes to

wash. It is the worst job I have to do.

I have a little brother Joel. One day he said :
" Ma, do you know

when our chickens grow up they will be turkey gobblers? Uncle
John has some, and of course they were chickens when they were

Ishpening, Mich., Jan. 22, 187
Dear St. Nicholas : I am going to subscribe for St. Nicho:

I will send you the money with this letter; here it is. I fixed

cart to-day. I am trying to learn " Sheridan's Ride." I have a
named U-Know. Every time he hears the least noise, he will

and growl, night and day. Now I will tell you something abou
country. It is fine weather; the sun is shining brighdy. ThisB
was once a swamp, surrounded by hills. There are three lakes \m
seen by standing on a hill. Mine and ma's plants are very pi'B
the ivy covers the window. I have a brother, Ben Hill ; but iK
not the U. S. Senator from Georgia. Will you please send mttt
January St. Nicholas right away, as I want to read " His m'.

Master." I was nine years old the last of December.—Your frR
Fred D. Hug

P. S.— I forgot to tell you something. I had a mug for my lift

day, with buds on each side. F. D. H

North Woodstock, Maine, Feb. 3, i3j
Dear St. Nicholas : To you first, and then to my dear il

who lives in New York, do I send my thanks for the delightfif

Nicholas. It is one of my greatest pleasures, for I live amon'i
mountains, and do not have many playmates. My father is a del
he was sick, and came up here to stay a year or two, hoping R

well. He is better, but he has found a gold and silver mine,
don't know how long I shall have to live here. They hope to stal

mill next summer, and mother says I mav send you a piece <i

silver as soon as they work some out. Father says it is a true it

vein, and will surely be rich. On one side of the vein it is pel
smooth as glass. Mother says when we get rich, I may send F
Utttle girls St. Nicholas; and then I hope I can live in the 1.

again. Mother says this is a beautiful place to live in, and girl

boys brought up here can make noble men and women; bi'l

rather lonesome for me sometimes, as I have no sister. Fathl
been telling me about geology; he says all the matter of whicl
earth consists was once held suspended in vapor. If you arl
ing, I would like to tell the Young Contributors something V
this wonderful study. I will close by saying, Long live St.

j

olas and its dear editress ! Abbie L. BradbiI

Louisville,

Dear St. Nicholas: As I was looking over some old ni

of St. Nicholas last night, I happened to see a letter from

girl, in which she sent you a double pansy, and I thought I

tell you about a double flower in our garden. It was a
rose; I mean, two perfectly formed roses growing from th

calyx (I believe that is the right name; I mean the little ci

which the flower grows). The rose was a deep crimson velvet

don't know any other name for it. The flower, or flowers, w
quite as large as the others (the single ones, I mean), but ap]

as perfectly formed as any.
Give my love to Jack-in-the-Pulpit, and tell him I think

deal of him, and have got much valuable information from
following up the hints he gives sometimes.—Your affectionatt|

and constant reader, Kittie B. Whi
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PICTORIAL NUMERICAL TRANSPOSITIONS.
A New Puzzle.

'ranspose the letters of the two words expressing the number and name of the objects in each group into a single word which will answer
to the definition given below the picture. Thus : No. 1 represents seven dice, which can be transposed into evidences (or proofs).

3. Lives at the same time with another.

5. Feasts.

NUMERICAL
if,:Composed of twenty-six letters,

nmon in Great Britain. The 3,

ENIGMA.
The r 3.

;
was .

15 is a shrub
female deity,

I led to preside over rivers and springs. The 8, 4, 9, 14, 1 is a
I man's name, signifying happiness. The 10, 12, 24, 2, 74 is a

t
ng domestic animal. The 14, b, 2, rg, n

I e 18, 9, 2, 17, 13 was the goddess of hunting

|
r

is an animal of the deer kind. The 26, 11,

b
ver. The whole is a proverb.

<

an article of food.

The 2T, 6, 20, s,

t, 16, 7 is a motive
ISOLA.

SQUARE-WORD.
r}\ Deceitful.

'

jfji of pleasure.

2. Fragrance. 3. A French coin. 4. An expres-

5. A painter's implement. JACKIE D. w.

ANAGRAMS.
A girl stole 2. To mice in a pan. 3. I can get pride,

-asleep. 5. Mere prison coat. 6. Sid is fast in a cot.

DIAGONAL PUZZLES.

Bind

J-

,-lp —Diagonal from left to right : A girl's name, and also the sur-

i^'i'ie of an American general. Words across: Each a girl's name.
Pb|Hi—Diagonal from left to right : A boy's name, and also the given

;

L

: ' le of an American general. Words across : Each a boy's name.
-'•f' B.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
" HE initials and finals are the names of two cities of Italy.

;-;. A toy. 2. One of the muses. 3. A color. 4. What merchants
W. p ke to write. 5. A girl's name. b. p.

EASY DIAMOND PUZZLE.
-'-

;-* [' A consonant. 2. A earden vegetable. 3. A river in the
ffl r ted States. 4. A part of the body. 5. A consonant. isola.

2. Increases.

6. Delicious fruits.

HOUR-GLASS PUZZLE.
Centrals, read downward, name the inflection of verbs.

1. Surmises. 2. Compounded. 3. A kingdom or state. 4. An
army officer. 5. An engraved block. 6. A consonant. 7. A heathen
deity. 8. A kind of cement. 5. A sick person. 10. Captives, n.
Durably. X

-f-
Y,

WORD-SYNCOPATIONS.
Take one word from out another, and leave a complete word.
i. Take a staff from a burlesque, and leave to reward. 2. Take to

free from a scepter, and leave a covering. 3. Take to fasten from a
sick person, and leave to gasp. 4. Take to fit from a ship of war,
and leave fortune. CYRIL deane.

CHARADE.
My first contains com,
Or draws you and me

;

You may call it a coin,

Or fowl of the sea.

My last may be coarse,

Or fine as a hair

;

A membrane it is,

Or cloth that you wear.

My whole is a snare,

—

Little insect, beware ! l w. h.

HIDDEN DOUBLE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.
Fill the blanks in their order with, first, diagonal from left to right,

then diagonal from right to left ; then each word across, in its order
from the top downward.
One rough day in or , said to her brother ,

" If

I am not as rich as a , I will yet give a to every beggar,
and the of my door shall not be fastened against the needy."
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HIDDEN FRENCH PROVERB.

Find a French proverb, asserting the peculiarities of different

countries, in the following sentence :

Such aqueducts pay ; satisfying all, and proving a safe and undis-

guised blessing. B.

LOUOGRIPH.
Whole, I mean to discourse upon ; behead and transpose, and I

am a degree of value ; transpose again, and I am a weed ; transpose
again, and I am to rend ; lastly, behead, and I am a part of the

head. L.

ABBREVIATIONS.

i. Behead and curtail a comedy, and leave part of a circle. I
Behead and curtail a precious jewel, and leave a part of the bet-

3. Behead and curtail a part of the body, and leave another parf
the body. 4. Behead and curtail a part of the body, and Ieavea
instrument for fastening clothes, etc. 5. Behead and curtail a lip

liquid food, and leave a medicinal plant. 6. Behead and curtailft

article of food, and leave a number. 7. Behead and curtail anowj
article of food, and leave a measure of length. 8. Behead and cud
an article of clothing, and leave a vehicle. 9. Behead and curtea
lazy animal, and leave a portion of land. 10. Behead and Ctirta

dried fruit, and leave a small stream of water. isol,|

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN MARCH NUMBER.

Beheaded Enigmas.—1. Chart, hart. 2. March, arch. 3. Rash,

ash. 4. Smart, mart, art. 5. Sit, it. 6. Trim, rim. 7. Charm, harm.
Hidden Latin Proverb.— " Patientia vinces."

Pictorial Library Puzzle.—Spenser, Pindar, Longfellow, Low-
ell, Harte, Caesar, Bums, Tennyson, Kane, Paley, Bentley, Bunyan,
Lo'ckhartj Lamb, Hnod, Grimm.
Incomplete Sentences.— i. Main, mane. 2. Seen, scene. 3.

Sees, seize, seas. 4. Sent, cent, scent. 5. Gate, gait. 6. Meets,

metes, meats. 7. Knights, nights. 8. Been, bin. 9. Lynx, links.

10. Pear, pare, pair.

Central Syncopations.—
1. Pi — P — es Pies »

2. St — A— ir Stir

3 . Vi— T— al Vial

4. Co— R— al Coal

5. SI — O— op Slop
6. Ti— L — es Ties

Metagram.—Severn, sever, verse, ever, veer, eve.

Melange.—1. Skate, Keats, steak, stake. 2. Skate, Kate. 3.

Skate, sate. 4. Steak, teak. 5. Stake, take. 6. Sate, seat. 7. Teak,

tea. 8. Seat, eat.

Double Acrostic.—William, Herbert.
W —rat— H
I —odin— E
L —ate— R
L —am— B
I —nan— E
A —muse— R
M—omen— T

Easy Diamond Puzzle.—B, Kid, Bison, Dog, N.
Hidden French Proverb.— " Honi soit qui mal y pense.*

Triple Acrostic.—Walrus, Badger, Rabbit.

W— c —B— e —

R

A— ustr—A— lasi—

A

L — ow —D— ra —

B

R_ cd -G— ru —B
U—ndec—E—mvir—

I

S— ca —R— le —

T

Half Word-Square.—
OREGON
RUMOR
emit
GOT
O R

Omnibus Word.—Prate.

APE
PEA
EAR

EAT
ARE
TEA

ERA
PRATE
ATE

III.

IV.

V.

Tear, tare, rate

Par—rap, trap—part, pal

tap, rat—tar

Art, apt, rapt. Pre, at

Rebus.—" There's many a slip 'twixt the cup and the lip.'

Answers to Puzzles in the February Number were received, previous to February 18th, from A. R., "Moon Face,"

Elliott, Daisy Hobbs, "Elizabeth Eliza Peterkin," " Minerva and Pluto," Robert Smith, Alice Bartow-Moore, Florence Wilcox, Coi

Grand Pierre, Maude L. Edgecomb. Alfred A. Mitchell, Carrie B. Mitchell, Howard S. Rodgers, Louisa L. Richards, Bessie Taylor, V
Hallie Mygatt, Lora N., James B. Hamilton, Fannie M. Griswold, Lester Mapes, Frieda E. Lippert, Kittie H. Chapman, Arthur D.

M. O. and'R. J. P., Edith Lowrv, Brainerd P. Emery, Fred Wolcott, " Beth," Nessie E. Stevens, Ella G. Condie, Lucy V. McRill, "

and Budge," Tom Landon, Alice Ostrom, C. A. Walker, Jr., S. N. Knapp, Harriet Etting, John Pyne, "Gennie All is/' Nellie M. SI

Ida A. Carson. Edith Wilkinson, "Capt Nemo," Madeleine D. W. Smith. Mark W. Morton, Mrs. L. Annie Wickes, A. Hughes Li

M. W. Collett, Willie Dibblee, "Alex," Nellie Emerson, Kittie L. Roe, " Mercmy," J. G., "Oliver Twist," George Herbert White,

gold," Carroll S. Maxey, A. G. Cameron, "A. B. C," J. Couch Flanders, Harry Nathan, Jennie Piatt, Lottie Westland, Pauline S

Arthur C. Smith, C. F. Cook, Eddie Vultee.

:

b,
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RED RIDING-HOOD.

By John Greenleaf Whittier.

On the wide lawn the snow lay deep,

Ridged o'er with many a drifted heap
;

The wind that through the pine-trees sung

The naked elm boughs tossed and swung

;

While, through the window, frosty-starred,

Against the sunset purple barred,

We saw the somber crow flap by,

The hawk's gray fleck along the sky,

The crested blue-jay flitting swift,

The squirrel poising on the drift,

Erect, alert, his thick gray tail

Set to the north wind like a sail.

It came to pass, our little lass,

With flattened face against the glass,

And eyes in which the tender dew
Of pity shone, stood gazing through

The narrow space her rosy lips

Had melted from the frost's eclipse :

" Oh, see," she cried, "the poor blue-jays!

What is it that the black crow says ?

The squirrel lifts his little legs

Because he has no hands, and begs ;

He 's asking for my nuts, I know
;

May I not feed them on the snow ?
"

Half lost within her boots, her head
Warm-sheltered in her hood of red,

Her plaid skirt close about her drawn,

She floundered down the wintry lawn
;

Now struggling through the misty veil

Blown round her by the shrieking gale
;

Vol. IV.
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Now sinking in a drift so low

Her scarlet hood could scarcely show
Its dash of color on the snow.

She dropped for bird and beast forlorn

Her little store of nuts and corn,

And thus her tim'id guests bespoke

:

" Come, squirrel, from your hollow oak,

—

Come, black old crow,—come, poor blue-jay,

Before your supper's blown away!
Don't be afraid ; we all are good

;

And I 'm mamma's Red Riding-Hood !

"

O Thou, whose care is over all,

Who heedest e'en the sparrow's fall.

Keep in the little maiden's breast

The pity which is now its guest !

Let not her cultured years make less

The childhood charm of tenderness,

But let her feel as well as know,
Nor harder with her polish grow !

Unmoved by sentimental grief

That wails along some printed leaf,

But, prompt with kindly word and deed

To own the claims of all who need,

Let the grown woman's self make good
The promise of Red Riding-Hood !

THE SLEEPING COURIER.

By Frank R. Stockton.

In many countries of the East there are vast where, when we think of traveling and travel

territories where such things as public roads, houses our minds are apt to rest on Abraham wher
of public entertainment, and regular mails are journeyed into Canaan with his family and

almost unknown. When people wish to travel, or flocks and his herds, or on Joseph's brethren tra$-

to send letters to a distance, they make their own ing down into Egypt with their asses and t«
private arrangements for the purpose, and hire con- sacks,—you can now rush along through man of

veyances for the journey, or perhaps use their own the old places mentioned in the Bible, in conv.tf-

horses, or elephants, or camels, or legs, as the case able steam-cars ; and steamboats will carry ii

may be. Fortunately, the inhabitants of these about on the Red Sea which the Children of I

regions are not much given either to visiting or crossed,

to letter-writing. But, as I said before, in many Eastern reg

We must not suppose, however, that the people there are none of these modern improvement:

of the East, even in countries that we consider improvements of any date, and in some of t

heathen and barbarous, are now ignorant of rail- places letters and messages are sent by courier:

roads, telegraphs, and post-offices. These useful in- men who are accustomed to go very rapidly on

ventions have penetrated to many regions in which, journeys. Sometimes they go on horseback, s>

to some of us, it would seem almost absurd to ex- times on camels, and sometimes on foot. T
pect such things. In Egypt and the Holy Land, men often perform wonderful journeys, and
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tories told of them are almost too strange to

ielieve. Often a courier will ride hundreds of miles

without resting, and, jumping from a tired horse

nd mounting a fresh one, keep on by day and

ight until the journey's end is reached.

The pony-riders who carried the mail in our far-

'estern States before the Pacific Railroad was built

sed to take wonderful rides, but some of the feats

erformed by Eastern couriers never have been

he should adopt some means to prevent his over-

sleeping himself.

So he unwinds a portion of a rope which he-

carries wrapped around his ankle, and slipping it

between the toes of one of his naked feet, he draws

out the end beyond his foot, to what he considers a

proper length for his purpose. This rope is made
of some substance which will burn very regularly

and slowly, and so the courier pulls out as much as

|ualed elsewhere, if we are to believe the stories

e hear.

-''When a courier, or messenger, agrees to go from
jie place to another, he must calculate very care-

' ily the time he takes for his actual traveling, the

ne for his meals, and the time for his sleep.
[tl1 mong the expedients for measuring time adopted
• (v -some of the men who perform their journeys on
'! 3t, is a contrivance which is rather curious.
ll

- When one of these men, so tired with a long
< :l''imp that he is glad to lie down on the open

c ound, and perhaps under a burning sun, deter-
1 ines to take a short nap, it is very necessarv that

he thinks will burn for an hour, or half an hour, or

as long as he wishes to sleep, and sets fire to the

end of it. Then he lies down and takes his nap,

feeling sure that when the rope burns close to his

toe he will wake up quickly enough.

This is a very ingenious plan, and for a man who
can run barefooted over the burning sands of the

East, it might answer very well ; but even the

sleepiest boy in this country—especially if he be a

city boy and accustomed to wear shoes—might well

hesitate a long time before adopting it—unless he

does not object to hobbling about with a burn on
his toe.
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MAKING A FAIRY STORY.

By Julius A. Truesdell.

We were sitting in the twilight, when fairy stories

best may be told. The thin, faded after-light of

sunset came trembling in at the west windows, like

the very ghost of full, warm daylight, and mingled

with the glimmer from the fire on the hearth.

Everything in the room was clothed in a gro-

tesque fashion of blending lights and shadows.

You might have seen a bevy of sprites ever and

anon peering and grinning over the rim of the

great central vase on the mantel ; while a miscel-

laneous troop of elfish forms flitted hither and

thither from one piece of what-not to another, as

though they were delirious with the pleasure of

some fairy game of hide-and-seek.

Twice I saw a huge shadow-giant leap out on the

ceiling and stalk across; one time disappearing

down behind the meshes of Miss Amy's ambitious

passion-flower; at another, descending so suddenly

and violently into the piano, that I fancied I heard

the peaceful wires murmur a shuddering protest.

I am sure it was a fairy queen that came flut-

tering out from behind the folds of the curtain in

the north window, and, dancing lightly away on

the air to the air-castle (a reality, made of bristles,

wax and ribbons), roguishly folded her gossamer

wings, and began to swing and climb about in its

aerial apartments,—unless you think such merry

sport were unbecoming in a fairy queen ; and in

case of that opinion, I shall stoutly aver that it was

at least one of her maids of honor.

But I am not sure that you could not have con-

vinced me that I was wrong even then ; for, soon

after, the moonbeams plunged in from over the high

hill in the east, and sent the shadows drifting and

flying away to the corners of the room, where they

lay piled upon each other in deeper darkness and

confusion. Perhaps my fairy queen, or maid of

honor, was only a spot of fluttering moonlight.

Sitting thus, each in his own quiet musing might

have yielded to the spell of the twilight, and glided

away to the realm of fancy, forgetting home, where

slates and books and dishes and chores have their

place as well as the fairy tales and songs, had little

Miss Gertie not called out for a story.

" Yes, and a fairy story too !
" cried both the

boys together.

" Oh, I don't know about a fairy story to-night;

suppose we each think one out to ourselves in

quiet," said I, being somewhat loath to put my
fancies into words.

" There 's no fun in that," said Everett ;
" we 'd

each have too small an audience ; besides, what
the use of doing anything we can't share all aroun*

Here are five of us, if Amy stays; if we each thi

out a separate story, four of 'em are lost entire

for one is enough for all when it is told out loud.

" That 's so," voted 'Nio, whom we sometirr

call "the Judge," as a sort of a joke on his lo

sedate face in the presence of older compar
" And we 'd all be telling our stories out loud af

a while, any way."
' And / could n't think one for myself at all,

that is, not a nice one such as you tell, uncle Jec

said Gertie.

" Tell a leap-year fairy story," suggested 'Nio

"Oh, uncle !
" Everett cried out, with the we

known emphasis of an enthusiast who has just d

covered some priceless idea that all men must
made to understand at once,—" I '11 tell you wh;

It would be glorious fun if each of us would ma
up a part of a story. I don't mean that

should each tell a part of the story and then ha

it over to the next; but let 's each make some
the persons in it, and have some one make a stc

of them. Say we have Gertie to get up the fairi

and queens and princesses ; 'Nio the kings, prin

and knights, if we want any ; and I '11 try my ha

on a giant and a dwarf or two ; then, Uncle J>

you can put 'em all together, and put in as ma
more as you like."

This plan seemed to carry conviction of its ex(

lence by the enthusiasm of its author, without

question or vote in regard to it at all, for Ger
who has reached that estate of girlhood where

can exercise her taste in millinery, at once forsc

her stool by the hearth, and springing upon

knees, proceeded to convince me that it would

just no fairy story at all unless the fairy had o

long trailing skirt made of a calla lily, and a w
and overskirt from a pink geranium blossom.

'• And I think she ought to have pretty curl

hair," the young lady continued ;
" and that spl

did change of color in her wings, as if there »

tiny waves of rainbows in them. And she rr

have a slender silver wand, with a great big

in the end of it."

'Nio offered the criticism that a ruby was n't

enough for a fairy, and thought that a little, b

twinkling star would be much prettier, and rr

in taste for the white airiness of such a tiny bod

a fairy.

Though reluctant to yield to a boy's idea of
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itness of feminine apparel and adornment, still,

vith a good-natured smile of doubt, Gertie as-

ented, put the star in the place of the ruby, and

ontinued : "Well, I want her to have an apron

utof. "

" Oh my ! An apron on a fairy ! You 'd better

oil up her sleeves and give her a scrubbing brush.

next thing,—or a dish-cloth might suit you better."

" Now, De-«/-o Blaisdell, you must not stop me
nd spoil my fairy. Aprons look nice on girls, and

know they would on fairies, and my fairy shall

I
ave one. You can put what you please on your

ing and prince, when you come to them, and I

|i

ront say a word, and so you must leave me alone

hen I am dressing my fairy, wont you ?

"

"Yes," said Everett, in a tone of authoritative

;
eace-making. " Never mind, Gertie

;
you rig up

our fairy in all the ribbons and fixin's you want

). 'Nio '11 keep still, and when you get done, we'll

iiake a giant that '11 scare the curls right out of

our hair. Wont we, 'Nio ?
"

'Nio responded with a grin and an ominous nod
]fthe head.

"Well, now, if I may go on," resumed Gertie,

Fairy Starling— I am going to name her Starling

;
Realise she carries a star in her wand—Fairy Star-

jig shall wear an apron made of a pure white

,
tin-flower blossom, and she shall have a sash to

ind it on, of something golden yellow, to go with

1 1 :r blue star and white dress. Perhaps a water-

y petal would do, or two of them, if they were

eced together so they would n't show."

h
" Are you done ? " asked Everett, after a moment

: silence in which Gertie seemed to be thinking

sijiether she had forgotten something of importance

iji ithe attire of her fairy friend.

" Yes, I guess so. If I think of anything more,

n I put it in afterward ?
"

Why, no ; of course not."

"Well, wait a minute! Before you begin, 1

ml
j.nt to have my fairy have eyes blue as the sky

id keen as sunshine. When she goes out nights

; carries a fire-fly for a lantern."

" There, now if you 're done for good, we '11

r
produce to you old Mr. Dundernose, the Right

lonorable Giant, if you please, of this story. 'Nio,

u get your king and prince ready, for it wont
:e me long to make a giant.

''Now, one, two, three, and here goes for the

i gentleman : Giant Dundernose is a jolly old

jOw, with a head as big as a hay-stack, and eye-

Itl
iws that plunge out from his head like dormer-

ldows. He is called Dundernose because they

that when it thunders it is only old Dundernose
ezing.

' His nose hangs on his face like a great big

ible-barreled trumpet, with the noscrils thin and

round. It was a good thing to name him after his

nose ; he will always follow that.

"For boots he wears a pair of whole hides of

hippopotami (remember that, Gertie ; the plural of

hippopota/«//\f is mi). He keeps the hind legs on

for straps, and wears the noses on his toes, so he

can kick with the horns if he wants to. He wears

an Ulster overcoat, made out of a whole elephant

skin, with the head, ears and trunk, hanging down

over his shoulder for the cape. A pine-tree don't

suit him for a club ; it is too small, so he always

uses a steeple."

" Oh, how funny !
" cried Gertie.

" Gertie, you must n't break in upon the thread

of my giant. Now, 'Nio, I 'm through ; bring in

your king."
" Don't you want to put in a dwarf?"

"No. We've got almost enough now; and

Gertie might be in the story too, you see; she 'd

do instead."

" I don't believe," said 'Nio, " that we want any

king or knights. Every story has one or the other,

and we want ours to be different. But I 've got up

just the man we do want. He 's Prince Jim-jam,

—

that 's his name. He has a jolly nub of a nose,

with a mouth that curls up around it, almost meets

on top, and is always ready to laugh. His eyes are

not bigger 'n two black peppers, and look as lively

and sharp as peppers would taste. His legs are

stubbed and bandy, and his toes turn up just so.

He has no hair on top of his head, except a little

wisp that always sticks up, and he never wears a

hat or a cap. He gets his name from a habit he

has, every time any one asks him a question, of

answering by singing like this :

"

[Here the young improvisatore pursed his lips

and whistled a strain that was just like Prince Jim-

jam for all the world. Everett caught it, and Gertie

hummed it, and soon the room whirled with the

lively air.]

Gertie stepped to the piano and picked it out,

and we found it went like this

:

nil

fe=HEE It3t
t
r>

Jimjam, jimjam, jimmy jimmy jam
;
jimjam, jimjam.

:4s::=n-
=h

T
-—z:

-• si- - - r ' -&
jim-my jim-my jam, jim-jani jiin-jani jam.

And thus it might have gone on, forever jump-
ing down the keys, had there been octaves enough
to travel on.

At this point, Everett, who was zealous for the

success of his plan, gave me a hint that my task



43° MAKING A FAIRY STORY. [Ml

was about to begin, by asking Gertie to save the

jim-jam strain for some other time.

" Heigho ! What a budget you 've brought to

market !
" said I, by way of overture to the story

proper. " A doll or a bouquet. I hardly know
which, for the fairy,—a jumble of menagerie and

meeting-house for a giant,—Gertie for heroine, and

a frisky bundle of racket and royster for the prince !

What a company to put in my hands for weal or

woe ! Mind. I 'm not to be held responsible for

the doings of your various characters. I only shall

set them going, and we must see what will turn up.

Your menagerie-and-meeting-house giants, how-

ever, are apt to have a mild streak in them, through

all their ferocity. But one can't tell. On the

whole, it is well for our real Gertie that she is not

running wild under our giant's very nose, but can

listen to the story from her cozy nest on the

lounge. Now, all look sharp, for I 'm going to

talk 'just like a book.'"

And, straightway, I began the story of

FUTANTO, THE SILVER FROG.

On a by-road from the pretty village of Kein-

dorf stands a large white mansion that stares out

on the road like a great, dull-eyed boy. Though it

is so stupid without, it is bright and pleasant

within. The floors are of soft white pine, bare

and neat. There are huge fire-places walled with

gray slate and curious tiles wrought with quaint

pictures of black knights and pink ladies riding on

blue and crimson horses that prance on muddy-
looking clouds. In summer, these fire-places are

the coolest spots in the house ; in winter, they

glow with great fires of beech and oak logs.

On the mantel over the largest, and really the

coziest, of these fire-places is the present abode of

Futanto, the Silver Frog.

He stands there pulling at a beautifully pol-

ished shell laden with a cluster of purple velvet

grapes. But pull he never so stoutly, for many a

year he has not been known to budge his load an

inch,—except when some mischievous child has

helped him along by the nose.

Children delight to watch the Silver Frog, though

he is so still. They see him pulling at the shell,

and fancy him successful in starting it and setting

out on his journey, and then regaling himself on

his way with the toothsome load, that has been

mellowing and sweetening through all these years.

They never have seen the Silver Frog dance, but

they often have invited him to join in jigs and cotil-

lons, and have imagined the pranks and capers he
would cut on his dapper, lank legs. But the Silver

Frog has always declined these invitations with a

quiet indifference. He is very set in his way, and

it would not comport with his gravity to be se

jumping and frisking about in a crazy dance,

is plainly his duty to pul! at that shell, though

never move.

Such is Prince Futanto, as you would see h

were you to sit by that fireside. But there us

to be a pleasant tradition also at that fireside,

the days when I knew it, that told of the wond
ful adventures and mighty exploits of the Sil

Prince among the giant kings of the Baldese.

At home in the cool and peaceful ponds

Froschland, Prince Futanto often had heard lo

and marvelous stories of Dundernose and Ban
pyradur, twin-brothers, and kings of the vast e

pire of Balda. Dundernose, it was said, cot

hold a castle in his hand ; Bandypyradur had t

hundred thousand men in his army, and a be
guard of ten thousand picked men, none of wh<

was short enough to take off his hat without sitt:

down, and all of whom were garrisoned every ni:

in Bandypyradur's vest pockets. These stoi

may have been more extensive than a safe reg;

for the truth would allow. Nevertheless, wl

Futanto heard them, they had traveled a long c

tance, and he saw no reason to discredit them.

Futanto not only believed these remarkable

ries, but •determined to behold the scenes and

characters that rendered them so entertaining.

Time, who brings all things around, soon i

nished our hero with an opportunity to carry

his determination. As frequently occurs in ev

well-populated community, the inhabitants

Froschland found themselves complaining
'' hard times." It is needless to relate the cat

of such a calamity ; its only importance to us

that it. gave Futanto an excuse for leaving he

and gratifying his desire to go abroad.

It was a beautiful morning in June ; the

was shining upon the wooded hill-sides, the lie

heat was trickling down upon the meadows,

the air was warm and elastic, and bubbling

the sweet notes of the birds. Our hero was tal

leave of his parents and his little brothers

sisters.

" My dear Futanto," cried his mother betw

her sobs, '
' how can I bear to have you go ?

if you must, be wise, be pure, be good, ar

know you always will be happy."

Futanto's father drew his son aside, and qui

informed him that he was not yet of age, and

it would be necessary for him to purchase

time ; if he did not, some stranger might

him, and finding no proof of his independe

send him home again.

Futanto immediately gave his sire a note

half the net profits of his tour, and taking a

ceipt for the same to prove his independent
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ny curious stranger, he tore himself away and

ourneyed toward the land of the Baldesc, with

II

THE GATE-KEEPER, PHELYGYRANDUR.

lie usual bitter-sweet of mingled hope and regret

1 his heart.

Though part of the tradition, there is no time

i.ow to tell the adventures of the prince on his

jng journey. In the course of a few months he

lame in sight of the wall that surrounds Balda,

nd in a week from that time he sought admission

t one of its many gates.

J
Here the prince was introduced to the gate-

:eeper, Phelygyrandur, a giant renowned in war

nd hated in peace, who had been retained as

;ate-keeper for many years in return for services

ifendered the government. This official invited

'utanto into his palace, and then retired to his

irivate office to read our hero's card. This he

ucceeded in doing in the course of an hour, when
,e returned and asked the prince if he had any

aggage upon which he would like to pay duty,

nd at the same time held out his hand for a pass-

Jiort.

This demand staggered the prince, for never

.[<nce had he thought of a passport. But he was

jertile in expedients, and it did not take him long

3 decide upon an answer. Drawing himself up
iroudly, and tapping his stomach with a haughty
,rr, he replied

:

' "I— I— I— I— I— I— I, sir, am my passport."

I
Phelygyrandur laughed. Then he said, impres-

sively :

' " My dear sir, I take a different view of things,

ind if you don't take off your sword, lay down
our arms, and accompany me to the royal asylum

3r tramps, you will very soon imagine your legs

..anting a jig in the king's platter.''

Futanto drew his sword and ran out by the back

door, in the hope that the giant would follow him,

and offer battle in clear ground.

After waiting for more than an hour behind a

projection in the kitchen wall, the prince con-

cluded that either he had not seen the giant, or

the giant had not seen him, and it would be just

as well to continue his journey.

That this conclusion was a sound one, is plain,

from the fact that orders were given and executed,

soon after' the prince's departure, for the burning

of an unpleasant drug in that kitchen, which must

have caused our hero some uneasiness, and per-

haps his death, before he could have encountered

so worthy a man as Prince Jim-jam, whom he met

at the next street corner.

The two princes shook hands cordially, and
exchanged cards before a word was said on either

side, and then Prince Jim-jam casually remarked

:

"Jim-jam jim-jam, jimmy jimmy jam, jim-jam

jim-jam jam."

"Certainly," replied Futanto, thinking him a

harmless sort of lunatic. "Let us go at once to

the royal palace."

Arm in arm, the two princes proceeded to the

public square. Here they found a great crowd of

peasants, artisans, and tradesmen, discussing some
royal proclamation. After elbowing their way
through the excited disputants, they reached the

FUTANTO AND PRINCE JIM-JAM.

gates of the palace, and saw the following procla-

mation posted up on the royal bulletin-board

:

" Be it hereby known to all faithful subjects of our most high and

excellent sovereigns, Dundernosc and Eandypyradur, kings of the

Baldesc, that this day a spy frem the province of Froschland. styling

himself a prince, and using the name Futanto, hath surreptitiously

entered our realm, and is now lurking within our capital. Therefore,
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THE FIGHT.

be it also known that any person who shall apprehend and deliver

into the custody of the captain of the royal guard the said Prince

Futanto, shall be invited to dine at the royal palace at the earliest

opportunity."

It was no longer a wonder that the Baldese were

so earnestly engaged by this proclamation ; for if

there is any one thing that will enlist a man's

attention more than another, it is the prospect of a

good dinner.

But it was now a greater matter of wonder to

our hero that he had not been recognized before

this. He at once settled into profound meditation

upon the subject.

He was interrupted by a criticism offered by

Prince Jim-jam, who still was studying the procla-

mation. What he had to say was this

:

"Jim-jam jim-jam, jimmy jimmy jam, jim-jam

jim-jam jam."

Futanto did not dis-

pute the truth of the re-

mark.

At this juncture, a

thought occurred to Fu-

tanto that relieved him
of his doubt. If this

thought had not occurred

to him just then, prob-

ably he never would have

known why he had not

been discovered by the

Baldese. It is a very

good thing to have a

thought occur.

Futanto remembered

that in the delightful days

of his pollywoghood, his

mother often had be-

guiled him into quiet by BANDYPYRADUR COMMITS SUICIDE.

THE DAUGHTER OF BANDYPYRADUR.

telling him of his fairy godmother Starling, wl

always dressed in flowers and never grew old. I

remembered, also, in that connection, an emplo

of Madame Starling's, whom they called Jim-jar

This recollection explained it all; Fairy Starlii

had seen his danger in the gate-keeper's kitche

had sent Prince Jim-jam to help him, and fro

that time he had been invisible to the people

Balda.

Come to think it all over, he recalled his asto

ishment at the indifference of the Baldese wb
he passed them,—an indifference that was not

be wondered at, now he knew that he had

been seen at all by them.

The prince was very grateful to the good faii

for her provident kindness, and knowing that t

invisibility would not render him ludicrous,

knelt down there in t

street and thanked her

He must have thank

the fairy most acceptabl

for when he dpened 1

eyes she stood befc

him dressed in a calla 1

blossom and a pink gel

nium. As Futanto w

about to thank her agai

she blinked his eyes wi

the light of the star

her wand, and said :

''No more thankin

if you please, my dc

Futanto ; you must

to work. These Baldc

giants I hate ; it is yo

mission to slay them,

you succeed,, you sh

have whatever you c
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shfor inside of ten minutes. I will watch over you,

d my jolly Jim-jam shall attend you. Farewell."

Futanto opened his eyes once more. The fairy

d disappeared.

Futanto immediately placed the following proc-

nation above the other on the royal bullctin-

ard :

Be it also known to every Baldese alive, that I, Futanto, Prince

froschland and heir-apparent tu its throne, do hereby challenge

r most high sovereigns, Dundernose and Bandypyradur, to meet

in mortal combat. (Signed) Futanto."

Prince Jim-jam read it through carefully, and

nounced his approval by softly humming:
r< Jim-jam jim-jam, jimmy jimmy jam, jim-jam

ii-jam jam."

Another proclamation was soon posted up by

Dundernose and Bandypyradur wasted no time,

but at once drew cuts to determine who should

fight first. The lot fell to Dundernose. He quietly

took off his Ulster, took up his sword and steeple,

and in a loud voice called upon Futanto to appear

In order to have a fair fight, our hero desired to

be visible,—a state that would also be desirable in

case of success. A hint to Jim-jam fulfilled his

wish. The fight then began.

Dundernose lowered his steeple carelessly, and
poked toward Futanto. It accomplished nothing;

the prince coolly pushed it aside, and it swung
around a quarter of a mile, struck a knot of specta-

tors, and caused sorrow to a dozen widows and

numerous orphans. The giant saw that he must

change his tactics.

THE PRINCE AND HIS BRIDE SET OUT FOR FROSCHLAND.

captain of the royal guard, to the effect that

challenge was accepted, and the fight ap-

ated for that day.

"utanto smiled at this reply, for it virtually

.llowed the remarks in the former proclamation

ut "a spy styling himself a prince," etc., and
agnized him as a real prince,

"here was an interval of an hour before the fight

an. Futanto employed it in throwing away his

shard and exhorting himself to do his best.

it length, a shout from the great multitudes of

dese proclaimed the appearance of the giants,

it a single stride, Dundernose and Bandypy-
ur stepped into the public square together.

h wore rhinoceros-hide boots and elephant-skin

ters. Dundernose carried a steeple.

Laying his shield on the ground, the giant gave

orders to his Grand Lieutenant to march his army
into it and protect it. He then laid down his

steeple, and, drawing his sword, brought it down
with a terrific swoop that must have divided nearly

a thousand Baldese. Futanto heard the shrieking

of the blade as it descended, and sprang at the

giant in time to escape it.

His own blow was so much for the giant that he

lost his balance, and fell fiat upon more than ten

thousand Baldese.

Futanto ran up and cut off his head leisurely.

At this point, the prince heard his friend Prince

Jim-jam singing a glad song of triumph :

" Jim-jam jim-jam, jimmy jimmy jam, jim-jam

jim-jam jam."
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When they looked for Bandypyradur, he was

nowhere to be seen. Some of the by-standers said

he had gone to get some refreshments.

Futanto at once decided to consider himself and

Jim-jam invited to dine at the palace. They ac-

cordingly proceeded thither, where they learned

that Bandypyradur had committed suicide by drink-

ing to the dregs a cup of restaurant coffee.

There was nothing else to do now but to take

possession of the palace and await the appearance

of Fairy Starling, which our two friends did with

the utmost composure.

When the fairy called next day and took dinner

at the palace, Futanto expressed the wish that he

might secure the hand and fortune of some beau-

tiful princess, and retire to quiet and seclusion,

where he need not exert himself, and might enjoy

the fruit of the land.

The fairy arose and beckoned him to the win-

dow. Below, in the gardens of the palace, the

beautiful daughter of Bandypyradur was playing

with shells on the beach of a small lake.

Futanto expresse'd his satisfaction, and Fairy

Starling said she would attend to his wish after

dinner. They then resumed their wine.

I never fully understood the particulars, bu

believe that everything went well ; the prince <

the lady in question, and they set out for Fros

land, he drawing her in a beautifully polish

pearly shell. On the way, for some astonish

reason, the lady became a cluster of grapes

that possibly being the fulfillment of Futanto's v

to enjoy the fruit of the land,—and Futanto h
self turned to silver, and Prince Jim-jam went he

singing:

" Jim-jam jim-jam, jimmy jimmy jam, jim-

jim-jam jam."

The next I know is, that my grandfal

brought home a silver frog, attached to a pe

shell filled with velvet grapes ; and when a t

of children asked him what it was, he told us

story of Prince Futanto the Silver Frog, and ad

that it was a pin-cushion for the grandmother.

" There, Uncle Jed," laughed Everett, "Ik
you 'd forget that it was a leap-year fairy story.

" That fight was n't much," said 'Nio.

"It's realer than most fairy-story fights,

way," said Gertie. "Besides, there's the S;

Frog, to prove that it 's true.

"

THE CURIOUS END OF THE GENERAL'S RIDE.

By John Lewees.

Many years ago, General Batashef, of the Rus-

sian army, was on his way from St. Petersburg to

his home in the north of Russia.

He had reached a little village about fifteen miles

from his estate, and from this place he had to

depend upon private traveling conveyance. But

this did not trouble him, as he was expected at

home ; and, when he arrived at the village, he

found his comfortable sledge, with three good

horses, and his own driver, Ivan, awaiting him.

As it was not yet noon, and the snow on the

road was hard and firm, the general felt quite cer-

tain that his horses, which had been in the village

all night, and were fresh and strong, could take

him home before dark.

So off they started, and for some miles the ride

was delightful. But when they had left the village

about five miles behind them, their way led through

a forest, and they had not gone very far among the

tall trees and the snow-covered rocks which lined

each side of the road, before one of the hi

began to show unmistakable signs of fright.

"What is the matter with him, Ivan?"
the general. " I see nothing to frighten him
The man answered that he saw nothing, ei

but that he thought the horse must smell

wild beast.

" Well, push on as fast as you can," said

general, who had a good pair of pistols with

and was not particularly afraid of any wild bf

although he thought it well to avoid them

could be done.

So Ivan drove rapidly on ; but soon the

horses became very restless, and then they sto

short, all three of them.
" Why, what can have got into the creatu

cried the general, rising in his seat. " Thel

nothing to frighten them here. Whip then|

Ivan ! Make them go on."

So Ivan plied his stout whip upon the horse:|



a minute or two they would not stir. Then

of a sudden away they dashed, almost tumbling

in off his seat, so quick and strong was their

expected spring.

And they did not spring too soon, for they had

rely darted away before a large bear rushed out

im between two great rocks by the roadside.

: came with such force that it was evident that

' had expected to spring upon either the sledge

one of the horses.

Happily, neither the sledge nor the horses were

jre when he bounded into the road. But he
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" A lucky escape !
" said he to Ivan ; "for that

was a big fellow, and I am afraid that my pistol-

balls might not have been heavy enough for him.

We are well clear of him."
" If we are clear of him," said Ivan. " I don't

think he will give up the chase so easily. The
road makes a turn around this rocky ledge, and I

fear that that bear will hurry across through the

woods and meet us again over there when we have

made the turn."

"Nonsense!" said the general. "He would

not have the sense to do that."

i «

"THE HORSES MADLY DASHING ALONG, AND THE BEAR TIGHTLY CLUTCHING THE SEAT.'

ssed them by very little. His side almost

ched the ends of the furs that flew out from the

;k of the sledge.

ifhe general turned in his seat and drew a pis-
1 intending to fire at the bear. But the wild

ilop of the horses had already carried him too

i for a pistol to be of use, and he contented
aself with watching the discomfited beast.

The impetuous rush of the bear had carried him
oss the road, and for a moment he stopped to

« Rover himself. Then he looked up and imme-
:

!
tely set off in pursuit of the retreating sledge.

3ut this was useless, for the horses soon left him
behind. The general, still looking back, saw

s
'
l leave the road and re-enter the woods.

Ivan made no answer, for he had his own ideas

about the sense of bears ; but he urged the horses

forward.

As they turned around the bend in the road,

the animals seemed filled with frenzy, and dashed

madly over the ground.
" They scent him." cried Ivan, who made no

attempt to check their speed, " and there he is !

"

Sure enough, on a rock, a little higher than the

road, stood the bear. In an instant they had

reached him. At the pace they were going, it was

impossible to stop ; but as the horses flew past the

rock, they swerved to the opposite side of the nar-

row road. Yet they could not escape the hungry

beast. As they reached him, he sprang; and
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although he missed the horses, he caught the

sledge. With his great fore-paws, and his head

and shoulders inside the sledge, he endeavored to

draw up his hind-legs,—a difficult matter, at the

rate the horses were going.

The general, who was sitting on the opposite

side from that to which the bear was clinging,

clapped his pistol to the creature's head, and

pulled the trigger.

Click ! It missed fire. At this, poor Ivan, who,

with a horror-stricken expression, was looking back

at the bear, threw down the reins and sprang from

the sledge. The bear drew up one of his hind-

legs, and at the same moment the general drew

up both of his legs, and rolled, sideways, out on

the snow. He saw that it was time to get out.

The bear now drew himself entirely into the

sledge, and looked about him. The horses gal-

loped more wildly than ever,—if such a thing were

possible,—and the rapid motion seemed to please

the shaggy brute. He sat down in the bottom of

the sledge and looked at the horses, as if wonder-

ing which one he should spring upon first.

While he was thinking about the matter, they

reached the point where the road left the woods

and led out into the open country. The way now,

for some distance, was down hill, and as the fright-

ened horses plunged along, and the sledge was

whirled around a turn, where it came very near

upsetting, the bear had to hold fast to the front

seat to keep from being thrown out. On they

went, the horses madly dashing along, and the

bear tightly clutching the seat, until they reached

the level road again. Here the tremendous pace

which they had been keeping up almost from the

time that they had entered the forest, began to

tell upon the horses, and, in spite of their terror,

their speed slackened.

And now the bear, finding his seat more secure,

leaned forward, as if he could afford to lose no

more time in making his choice of the horses.

But already he had waited too long. At a short

distance in front of him, by the roadside, there

stood two men with rifles on their shoulders.

They were hunters. Having heard behind them

the noise of the galloping horses, they had stop-

ped and turned to see what it was which was

approaching at such a pace. They did not com-

prehend that a bear was the occupant of the

sledge, until it had passed them. But then, raising

their rifles together, they took quick aim ; two

reports rang out, and two balls went through the

head of the bear, who dropped dead in the bottom

of the sledge. On went the horses, galloping

more sl6wly, but still going at a rapid rate.

" Ho ! ho !" said one of the hunters. " Some-

thing has happened ! If I am not mistaken, those

were the horses of General Batashef, and that

his sledge."

"I think you are right," said the other; "

how came a bear in it ? He could not have 1

his sledge to a bear, especially one who drives

recklessly. Something has happened, as you s

Let us go back and see what it is."

So back toward the woods went the hunti

When they had proceeded some distance into

forest, they saw two doleful figures approach,

them. One was Ivan, who had hurt his leg w
he sprang from the sledge, and he was limp

along, partly supported by the general, who
rolled into a snow-bank, and, with the exceptior

a shaking up, had escaped injury.

They were glad enough to see the hunters,

still more happy to hear of the death of the b>

for Ivan had had great fears that the brute wc

jump out of the sledge and come back after the

The two men took Ivan between them, and

resting his hands on a shoulder of each of them
found that he could get along very well,

news of the death of the bear really made his

feel better. The general was strong and vigon

and so they hoped to get home without much
ficulty, although there were six or seven miles t<

walked.

Not very long after this, the three horses, p
ing and smoking, trotted into the court-yard adj

ing the general's stables, and stopped before

great stable door. Seme of the men, who
been expecting the general, came running out, ft

when they saw no one in the sledge but a «
bear, they were stricken dumb with amazemenm:
"What is this?" said one, when he found™

tongue. " This beast has killed and devoij)

Ivan and our master!"
" How can that be so? " said another. " Hi

dead himself. If he killed them first, they cm

not have killed him afterward ; and if they 1

him first, he could not have killed them."

"True enough," said a big man with a

beard, who had charge of the stables. " Tl

cannot be hurt, or they could not have shot I

bear so well. I see how it was. The general w
the bear ; he shot him twice,—there are

wounds in his head. Then he and Ivan were;

ing him into the sledge when the horses

fright,—they hate a bear, dead or alive,—and

off, leaving Ivan and the general standing in

road. Here,—quick ! Bring out another sit

and team. Harness in haste; I will go back

self and bring them home. But remember, t

man of you : Not a word of this in the house <

I return."

The three fresh horses soon met the part;

foot, and, as the sledge was a large one, the
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:re taken into it,—the general insisting on the

inters coming to his house and taking posses-

m of the bear, which was certainly their prize.

When the sledge reached the general's home, it

ipped first at the court-yard, and Ivan and the

nters got out.

The general was driven to the main entrance of

mansion, where his wife, hearing the bells of the

'rses, ran out to meet him.

After he had alighted, and they were about to

together into the house, she noticed that gray-

irded Michael was the driver, and not Ivan,

whom she had seen start off the day before, and
she asked how this change had been made.

"Oh!" said the general, "I have changed

drivers, and have changed sledges and horses also,

on the way. I even got out of my sledge, because

an impudent individual whom we met on the road

wanted to ride in it."

'And you let him have it?" asked his wife, in

amazement.

"Yes," said the general,
' -

I thought it well to

give it up to him. And now let us go in, and I

will tell vou the storv."

AN OPEN SECRET.

By Mary A. Lathbury.

Anemone ! Anemone

!

Who cleft your pretty leaves in three,

And grouped them round your little feet

In three again ? Who left the sweet,

Faint breath of Spring upon your lips,

Her flush upon your petal tips ?

Who brings you on this April day

From far-off Sun-land, beams of May,

And warms the shivering baby shoots

That hide among your tender roots ?

And, when the north wind came last week,

Who deftly pierced his puffy cheek,

And turned the flying frost he blew

Across the hills to balmy dew ?

And who ?
"—She shook her dainty head

(Or did the wind pass by ?) and said :

The 'frail Anemone' has friends."

And who ?
" But there the story ends.
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A BALL 's a ball, and nothing more,

When it lies upon the floor.

See how grave and still its air !

Not a bit of frolic there.

What is this ? Can Pussy's touch

Change the quiet thing so much ?

See it start, and turn, and hop !

Pussy cannot make it stop !

See them scurry ! See them leap !

See the two fall in a heap !

Now they roll ! and now they run !

Bless me ! balls are full of fun !

-"''
i*-

OUR LETTER.

By M. F. Armstrong.

There were once three young people, a brother

and two sisters, who were enabled, through the

love and wisdom of those upon whom they de-

pended, to make a very delightful journey. For

six long months they dreamed a dream of swiftly

changing wonders, and the crowning wonder now
is, that it was all reality, and that we three

grown-ups were those three children. We actually

climbed to the roof of St. Peter's, and into the

ball of St. Paul's ; we floated in gondolas and bathed

in the shining Adriatic ; our eyes saw Mont Blanc,

and our ears heard the shrill "Vive VImpe'ratrice"
of a Parisian crowd !

In truth, we were hardly more than children ;

and when we found ourselves in England, with

permission to wander whithersoever we would,

many and warmly debated were the plans upon

which our Council of Three was called to decide.

And when, finally, our minds were made up, and

we had crossed the little strip of ocean whose

chopping sea is never to be forgotten, we found

our first and most perplexing difficulty in the fact

that nobody considered us responsible agents; for

that we were either runaways or lost children, was

visibly the first impression of all who met us.

But we were equipped with a fair share of the

national spirit of independence ; we had a moder-

ately well-filled purse, and almost no luggage ; so

we soon became accomplished travelers, and the

dragons and ogres of our enchanted journey only

added to its zest.

Before me, at this hour, lies the story of that

journey, written in three familiar hands, with here

and there a sketch of an Italian donkey or a

French fountain,—here and there a dried flc

from the Campagna or the Mer-de-Glace

;

again, a bar of sweet music to keep fresh for \

carillon at Bruges or a Volkslied from the Rh
On the last page of one of these little books I

a letter,—put there by careful hands, as beinj

the eyes of the two young girls who were so pi

tunate as to receive it, a fitting climax where«|
to close the record of a summer's never-taB

repeated happiness. And from among all Ir

treasures—to each one of which some pleafc

history is bound— I choose this letter, writterfc

coarse blue paper, dated " Gadshill Tenth lk-

ruary 1862." and signed " Charles Dickens. fc

the confidence that some, at least, of the reafc

of St. Nicholas will find pleasure in the tale §1

hangs thereby.

First of all, I must tell you that we three y(|

people were brought up to know Dickens by hi
We were like little Miss Thackeray, who, as qu
by her papa, " when she is happy, reads ' Nicll

Nickleby;' when she is unhappy, reads 'Ni
las Nickleby ;

' when she is tired, reads ' Niclj

Nickleby ;

' when she has nothing to do,

' Nicholas Nickleby ;
' and when she has finij

the book, reads ' Nicholas Nickleby ' over agl

We had, moreover, the good fortune to know ol|

as the warm personal friend of our father, arf

feel that, by virtue of auld lang syne, we had at

some claim upon his friendship. So when, \\

late autumn, we came back to England and

that Mr. Dickens had begun his famous read

it was very plain to us that in one way or an

we must hear him. We made to each otl]
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;mn declaration that we would expatriate our-

;es, or take other equally desperate measures,

her than return to America without compassing

end. The difficulty lay in the fact that he

; reading only in the provinces, and it was by no

jans easy to find out where or how to catch him.

le Council of Three had a protracted meeting,

1 result of which was, that my brother wrote

;ctly to Mr. Dickens, telling him of our desire,

1 asking if he would be kind enough to advise

what to do. Quickly came back a little note,

ing us to meet him at Colchester, where he was

read on a certain evening the trial from " Pick-

"fc'
M and selections from "Nicholas Nickleby."

u, who are feeling now, as we felt then, the

erness of youth, will understand that from that

ment the matter required little consideration.

Chester is distant fifty miles or thereabouts from

idon, and is the old Camelodunum of the

nans, with ruins and antiquities which ought

have interested us deeply, but which in truth

upied a very small share of our attention.

Ve were going to see and hear the man whose

ks had given us hours of keen delight,—the

t who had made us laugh with Sam Weller,

dder with Oliver Twist, and cry with Paul

nbey,—ruins and antiquities must bide their

s. So, a few days later, in the autumnal twi-

r.t, we were met on the platform at Colchester

j :he young man then officiating as Mr. Dickens's

: > etary, who took us at once to the queer old

dish inn,—than which we could have found no

r place wherein to meet him who wrote of

Idbpots at the Holly-tree Inn," and those two dear

II :; runaways.

an anybody imagine how we felt when, half an

x later, a fat and solemn waiter appeared at our

it it to inform us that " Mr. Dickens hisself had

i. tiered supper for us ? " And cannot everybody

erstand that our appetites were rather taken

(ly than stimulated when we found that our sup-

\;ti was evidently the work of a host who remem-
iq l;:d the days of his youth, and had found time

Si ?ive thought to the young people he was
'J /.rtaining ? Everything that the appetite of

Si .ten was likely to fancy was there,—even to a

o, uin kind of little custards which Mr. Dickens

i ft selected as being sure to please the "young
t/:s."

si )lnd then we were taken off to the theater, and
i, i f-ionced in a corner where we could see and

il
('' better than anybody else, and where we
;ht, more than once during the evening, side-

smiles from the world-known eyes and mouth
i;i ji were so quick and keen in their glances and
-iiession. Of the reading itself I can say noth-

ask your parents about it ; those who have

j

heard it know what it was to them ; while to those

who have not been so fortunate, descriptions can

only_be an aggravation of their ill-luck.

We, at least, were more than satisfied as to the

greatness of our favorite, and after the reading was

over, it was with not a little trembling that our

insignificant feet followed the attendant to the

dressing-room, where Mr. Dickens, in his shirt-

sleeves, was walking rapidly up and down, as a

means of getting through with the cooling and
calming process which was always necessary after

the great excitement and exertion of his reading.

The thing which struck me first, and which has

always remained my strongest impression about

him, was his power of putting himself in complete

sympathy with other people ; and I believe that to

be the key-note of his genius. During that hour,

and the hours which followed it,—for we went

back with him to the inn and sat beside him while

he ate his hearty supper,—he was literally one of

us,—a boy,—only a boy beyond compare in exu-

berance of mirth, quickness of wit, and inexhaust-

ible capacity for happiness. He was absolutely

never still, mentally or physically ; thoughts,

words, and gestures followed each other in bright

succession, till it was little wonder that my sister

and I went to bed thoroughly exhausted, to pass a

night of mingled dreams and sleeplessness, under

the canopy of our queer old dingy four-poster.

In the morning, we woke to find a smart little

snow-storm going on, but none the less cheery was

the breakfast with Mr. Dickens ; for his was a

gayety dependent neither on weather, nor hours,

nor people. I wonder if he suspected that the

hand of the young girl who poured his tea trem-

bled to that extent that she always since has felt it

to have been a mercy that she did not forever dis-

grace herself by letting fall the cups and saucers,

—

and I wonder what he thought of the two solemn

little Yankee maidens who received his gay hos-

pitality with such serious appreciation.

Through the softly falling snow we came back

together to London, and on the railway platform

parted with a hearty hand-shaking from the man
who will forever be enshrined in our hearts as the

kindest and most generous, not to say most bril-

liant, of hosts. Our gratitude was too exuberant

to be satisfied without some speedy and tangible

manifestation ; so, after some deliberation, we
decided to take advantage of our knowledge of

Mr. Dickens's special weakness. He was a constant

smoker and a connoisseur in cigars, and on the

whole, we believed that nothing within our reach

would please him more than a box of what he

called "American cigars." Therefore, the best

that we could find was bought and sent to him;

and this is what came to us in return,
— " Our
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% Monday, Tenth February,

Letter,"-which we keep as a precious memento of My dear &«--*« if I were to write "*"V*4
' it 11 would look like a schoolmaster; and if I were to write

our delightful visit to Charles Dickens. 1 must tell
,adieS]

»
it would \ook y^,. a schoolmistress; and worse thai

you here that the expression "little public affairs neither form of words would look familiar and natural, or in crfc

at home " refers to the War of the Rebellion. with °ur sno^ ride that tooth-chattering morning. I can^
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tL P ^y^~4?

I both, how gratified I was by your remembrance, or how often I in United States) and give a minute or two to this part of Kent
c of you as I smoke the admirable cigars. But 1 almost think Her words are, " a day or two; " but I remember your Italian flights,

I must have had some magnetic consciousness across the Atlantic, and correct the message.
v whiffing my love toward you from the garden here. I have only just now finished my country readings, and have had

1 y daughter says that when you have settled those little public nobody to make breakfast for me since the remote ages of Colchester!
If

ts at home, she hop?s you will come back to England (possibly Ever faithfully yours Charles Dickens.

Vol. IV.—29.
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HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XX.

SAM LONGSHORE SOLVES THE PROBLEM.

HE terrible catastrophe of the

night before seemed some-

thing far off and unreal to

Jacob as he stood again on

the shore that lovely sum-
mer morning. The thun-

der-storm, the darkness and

deluging rain, the upsetting

of the boat, the struggle in the water, the rescue

of Florie, the search for Alphonse, the departure

of the steamboat down the river, and of the tug in

the opposite direction, the appalling loneliness of

his situation on the shore and in the great woods,

—

was not all this something he had experienced long

ago, or in a dream ?

The peddler, who proved to be rather tall and

rather bent, now that he stood on the muddy slope

of the bank, walked about in a stooping attitude,

looking sharply at everything while he listened to

Jacob's explanations, nodding the little head on his

lean neck and shoulders, puckering his dry mouth,

and appearing wise. At length he said :

" I 've heard enough, and I 've seen enough.

My mind is made up about it."

" About what ? " said Jacob.

Sam Longshore stuffed a heavy pinch of tobacco

into his mouth, rolled it into his cheek, looked

immensely philosophical, and proceeded :

" This hull thing. You can't tell me anything

more, or show me anything, that will change my
opinion. My mind is as clear about it as it is on

the subject of the moon's connection with the tides,

which reminds me that there is one kind of force

that aint connected with the heat of the sun. You
are an Ohio boy, so you never saw what is called a

tide-mill. The tides flow twice a day on the sea-

coast, and run up into cricks and rivers, and then

run out again with the ebb. Dams are built in

some places with gates that let the water run up,

but ketch it as it goes to run down. That gives a

water-power which does n't come from the rain

caused by the condensation of the vapor raised by
the heat of the sun. But I told you there was a

power back of the heat of the sun—the power of

gravitation. And it 's that that causes the tides,

the waters of the sea being attracted by the moon.

So you see that, after all, there is only one great

source of power, as I told you."

" But tell me about this !
" said Jacob, trembl

with anxiety. " What have you found out ?
"

" You see these trees with their tops in the w
and their roots in the mass of earth that slid dc

the bank with 'em."
'

' Of course I see them !
" said Jacob, impatien

" Well, see 'em some more," said the post

philosopher, dryly; "for they're a part of

theory. Now notice the gully in the bank, wl

the water from last night's rain is still trickl

A pile of water comes down there in a wet t:

But in a dry time it 's dry. It was dry at

beginning of the shower last evening. Ye tak

all in ?

"

Sam Longshore looked at Jacob with an ail

philosophical inquiry.

" Yes, I guess so," said Jacob ;
" all there

take."

" Now, you say this Professor Pinkey had mc
about him ; and, more partie'larly, some of

;

money."
" He had all of my money," said Jacob.
" And he had n't paid his fare or yours on

steamboat. But he had played cards with

blackleg. Now, don't you see what I 'm dri

at?"

"No, I don't," said Jacob; "and I wish

would tell me !
"

" Don't be nervous, don't be nervous," said

peddler, with his dry, leathery smile. " Lear

take a philosophical view of things. If you

the science of human nature, as I have, you 'd

what I mean. I wonder the captain of the ste;

did n't see it. Which reminds me to say tha

stopping his boat to look for a drowned passi

was an unheard-of thing on this river. 1

aboard a steamboat once, below Leavenworth

out of the Horseshoe Bend, when a man fell <

board in the night. I saw him go, and gave

alarm. And how long do you suppose the ste?

stopped ? About five minutes. They did n't

lower a boat for the poor fellow. ' He 's drov

by this time,' says the captain ;
' heavy freight,

many passengers ; we 're in a hurry !
' And o

went. Oh, I tell you, life is cheap on this rive

" But Mr. Pinkey was acquainted—that

had got acquainted—with the captain," said J;

"That made the difference, probably,

accounts for the captain's trusting him for

fares, and wanting to get hold of that belt.

wise, and aside from that, I 'm astonished."
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"How, astonished? What do you mean?" im-

>red Jacob.

"What I mean is, your Professor Pinkey is play-

r 'possum." And the philosophical Sam smiled

:h the most satisfied and offensive self-conceit.

" Playing " stammered Jacob.

"'Possum," said Longshore. "You know the

issum, or opossum, one of the queerest creatur's

i. nature. The mother has a pouch at her breast,

i.ich she puts her young ones in; she holds it

en with her fore-paws and drops them in with

r teeth. She carries 'em about in it till they get

' enough to ride on her back, and hold on to her

1 by twisting their tails about it—the funniest

iht ye ever did see ! The niggers have great fun

nting 'em moonlight nights."

i" So do white boys," exclaimed Jacob, impatient

i the point of vexation. " I 've seen 'possums; I

n't want a sermon on 'em now !

"

But you want to know what I think, and I 'm

mg ye," was the philosophical reply. "The
ssum, when caught, has a curious trick of mak-

;
believe dead. You may stir it up with a stick,

1 even put your knife into its hide, and it '11 lie

fectly quiet, but watching its chance to escape."

! T I know all that !
" said Jacob, despairingly.

Sut it is n't possible you can mean that my
nd, Mr. Pinkey "

"Yes, it is possible," said Sam. " I mean, Mr.

key aint drownded any more 'n you or I."

acob stared at him. The peddler continued :

'' Now see how everything works into my theory,

key had gambled, and most likely lost money,

owed the captain ; he owed you. The boat

usized at just the right time and in the right

ce. In the confusion he got into the tree-tops

hout being seen. The tree-tops hid him while

got into that gully there, and he climbed up
lit into the woods."

' I don't believe a word of it !
" exclaimed Jacob,

iOSt angrily.

f You don't want to believe it," said Longshore,

la a quaint smile.

W No, I don't ! I 'd as lief think my friend was

i.ivned,—almost,—as believe he would be so

ardly and so mean !
" replied Jacob, with pas-

ate earnestness.

That accounts for it," said the philosopher.

-i 's about the hardest thing to get a man to

eve what he don't want to believe. You 'd

.er, of course, think that money-belt is in the

r than that a rascal has run away with it. I

ild if 't was mine. There 'd be more chance of

tig my money again."

1 I don't care for the money," cried Jacob,

nd I would like to know that Mr. Pinkey is n't

vned. But he 's not a rascal, and he never

would have left me to think he was dead while he

was merely running away ! That I 'm sure of."

" Just what I expected," replied the smiling Sam.
"Your mind hasn't been used to weighing evi-

dence in a sperrit of philosophical inquiry. But

here comes Quaker Matthew ; we '11 put it to him,

and see what he says."

Close by the shore, in a small-boat, two men
were approaching, one of whom had a somewhat
rugged face, with strong features, heavy gray eye-

brows, and a singularly quiet, benign expression.

There was nothing about his garb to indicate his

character, for he wore a common straw hat, and

was without a coat ; but Jacob knew at once that

this was the father of Ruth.

The other " man " turned out to be a boy, con-

siderably larger, but not much older, than Jacob.

He pulled the oars, while Matthew sat in the stern

and pushed or steered with a pole. The boat soon

grounded alongside the Ark, and the peddler shook

hands with Matthew as he stepped ashore.

Jacob left all the talking to his friend, who stated

the facts in the case, together with his theory, and
then appealed to Matthew's philosophical mind for

an opinion. Jacob also looked into that calm and
powerful face and the clear gray eyes, and waited

almost as anxiously as if the life or death of his

friend depended upon the words about to be spoken.

But Matthew Lane, unlike Sam Longshore, did

not set himself up for an oracle. He said, quietly:

" What thee says, Samuel, is indeed possible,

but by no means certain. Of course, after such a

rain, it is useless to look for the marks of footsteps.

And it seems to me that search for the body will

be equally fruitless. I had made up my mind to

that as we rowed up along the shore."

"What, then, shall I do?" Jacob burst forth,

despairingly.

" I will tell thee, my lad," replied Matthew, lay-

ing his large brown hand, kindly on the boy's

shoulder. " Thee shall go home with me, and
spend as many days as thee chooses looking for

thy friend. We will also have the loss advertised

in the towns down the river. It is a question which

time perhaps will solve, and I promise to help thee

all I can."

The boy's heart swelled with mingled emotions

of grief and gratitude.

" But how can I—what can I ever do to pay you

for your trouble ? " he stammered forth, with diffi-

culty mastering a great sob.

" There will be time enough later to consider

that. But go with us now ; I would not remain

here alone to-day, brooding over thy sorrow."

Sam Longshore grinned in his dryest manner,

and observed :

" I never found friend Matthew much of a phi-
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losopher, but his advice is always good, and my
advice is to take it. Anyway, I must go about my
business, and try to make up for lost time. If you 're

goin' down the river now, I '11 give you a lift."

The "lift" was accepted. It consisted simply

in taking the small-boat in tow after the Ark had
got headed down the river. The little engine chow-
chowed, the paddles flew, the current assisted, and
away went steamer and skiff in a style which would

have diverted Jacob, had he not felt almost stunned

by the result of the morning's investigations.

The passage down the river and up the creek to

Matthew Lane's shore was quickly made. There

the boat and the Ark parted company, the peddler

promising to give Matthew's folks a call on his

return from the village above.

Chapter XXI.

JACOB AND THE QUAKER FAMILY.

Jacob remained two days with the Quaker fam-

ily,—days that passed so quietly that there is little

to be said about them. But they were very mem-
orable days to the boy. He never had imagined

anything so beautiful as the relations of husband
and wife and daughter to each other; that humble
little home seemed filled with an atmosphere of

love ; and its influence over him was all the more
soothing and durable for the great sorrow that had
just softened his heart.

Matthew had a small farm, which he himself

worked, with occasional aid from the boy who went

with him in the boat. Jacob wished that he could

have found work there too. But that was not to be.

On the evening of the second day, as Jacob sat

with the family in their little sitting-room, Matthew
said to him :

" Mary and I have been thinking a good deal of

thy case, Jacob, and it seems to us wrong that thee

should be longer deceived. To-day, when we saw

thee going again to the river-side, looking for thy

friend, we resolved to tell thee what we think
;

though I fear the truth may be sadder to thee than

the falsehood that has been imposed upon thee."

Jacob turned pale. He could not conceive what

was coming. The Quaker's clear gray eyes looked

kindly upon him from beneath their bushy brows

;

he noticed, too, that Ruth gave him a quick glance

of concern and sweet pity. Her mother, who sat

sewing by the table, did not look up, but kept her

eyes fixed upon her work with an expression full of

grave, motherly solicitude.

Matthew went on :

" It is often easier and better to lose a friend by

death, than to lose our faith in him and in human-
ity through his misdeeds. I can understand why
thee did not wish to accept Samuel's conclusion in

the matter; and for the sake of thy young hej

I wish we might say it was wrong. But I am r|

well convinced that it is in the main correct." j

" You think " gasped poor Jacob.

But his heart was in his throat, and he could I

say another word. All the while he felt the cl

of the sweet young Quakeress fixed upon him vj

deepening concern and pity.

" I talked the matter over with Mary that e\i

ing ; and since then we have drawn out from fl

a pretty full description of thy friend's dress I

appearance. So that no doubt remains in
j§

minds that he is alive, and that he was the i

stranger who came to our house and slept -I

thee here that first night."

Jacob started as if he had been pricked iji

sharp point. He looked appealingly at Matthl
wife, who now laid aside her work, and bentja

gaze upon him, with a gentle, tremulous smile,*

" Yea, Jacob," she said, " I think there caB
no doubt that he was thy bedfellow. He hadl
friend's mustache and little strip of beard upjp

down the chin, and his ringlets, though they He

in a stringy condition from his drenching,

though his coat was then buttoned across his c

and not with one button at the waist, his ill

corresponded well with thy description of it." 1
" Do not be cast down at the news of thy fri.jd

1

!

unfaithfulness," said Matthew. " No doubt hitoi

some good excuse for himself; cruel as it seeiM

him to have left thee to suffer so."

"I know he has," said Jacob. "And lafn

glad— if he is alive. But I thought so mucftl

him,— I would n't hear a word against his hem
though all the while, in my own heart, I felt Hi

was something not quite true about him ; wk

now, to have him turn out so much worse tla I

suspected, or anybody said
"

A sob, which had been all the while corfg,

though resolutely kept back, finished the sentBtt

Matthew went on, with gentle kindness

:

"And do not fall into the error of thinkinj

all the world is bad because the friend of th

has deceived thee."

" How can I think that?" said Jacob,—

"

have been in this house !

"

Kind as Matthew was, he had appeared cah »

unmoved until now. But these words touche 1

and his lips quivered before he spoke again.

" Now, thee must leave thy friend's ima{

grave, and think of thy own future, Jacob,

would be glad to keep thee here ; but that

not be well. We could not give thee co

employment ; and I am sure thee can do

elsewhere. We have a nephew in Jacksoil

capital of Jackson County,—a man of me;

largely interested in the iron-works there

;
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re thee a letter to him, which thee will find of

vice. And I think thee had better depart in

I; morning. Ruth shall convey thee a few miles

the wagon ; after which, thee can finish the

jrney on foot at the end of the second day."

This was another shock to the boy's heart. Hav-

lr lost his one friend, his impulse was to cling

these new ones, with all the might of his young
1 d strong affections.

" If I go to their nephew, I may see them again,"

>s the one cheering thought that flashed across

; darkness of his future.

through every doubt and trouble. Remember
that worldly advantages are deceitful, and that they

soon pass away ; but that truth, and the gains of

the heart and soul, are real and eternal. Keep
thy youth and manhood pure. Help others. Let

love be thy law. Farewell !

"

Mary said less, but gave him a motherly kiss.

•'
I can never thank you !

" he said. " But I

shall never forget you !

"

With which words, uttered in a broken voice, he

turned from that hospitable door, which had be-

come so dear to him, and climbed up into the old

':.

"the horse went slowly, but the time went fast."

That gleam of hope consoled him at the time,

I gave him fortitude to bear the parting from
j
r Whew and Mary the next morning.

';-' Everything was ready for an early start. Mat-
1

1;
iiv had his letter written, which he gave to Jacob

Hfbr breakfast, with a little money, and a few words

& Earnest counsel.
' ''Thee has trusted an outward friend hitherto,

1 '. he has deceived thee. Now thee must rely

biffin that inner Friend, who will never betray

isipS, nor guide thee wrong. Question thy con-

i: t
1 nee, Jacob, and follow that single ray, which,

c ugh sometimes faintly seen, will lead thee safely

one-horse wagon, where the little Quakeress, Ruth,

was already waiting for him, reins in hand.

Chaffer XXII.

A JOURNEY, AND A SURPRISE AT THE END
OF IT.

It was still in the dewy morning, and the world

was bathed in sunshine and silvery mist, when
Jacob started on his journey, riding with Ruth in

the checkered light, along by a fringe of birches

on the banks of the creek.

Both were a long time silent. At least, it

seemed a long time to Jacob, who wished to break
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through the constraint which deep emotion had
cast upon his tongue, and enjoy the little Quaker-

ess's society while he could ; for from her, too, he

must soon part. She knew that he was thinking

and feeling deeply, and would not intrude upon

his reverie with any forced or trivial words.

They had not gone much more than a mile, how-

ever, when they heard a quick panting of steam,

and saw the little Ark coming down the creek.

" There is Sam Longshore !
" cried Jacob. " I

should like to bid him good-bye."

So Ruth drove in between the trees, close to the

edge of the bank, and Jacob stood up in the wagon
and showed his little black bag and swung his cap.

" Good-bye !
" he shouted down to the peddler,

at the wheel with his dog Ripper.

Longshore shut off steam, and drifting near the

shore, shouted up at Jacob :

" Off, are you ?
"

" Yes,—-going to Jackson."
" Found out that what I said was about so,

did n't ye ? " said Sam. " Well, you '11 find out,

soon or late, that a good many other things I

said are so, too. Think on 'em, young man, and

remember Sam Longshore."
" Be cure I will !

" cried Jacob, heartily.

"There's one other thing I wanted to say to

you,—about the attraction of the sun and planets,

—which has a bearing on the theory of
"

But just here, the lank form and puckered face

of the peddler were shut from view by the projec-

tion of his little cabin roof, as the Ark, drifting

past, carried him down the creek.

" Is n't he a strange man ?" said Ruth, laughing.

"Yes," replied Jacob,
—"the queerest mortal I

ever saw. But he has set me thinking about some

things, and I 'm very glad I met him. It seems

to me," he added, after a pause, " that I have

learned more in the past few days than in all my
life before."

"How is that?" Ruth inquired, glad to hear

him talk.

" Oh, I knew so little of human nature and life !

I started off with the grand idea of being my own
master ; and I have found everything so different

from what I expected !

"

"Thee has had a great trial," said the little

Quakeress. " Is thee sorry ?
"

"How can I be sorry." replied Jacob, "since

it has brought me acquainted with your folks ?

Oh !
" he exclaimed, " after I had lost my only

friend in the world,—and, what was worse, lost

faith in him,— I don't know what would have

become of me if it had n't been for the kindness,

the I can't say what I mean !

"

" I am so glad thee came to our house !
" said

Ruth, soothingly.

cousin's folks—where I am goini
" Jacob asked, after anotlyou

-what the world ol
" And my cousin :l

But thee will find

" Are your

anything like

pause.

" They are Friends,

-

Quakers," replied Ruth,

very good man, I believe,

full of business, and not very much like my fatll

Our people are not all alike."

"So I have found. I never knew but
Quaker before,— I mean Friend," stammdj
Jacob, correcting himself.

" Oh, I don't mind thy calling us Quakers,"
i

Ruth, turning upon him with a sweet, bright snjl

"He is a hard old fellow !
" Jacob went

smiling and blushing at some amusing recoH

tion. " He tried to cheat me, buying my au

cow, and I told him pretty plainly what I thouJ
It was very foolish in me ; but he made me ma
"Thee should not suffer thyself to be nj

mad, Jacob," said Ruth, gently.

" I know it. And I ought not to have sail

Friend David, if he did call me grasping, w|

he was the grasping one, as was proved at the

tion, when he paid more than I'd asked for the I

before, and more than twice what he 'd offered. I
gave me a sort of prejudice against Quakers, it

it is cured now! I don't know just what your 18-

ple believe, but I would give anything to bp
good a man as your father ! It seems to me ev

body must feel how good he is."

"Yea, I think so," said Ruth. "Even dl

animals feel it, too. People from ever sol

around bring him horses and oxen to taml

break, as they call it. He never whips thl;:

they seem to know at once that he is their friB,!

and they give right up to him. No dog will Br

touch him. I remember the first time we everlv

Samuel Longshore's Ark. Samuel had left hisBjf

to guard it, when my father and I saw it b;H
shore, and went down to look at it. The log

growled dreadfully, but my father said to In

kindly, though in a tone of authority, ' C«e

here !
' and he came right up and lickedffi

hands. Samuel said there was n't another m;|

the world who could have done it."

Another" silence. Then Jacob said :

" I hope I shall see you again sometime,

you ever visit your cousin's folks in Jackson ? "I

" I have been there twice, but not very l;l

It is more likely that thee will visit us, than til

shall see thee there. Meanwhile, thee must lite

to us, and let us know how thee prospers."

" And will you write to me ?
"

" Yea, I think so," said Ruth, simply.

That promise made Jacob happy. His tcH
was now loosed, and he talked freely with his fc-i

panion during the remainder of their ride. "
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ised the village, and drove several miles along a

1 1 asant country road, while the sun rose higher

i higher in the heavens, and beat down upon

!m so that Jacob took an umbrella from the

I
ttom of the wagon and held it over their heads.

|
At length Ruth said :

u There are the stump fences, where my father

d I would better leave thee."

"Oh! so soon?" cried Jacob. "Then drive

Miwly ! I don't know what will happen to me after

part, but I am sure I shall be very lonesome !

"

He did not say just where I was to leave thee,

• :i I think I may drive a little way beyond the

ijinning of the stump fences," replied Ruth.
' I thought of that, but was ashamed to ask it

—

seemed too much. You will have to go back
i. ne, and the sun will be so hot !

"

" But I shall have the umbrella, and thee will

have none, Jacob. I shall not mind being alone,

for I shall have my own thoughts for company. I

shall think of thee, walking on with thy bag in the

hot sun !

"

The horse went very slowly indeed ; but the time

went fast, and the moment of parting soon came.

The roadway was narrow, and Jacob helped to turn

the wagon about and head the horse homeward.
Then, standing by the wheel, he reached up to

shake hands with Ruth, and say good-bye.

After they had parted, he walked on, but stopped

and turned often to see her driving away under the

little umbrella ; and once she turned to look at

him. But it was a long way off. Then she came
to a turn in the road, and disappeared. And once

more Jacob was alone in the worid.

(To be continued.)

Not only in the Christmas-tide

i The holy baby lay :

But month by month his home he blessed,

And brightened every dav.

He made the winter soft as spring.

The summer brave and clear,

For Christ, who lived for all the world,

Was part of all the year.
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IVANHOE.

By Donald G. Mitchell.

I DON'T think I shall ever forget my first reading

of Scott's story of " Ivanhoe,"—not if I live to be

as old as Commodore Vanderbilt.

It was about the time when I was half through

Adam's Latin Grammar (which nobody studies

now). I was curled up in an easy-chair, with one

3*-
THE SWINEHERD AND WAMBA.

of those gilt-backed volumes in my hand, which
made a long array in a little upstairs book-case

of a certain stone house that fronts the sea.

Snowing, I think, and promising good sliding

down-hill (we knew nothing about any such word
as "coasting" in those days). But snow, and
sleds, and mittens were all forgotten in that charm-
ing story, where I saw old Saxon England and the

brave Coeur de Lion, who was king, and a pretty

princess, and dashing men-at-arms, and heard

clash of battle, and bugle notes, and prayerful

entreaties of a sweet Jewess, and anthems in old

abbeys.

All these so lingered in my mind, that when
years after I went rambling through England, I

wandered one day all around the town of Ashby-
de-la-Zouche to find—if it might be found—the

old tournament-ground where was held the fam
fete that opens so grandly the story of "Ivanho"
and in going through Sherwood Forest (whafe

left of it), I think the Robin Hood of Scott's sM
was as lively in my thought as the Robin Hooof
the old ballads.

And now St. Nicholas wants the story

over in a few pages. A few pages ! Ah ! tide

was a time when I wished the two hundred p<"B

could be stretched into five hundred ! I hear I
young people of our day complain that they c[!t

like the long talks and the long descriptions, id

that Scott's books are too slow for them. \\B,

well ! I know that the day of chivalry, and of ntt-

at-arms, and "knights caparisoned" is gone f;

but there-are old heads into which the din of tfl

gone-by times does come at odd intervals, floaSg

musically, and never so musically as on the p;es

of Scott. What if we try to whisk a little of lis

music into a page of story?

The first scene shows a swineherd, with rojjb

jerkin ; his tangled hair is his only cap, and a las

band is around his neck, and he is talking withhe

fool Wamba, who sits upon a bank in the foSt

They are the serfs of an old Saxon named Ceifc,

who lives near by, in a great, sprawling, half-fK-

fied country-house. And when Gurth, the sute-

herd, and Wamba go home at night, there is tet

a great company in the hall of Cedric, their lis-

ter. A famous Templar knight, Sir BrianSu

Bois-Guiibert, is there with his retinue ; ad

Cedric has seated by him Rowena, a beaiful

princess, who is living under his guardian^p;

and there is a pilgrim from the Holy Land inhe

company,—who is a disguised knight (andie

son of Cedric, but has been disinherited by he

father because he has dared to love the beaifiil

Roweria) ; and there is a rich old white-beaed

Jew,—Isaac of York,—who is buffeted by the (m-

pany, but who is richer than them all. The 01-

ber roof of the apartment is begrimed with smce.

that rises from a great fire-place at the end olfce

hall. Yet the meats are good, and there is ale

and ale. There is talk of the battles of the !U-

saders in Palestine, and of the valiant deed ot

Richard the Lion-hearted, who is a prisoner!

thought to be) somewhere in Europe; and thefi

talk, too, of the great tournament at Ashby, wl

all the company is going on the morrow.

But no one knows the secret of the disgifed

pilgrim, who at dawn next day steals out secrf
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-taking Gurth with him, and telling the swine-

erd who he really is. He befriends the Jew, too;

nd so, through his aid, procures a steed and new

rmor for the battle of the tournament.

It was a gorgeous scene at Ashby. Prince

ohn, the usurping king (brother to Richard), was

«here with his court, and Rowena beautiful as

write their own names, and it was a long time

before there was any such thing in existence as a

printed book. But yet I think the show of fine

feathers and silks, and coquetry, was as great then

as it would be in any such great assemblage now.

Well, in all the knightly sports of the early part

of the day, Bois-Guilbert was easily chief; but

THE TOURNAMENT AT ASHBY.

:i:ver; and still more beautiful was Rebecca, the
: 'peerless daughter of the Jew," Isaac of York.

*3f course there was, too, a great crowd of Saxon
- mights and of Norman barons, and of people of

ill degrees,—such a crowd, in short, as gathers at

>ne of our great fairs or races. But remember
i hat very few of the great people, even in this

' gathering of Richard Cceur de Lion's day, could

before the day ended, a new knight made his

appearance on the field with visor down, unknown
to all, and with only this device on his shield,—

a

young oak torn up by the roots, and the word

"Disinherited." Everybody admired his motions

and his carriage, and everybody trembled when

he rode bravely up to the tents of the chal-

lengers and smote the shield of Bois-Guilbert with
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the point of his lance. This meant deadly strife

;

while, before this time, all the combats had been

with blunted javelins.

So the knights took up position, and at a blast

from the trumpets dashed forward into the middle

This was a most splendid thing for Rebeccan
do, we all thought.

The next day, there was a little army on eal

side in the contest: Bois-Guilbert leading o
and Ivanhoe the other. For a long time

of the lists, and met with a shock, that must have

been a fearful thing to see. Neither was un-

horsed, though the lances of both were shattered

in splinters. At the second trial, Bois-Guilbert

rolled over in the dust, and the strange knight

(whose real name was Ivanhoe) was declared victor.

The air rang with shouts, and Ivanhoe rode

around the lists to single out a fair lady who should

be queen of the next day's

fete ; of course, he chose

Rowena, the Saxon princess,

who sat beside Athclstane,

who was of royal Saxon blood,

and was her declared lover,

and favored by Cedric, who
sat also beside her.

But neither Cedric, nor

Rowena, nor Prince John
knew who the strange knight

could be, since he had re-

fused to lift the visor of his

helmet, or to declare his

name. The Jew, Isaac of

York, doubtless knew the

steed and the armor, and

may have whispered what he

knew to Rebecca; for when
Ivanhoe, at evening, sent his

man Gurth to pay the Jew
for his equipments, the beau-

tiful Rebecca detained the

messenger at the door, and
paid him back the money

—

and more ; saying that so true and good a knight,

who had befriended her father, owed him nothing.

REBECCA AND THE MESSENGER.

result was doubtful ; but, at last, Ivanhoe

beset by three knights at once,—Bois-Guilbt

Athelstane, and Front de Bceuf ; and surely wol
have been conquered if a new party had
appeared. This was a gigantic knight in blf

armor, with no device, and who had acted the si

gard. He rode up at sight of Ivanhoe's sf
need, and with a careless blow or two from m!6

or battle-ax, sent Front ie

Bceuf and Athelstane reel*

in the dust. After this,

victory of Ivanhoe was e

and complete.

They led him up to reca

the crown from Rowena,
queen of the fete ; and t

unloosed his helmet, thoi

he made signs to them to

bear ; and Cedric knew
son, and Rowena knew
lover, and Prince John ki|

the favorite of the wron §
King Richard, whose poff

he was usurping.

But the poor knight

wounded grievously
;

taking off his corslet,

attendants found a spear-h

driven into his breast,

he was taken away to be c

for,—none knew exactly, |i

whom ; but it appeared al

ward that it was by thosi 3

the employ of Rebecca, who, like many ladieilf

that day, was a great mistress of the healing era
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A day or two later, as I remember, he was out and report to the poor knight Ivanhoe how
mrneying in a litter under care of the Jew and the battle is going. She says a giant, in black

ebecca, who were attacked by outlaws ; and armor, is heading the attacking party, and that

ter this, claimed the protection of Cedric and he thunders with his great battle-ax upon the

thelstane, and their company, who also were postern gate, as if the might of an army were in

] mrneying through the same region ; but these
'"•

: .tter did not know who was the wounded man in

"tie litter. Even if they had known, they could

II ot have protected him against the enemies who
' 'resently beset them ; for they all were taken cap-

ve and lodged in the great castle of Front de

ceuf.

'Jj'l Ah, what a castle it was ! What dungeons !

'-/hat mysterious posterns ! What embrasures,

<« "id courts, and turrets, and thick walls, and secret

I assages

!

J
I see in one of its dungeons the old Jew, appeal-

ig tc Front de Bceuf, who threatens to draw out

is teeth one by one, or to roast

im by the dungeon fire, if he will

J.ot disgorge his money.

T I see Rebecca, beautiful and de-

ant, wooed by Bois-Guilbert, as

1 iptives are always wooed by con-

' uerors, until, with proud daring,

»]«ae threatens to throw herself from
le embrasure of the window, head-

ing down the walls.

I see Cedric disguised as priest

!

nd 'making his escape, and fling-

tg back bribes in scorn. I see

/anhoe stretched upon his sick

1 such, helpless, and listening yearn-

igly to the sounds that come up
ifcrom the castle walls. I see the

beautiful Rebecca—who is in at-

1 mdance upon him (we boys were
:M1 so glad of that)—exposing her-

nj :lf to chance arrows from Robin Hood's band, who
r>> re attacking the castle, only that she may look

his hand. She says the men go down under his

strokes as if God's lightning had smitten them.

He knows who it must be. It is— it can be no
other than the Black Sluggard of the tournament

—

Richard I. of England !

" Look again, Rebecca."
" God of Abraham ! They are toppling over a

great stone from the battlements ; it must crush

the brave knight !

"

Poor Ivanhoe ! Poor captives !

"But no, he is safe ; he is thundering at the gate;

it splinters under his blows ! Ah, the blood ! the

trampled men ! Great God ! are these thy children?"

,,/f-M-

FRONT DE BOUT DEMANDING MONEY OF ISAAC.

Yet even now, there are inner and higher walls

of the castle to be climbed or battered down.
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Never would they have been taken except there

had been treachery within. A wretched woman

—

Ulrica, victim of Front de Bceuf—has set a match to

a great store of fuel, and smoke and flame belch

out : the defenders have fires to fight, and their

outposts are weakened, and the attacking party

press on and secure the citadel. I seem to see

smoke and flame, and crashing towers, under

whose ruins lie buried Front de Bceuf and the

miserable Ulrica. Then, upon a patch of green-

sward, under the shadow of a near grove of oaks,

the victors gather slowly to measure their spoil.

The Saxon Rowena is safe—so is the Jew and

Cedric. Athelstane has received what seems his

death-wound. Ivanhoe has been snatched out of

the jaws of destruction by the arm of King Rich-

ard, who bids Cedric be reconciled with his son

;

which bidding the old Saxon curmudgeon cannot

deny ; and he is half disposed to favor—now that

the royal lover Athelstane is out of the way—the

pretensions of Ivanhoe to the hand and heart of

Rowena. Robin Hood, in his suit of green, gets

free grace for all his misdeeds as outlaw, and, with

one of his "merry men,"—a certain jolly friar of

Copmanhurst (who does not know the secret of

the Black Knight),—the easy-going, stalwart king

CEDRIC THROWING BACK BRIBES IN SCORN.

has a sparring-match (which to every boy-reader

of our time was delightful), and which ended with

putting the great jolly friar sprawling in the dirt.

What a brave, stout king was Richard, to be sure !

But the only real grief among all who have

been rescued is shown by the poor old Jew—not

so much for the moneys which the barons and the

church-people have shorn him of, as for his daugh-

ter. The sweet Rebecca has not been crushed,

indeed, in the ruin of the castle ; but she has been

borne away a captive by a knight who was notl

other than the wicked Templar, Bois-Guilberll

Whither, none knew ; nor does the story of hi
seizure come to the ears of Ivanhoe (for which,

I

fear, Rowena was glad), who is borne away to son':

religious house, where he will have more orthodoi

though not more gentle, care than the tend

Rebecca would have rendered.

After this, I seem to see a great crowd of mourne
in some old monastery or religious house of son

sort, bewailing (with good eating and flagons

ale) the lost Athelstane ; and in the middle of t

funeral feast—which the king had honored with 1

presence, and Rowena, and the knight Ivanhoe

lo ! Athelstane himself, with his grave-clothes

him, suddenly appears ! Good old Walter Sci

loved such surprises as he loved a good dinm

The royal Saxon lover of Rowena was not rea

dead, but had only been stunned by a fearful bio

But the blow has cleared his brain, and made h

see that Rowena cares more for the little finger

Ivanhoe than for his whole body ; so he te

Cedric he gives up his claim.

And what does Ivanhoe say ?

There is no Ivanhoe to be found. A mysteric,

messenger has summoned him away, and thoul

scarce able to sit his horse, for his

wounds, he has put on his armor cB

dashed through the outlying forests. 9
rides hard, and he rides fast, for thens

a dear life at stake. Whose ?

(If we were writing a novel, we shol]

say ' Chapter Second " here, and m;li

a break. Then we should begin »

We return now to Rebecca. Bois-G l?

bert had indeed borne her away, and Id

lodged her in a great house that belon;id

to the Knights Templar. But the Gr.ld

Master of the Templars, to whom Bp
Guilbert owed obedience, was a v§ i

severe man, and a very curious, prvjg

man ; and he found out speedily nit

Bois-Guilbert had done ; and he fond

out that this young woman, beautifuis

she was, was a Jewess ; and there «'te

some among the Templars who said le

was a sorceress, too, and had practiid

her sorcery upon Bois-Guilbert. So this Gilt

Master of the Templars brought the poor

to trial for sorcery (though she was the nj

Christian and most lovable creature in the wl

book)

!

It was a sorry, sham trial : the Templars alltt

one side, and the poor Jewess on the other

the miserable fellow, Bois-Guilbert, was afrakp^

open his mouth in her defense). He told

indeed, that he would save her, and run off
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er, if she would go ; but she scorned him with a

lost brave and beautiful scorn. Of course she

ime off badly at the trial, as they meant she

lould. She was condemned to be burned ! Only
' ne chance for escape was left—she might sum-

ion a knight to her defense, who must contend

gainst the bravest and strongest of the Templars.

him that the good knight left the scene of Athel-

stane's coming-to-life.

The morning came. The faggots were piled up
;

the match-fire was ready ; the Templars were all

gathered ; the stout Brian du Bois-Guilbert, armed
cap-a-pie, was ready for any champion ; the great

warning-bell began tolling—One ! two ! three -

i

REBECCA S TRIAL.

her champion won, she might go free ; if he
1 iled, by a hair's breadth, the faggots would be
ndled around her.

But who would defend a Jewess ? Who would
'

: champion for a suspected sorceress ?

She craved the privilege of sending out a mes-
P nger, in faint hope of finding a champion. And
1 e messenger rode—a good fellow—rode fast, rode
r; 'twas he that found Ivanhoe, and 'twas with

What dust is that rising yonder? It is— it is a

knight—in full armor ; he approaches—he comes
in plain sight. It is Ivanhoe ; but ah, so weak, so

wearied, so wasted by his sickness ! There is but
little hope for poor Rebecca. But he enters the

lists; he braves the challenger; the trumpet
sounds ; the steeds dash away to the encounter,

and the crash of meeting comes.

The Grand Master strains his eyes to see what

EEL
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figures shall come out from that cloud of dust.

One is down,— prostrate utterly,— dying. Of
course it must be the enfeebled and fatigued Ivan-

hoe. But no—no— it is not ! It is Bois-Guil-

bert who is dying ! And what is this new cloud

of dust and tramp of cavalry? It is Richard of

England, who has followed hard upon the track

of Ivanhoe ; for he has heard of his errand, and
knows he is unfit to encounter the strongest of the

Templar Knights. He has brought a squadron

of armed men with him, too, to seize upon all

traitors in the ranks of the Templars ; and lo !

above the roof and towers of the Grand Master

of the Templars the royal standard of England is

even now floating in the breeze. And Rebecca is

safe, and Ivanhoe is safe.

And did he marry her?

Ah, no ! He married the Saxon Rowena
;

and they had a grand wedding in York Minster,

where now you may see the pavement on which

they walked.

One day after the wedding,— it may have bi
a week later,—a visitor asked an interview vfl

the bride. The visitor was a closely veiled ll

of most graceful figure. You guess who it wal
Rebecca. She brought a gift for the bride of IvL

hoe,—a gorgeous necklace of diamonds,— so me-

nificent that Rowena felt like refusing the gift.
:

>

" I pray you, take them, dear lady," said Rebeifi.

"I owe this, and more, to the good knighi--

your honored " Here she broke down.

she recovered herself presently—kissed the hi

of Rowena—passed out.

I think Rowena was glad her visitor did not ril

Ivanhoe upon the stairs ; I think she was g4
too, that the lovely Rebecca went over seas pS
ently to Spanish Grenada, though she preterJfc

not to be.

I know if /had been Ivanhoe But wen
not try to mend a story of Scott's ; least of (1,

when we crowd one of his novels into a few paa
as we have done here.

TROTTY'S LECTURE BUREAU.
(Not a Trotty Story, hit a Trotty Scrap. Told/or Trotty's Friends.)

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

" OUR peoples do." said Trotty. That was

reason sufficient to Trotty's mind for doing any-

thing ; and whether "our peoples" were three

times as big as Trotty and thirty times as wise, or

not, was a matter of not the slightest consequence

in this young gentleman's view of things.

" Our peoples have a lecture bureau," urged

Trotty. " I want the spare-'oom bureau, mamma,
vat 's got a marble top. Nita said it better have

a marble top, and Nate, he said he 'd just as lieve

play int' the spare-'oom as out the tool-house.

My lecture is wroten aiyl ready," argued Trotty,

persuasively. " I wrotened it on some old ongvel-

lopes I found in you' table-drawer while you 'd gone

to meeting !

"

This final argument did not have exactly the

effect Trotty had anticipated. He not only did not

get a marble lecture bureau on that occasion, but

his very MS. was unceremoniously taken away
from him, and an old French grammar serenely

offered to him instead,— this not five minutes before

the advertised hour of one's lecture, was, as

one will see, an interference with free speech H
cult for calmer minds than Trotty's to tolerate*

" Trotty," said his mother, with some solemty.
" I cannot yet bring my mind to let you take Sir

papa's love-letters."

"Poo' dear dead papa!" interrupted Trty,

softly ;
" but I did n't know he wroten his lelrs

in you' table-drawer."

" Papa's love-letters for a lyceum bureal'^

proceeded mamma. " You may have the Frfcr

grammar, and there's an old bureau out inU
tool-house with two casters off. That will do ra

lecture bureau. Don't tumble off. Give me ick

the letters. Send Nate down-stairs, and nou.Tin

away !

"

So Trotty sent Nate down-stairs and ran nay,

and the boys told Nita about the bureau, amshe

said she 'd rather have had the marble-top, buthis

would do ; so Trotty climbed upon the bureau md

Nate and Nita sat down upon a wheelbarrow and
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ley shut the door of the tool-house, and Trotty

iened the French grammar and delivered the

lening lecture of the course as follows :

" MY LECTURE BUREAU.

LECTURE THE FIRST: WOMAN'S SUFFERINGS.

" My subject, gentlemen and a few ladies, is

iman's sufferings. Conjugation the first.

lr "Vis lecture bureau is a little rickety, and I '11

II obliged to you, ladies and gentleman, if Nate

| iuld n't just sit. giggling. You can't laugh, too,

less you have four casters. It is n't very safe,

ilr" Woman's sufferings. Hem! Ho— haw —
m ! Woman's sufferings, my friends, is an

ifu! subject,—a norful subject. It has been

:;Oten on. It has been lectured to. I've heard

nisters pray to it, and my brother Max makes

i of it. [Pause.]

:." I never heard it lectured at on such a rickety

jpl bureau as this.

" My brethren, women should never vote !
—

}uld nev-er vote, gentlemen and ladies. Vey
n't knew enough. Vey aint strong enough.

y can->wt go to war, ladies and gentlemen !

:
' My papa went to war. But he died. But he

s n't a woman.
:l My friends, I tell you girls aint grown to vote.

iey wear dresses. They can't play base-ball.

.ce I knew a girl tried to spin a top, but she

lid n't. It was n't Nita ; she need n't fink.

a was married to me. She knows better.

:thren, I tell you vis on purposely,—women
1 \-not vote, I tell you !

' My friends, vis is a solemn subject. Let me
' a few words to you as a momentum of this

tter. My brother Max, he gave me a nold bad

Jj'tt once as a momentum of him, but I frew it

uyn the well, you'd better fink! My brother

jfv.x says if women should vote, vis country would

•itr
to

ke
j. ' If the gentlemen in vis audience don't stop

.ving paper balls at vis lecture bureau, I will

wvr assume this subject without four casters !

jl' Brethren, ' If the donkey of my brother should

ry the pink silk umbrella of my sister-in-law '

—

hum !

—

could woman leave her baby crying in

fl; cradle, I ax you ?

'Vat about the donkey is printed in the book,

but I don't seem to stand very straight without jig-

gling, and ven you hit y^m' head against the cob-

webs on top, I fink this lecture is most frough.

" Gentlemen, I appeal to you ! If—oh—well

—

if ' the hat of my father-in-law is in the cage

of the monkey of my great-grandmother,' ven, I 'd

like to know, when woman should voted, if vis

country would not go to smash, sir ! I ax you,

fellow-citizens and hearers, in the irregular declen-

sion and indicative case, if— I ax you if—ladies

and brethren and fellow-gentlemen, whether vis

country "

There was a pause, and then a noise. It was a

solemn pause. It was a dreadful noise. What,

under the depressing circumstance pictured by the

lecturer, will become of the country, I cannot say.

But what became of the bureau is quite clear. If

the country does not go to smash, that lecture

bureau did.

Trotty says it was Nate, Nate says it was Nita.

Nita says Trotty stood on one foot too long. Per-

haps that one foot was the trouble. At all events,

in the midst of an impressive gesture with the left

sole of the other, over went bureau—lecturer—the

monkey of his great-grandmother—the hat of his

father-in-law— and woman's sufferings in one stu-

pendous whole upon the tool-house floor.

Nate picked him up. Nita jumped up and down
and cried. The poor little lecturer was dusty and

crumpled, and there was blood about his face from

somewhere—nobody knew where. All the bureau

drawers had tumbled out. Nate thought they 'd

better shut him in one till he got better. But Nita

thought they 'd better call his mother.

So his mother came out and picked him up, and

washed him off, and dusted him off, and tied him
up, and kissed him up, and then they found he was

about as good as new, and nothing much the worse

for the lecture bureau.
" I fink," said Trotty, with the air of a martyr

who had narrowly escaped translation, '• if I 'd had

a tumbler lemonade and a zhinger-snap, I would n't

care as much 'bout woman's sufferings without the

casters."

So Trotty and Nate and Nita had a little tumbler

of lemonade and a ginger-snap all around, in the

dining-room, and mamma locked the tool-house

door upon the ruins of Trotty's lecture bureau.
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FLUFFY AND SNUFFY.

By Carrie W. Thompson.

Fluffy was a little girl, with some nice clean clothes on ;

Snuffy was a little dog, with a naughty nose on.

Fluffy had a bowl of broth given "her for dinner;

Snuffy, from a stool near by, watched her,—little sinner !

^^^g^5^^»^
Fluffy thought she heard a noise like an organ-grinder ;

Turned her curly head to look through the pane behind her.

Snuffy, when she dropped her spoon, went to learn the reason
;

Mild respect was in his eye, —in his heart was treason.
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Fluffv's thoughts came back to broth, at the time precisely,

That he turned it upside down, just to cool it nicely.

Fluffy cried and ran away, with no nice clean clothes on

;

And Snuffy was a little dog, with an injured nose on.

THE " HOLLENBERRY" CUP.

By Mrs. J. P. Ballard.

: MOTHER, what you think 's brokened? Your
illenberry ' cup ! All to pieces !

" Susie said

all in one breath, holding up the handle and

mall fragment of a clear, delicate china cup,

i only one scarlet " hollenberry," and part of a

left on it. " But don't scold Will," she added;

: did n't mean to, and he 's awful sorry now."

How did Willie break it ? " asked Susie's

her, quietly, and not looking nearly as much
scolding Will as Susie had expected, though

ruth, she was more sorry than Susie knew. For

dainty French china cup and saucer—exquisite

jliape, and bordered with holly leaves and clus-

P
of scarlet holly berries—was dear to her, in

f, and as the gift of an r.bsent and cherished

"id.

Oh, he was arranging the ferns in the tall vase

: and Bertha jarred 'em over, whirling about, I

;=e; anyway, they were jarred down, and when
'as putting them up straight the silver vase fell

against the cup."

And / wish," said Bertha, who now stood just

nd Susie, and was half a head taller, " / wish

VOL. IV.-

everything pretty we care for was made of silver or

gold, or else ivory ! Then they would n't be all

spoiled to pieces the minute they were touched !

"

Mrs. Gaylord smiled as she followed the children

to the parlor. Will was on the sofa, and Bessie, a

sweet girl of fourteen, stood by him, trying to fit

together the fragments, and waiting for Susie's bit.

" I 'm sorry," said Will, as he looked above the

mantel, contemplating the vacancy he had made by

upsetting the cup.

Mrs. Gaylord knew that, before he spoke as well

as after, so she said, cheerfully, " I learned when a

little girl that it was of no use to cry over spilled

milk, and I am sure it is too late to begin now."

Four pairs of eyes were watching her, and she did

not think how well she was teaching them the

same lesson.

" You may put the pieces out of sight, Bessie,

and we will forget it."

After leaving them, Bessie took the bits to her

own room, followed by Bertha and Susie. She

found that, although there were half a dozen pieces,

they were all there, and she could fit them exactly.

-3°-
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" What a nice surprise it would be to mother

and Will if this could be very neatly mended," she

said, slowly; " and if two little people can keep a

secret, I '11 do my best to make it all right again."

" Oh, we can," said Bertha.
" We truly will," said Susie.

Bessie got a little vial of cement and looked care-

fully at the directions on its side. If Bessie had one

fault it was impatience. If there were any trait

likely to enable her to overcome it, she had this

also. It was the joy it gave her to give others

pleasant surprises. Her drawing teacher had told

her that if anything would prevent her success as an

artist it would be her impatience to finish a piece

as soon as it was begun. The broken cup proved

a test. She first brushed the cement on the edges

of the larger piece, and fitted it to the half cup.

Then she tried the next in size, but, in pressing it

gently in its place, out fell the other piece. This

she tried again and again, while Bertha's "Oh's"
and Susie's " You never can !

" did not lessen her

nervousness. At last she said, " I see how it is ; it

is a long job. I shall have to put in one piece at a

time, and wait for that to get dry and tight ; and

that '11 take one day ; and then put in another piece,

and let that dry, and so on."

" Oh—dear—me !
" said Susie.

But it was the only way. The next day the chil-

dren went up to their secret work. The large piece

was in all right. Bessie fitted another to it beauti-

fully. Then she tried one more. Out both fell.

" Oh, dear ! I 've half a mind to throw it away.

Mother thinks it's gone, anyway."

"Can't you make one piece stay? You know
what you said," hinted Bertha; " and then we can

go down and forget it till to-morrow."

This helped Bessie's patience, and the second

piece was put in, and the cup set away. The next

day all proved well thus far, as before, and again

Bessie tried to " finish the job," but the old rule of

being obeye

:. But, lo!

little triangular pie

Somehow it was ji

In trying very ha

piece next it. T'

" one at a time " persisted in

"Three days more," sighed Susi

the third and last day the one

that was left would n't fit in.

a little too large for its place.

to press it in, out came the

was put back easily, and Bessie said, " This li

'triangle hole' is so far under that it will ne

show, and she walked to the coal-scuttle in

closet and dropped the last tiny fragment of ch

down among the black coals, sure that no •

would ever see it again.
'• There '11 always be a hole in the ' hollenber

cup !
" sobbed Susie, as the bit of china disappear

" Wait till to-morrow and see," said Bes:

" we '11 finish it yet."

So the little face brightened again. Next
the cup was all right except the one tiny h
Bessie washed it carefully, and the china lool

more pearly than ever, and the holly berrie

brighter scarlet. What should be done with

hole ? A happy thought struck her. She fo

some little snowy flakes of plaster of Paris, and
one with her pen-knife, putting it gently into

open place. Then she mixed up a little plasl

and smoothed it nicely over and let it harq

Sure enough it was all right. Taking a b

from her paint-box, with white paint she delicalf

brushed over the cracked lines, and lo ! her pati.ie

was rewarded.
" No one could tell it was ever brokened !

" B
Susie, bending forward, and pressing her hantfls

tightly together as possible to enforce her delig.

" I would n't know it myself !
" said Bertha, ft

Bessie carried the cup to its old place besid

silver vase, happy in two thoughts—that she h

surprise for her mother (and it proved quit

pleasant a one as she had anticipated), and thai

had proved that she could conquer impatience, nd

learn how good it is to " Labor and to wait." 1
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SONGS OF SPRING.
[Part II.

1

By Lucy Larcom.

OME of the most charm-

ing spring songs of

English poets arc about

birds that we never

hear on this side of the

Atlantic.

We have a bird call-

ed the cuckoo, for in-

stance ; but it is not at

all the one that Words-

worth means when he

says :

"O cuckoo, shall I call thee bird,

Or but a wandering voice ?
"

or that made Logan exclaim :

" Thou hast no winter in thy year,

No sorrow in thy song."

These lines, by the way, are taken

from two most exquisite poems

of spring.

Neither have we the skylark,

which inspired Shelley's beautiful

beginning with the lines :

" Hail to thee, blithe spirit!

Bird thou never wert !

"

Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd's

1 Bird of the wilderness,

Blithesome and cumberless;

Wordsworth's

" A privacy of glorious light is thine !

'*

yet our familiar meadow-lark has a note

;tive and musical enough for any poet to take

ht in.

le nightingales also, which echo sweetly to us

European poetry, are known here only in

way. Their singing is to us like music heard

Iream. But the whip-poor-will and the hermit-

;h fill their place pretty well.

An "Answer to a Child's Question," by Cole-

ridge, begins with :

" Do you ask what the birds sing ?

The sparrow, the dove,

The linnet and thrush say,

'I love,' and 'I love.'
1 '

And the birds of every country take the same
theme for their melodies.

When the swallow cuts the blue sky with his

swift curve, we are sure that summer is very near,

although a poet says,

" 'T is not one blossom makes a spring,

Nor yet one swallow makes a summer."

He well may add :

" I know not whether is more dear

The summer bird or vernal blossom."

Aubrey de Vere writes :

" Who knows not Spring? Who doubts, when blows

Her breath, that Spring is come indeed ?

The swallow doubts not,—nor the rose

That stirs, but wakes not,—nor the weed."

A little girl's attempt to learn her singing-lesson

from the birds is given in these amusing rhymes :

The Birds' Singing-Lesson.

Mary took

Her singing-book

And under a tree

Down sat she.

But seconds and quarters she knew them not well,

And what they all meant the poor child could not tell.

But she sung loud and clear,

Just what came to her ear,

While she looked at the notes,

Some black and some white,

And played she could sing them all nicely at sight.

But the yellow-bird up in the tree, said he

:

" That is not the- song !

Little girl, that is wrong !

' Tshee ! tshee ! tshee ! tship tship tship away !

'

That is the song for a summer day !

"

So Mary sung, "Tship away, tship away, tshee !

*'

And the yellow-bird then flew away from the tree.

Then came bobolink. "I 'm ashamed," said he,

" To hear you sing so

!

This is the way the song should go

:

' Bobolink ! bobolink ! quank ! quank ! quadle quo !

*

I never make
A single mistake ;

So sing, ( Bobolinkum, quank, quadle quo!'"
And Mary sung, "Quank, quadle quo!"
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But the robin said: "It is not so;

That will never do,—it will never do !

Sing, ' Turelu ! turelu ! turelu ! lu !

'

This, little girl, is the song for you !

I sing at morn, and I sing at night,

—

'T is the only way in the world to sing right."

So what could Mary do

But sing "Turelu?"

Then the titmouse came, with black on his head;

And on a bough,

Hanging now
Upside down, to the child he said :

" I 'm sorry to say it, but truly, to me,

That doesn't sound sweetly— 'Chickadee-dee!

Chickadee-dee-dee ! chickadee-dee !

'

That is the song for you and for me

;

And how you can sing

Anything
But ' Chickadee-dee !

'

Is a wonder to me."

Then Mary began: "Chickadee! chickadee!"

But the sparrow, said he:
" It is ' Tshee ! tshee ! tshee !

Tchip, tchip, tehee!'"

Then the swallow flew by,

Quite low in the sky,

And he said: "No, no; that isn't it!

Sing, ''T'le, 't'le, 't'le, 't'letolit
!

'

That's all I think fit for singing,

While my airy way I *m winging.

Sing with me,

'T'le, 't'le, 't'le!'

Sing it, sing it

:

"T'letolit!"'

And Mary sung as the swallow taught.

" Now I am right at last," she thought.

But the blackbird said: "It is silly, silly, very!

Don't you know to sing, ' Quonk, quonk querrie ?

Quonk querrie,' d'ye see?
' Quonk querrie, bobolee !

'

'T was always easy enough for me."

And Mary sung as the blackbird said.

But the oriole swung on a bough overhead.

" Who taught you to sing, I pray?"
Paid he. "Why don't you sing

' Tship, tship,

Tship, tship, tshoo, too, loo ?

'

Listen, and I will teach it you

:

( Tshoo, tshoo, tsherry !

Tship, tship, tsherry
!

'

—

That is very pretty, very.

' Bobolee' is all wrong;
' Tship, tship, tsherry * is the song !

"

" Well," thought Mary, "which is right?

Which is here in black and white ?

I cannot guess,—no matter, either!

I will mix them all together."

So Mary sung: "'Tship, tship, a-tshee

!

Chickadee! and 'T'le, 't'le, 't'le!

Bobolink, quank, quadle quo!

Tship, tship, tsherry ! and Turelu !

'

Now I 'm right," said she, " I know."

" Yes, that 's right, and pretty too

;

Mind and always sing just so!

Each is a good song,

And not one is wrong !

"

Ah! 'twas the mocking-bird

That Mary heard.

Said he: "I love to sing that way;
1 sing so through the livelong day,

—

And down sinks the sun

Before I 've half done !

Oh! 'tis easy enough to sing

—

Easier than anything

!

Oh yes ! oh yes ! oh yes ! This is it

:

' 'T'le, 't'le, 't'le, 't'le, 't'le, 't'le, 't'letolit
!

'

' Tship, tshee too too !

'

' Turelu ! turelu !

'

' Bobolee
!

' ' Chickadee !

'

* Quonk quadle !
' ' Bobolink !

'

'Tship, tsherry, tshu, tshu !

'

' Dee, dee !

' ' Tshoo ! tshoo !

*

' 'T'letolit tu ! lu !
' ' Whew !

'
"

Very young poets, and others very unobservw
sometimes get the birds and flowers of fonp

lands curiously mixed with those of our own ecl

try in their verses. Primroses, snowdrops, cl

slips, and daisies we shall not find in our meacB
on the first of May, whoever tells us to loolJ

them there. Our only wild daisy (at the NortlJ
the large ox-eye, that blossoms early in June,-
" whiteweed" of the farmer, and his pest, whe

takes possession of his hay-field. And our coy

is not one of Milton's

" Cowslips wan, that hang the pensive head,"

—

or that Shakspeare's fairy was hastening" to ha

pearl in the ear of,—or that Jean Ingelow 1

about in her lovely " Songs of Seven :

"

" Sweet wagging cowslips, they bend and they bow.''

What we call a cowslip is the marsh-marigold,

lives on the wettest borders of the brooks here.

in England too. We have the snowdrop in

gardens only; and the " primrose by the r

brim " does not grow beside our rivers at all.

how beautiful the "daisied turf" of our mo
country must be, judging from what the poet

of it ! Do you remember Mary Howitt's

"Buttercups and daisies!

O the pretty flowers !

"

and Burns's

"Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower!"

and Wordsworth's lines "To a Child: "

" Small service is true service while it lasts

:

Of humblest friends, bright creature, scorn not one:

The daisy, by the shadow that it casts,

Protects the lingering dew-drop from the sun ?

1

rThe English daisy, we are told, blossoms

where, and the whole year round. Words\

Montgomery, Tennyson—almost all the E
poets have written about it ; and the first of

who wrote of nature at all, Chaucer, seems tc

loved it as if it were something that could :

his love. He says :

" Of all the flowers in the mead,

Love I most those flowers white and red,

Such that men call the daisie in our town.'
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tells us that he always rose early on May morn-

;, to see it open itself to the sun ; and that,

ard sunset, he would hasten to the meadow to

ch it as it closed its petals in sleep ; and that he

Id sometimes stay the whole day in the fields,

" For nothing else, and I shall not lie,

But for to look upon the daisie."

I because it blossoms only in the full light, he

" That well by reason men call it may
The daisie, or else the eye of day."

speak, in its spelling, and you will not find it easy

reading at all.

Spenser, in his " Faerie Queene," has a fine de-

scription of the Seasons and the Months passing in

a grand procession ; but he also uses a great many
obsolete words.

Herrick more simply gives "The Succession of

the Foure Sweet Months "

:

' First, April, she with mellow showers

Opens the way for early flowers

;

Then after her comes smiling May,
In a more rich and sweet array

;

4^V\X*;F\ V*>~- f r^rC ' ri *

THE SINGING-LESSON.

laucer wrote of the spring with a more child-

lelight than any poet since. He describes his

r

" Into the woods to hear the birdes sing"

the tall oaks,

" Laden with leaves new,
That springen out against the sunne-shene,

Some very red, and some a glad light grecne,"

strolling or sitting by the brook-side, upon the

t grass, " powdered" with

"Flowers, yellow, white, and red."

t Chaucer's English is not like the English we

Next enters June, and brings us more

Jems than those two that went before;

Then, lastly, July comes, and she

More wealth brings in than all those three."

Of later poems upon this subject, well worth

reading and remembering, there are a great num-
ber. Only a few of them can be mentioned, such

as Mrs. Hemans' "Voice of Spring; " Keble's

" Lessons sweet of spring returning;
"

some things from Shelley, and some from Keats,

when you are a little older ; Tennyson's " May
Queen," and Jean Ingelow's "Seven Times One"
and " Seven Times Four."
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1
" To Primroses, filled with morning dew," I

not be overlooked,—and these give us an 1

of the charm of an English spring. We dfl

wonder that Robert Browning exclaims, from

" O to be in England,

Now that April 's there !

Allingham has written many sweet out-ofl

poems, but none, perhaps, that little childreilil

better than

" Ring-ting ! I wish I were a primrose,

A bright yellow primrose, blowing in the spring ! \:{

And what child has not learned to repeat G|

Macdonald's
" Little white Lily

Sat by a stone,

Drooping and waiting

Till the sun shone,"

—

and to match it with one by an American

Mrs. Bostwick, about a flower which has :B\i

wild with us ever since our ancestors soweclli

fields with English grass :

" Gay little Dandelion

Lights up the meads,

Swings on her lender foot,

Telleth her beads?"

Well, in the meadows of poetry we can al|

a-Maying," and gather blossoms which we t

find in our own fields,—snowdrops, daisies,

roses, and lilies-of-the-valley,—to the heart'^j

tent.

Our country is so wide and so long that

is a very different thing in its different la

and longitudes. There are wild flowers up<

prairies, along the Mississippi, and aero:

Rocky Mountains, that never have found tha

into poetry.

Wild roses, violets, and harebells, howev

found East, West, North, and South ; am
Herrick wrote of the violets three centuries!

true of them to-day :

' Welcome, maids of honor !

You doe bring

In the Spring,

And wait upon her.

To go back a little,—of course Thomson, the

poet of " The Seasons," is not to be forgotten.

But it is most likely that you will not care much for

his "Spring" until you are well acquainted with

the meaning of the long dictionary-words he uses.

Thomson wrote just before people had discarded

the idea that they must get upon literary stilts to

look at Nature and admire her. Remembering
that, we can enjoy him better. But are we not

glad that writers nowadays have grown into simpler

fashion ?

Most of the " Odes to Spring," written a century

and a half ago, are tiresome indeed. To attempt

to enjoy them is like trying very hard to get a
whiff of fragrance from a bunch of artificial flowers.

The reason is that the writers themselves were

artificial, and thought they could "make up " their

poems without any help from Nature. Some of

their productions are, indeed, elegantly made,

—

finished as neatly as the most dainty millinery

;

but then—who cares for them ?

No, the birds must sing, and the blossoms must
smell sweet in the verses, or they are not the real

thing. The true poetry of Nature makes you feel

as open air, blue skies, dancing waves, shadowy

forest, and sunshiny meadow
make you feel,—inspired and
revived by their own delicious

freshness. The poet whose

heart is full of " the gladness

of the May," will make his

songs echo with it ; and many
such poets there are.

Wordsworth has plenty of

poems simple enough for all

of you to understand. Some
of them are about the daisy,

the primrose, the small celan-

dine, daffodils,

—by the way,

Herrick's " To
Daffodils" and

' She has virgins many,

Fresh and faire

;

Yet you are

More sweet than any.

'Y'are the Maiden Posies,

And so grac't

To be plac't

'Fore damask roses.

' Yet though thus respected,

By and by

Ye do lie,

Poore girles, neglected."

:
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«

hey arc home-flowers to almost everybody; and rose, the shamrock, and the thistle are of our sisters

is the home-flowers that have most poetry in across the water; and certainly this is too pretty

'iem, after all. an -idea to be altogether neglected.

This is why we know the English cowslips and This flower's shy way of hiding its pink and

>A!

aisies better than our own May-flowers, almost,

hey have been the familiar friends of poets and
ttle children for centuries ; and it seems to us,

ho read English poetry perhaps more than we do
ur own, as if we, too, knew them. By and by,

hen our broad New World is as much a home to

s inhabitants as England is to the English, we
lall have a home-poetry of our prairies and sierras

ll sweet to us as theirs is to them. In some parts

1 the country we have it already.

It is very natural that in New England the May-
ower should be sung of by the poets. The trailing

rbutus, or ground-laurel, is our May-flower ; the

ilgrims, landing from their "Mayflower" ship,

lust have seen its leaves peeping out of the snow;

tad the little Pilgrim-children must have gathered

s fragrant blossoms in spring, for it is found

/erywhere in the Plymouth woods. Whittier has

poem which contains such a fancy.

Some one has suggested that the May-flower

ught to be our national emblem, as the lily, the

white sweetness under the fallen forest-leaves has

suggested many beautiful poems. Here is one

:

" Oft have I walked these woodland paths

Without the blest foreknowing

That underneath the withered leaves

The fairest buds were growing.

" To-day the south wind sweeps away
The faded autumn splendor,

And shows the sweet arbutus flowers,

—

Spring's children, pure and tender.

" O prophet-souls, with lips of bloom

Outvieing in their beaury

The pearly tints of ocean-shells,

Ye teach me Faith and Duty

!

" ' Walk life's dark ways,' ye seem to say,

' With love's divine foreknowing,

That where man sees but withered leaves,

God sees the sweet flowers growing.'"

Have you ever seen the Canadian rhodora, its

bare twigs decked with filmy, airy purple gauze,

looking from the safe seclusion of a wooded swamp,
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like a princess from her moat-guarded tower ? One Two lines from this poem are often quoted

is glad, at such a glimpse, to think that not every their delicate sentiment

:

flower of the forest can be rudely seized by man „ „ ,. , . ,,
J J lell them, dear, if eyes were made for seeing,

and carried away into civilized captivity. The Then beauty is its own excuse for being."

THROUGH THE DAISIES.

rhodora, however, is sometimes found in more The pretty Anemone Hepatica takes its pl«

accessible places. with the May-flower, under the name of " squirt-

Emerson has a poem, beginning, cup," in Bryant's " Twenty-seventh of March "

" In May, when east winds pierced our solitudes,

I found the fresh rhodora in the woods,

" Within the woods

Tufts of ground-laurel, creeping underneath
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The leaves of the last summer, send their sweets

Up to the chilly air ; and, by the oak,

The squirrel-cups, a graceful company,

Hide in their bells a soft, aerial blue."

We have been saying a great deal about flowers,

it is it not through them that Spring best loves

make herself visible ? And not only that,—they

io make the Divine Presence visible on earth.

" Mountains and oceans, planets, suns, and systems,

Bear not the impress of Almighty Power

In characters more legible than those

Which He has written upon the humblest flower

Whose light bell bends beneath the dew-drop's weight."

As you grow older, and your life deepens within

u, more and more will you feel the mystery that

les in the least of the blossoms of spring.

Tennyson gives a hint of how he feels it, in these

f-dozen lines :

" Flower in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the crannies,

Hold you here, root and all, in my hand,

Little flower ; but if I could understand

What you are, root and all, and all in all,

I should know what God and man is."

f you wish to know some of the best things

ich American poets have written of spring, by

means read Bryant's "March"; his " Invita-

1 to the Country," and " Yellow Violet "; and,

a bit of pleasantry, his " Spring in Town."
d also Longfellow's "An April Day," and those

izas in " The Birds of Killingworth " where the

sic in the orchard-trees is so charmingly de-

bed. Do not pass by Percival's

" I feel a newer life in every gale,"

Willis's

"The spring is here, the delicate-footed May."

ind read also what Lowell says of May in his

nder the Willows," as well as his capital de-

ption of a New England spring, in the old-

ioned dialect, in the " Biglow Papers."

lmost as many beautiful things by American
ts have been left out of our list as are named

;

there is not room for more.

/e read of the pleasant old custom of choosing

ay Queen, and dancing around the May-pole,

of-doors, and sometimes we wish we lived in

iimate where such things can be done. But

I'-day, as you children know, is often a day of

ppointment,—fog, and rain, and sometimes

snow, instead of sunshine and flowers. We suspect

that it is not always a pleasant day even in Merry

England ; for Hood writes a poem about spring,

beginning

:

"'Come, gentle Spring! ethereal mildness, come!'

O Thomson, void of rhyme as well as reason,

How couldst thou thus poor human nature hum?
There's no such season/"

How it often is with us, we are reminded in the

first couplet of Mrs. Osgood's " May in New
England":

"Can this be May? Can this be May?
We have not found a flower to-day !

"

But we cannot help believing in May, and every

year we hope that she will behave better the next

time she comes. For she does make us regret her

departure sometimes. This is the way the regret

has been written

:

" Spring is growing up;

Is not it a pity ?

She was such a little thing,

And so very pretty !

Summer is extremely grand;

We must pay her duty

—

(But it is to little Spring

That she owes her beauty).

" Spring is growing up,

Leaving us so lonely

!

In the place of little Spring

We have Summer only.

Summer, with her lofty airs

And her stately paces,

In the place of little Spring,

With her childish graces."

But every season is beautiful in its own way.

And the last days of May in New England, when
the apple-orchards are in bloom, and the forest-

trees have fully shaken out their fresh foliage, and

the bird-choruses are complete, are usually more
delightful than its beginning.

May fades into June, as the morning-star melts

into dawn. Life is exchanged for richer, warmer
life, but nothing dies. The violet goes back into

her roots to sleep the year out, with her baby-seeds

reposing in the earth around her,—leaving the

memory of her fragrance wandering like a breeze

among the flowers of summer. Even if a frost

should kill the violet, in the sweetness she has

given to the air, she will live on forever.

Children dear, when we are missed from our

places on earth, may it be as the violet is missed

and remembered among the roses of June !
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"LITTLE TOMMY TUCKER, SING FOR YOUR SUPPER."

—

Mother GoOS^S Melodies.

(Drawn by Miss Florence Scannell.)

FOUR HUNDRED WHITE COWS WITH RED EARS.

By Amanda B. Harris.

Did any of the St. Nicholas young folks ever who was often in a state of anger toward i

see such a sight as that ? I think not. And no body, had become offended with a certain f
one in America ever did ; or in England, except on chieftain, and the poor man's wife—Maud dtire

one occasion, and that was a long time ago, when was her name—fearing that he might lose hihs

John was king. That hot-tempered sovereign, unless something was done, sent the choices pre
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it she could think of to the queen—four hundred

hite cows with red ears. Just think what a

larming sight it must have been, this fine herd,

1 precisely alike,—small, graceful, quick-motioned

eaturcs,—taken along by the wild, shaggy-haired,

are-legged Welsh herd-boys to the park of the

ilace where Queen Isabel lived ! If she was fond
: animals, and of watching their ways, and petting

lem, what a happy woman she must have been

lat day !

Those remarkable cattle must have been rather

:arce in Great Britain even then, though it is sup-

Dsed that they were descendants of the native

reed which once ran wild over that country, and

ere sometimes spoken of as the white Caledonian

ittle.

If you were in England now, and should inquire

jout them, you would hear of only one place

here any of them are to be found, and that is

p in the border-country, as it is called, next to

cotland, in Northumberland County, near by

te famous Cheviot Hills—the region where the

rave Percys lived, and where the battle of Chevy
hase was fought. You must ask about these

aces and events, and read the accounts in his-

iry, for that border-land is renowned in story

id song.

It is up there that you would hear of the cattle,

id perhaps get a chance to see them ; they do

jt range over the country, however, although

ley are almost as wild as if they did, but are kept

1 the estate of a great nobleman, Lord Tanker-

lie, and are known by the name of "the wild

ittle of Chillingham Park."

This is one of those immense parks, such as

: ime of the English lords have,—miles of land with

! 1st woods on it, and a " lower, or inner park," as

• is termed, nearer the castle. There are men
died "keepers," who have charge of the cattle

id deer and other animals.
1

Lord Tankerville says that in the summer, some-
me5, there are weeks when he never can get a

ght of the cattle, for on the approach of any one

ley will flee to the depths of the woods—their

sanctuary," as he expresses it. Sanctuary, you

know, is sometimes used to mean a safe place. But

in winter they are more tame, and " coming down
for food into the inner park," will let persons go

among them, especially if on horseback.

He says they have a cry more like a wild

beast than like common oxen and cows ; and that

when they come down into the lower park, they

are in single files, with a bull at the head of

each line, to protect the others ; and when they

go back, the bulls are at the ends, for the same
reason.

They are timid, and will run like deer ; then

turn around and face you, come a little nearer, then

gallop off again, wheel around and gaze at you

again, then flee away once more, and so on, every

time getting nearer, and at last the whole herd is

ready to charge upon you like a regiment of sol-

diers, and you are ready to retreat.

There are other curious things about their

ways; for instance, "the cows hide their calves

for a week or ten days, and go and suckle them
two or three times a day," and if any one ap-

proaches a calf, the scared creature will "clap his

head close to the ground" and lie quiet like a

hare. When one of the cattle is sick or injured

or feeble, the others set upon him and gore him
to death.

Many visitors go to see them, and everybody

describes them as most beautiful creatures. They
are rather small, with straight backs, short legs,

and fine forms ; and they never vary a particle in

color. They are always pure, creamy white all

over, except that the tips of their horns are black,

and the tips of their noses, their eyes, and their

eye-lashes black ; and their ears are red or reddish-

brown in the inside, and one-third of the way down
the outside from the point.

Can you imagine a herd of creatures more ele-

gant ?

Sir Edwin Landseer, the great painter of animals,

made a picture of one of the Chillingham bulls;

and, longer ago, there was another made by one of

the most famous of wood-engravers and naturalists,

Thomas Bewick, author of the " British Birds " and
other very fine illustrated books.
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THE STORY OF A PROVERB.

By Sidney Lanier.

ONCE upon a time,—if my memory serves me
correctly, it was in the year 6»,—His Intensely-

Serene-and-Altogether-Perfectly-Astounding High-

ness the King of Nimporte was reclining in his

royal palace. The casual observer (though it must

be said that casual observers were as rigidly ex-

cluded from the palace of Nimporte as if they had

been tramps) might easily have noticed that his

majesty was displeased.

The fact is, if his majesty had been a little boy,

he would have been whipped and sent to bed for

the sulks ; but even during this early period of which

I am writing, the strangeness of things had reached

such a pitch, that in the very moment at which this

story opens the King of Nimporte arose from his

couch, seized by the shoulders his grand vizier (who

was not at all in the sulks, but was endeavoring,

as best he could, to smile from the crown of his

head to the soles of his feet), and kicked him

down-stairs.

As the grand vizier reached the lowest step in

the course of his tumble, a courier covered with

dust was in the act of putting his foot upon the

same. But the force of the grand vizier's fall was

such as to knock both the courier's legs from under

him ; and as, in the meantime, the grand vizier had

wildly clasped his arms around the courier's body,

to arrest his own descent, the result was such a

miscellaneous rolling of the two men, that for a

moment no one was able to distinguish which legs

belonged to the grand vizier and which to the

courier.

" Has she arrived?" asked the grand vizier, as

soon as his breath came.
" Yes," said the courier, already hastening up

the stairs.

At this magic word, the grand vizier again threw

his arms around the courier, kissed him, released

him, whirled himself about like a teetotum, leaped

into the air and cracked his heels thrice before

again touching the earth, and said :

" Allah be praised ! Perhaps now we shall have

some peace in the palace."

In truth, the King of Nimporte had been wait-

ing two hours for his bride, whom he had never

seen ; for, according to custom, one of his great

lords had been sent to the court of the bride's

father, where he had married her by proxy for his

royal master, and whence he was now conducting

her to the palace. For two hours the King of

Nimporte had been waiting for a courier to ariA

and announce to him that the cavalcade was onB
last day's march over the plain, and was fast

proaching the city.

As soon as the courier had delivered his mi

sage, the king kicked him down-stairs (for

arriving sooner, his majesty incidentally remark
and ordered the grand vizier to cause that a s

of velvet carpet should be laid from the front d

of the grand palace, extending a half-mile dol
the street in the direction of the road by which I
cavalcade was approaching ; adding that it was 6
royal intention to walk this distance, for the pfr

pose of giving his bride a more honorable recept.

than any bride of any king of Nimporte had
before received.

The grand vizier lost no time in carrying out

instructions, and in a short time the king appe;

<5§B£>

)l n

THE ROYAL PROCESSION.

stepping along the carpet in the stateliest man
followed by a vast and glittering retinue of court
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id encompassed by multitudes of citizens who had

owded to see the pageant.

As the king, bareheaded and barefooted (for at

I
,is time everybody went barefoot in Nimporte),

i'
iproached the end of the carpet, he caught sight

his bride, who was but a few yards distant on

,! :r milk-white palfrey.

(Her appearance was so ravishingly beautiful,

fat the king seemed at first dazed, like a man
[ 10 has looked at the sun ; but, quickly recovering

' s wits, he threw himself forward, in the ardor of

s admiration, with the intention of running to his

ide and dropping on one knee at her stirrup,

lile he would gaze into her face with adoring

imility. And as the king rushed forward with

SOMETHING HAPPENS TO HIS MAJESTY.

,5 impulse, the populace cheered with the wildest

[husiasm at finding him thus capable of the

filings of an ordinary man.

s| ?ut in an instant a scene of the wildest commo-
1 ensued. At the very first step which the king

k beyond the end of the carpet, his face grew

fdenly white, and, with a loud cry of pain, he

fainting to the earth. He was immediately

[founded by the anxious courtiers ; and the court

vsician, after feeling his pulse for several min-

, and inquiring very carefully of the grand

r whether his majesty had on that day eaten

!

green fruit, was in the act of announcing that

ras a violent attack of a very Greek disease

;ed, when the bride (who had dismounted and
1*)"' to her royal lord with wifely devotion) called

mlif

lifl

the attention of the excited courtiers to his majesty's

left great toe. It was immediately discovered that,

Pistil -

THE VIZIER IMPARTS THE KING'S DECREE.

in his first precipitate step from off the carpet to

the bare ground, his majesty had set his foot upon
a very rugged pebble, the effect of which upon
tender feet accustomed to nothing but velvet, had
caused him to swoon with pain.

As soon as the King of Nimporte opened his

eyes in his own palace, where he had been quickly

conveyed and ministered to by the bride, he called

his trembling grand vizier and inquired to whom
belonged the houses at that portion of the street

where his unfortunate accident had occurred. Upon
learning the names of these unhappy property-

owners, he instantly ordered that they and their

entire kindred should be beheaded, and the ad-

jacent houses burned for the length of a quarter

of a mile.

The king further instructed the grand vizier

that he should instantly convene the cabinet of

councilors and devise with them some means of

covering the whole earth with leather, in order that

all possibility of such accidents to the kings of

Nimporte might be completely prevented,—add-

ing, that if the cabinet should fail, not only in

devising the plan, but in actually carrying it out

within the next three days, then the whole body of

councilors should be executed on the very spot

where the king's foot was bruised.

Then the king kissed his bride, and was very

happy.

But the grand vizier, having communicated these

instructions to his colleagues of the cabinet,

—

namely, the postmaster-general, the prastor, the

sachem, and the three Scribes-and-Pharisces,

—

proceeded to his own home, and consulted his wife,

whose advice he was accustomed to follow with the

utmost faithfulness. After thinking steadily for two

days and nights, on the morning of the third day

the grand vizier's wife advised him to pluck out his

beard, to tear up his garments, and to make his

will; declaring that she could not, upon the most
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THE GRAND VIZIER S VISITOR.

mature deliberation, conceive of any course more
appropriate to the circumstances.

The grand vizier was in the act of separating his

last pair of bag-trousers into very minute strips

indeed, when a knocking at the door arrested

his hand, and in a moment afterward the footman

ushered in a young man of very sickly complexion,

attired in the seediest possible manner. The
grand vizier immediately recognized him as a

person well known about Nimporte for a sort of

loafer, given to mooning about the clover-fields,

and to meditating upon things in general, but not

commonly regarded as ever likely to set a river

on fire.

" O grand vizier !
" said this young person

(the inhabitants of Nimporte usually pronounced

this word much like the French personne, which

means nobody), "I have come to say that if you

will procure the attendance of the king and court

to-morrow morning at eleven o'clock in front of the

palace, I will cover the whole earth with leather

for his majesty in five minutes."

Then the grand vizier arose in the quietest pos-

sible manner, and kicked the young person down
the back-stairs; and when he had reached the bot-

tom stair, the grand vizier tenderly lifted him in

his arms and carried him back to the upper land-

ing, and then kicked him down the front-stairs,

—

in fact, quite out of the front gate.

Having accomplished these matters satisfac-

torily, the grand vizier returned with a much
lighter heart, and completed a draft of his last will

and testament for his lawyer, who was to call at

eleven

.

Punctually at the appointed time—being exactly

three days from the hour when the grand vizi^

received his instructions—the King of Nimporl

and all his court, together with a great mass

citizens, assembled at the scene of the accident

witness the decapitation of the entire cabinet. Tlj

headsman had previously arranged his apparatus

and presently the six unfortunate wise men we,

seen standing with hands tied behind, and wi;

heads bent forward meekly over the six blocks

a row.

The executioner advanced and lifted a long ai

glittering sword. He was in the act of bringii

it down with terrific force upon the neck of

grand vizier, when a stir was observed in

crowd, which quickly increased to a commotion

great that the king raised his hand and bade

executioner wait until he could ascertain the cai

of the disturbance.

In a moment more, the young person appeal

in the open space which had been reserved for :

court, and with a mingled air of proud self-cor

dence and of shrinking reserve, made his obeisaf

before the king.

"O king of the whole earth!" he said,

mi

THE KING ADVANCES HIS RIGHT FOOT.

within the next five minutes I shall have co\\

the whole earth with leather for your majesty,

your gracious highness remit the sentence wil

has been pronounced upon the wise men of

cabinet?

"

It was impossible for the king to refuse.

"Will your majesty then be kind enougll

advance your right foot ?
"

The young person kneeled, and drawing a bul

from his bosom, for a moment manipulated!
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j-'s right foot in a manner which the courtiers

[d not very well understand.

Will your majesty now advance your majesty's

foot ? " said the young person again ; and again

nanipulated.

Will your majesty now walk forth upon the

es?"said the young person; and his majesty

ced forth upon the stones.

Will your majesty now answer : If your majesty

I i"HIS MAJESTY WALKED FORTH UPON THE STONES."

I
jl'ld walk over the entire globe, would not your

sty's feet find leather between them and the

1 the whole way ?
"

It is true," said his majesty.

, j

Will your majesty further answer: Is not the

& e earth, so far as your majesty is concerned,

I '.covered with leather ?
"

»j It is true," said his majesty.

i \D king of the whole earth, what is it ? " cried

•Jjryhole court in one breath.

>.! !n fact, my lords and gentlemen," said the

Mi "I have on, what has never been known
-p whole, great kingdom of Nimporte until this

lent, a pair of—of "

d here the king looked inquiringly at the

g person.

uiiii-et us call them—shoes," said the young

I;.'".

eipen the king, walking to and fro over the peb-

n
opith the greatest comfort and security, looked

ringly at him. "Who are you?" asked his

;ty.

iMii|>
belong," said the young person, "to the

of the poets—who make the earth tolerable

,e feet of man."

lat&fcen the king turned to his cabinet, and pacing

along in front of the six blocks, pointed to his feet,

and inquired :

"What do you think of this invention?"
" I do not like it ; I cannot understand it : I

think the part of wisdom is always to reject the

unintelligible ; I therefore advise your majesty to

refuse it," said the grand vizier, who was really so

piqued, that he would much rather have been

beheaded than live to see the triumph of the young
person whom he had kicked down both pairs of

stairs.

It is worthy of note, however, that when the

grand vizier found himself in his own apartments,

alive and safe, he gave a great leap into the air

and whirled himself with joy, as on a former

occasion.

The postmaster-general also signified his dis-

approval. " I do not like it," said he ;
" they are

not rights and lefts ; I therefore advise your majesty

to refuse the invention."

The praetor was like minded. " It will not do,"

he said; "It is clearly obnoxious to the over-

whelming objection that there is absolutely nothing

objectionable about it ; in my judgment, this should

be sufficient to authorize your majesty's prompt
refusal of the expedient and the decapitation of

the inventor."

" Moreover," added the sachem, " ifyour majesty

once wears them, then every man, woman and

child, will desire to have his, her and its whole

earth covered with leather ; which will create such

a demand for hides, that there will shortly be not a

bullock or a cow in your majesty's dominions : if

your majesty will but contemplate the state of this

kingdom without beef and butter !—there seems no

more room for argument !
"

THE KING DISMISSES HIS CABINET IN DISGRACE.
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" But these objections," cried the three Scribes- will rather betake me to the counsels of the pcj

and-Pharisees, " although powerful enough in and he shall be my sole adviser for the futu I

themselves, O king of the whole earth, have not as for you, live—but live in shame for the little.-!

yet touched the most heinous fault of this inventor, of your souls !
" And he dismissed them from I

and that is, that there is no reserved force about presence in disgrace,

this invention ; the young person has actually done It was then that the King of Nimporte uttel

' HE GAVE A GREAT LEAP INTO THE AIR AND WHIRLED HIMSELF WITH JOY.

the very best he could in the most candid manner; that proverb which has since become so f

this is clearly in violation of the rules of art,

—

among the Persians ; for, turning away tl

witness the artistic restraint of our own behavior in palace, with his bride on one arm and the

this matter !

" person on the other, he said

:

Then the King of Nimporte said :
" O wise men " To HIM WHO WEARS A SHOE, IT is AS 1.1

of my former cabinet, your wisdom seems folly; I WHOLE EARTH WAS COVERED WITH LEATHil
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THE FIRST TIME.

Bv Saxe Holm.

3ERHAPS I ought to have said, instead of " The

st Time," " The first time that I can remem-
." For I was eight years old when I told the lie

ich I am going to confess now ; and I am afraid

light have told some others before it ; but I do

remember one ; and on the whole, I do not

ieve there could have been any, for I cannot

igine how, if there had been, I could have for-

ten it. I don't believe anybody can ever forget

i misery of having told a lie. It would be as

d as to forget how the toothache feels, after

have had it once.

Vhen 1 was a little girl, I went to a little school,

ch was kept by a very little lady, in a very little

se. The little lady herself lived in another little

se, which was divided from the little school-

se only by a little garden. I did not know then

' little the houses, and the garden, and my
)ol-teacher were. Miss Caroline seemed large

powerful to me ; and as for her ferule, it looked

jer to me than the big trees of California looked

:n I saw them a few years ago. But when I

t back, a grown woman, to my old home, and

ced past Miss Caroline's cottage and the little old

)ol-house, I hardly could believe my eyes, every-

g was so tiny; and I could have picked Miss

oline up under my arm.

he school-house had been a shoe-maker's shop

e, and some of the shoe-maker's furniture had
a left in it. There was the bench on which he

I to sit and work ; this had a little open box at

end, where he used to keep his tools; this

ch stood in the middle of the room, in front of

3 Caroline's desk, and all the classes sat on it

•ecite their lessons. The end which had the

i box on it was called the " head " of the class,

"e I kept up "at the head," in spelling, a

le week, and I grew so used to having hold of

edge of the box, and slipping my fingers back

forth on it, that when I lost my place, and
a boy or a girl on my left side, I had hard

i not to keep all the time taking hold of their

s, instead of the box. There used to be also a

t drawer under the bench, at this end ; but

i Caroline had that taken off, after she found

that it was there Ned Spofford hid the " spit-

's " he used to fire up and down all the classes

ecited in. Oh, what a bad boy Ned Spofford

I But how we all did like him ! Even Miss

iline herself, I think, liked him better than any
r scholar in all the school ; and yet he gave

Vol. IV.—31.

her twice as much trouble as all the other scholars

put together. But he was so good-natured and
affectionate that nobody could help loving him, in

spite of his mischief. He never resisted nor strug-

gled when she had to punish him. I really think

he got feruled as often as once a week ; but he

used to hold out his hand the minute she told him
to, and look straight into her eyes while she struck

him. Sometimes he would bite his lips, and the

tears would come into his eyes, but he never

cried, nor begged off, as the rest of us did. He
was as brave as he was mischievous. Even when
he had to sit on the dunce-stool for twenty min-

utes with his mouth wide open and a piece of corn-

cob set firmly between his teeth, he never cried.

This was Miss Caroline's worst punishment. I think

if she herself had tried it once, to see how much
it hurt, she never would have had the heart to

inflict it on us. At first, when she wedged in the

piece of cob, you felt like laughing that anybody
should think such a thing as that could be much
of a punishment; but pretty soon your jaws began

to ache, and then the back of your neck ached,

and then the pain reached up into the back of

your head, and into your ears, and it became real

torture ; there was not a single boy in school that

could bear it without the tears streaming down his

cheeks, except Ned Spofford. Miss Caroline very

rarely did it to girls ; I think no one but Sarah

Kellogg and I ever had it. We were the worst

girls in school ; we two and Ned Spofford were

the three black sheep in Miss Caroline's little flock.

But you will think I am a long time coming to

the story of that lie. The truth is that, old woman
as I am, I do not like to live that lie over again,

I suffered so much, first and last, from it. But I

have made up my mind to tell you the story, suf-

ferings and all, because I think perhaps it may
help some one of you, some day, to keep from tell-

ing a lie, if you recollect how uncomfortable I was

after telling one.

This was the way it happened

:

Miss Caroline used to keep an exact record each

day of our recitations and our behavior. She used

to write this down in an old brown leather-covered

ledger which had belonged to the shoe-maker, but

in which he had written only a few pages before he

died. He left all his things to Miss Caroline's

father, who had built the little shoe-shop for him,

but never had had any rent for it.

Every Saturday, Miss Caroline used to make out
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for each scholar what she called a "report."

They were most beautifully written in a fine old-

fashioned hand, on small oblong pieces of thin and

bluish paper. I can see one before me at this

minute, as if it were only yesterday that I carried

the last one home to my mother. This is the way

they were made

:

Monday : 5
:

5 3

Tuesday ; 5 1 5
j

2

I

Wednesday
I 5 I 5 ! 3

Thursday
i 5

]
5

j

1

Friday
I 5 | 5

j

o

Saturday ' 4 5 I o

5 5

4 2

3 1

2 1

2

2

1

1

The number "5" was the highest number given.

That meant •perfect." "4" meant tolerably

good; "4)4 " was almost as good as " 5." Sarah

Kellogg and Ned Spofford and I seldom got

more than "4J4" in "deportment." "3" was

pretty bad ;
"2" was very bad; " I " was outra-

geous; and there were even such things as " o's
"

put down sometimes—that was a degree of badness

too bad for even the lowest numeral to represent.

When school was dismissed Saturday noon (we

never had any school Saturday afternoons), we all

went up to Miss Caroline's desk, and received

our reports. We were to carry them home, and

show them to our parents ; Monday morning we

were to bring them back, with the name of either

our father or our mother written at the bottom,

to prove to Miss Caroline that they had examined

the report. When we left the school-house, we all

used to walk along very slowly together, looking

over each other's shoulders, and comparing our

reports. Now and then a scholar would get "all

fives ;
" and we used to look upon such a one

with mingled envy and admiration. Sometimes we
thought Miss Caroline's marks were unjust, and

very angry quarrels would arise among us, in con-

sequence. You often might see a group of us

standing still in the middle of the sidewalk, with

our heads close together, and the little pieces of

thin blue paper fluttering from hand to hand, and

a Babel of loud and excited voices all talking at

once. A stranger passing would have been much
puzzled at overhearing such sentences as these

:

" I don't care. I was a great deal better on Fri-

day than I was on Thursday, and here she 's given

me only ' three.'
"

"And she's given me 'two' and Ned 'three,'

and I did n't fire a single spit-ball ; he fired them

all; I only laughed."

" Now, that 's too mean ! I 've only got ' fil

in arithmetic all this week, and I 've never mil
more than one question. I think she might ll

given me ' four and a half.'
"

Ned Spofford hardly ever had anything I
" twos" and " threes" for " deportment," thcj

he had more "fives" in other things than

scholar in school. But he didn't care anyt

about his reports; he used to cram them int<

pockets as if they were so much waste paper,!

never kept them. Now, my mother made me ll

all mine pasted into a nice little blank-book ; tn

then, once in two or three months, she would I
them over with me, and tell me whether, on^
whole, I was doing better or worse than I had
before. I did not much like the sight of this

blank-book ; and yet I always had a fine air

of how it would look some day when I ha
whole pages filled with reports—" all fives

always got " fives" on Mondays,— I began the

with such fine resolutions. I don't believe I

had a report which did n't have "five" for "de
ment " on Monday. I usually held out pretty

through Tuesday also, but by Wednesday I b

to fail ; and from that all the way to Sati:

noon I was apt to get worse and worse. I reciH

my dear mother, who was as full of fun as she <
be, used to say very droll things about the d'B

ishing lines of figures on my reports.

" Oh dear me, Peggy," she used to say, " p
are these poor little rows of figures sliding

hill again, as hard as they can go, as if they

all running a race with each other, trying to

' No. 1 ' first !

"

She used to talk very earnestly with me
when she made me laugh ; sometimes I thin

was the very jolliest and wisest mother that

lived; but, I suppose, all children think so of

mothers. I was never afraid to show he

reports, however bad they were ; because

always was so cheery and full of hope tha

have a better one next time. The thing

dread, however, was having them shown t

father. He was a stern and silent man. He
all his time in his study, shut up with his 1;

We rarely saw him except at meals, and he

played with us. Whenever we did wrong, h
to sigh so deeply, it sounded as if his breath

j

give out ; and say

—

" My child ! my child !
" in a tone of

seemed to me then terrible grief. Now I

that it was partly dyspepsia which made hin

such gloomy views of little things. But it u

seem to me then that, if I did not take c

would really some day be the death of him
misconduct. If he had punished me seve

should not have minded it half so much a

v
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>se long-drawn sighs, and those foreboding

ikes of the head, and those mournful tones.

[ usually got home from school, Saturday noons,

jut half an hour before dinner. My mother was

'ays sitting then in the sitting-room, at her little

rk-table. I gave her my report as soon as I

ne in, and, after looking it over, she laid it on

! top of her work-basket. While the dessert was

ng brought in, my father always said :

' Where is my little daughter's report for this

sk? " and my mother would say :

' Run and bring it, Peggy."

)h, how slowly I used to walk back to that
1 ner-table when I had a very bad report to

nv ! I dare say many a soldier marches up

'ard the cannon with less fear than I used to go

my father's side, and lay that little piece of paper

his hand. When the report was more than

"tally good, he smiled, and said sometimes

:

Well done, my daughter ! I see you are trying

jive your parents pleasure." Oh, how happy I

then ! When it was bad, he only sighed,

I it down by his plate, and, without speaking a

d to me, went on eating his dinner. Then I

d to wish the floor would open and swallow me
; and I used to say in my heart, " I '11 never

e another bad report as long as I live—never !

"

ren used to lie awake in the night, and think

/ pale and unhappy my father had looked at the

it of the report, and resolve and resolve that he

uld never look so again on my account. I

lember once that we had the word " parricide"
'• iur spelling lesson, and Miss Caroline told us it

int the murderer of a parent, and the thought

"'I' nted me for days, that if I grieved my father so

"ft he died, I should be a parricide. The name
tied to me the most dreadful word I ever heard.

''' am telling you all this, so that you can partly

'lerstand the strength of the temptation which

me to tell my first lie. It was about one of

ie reports, the very worst I ever had. I never

il forget the Saturday when that report was put

my hand. I was not wholly unprepared for it.

jew I had played truant three mornings in suc-

ion, and I knew that I had behaved outra-
ne

|
usly every day. Miss Caroline had kept me in at

H',:ss three times, had feruled me once, and had
ned more out of patience with me than I had
! known before. Still I did not dream that

0| r report would be quite so bad as it was. In the

I'nple which I have made for you I have filled in

W figures about as I think they were in that
; " idful report. You will see that for four days I

'"I had the lowest number in deportment, and a
mf ' bad record in punctuality. I always had " all

wt" in Latin and geography. I liked those

t'j'ies better than any others, and my Latin I

studied at home with my father. Arithmetic I

never could understand (and can't yet),—and I

hated it so, I really did not try much. However,

I never had had a cipher on my report before.

The tears came into my eyes as soon as I looked at

the paper, and I threw it down on the ground

angrily, and exclaimed: "I'll never carry that

thing home."
" I do not wonder you feel so, Peggy," said Miss

Caroline's mild, low voice, just behind me ;

" I hope

it will be a lesson to you to be a better girl next

week." And she picked up the report and laid it

in my hands again ; she locked the school-room

door, and walked away. I stood outside, leaning

against the wall, my eyes fixed on the hateful

paper. Ned Spofford ran up and looked over my
shoulder at it.

"Whew, Peg!" said he, whistling; "that is

rather rough on you."

I was too wretched to speak at first. The tears

began to roll down my cheeks.

"Oh, pshaw!" said Ned. "Don't be such a

goose. What 's the use of crying ? Who cares

about her old reports, anyhow ?
"

" Oh Ned," said 1, " it 's only showing it to my
father. That 's all I mind."

"Why, does your father look at them?" exclaimed

Ned. " Mine don't; nor my mother neither, half

the time. Lucindy signed mine last time. I guess

they think they are all nonsense."

For the first time in my life the idea crossed my
mind that I might have liked some other father

and mother better than mine. But there was no

comfort for me in any such speculation.

" I don't mean to go home at all," I exclaimed.
• I mean to run away. I 'd rather die than show

my father that report."

"O Lor'," said Ned, "I'm glad I aint a girl.

I never saw such fools as you all are ! Why, the

worst that can happen to you would be to get a

thrashing ; and that 's soon over. I don't mind

'em."
" That is n't the worst, either." said I, sullenly.

" That 's all you know about it, Ned Spofford. My
father and mother don't thrash."

"Why, Peg! What is it they do ? " said Ned,

in an almost terrified whisper, evidently thinking

he was about to hear of some horrible cruelty.

" My father just sighs and looks,—oh, it 's

dreadful the way he looks !—just as white and sick

as anything," I replied; "and once he said that he

was afraid I should bring down his gray hairs with

sorrow to the grave," I sobbed.
" Fiddlestick's end !

" cried Ned. " Is that all ?

Peg, you 're a bigger fool even than I took you to

be. Come on. Let 's go home. We 're going to

have boiled rooster for dinner. Come on."
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But I would not stir, and he ran off without me.

I stood leaning against the wall some minutes

longer, and then I walked slowly toward home,—our

house was only a few steps off,—our orchard came up

close to the south wall of the school-house. A
low stone wall separated this field from the street;

usually I walked home on the wall; but I had no

spirits for walking on stone walls this day.

It was early in March ; the snow had lain unbroken

all winter, three feet on a level ; now it was melt-

ing and breaking up, and swelling the rivers and

brooks till they overflowed their banks everywhere.

Roads were deep in muddy slush, and sidewalks

orchard. Whenever there was a hard rain, till

would be a little brook under this bridge, fol

few hours,—for we lived at the foot of a hill ; I

the greater part of the time the ditch was el

On this day, however, of which I am telling yoil

was a foaming torrent. The water came alnl

up to the planks of the bridge, and leaped I

splashed on the stone wall. I stopped to looll

it. The wind was blowing hard, and as I heldi
report loosely in one hand, it fluttered in the w«
and nearly blew away. "Oh," thought I, " I
I wish it had blown away, where I never could 1
it !

" and then and there, on that very instant, cm

MISS CAROLINE GIVES ME A "REPORT.

were almost as bad. Little rivulets of foaming

water, carrying along tossing fragments of ice and

muddy snow, ran along the sides of the streets.

Every child who lives in New England sees just

such sights every spring ; and I often see school-

children now, with India rubber boots on, wading

along in dirty streams of melted snow, just as I

used to long to wade when I was a little girl, but

never could, because in those days India rubber

boots had not been invented. We had only India

rubber shoes, and very hard it was sometimes to

keep from getting our feet wet.

A few steps from our house, a little bridge had

been made in the sidewalk, and a ditch dug, to

let the water run off the street down into our

the temptation to throw it down into the broo'jjfad

say that it had fallen in. I did not yield at fie.

I recollect very well that I stood a long time 01H
bridge deliberating. I picked up an old ead

raspberry-bush and whipped the muddy, foafc^

snow with it; I pushed the little bunches 02 of

the corners where they had got wedged, and wa hed

to see them sucked under the stone wall. Alhe

time the words were going through my mind 11

" Throw the report into the brook, and srBu

wind blew it in, and you could not get it out. I

Then other words seemed to try to crowd th first

words out. It was just as if two people were his-

pering, first one and then the other, in myars.

The other words said :
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No. It would be mean. It would be cow-

dly. It would be a lie. For pity's sake, don't

i it."

The longer I listened, the louder the first words

unded, and the fainter sounded the others. That

always the way with these uncomfortable things

lied temptations : if you listen to them at all,

ey speak louder and louder, until finally you

n't hear any other voice but theirs. At last, I

,d to myself, " I '11 do it," and in a minute more

had done it. I rolled the report up in a tight

II, and threw it in. I jammed it down with the

ipberry-bush ; it rolled over and over, and bob-

d up to the surface two or three times. I had

reral chances to pick it out of the water, but I

1 not. I watched it swirl in under the stone wall,

d then I ran home as fast as I could go. I felt

ite light-hearted for a minute, I was so glad to

ji rid of that- report. But my light-heartedness

I 1 not last long. As soon as I opened the door
'
^o the hall, I saw the sitting-room door wide

jen; and my mother called out pleasantly :

]

: 'Why, Peggy, how late you are this noon!

inner is just going on the table ; have you got a

id report to show papa to-day ?
"

Dh, how I did feel ! I never dreamed that it

(,5 going to be so hard to tell a he. It seemed to

that my very tongue grew stiff, and did not

6 to pronounce the words. It seemed to me
age before I could speak at all. Then I onlv

i:

'I have n't got any report."

it"ou see I was trying to put off the time for the

to come.

i' Have n't got any report?" said my mother,

i surprised voice. " Is Miss Caroline sick? "

'No," said I; and it seemed to me my voice

M;W weaker and queerer every minute. "She
sjii'de one out, but I lost it. The wind blew it into

3. brook."

iiAll this time I pretended to be very busy wiping

India rubbers on the mat, and hanging up my
ags. Usually I would hardly wait to take them
I was in such a hurry to run in and kiss my

>he did not speak again for some minutes. Then
a. said, in a grave voice

:

,'I am very sorry you lost it. Papa will be dis-

jointed not to know how his little girl has been
lg this week. Was it a good report, Peggy? "

)h, dear me ! Would there never come an end
he lies I should have to tell to prop up that first

, ?

flit'- ,

hesitated. The same wicked voice which had

, spered in my ear, "Throw the report in the
'

v
Dk," whispered now:

'I If you say it was a bad one, then she will be

more likely to suspect you of having lost it on pur-

pose."

But I could not make up my mind to say it was

a good one. So I stammered out:

" I don't remember."

My mother did not make any reply. I think she

had feared in the beginning, from the very tone of

my voice, that I was not telling her the truth, and

now she was sure of it.

When I went into the sitting-room, I walked

slowly toward her, and she took me in her lap and

kissed me. If she had said one word to show that

she suspected me of having lied, I should have

burst into tears, and told her all about it; but she

was too wise a mother to do that. She knew very

well that the surest way to make me hate a lie was

to let me live along with it fastened to me for

a while. So she began to talk about something

else, just as if nothing had happened, and in a few

minutes we went to dinner.

I hardly could eat a mouthful. It seemed to me,

whenever my father looked at me, that his eyes

were sterner than ever. A dreadful voice seemed
dinning in my ears:

" In a few minutes more, dessert will be brought

in, and then he will ask for the report."

As soon as the servant began to remove the meat
and vegetables, I said :

" I don't want any dessert. May I be excused ?"

" Not want any dessert !
" exclaimed my mother.

"Why, Peggy, you must be ill. We are going

to have Indian pudding and cream."

Now, there was nothing in the world I liked so

well as Indian pudding ; and my father and mother
both knew it. It makes me laugh now, to think

how my dear mother must have pitied me in her

heart when she heard me reply

:

" But I am not hungry ; I don't want any."

Then my mother said: "Very well; you may go."

And did n't I run fast toward the door ! And
did n't I hope, for two seconds, that my father was
going to forget to ask after the report ! Alas ! no

such escape for me !

"Peggy, Peggy," he called, "what is all this

hurry about ? Bring me your report, dear. I

want to see that."

Before I had time to reply, my good, kind mother
replied for me

:

"Oh, Peggy has lost her report," she said.

" The wind blew it into the brook. So we shall not

know how good a girl she has been this week."

This was the worst thing yet: to have to stand

there and hear my mother tell my lie over again

for me.

"What!" said my father, vehemently. "This
high wind blow anything into the brook ?

"

"Yes," said my mother, in what I now under-
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stand must have been a very meaning tone ;
" that

is the way it happened. Run away, Peggy dear,

and play."

Play ! I was thankful to escape out of the room

;

but I felt no more like playing than I did like

drowning myself. I never had felt so miserable in

my whole life.

I put on my India rubbers and rolled up my
pantalets (in those days all little girls wore long

white pantalets down to their ankles). Then I

went out, climbed over the stone wall into the

orchard, and began looking in the brook after my
report. Of course, if I had been older, I should

have known better. But I was a poor, ignorant,

naughty little child, only eight years old, and I

hoped I should find the little roll of paper floating

along on the water, just as I left it. I found a big,

strong stick, and I fished out every little thing I

could see in the brook which looked in the least

like a bit of paper. It was very cold and wet, and

dismal, and before long I got to crying so that I

could hardly see anything. It did seem to me too

bad that now I really wanted to get the report back

and carry it home to my mother, I could not find it.

Suddenly I made a misstep on the bank where it

was covered with snow, and plunged in, both feet,

into the water, nearly up to my knees. Except for

my big stick, I hardly could have got out. I was

horribly frightened and dripping wet, but there

seemed a sort of relief in having a new kind of

misery. It put the lie out of my thoughts for a

few minutes. I went into the house crying out

loud, and looking like a little half-drowned ani-

mal. The muddy water dripped from me as I

walked, and I left the wet prints of my feet at each

step.

" Mercy on me, child ! where have you been ?
"

cried my mother. "Don't come a step farther.

Stand still right there, till Mary can get off your

things."
'•

I was looking for my report in the brook,"

sobbed I, " and I fell in ; and I can't find it."

Ah, how loving and sympathetic my mother was

then. She understood all about it ; she knew just

how wretched I was.

" Never mind about the report, darling," she

said ; "let it go. The little fishes can read it if

they want to, and make some like it for their

schools."

But I was too unhappy to laugh. I only cried

the harder. Then they undressed me, put on my
flannel night-gown, rolled me all up in blankets,

and laid me on the lounge by the fire ; and my
mother sat down close by me, and began to read

aloud a nice fairy story. Pretty soon, in spite of

all my unhappiness, I fell asleep, and when I waked

up it was about dark. My mother was still sitting

by my side. I watched her for some minutes bef|e

she knew I was awake. She was sitting with 3

eyes fixed on the fire, and looked as if she \v|

thinking very hard.

"Oh dear," I thought, "I know what shl

thinking about. I don't believe she believes ril

but why don't she say so ? I should think shl
whip me for telling a lie."

As soon as she saw I had waked, she said

:

"Well, my little diver, are you rested?"

Then she told me about the way the divers I
down in the sea after pearls, and at the end of I
story, she said

:

" I guess it wasn't much of a pearl you vM
diving after, Peggy, was it ?

'

" No, mamma," said I. " I don't believe it \j

as near as I can remember. I think it was a pi

bad report."

She waited in silence for some minutes after

I think she hoped I would confess the truth to

then. But I was too cowardly. I lay still,

my face turned to the back of the lounge, tr

to take a little comfort to myself, because I

owned up that the report was not a good I
That was the last time she spoke to me aboull:

report, except the next Monday morning, why]
was setting off for school, she said :

" Oh, wait a minute, Peggy. I '11 write a Be

to Miss Caroline, and tell her how you lost rar

report."

I had not thought of this new occasion for ancat

lie. I stood still by her side while she wrotem
note. Oh, how mean I felt

!

" Peggy MacFarland," I said to myself, " y<.K

too mean to live. That 's the second time yo«8

let your mother tell over that lie for you. H
don't you own it up, and have it done with." 1

But the terror of my father's suffering an< liis-

pleasure sealed my lips.

When Miss Caroline read the note, she loH
at me very earnestly. Then she said :

"Why, Peggy, your mother says the wind lev

your report into the brook. What a pity ! i>u

keep all your reports in a little book, don't yo

" Yes, ma'am," said I.

" But I think your last week's report was

very good one ; it wont be much of a loss t

book, will it ?

"

y No, ma'am," said I, very.faintly.

" Ahem !
" said Ned Spofford. '

' Ahem ! Ah'

pretending to have a bad coughing fit. As
as I looked at him, he put his tongue intc

cheek, and made such a ridiculous face, that I m
in a minute that he did not believe that I reallM

lost the report

"Oh dear!" th

too. What shall

lought I, " I '11 have to lie tofd/i

I do? what shall I do?"



THE FIRST TIME. 479

, "hen he lifted up the lid of his desk, and hiding

face behind it, made a grimace at me in the

it insulting manner. I knew then that he

ught I had thrown the report away, and I felt

ut as afraid of him as I was of my father. I

an to feel really ill from the long strain on my
res of all the terror and excitement and shame.

atched the clock in misery, I so dreaded to have

t ;ss come. It seemed to me the hands never

t it so quick before. If I had dared, I would have

i d in my seat, and not gone out with the children
;

I

I knew that would only be putting off the evil

; I might as well have it over with ; so 1 ran

with the rest, but tried to keep out of Ned's

. It was no use. He followed me everywhere,

,ng, in tones of mock sympathy :

f
Oh, Miss Peggy, she has lost her report in the

I What shall we do for her ?
"

.'hen all the other children gathered around, and

, .,;d how it happened. Not one of them doubted

word except Ned. He was a good deal older

i the rest of us. He must have been nearly

Ive, I think, and we all looked up to him. He
II to draw us on his sled and give us apples,

father was a farmer, and had hundreds of bar-

of apples every year.

despair of giving you a fair idea of my miseries

the next three days. Ned did not let me have

i minute's peace,—on the way to school, and
r school, and in recess, he always was saying

ething about that report. I honestly think he
not do this wholly out of mischief; he did it

ly to punish me for having done such a mean
cowardly thing as to tell a lie. That was a thing

lespised ; he never had been known to tell one.

n if he knew he would have a whipping, he would
up the very worst piece of mischief he ever did.

n Thursday morning I waked with a bad sore

at. When the doctor came, he said I must

l||i
in bed, and be kept very quiet. I heard my
her tell him about my falling into the brook on

,
jirday, and then I heard her say

:

1 1 think it is not so much the wetting as it is the

tement the child has been under." And then I

idered still more if she really knew all about it,

f

if she did, why she did not whip me for the lie.

illy think nothing would have done so much to

fort me as to have had her give me a very
l| re punishment of some sort : not that I was

i punished every minute, almost more than I

[

d bear, by my own thoughts, but I would have

(

l to have somebody else punish me too. How-
, I had not courage to confess the truth.

I was very ill for nearly two weeks. The first

day I went to school, Miss Caroline gave me a

report made out for the last three days I had been

in school, before 1 was taken ill. It was " all

fives," but it was too late. There did n't seem to

be any credit in having done anything well, or in

having behaved ever so well, so long as I had that

lie on my mind. It did n't seem as if a liar had

any business with a good report.

My mother was much pleased with it, and at

dinner my father said:

" Well done, little daughter! I wonder if you

could have kept it up all the week if the sore

throat had not come."

After dinner my mother pasted it into the little

book. I looked over her shoulder while she did it.

She left a blank space above it, just the size for

another report, and in that she put the date of that

unhappy Saturday, and wrote below it

:

" Report for this week drowned in the brook."

Then she said to me :

" Now we always shall remember why there were

only three reports for last month."

Then she wrote in two other spaces

—

"Absent from school this week on account of

illness," and then, kissing me, she said :

"And now we'll begin again, Peggy, with a

good fresh start, wont we ? Poor little girlie, you

look pretty thin."

I began to cry, and was on the point then of tell-

ing her all about it. But my miserable cowardice

kept the words back. I thought I would tell her

some night in the dark. But I never did : week

after week passed, and month after month, and

year after year; and I grew to be a great girl,

—

ten, eleven, twelve years old,—and yet I never had

told her.

Every time I saw the page in the book where it

was written, " Report for this week drowned in the

brook," I felt very unhappy, and resolved that I

would tell the truth ; but I was a coward ; and 1

kept putting it off, and putting it off, and before I

was thirteen my good kind mother died. That is

a great many years ago; but I remember it as if it

were yesterday ; and I remember that when I

looked on her face in her coffin, I thought about

that lie, and wished I had confessed it to her before

she died. Now, if my confessing it, at this late

day, can make one boy or one girl realize what a

wicked, mean, cowardly, sneaking thing it is to tell

a lie, and what dreadful misery all liars live in, I

shall think I have done something to atone for that

wicked Saturday so long ago.
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THE DISCONTENTED DOWAGER.

By E. L. B.

Once upon a time, in the drawing-room of a It was evident the old dowager must have bee(j

stately mansion, there hung a very fine portrait all high and mighty person while she lived, not cla

framed in a golden frame and swung from the cor- from this fine attire, but from a very commands

THE DOU'.U.I'

nice by a thick silken cord. This portrait, which

had been painted long ago by a famous artist, was

the picture of an old dowager—which means, you

know, a grand old lady—with very red cheeks, very

bright eyes, very thick gray hair, and very fat neck

and arms. She was dressed in a red velvet gown,

with the funniest short waist you ever saw in your

lives ; she wore a splendid necklace about her

throat, bracelets upon both arms, and ever so many
rings on her fingers, while her hair was twisted up

into a queer-looking bunch on the top of her head,

and trimmed with ribbons and rich ostrich plumes.

look in her sharp eyes, and a very proud expnsiun

about her firm lips.

But it was years and years since the old do:lt(

had lived, and a great many changes had

place in the world. People did n't go arouncl

bare necks and ostrich plumes any longerf

did n't do a good many other things it was thl

right and proper to do in the old dowager's not:

and so, as she looked down from the wall anfctf,

what folks did and how they lived nowadayfeli*

was very much astonished, and also—thougfthS

ought not to have been—very much disgledJ
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deed, if the family that lived in the house could

ve heard the old dowager's remarks upon them

len they had gone to bed and the lights were put

t,—remarks addressed to the other portraits in

a room, and especially to a fat, puffy-looking old

ntleman in a wig and ruffled shirt, who hung

-posite,— I am afraid their feelings would have

en hurt very much. It was then the old dowager
1 ed to open those tight red lips, and wink those

boy with a dirty face, painted by a Mr. Murillo, or

another portrait close by her side, painted by a Mr.
Raphael, of a certain St. Cecilia who not only had

'

no ostrich plume to her head, but not even a shoe

or stocking to her foot

!

Do you want to know what were the things the

dowager complained of? Why, there were so

many I could n't remember half of them. She
complained of the impudent way in which people

THE PUFFY OLD GENTLEMAN.

plight gray eyes, and speak her mind freely, about

: things she saw and heard, to the puffy old gen-
liijitnan, who thus was robbed of his rest to such an
id! -.em, that it was no wonder he always looked
ili'jepy and stupid.

win short, the old dowager found so many things
Ml scold about, and so many new aggravations

A 'Mired every day, that soon she spent the whole
jii every night in railing, and gave the other por-

l)j its no peace of their lives. She never stopped
it": think how much better off she was than a por-

BJ it, on the other side of the room,

came up and stared at her, and made remarks

about her clothes and person ; but then she com-

plained even more when they went past and took

no notice of her. She scolded now because there

was too much light in the room, so 'hat her fine

points could not be seen ; again, b*„r*use there

was n't light enough. She scolded jecause the

housemaids dusted her face with a brush, as though

she had been a chair or a table ; but she scolded

twice as hard if she were not dusted. She would

fly into the most dreadful passion if any one

dared to talk too loudly in the room, and yet
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she fell into a rage of curiosity and jealousy if

they spoke in a whisper, or withdrew out of ear-

shot. Then the flies lit on her face, and bit her

and tickled her nose, so that—as she told the old

gentleman—she felt a constant inclination to sneeze,

which spoiled her expression. But, worse than all,

spiders !—Ugh-h ! black, long-legged spiders !

—

got behind her frame and crawled up her back

;

"and she just wanted the family to understand she

could n't and would n't bear it, and some day she

would scream out and tear her canvas." Again:

the family used to go to bed nights and let the

fires out, and the house became so chilled that she

told the old gentleman she was sure she should

catch her death-o'-cold and go into a decline.

" Why," she exclaimed, savagely, " they crawl into

their warm beds and tuck themselves in, but they

seem to think /am made of cast-iron !

"

But her greatest grievance was the children, who
sometimes came to play in the room where she was

hung. There were only two, to be sure,—a little

boy and a little girl.—but the dowager did n't

approve of their presence, and so she watched them

with jealous eyes to see that they did no mischief,

though I grieve to say they sometimes did. At first

they never thought of the old dowager's watching

them, till one day the little girl took down her

mother's beautiful portfolio,—which she had been

forbidden to touch,—and was strewing the pictures

all over the floor, when she happened to look up.

and caught the dowager's eye fixed sternly upon

her. And what do you think she did ?—tremble

and run away ? No ; I am shocked to say she

made a grimace. Oh, my, my, what a bold, bad

little girl ! Think of making a face at your great-

great-great-grandmother ! How do you suppose

she dared to do it ? But that was nothing to what

the little boy did; for, once when he was playing

with his rubber ball in the parlor, which he had

been expressly forbidden to do, the old dowager

frowned on him so sternly that he threw the rub-

ber ball—the saucy little wretch—and struck his

g-g-g-grandmother in the eye ! I really do not know

3

what might have happened then—very likely t

old dowager would have come straight down fra

the wall, and punished him on the spot,—if Is

mother had not come in.

This was the last time the children ever troubll

her, for thenceforth they were kept out of the rooij;

but none the less the old dowager fell into such

intolerable habit of carping and fault-finding til

she made not only herself miserable, but all l|

other portraits as well; and though she found oil

food for ridicule and censure in the sayings a8

doings of the people about her, she neverthelij

spent her whole time in listening to and watchift

them, instead of improving her mind by readil

the book in her lap, into which she was nei

seen to look.

At length, misfortune fell upon the family*

which the old dowager belonged, and their statM

mansion, the furniture, and all their valualft

were sold at auction. A rude and curious crJ
thronged the rooms, and poked canes and umbreis

at the old dowager, and laughed at her bracets

and ostrich plumes, and made jokes about IB

Then she and the puffy old gentleman were m.

up for sale, and knocked down at a very low pl<

to a dirty, hook-nosed man, who carted them a'»

to a dark, dingy shop, and there he took the

dowager out of her fine frame and put another r.4

ure in it, and sold it ; and after a few daysifc

packed the poor crestfallen old lady away ill

dark, musty loft, where a lot of rubbish was pfcd

upon her, squeezing her dreadfully. There ae

lay year after year, whilst the dust gathered tlfjk

upon her, and the spiders made their webs all alft

her, and the mice ran over her face, and the m hs

gnawed great holes in her fine velvet gown, ti $t

last, when, after a long time, she was taken d(B,

:

she was such a sorry-looking object that she as

ruthlessly torn into strips and thrown into the -(

barrel.

And now, if any boy or girl does n't knowhe

moral to this fable, he or she must write andpe(

Jack-in-the-Pulpit about it.
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GRASS.

1 By Edgar Fawcett.

1 E rose is praised for its beaming face.

The lily for saintly whiteness ;

: love this bloom for its languid grace.

And that for its airy lightness.

;
:: say of the oak, " How grand of girth !

"

Of the willow we say, "How slender!"

d yet to the soft grass, clothing earth.

low slight is the praise we render !

Each year her buttercups nod and drowse,

With sun and dew brimming over
;

Each year she pleases the greedy cows

With oceans of honeyed clover !

Each year on the earth's wide breast she waves,

From spring until bleak November
;

And then—she remembers so many graves

That no one else will remember !

: the grass knows well, in her secret heart,

iow we love her cool green raiment
;

I she plays in silence her lovely part,

Ind cares not at all for payment.

Here 's a lesson that he who runs may read

Though I fear but few have won it,

—

The best reward of a kindly deed

Is the knowledge of having done it !

And while she serves us, with goodness mute,

In return for such sweet dealings,

We tread her carelessly underfoot,

—

Yet we never wound her feelings !

MY

c;

FRIEND, COLONEL BACKUS.
CA Talk with Big Boys.)

By Holland.

wish you knew Colonel Backus. I think he

ild amuse you. He amuses me immensely.

o'.: Colonel belongs to one of our best families,

)ij was once a handsome man. When he is well

snugly dressed, he thinks he is handsome
'; but there's no denying it—he's fat. He
. short of breath and very red in the face going

tairs. This corpulence of his is a great trouble

i rim. He says it is constitutional, and he ac-

its for it on the ground that an uncle—the very

he was named for—on his father's side, and an

t on his mother's, were fat before him !

.e can't eat oatmeal, or potatoes, or bread,

mse these make starch, and starch makes fat.

rides a hard-trotting horse in the park, with a

e that would seem to say to all whom he meets :

ow, this is enjoyment !—these breezes, these

5, this beautiful sward, this broad sky, these

-songs, these glassy lakes, how they thrill me

I am free from the con-

I am one with nature.

and fill me with delight !

ventionalitics of the town :

Hurrah !

"

What the Colonel really does say is :
" Confound

this old fulling-mill ! A man might as well ride

the crest of an earthquake ; but I 'm bound to get

rid of this flesh, if pounding will do it."

But it don't do it, and wont do it. He grows

stouter and stouter, and snaps off more and more
buttons when he puts on his boots, and talks more
and more about his tailor scrimping his clothes.

Now, I suppose I must tell you what the real

trouble is with the Colonel, though he never would

confess it. The Colonel drinks. And what do

you suppose the Colonel drinks for? You can't

make him believe that it has anything to do with

his getting stout. I 'm going to tell you, by and
by, what I think of it ; but, first, I must tell you

about the Colonel's last experiment. One night
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he came home to dinner, radiant. He had found

his cure.

" Has it come ? " inquired he of Mrs. Backus.
" Has what come ?" she asked.

" Why, my—my lift—my machine—my lifting-

machine," he responded.
" Something has come," replied Mrs. Backus,

'" something heavy, and I have had it sent into the

basement."
" Just the place for it," said the Colonel. " Now,

you see, I 'm going to get rid of this fat,"—and

down-stairs he went.

When he returned, he had broken off a sus-

pender button, and looked rather limp and solemn.

But when he rose from his dinner that day, he

declared that he had not felt so well in a year.

About five days after that, while sitting quietly at

the dinner-table, he suddenly pushed back his

chair and slapped his hand in a sharp, vexed way

upon his knee.
" Confound it," said he, " I have n't thought of

my lift-cure for five days."

And so it happened every day. He was so eager

to get at his dinner and his wine, when he returned

from his office, that he forgot his lifting-machine.

Meantime, he grew stouter and stouter.

And now, boys, I come to my point. Why did he

forget the lifting-machine, which he had purchased

for a remedy?—and why did n't he forget the liquor,

which he also professed to use as a remedy ? Sim-

ply because he did n't like the lifting-machine, and
he did like the liquor. That is all there was about

it. That is all there is about it in any similar case.

Men may say what they choose about liquor being

good for them. They may tell you that they can-

not make out a dinner without wine, that water

does not agree with them, that they take it as a

remedy for some form of disease ; but you will

notice that it is the one kind of medicine that an

habitual patient never forgets to take. You never

see a man who takes wine with his dinner, shoving

-violently back from the table, slapping his knee,

and exclaiming :
" There ! Confound it ! I forgot

to take my wine ! " People forget rhubarb, castor-

oil, sulphur, iron, myrrh-mixture, lifting-machines,

quinine, Peruvian bark, quassia, squills, and thor-

ough-wort tea, but they don't forget wine, particu-

larly when they have come to regard it as a daily

medicine. There must be something in it that

specifically stimulates the memory !

Don't you suppose that Colonel Backus knows
that it is the liquor he drinks which makes him fat,

and keeps him so ? Yes, he does know it, and it is

simply ridiculous for him to deny it. He knows

that if he were to stop drinking he would be obliged

to send all his clothes to his tailor to be taken in.

But he fights this knowledge. He tries to forget

his own convictions. He tries to deceive

people around him, and to deceive himself.

Colonel Backus is a slave. That is the long i

short of it. He is a good fellow, but he is a sla

And all these good fellows who cannot let w
alone, and who make all sorts of excuses to the

selves and others for drinking it, are slaves. T
are conscious that it does them no good ; but t

like it. And sixty thousand of them every y

lie down in America, in the graves of drunkai

These poor, dead men have all been slaves of

same sort as Colonel Backus. It seems a pity

our good-natured friend, the Colonel, should

come one of their number, but that is just whal

is going to become, I suppose. He has an appt

that will grow with the years. It grows in

men ; it will grow in him. By and by, he will <l

thinking about his fat. He will stop caring aboullfi

clothes. He will stop riding his hard-trotting hoB
He will stop caring about wife and children. TIB
some pleasant, sunny morning, when all the wH
is astir, and pure, healthy, temperate men m
women are singing at their work, and sweet A
merry children are shouting at their play, and Gfl
smile is over the world, there will appear a strim

crape on the Colonel's door, and an obituary negt

in a newspaper, which will state that Colonel Baift

died suddenly of an apoplectic attack. His M
qualities will be generously mentioned, and, juit

the end of the notice, there will be a delicate ;3fr:

sion to the fact that the Colonel had but one enty

in the world—himself.

Now what do you think of the Colonel, anlQf

the hundreds of thousands who are trying to qH
themselves and others into the belief that alcol|p

drinks are good for them ? Are they not t<H

pitied and blamed ? Do you want to be onH
these wretched men ? If we are to have drunl^ds

in the future, some of them are to come fronlje

boys to whom I am writing ; and I ask you aphv

if you want to be one of them ? No ? Of cc|i

you don't !

Well, I have a plan for you that is just as su to

save you from such a fate as the sun is toSe:

to-morrow morning. It never failed ; it neveif

fail ; it cannot fail ; and I think it is worth k

ing. Never touch liquor in anyform. That

'

plan, and it is not only worth knowing, but

worth putting into practice. Don't be fooled fft
1

the belief that it is good for you. It is not

for you. Good food, pure air, warm clothes,fc

exercise, and plenty of sleep, are all that wil
necessary to keep you healthy. It stands to nBOi

that liquor mixed with your fresh, healthy \m

will bring you disease, as it certainly will. Upbu

follow the example of Colonel Backus, youwii

find yourself rummaging around for excuses*shut
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iking yourself generally ridiculous by trying to

ent a cause for results that can only come from

nk. I know you don't drink now, and it seems

you as if you never would. But your tempta-
1

n will come, and it probably will come in this way:

You will find yourself, some time, with a number
companions, and they will have a bottle of wine

the table. They will drink, and offer it to you.

ey will regard it as a manly practice, and, very

;ly, they will look upon you as a milksop if you

l't indulge with them. Then what will you do ?

? What will you do? Will you say, "Boys,

le of that stuff for me ! I know a trick worth

f-a-dozen of that ? " Or will you take the glass,

h your own common sense protesting, and your

iscience making the whole draught bitter, and a

ling that you have damaged yourself, and then
" off with a hot head and a skulking soul that at

:e begins to make apologies for itself—just as the

1 of Colonel Backus does, and will keep doing

'ing all his life ?

fou will hear men, over their cups, talking about

iperance men. "Oh, these teetotalers! they
' always running things into the ground," they

say. " Temperance is one thing," they will

1, "and total abstinence quite another." But
is

!

'

that is only another way by which those who love

drink try to cheat themselves and others into the

belief that they arc not doing the most dangerous

thing in the world. Don't be misled by them.

You may laugh just a little when they say this, but

when they offer you a glass you should say, " No,

I thank you; I get along very well without it."

And if you can say, "Gentlemen, I never drank a

glass of liquor in my life, and I know you would

not like to have me begin with you," not one of

them, even if half drunk, would put it to your lips.

Would you want any better indorsement than that ?

It is always an unmanly thing to do wrong. Who
is the most of a man—he who is willing to do an

unpopular thing for the sake of safety and principle,

or he who does what he knows to be unsafe and

wrong, for fear of the jeers of boys, many of whom
in after-life would give worlds, if they had them to

give, if they 'had never seen a glass of wine ? Don't

be fooled. Don't be a fool. Stand by what you

know to be right, in all circumstances. Keep
your blood sweet and pure. Preserve your in-

dependence. But if you ever become a sot (which

heaven forbid), don't try to make yourself believe

that liquor is good for you, or that you drink it for

any reason but because you love it.

:
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THE SAD STORY OF HIPPETY-HOP.

By Samuel C. Wilson.

Have you heard of a girl named Hippety-Hop,

Who once got a-going, and could n't stop,— .

Who once got going with hop and skip,

And started off on a wonderful trip ?

This little girl would never stand still,

Nor even walk up the side of a hill

;

But on she 'd go, till she reached the top.

With a skip and a jump and a hippety-hop.

For she said, " My name is Hippety-Hop,
And I 'II skip and jump, and I will not stop!

I will not stop for all they say,

Though I should hop out of the world some d

The very next morn, when the sun arose,

She hopped out of bed, and hopped into her clot

With a bob and a bounce, 'round the room she v

Light as a feather, and quite content.

-J?S
' ON SHE 'D GO TILL SHE REACHED THE TOP.

She 'd hop out of her clothes, and hop into bed,

And hop in her sleep, I 've heard it said,

And hop in her dreams, could she have her will,

But only then would her feet keep still.

Her father would whip, and her mother would scold.

But her little feet would not be controlled

;

They would hop and skip and jump all day,

And, at last, they carried her far away !

Now I can hop !
" said this willful girl,

And 'round the room she went with a whii

And down the stairs, with a bound and ski

As if she were going a long, long trip.

The door stood open, she could not stop,

And faster still went Hippety-Hop ;

Her mother screamed and her father swore

As she passed like a bird through the open d<|
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On through the garden, the fields, and the

lane
;

[n a second, she passed the railroad train,

—

The lightning express, I 'vc heard people say,

: But it may have been going the opposite way,

—

A.nd the passengers only caught a glimpse

3f a child like one of the fairies' imps.

frier father telegraphed east and west,

3ut she beat the message—her time was best

;

She was going faster than lightning or wind,

^.nd she left the telegrams far behind.

ihe just touched the grass with her little toes,

"or she was afraid she would soil her clothes

f she brushed the dew off the blades below,

Ind she had forgotten her trunk, you know.

)n past village, and vale, and hill,

he skipped so fast that she felt quite ill

;

'ast cities adorned with a hundred spires,

Lnd full of all that the heart desires.

he cried for a bowl of milk and bread,

or she left before the breakfast was spread,

ut she could not stop, for her feet would go

he faster, when trying to move them slow.

hen she heard a voice from the heavens'

blue top

ly, " Hippety-Hop, you must never stop

D eat a crumb, or to drink a drop

f milk, though you pass through the Milky

Way,

" SHE CRIED FOR A BOWL OF MILK AND BREAD.

Nor return to your home, till your hair is gray,

And your willful temper has passed away."

She tried to hold back, but her feet were too

strong

;

So land and water she skimmed along,

Till she reached the very edge of the world,

And into space was suddenly hurled.

Thus sadly frightened was Hippety-Hop;

She was out of the world, and could n't stop

;

Her feet were taking her right to the moon

;

At the rate she moved, she would get there

soon.

ON THROUGH THE FIELDS.

And the man in the moon grew fiercer and
bigger,

As he saw, coming toward him, this queer little

figure

Hopping along on nothing at all,

And making straight for his silver ball.

So he brandished his club, and shouted, "Stop!"

But she curtly said, "I am Hippety-Hop!

I started to-day from the earth so gay,

That spins down there like a silver top,

And I must go on till they let me drop."

So on she passed like a sky-born rover,

Right at the place where the cow jumped over

When the little dog laughed at the man in

the moon,
And the thievish dish ran away with the spoon.
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" HE BRANDISHED HIS CLUB.'

That night, on earth there was great ado

Among the wise, astronomical crew,

Who nightly peer through the heavens afar,

For an asteroid, comet, or wandering star.

For they saw a light that puzzled them sore,

A comet or star never seen before.

That moved along near the sky's blue top,

With a skip, and jump, and a hippety-hop.

Brighter it shone than Luna pale,

Its hair streamed back like a comet's tail,

And a round, little face, like Mars was red

With the ruddy light that the sun had shed.

So the wise men brought their telescopes out

To view the stranger, and solve the doubt

;

But though they gazed, without wink or pause,

They could not tell what the queer thing was.

One said, " 'T is only an asteroid,

A bit of a planet once destroyed ;

"

Another, " A comet, for see !
" he said,

" Its hair streams back from its fiery head."

Another said, " 'T is a new-born, star !

"

But the last exclaimed, " What fools you ai

'T is only a little girl gone astray,

Shot from her orbit, as I might say,

Who hops and skips as she did in play.

And see, she is bound for the Milky WaJ

But all the others laughed him to scorn.

And said, " No girl that ever was born

Could move so fast o'er the sky's blue Uf

With a skip, and a jump, and a hippety-hc

I

So they marked its course, and measurt

speed.

They traced' its orbit, and found indeed.

From the rate it traveled among the splp

It would reach the earth in a thousand

So a thousand years must come and go,

Ere she returns to the earth below

;

And I know, from what wise people

said,

Her father and mother will then be dea



THE SAD STORY OF HIPPETY-HOP. 489

THE WISE MEN BROUGHT THEIR TEIESCOPES OUT.

ard is the fate of this willful girl

;

thousand years to skip and whirl,

thousand years before she can stop

eat a crumb or to drink a drop.

This is the story of Hippety-Hop,

Who once got going and could n't stop,

Until she was punished, and made to smart

For her reckless feet, and her willful heart.

Vol. IV.—32.
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FLORIDA FISHERS.

By Mrs. Mary Treat.

In the retired shallow coves along the St. John's

River may be seen flocks of the great blue heron.

These coves are their fishing-grounds during winter

and spring ; and a beautiful sight it is, when we can

1 have heard gentlemen say they could r

approach these birds near enough to study the

with any satisfaction. This makes me think tr

the herons are such good observers that they kn<

THE GREAT BLUE HERON.

approach within a few feet of these magnificent

birds. They are about four feet in height, and the

long, glossy, plume-like feathers about the neck and
shoulders, and the two long feathers on the head,

make them look quite grand. Especially magnifi-

cent is he when, with bristling feathers and fierce

action, he bends to catch his prey. The picture,

copied by permission from Dr. Tenney's "Elements
of Zoology," shows him in the act.

a man from a woman ; for several times I 1

been allowed to come quite near to them, w

first one and then another would step upon a

and straighten himself up to his full height,

look at me inquiringly, and then go on with

fishing, quite unconcerned. I have observed, 1

ever, that when they are feeding among a d

of cattle (Florida cattle often feed in the rive

can approach much more closely than wher
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tie are near ; so, they may take me for one of

cows, or for some sort of nondescript animal !

t if they do, I freely forgive them, and would

dly do anything in my power to protect them

linst the heartless men who throng the steamers

ri the North, to kill the beautiful birds of Florida.

These herons are very sociable and peaceable,

[rig together in perfect harmony, and are on

id terms with all their relatives. Their cousin

he great white heron— is often in their com-

iy, and they stand side by side fishing in the

How water. Some of the birds stand quite

with their long necks arched, and their eyes

d on the water until some unlucky fish or

ill reptile comes within their reach, when they

ast their long, stout beaks into the mud and
ter, and dexterously secure the prey, which

y greedily devour ; others wade cautiously and
ilthily about, looking closely for crabs and fish

;

all, whether walking or standing quite still,

ti very successful in catching game,
iut so many of these birds have been shot, is it

wonder that they have no confidence in man-
i ? They will not take even a meal without

of the party acting as sentinel. The sentinel

ally stands upon a log, and nothing seems to

,ipe his keen eye.

low, all depends upon him whether I—a woman
im allowed to approach ! He looks at me
nlyand suspiciously, and I pretend to be wholly

oncerned with regard to his movements. If I

get near a gentle cow, I am quite safe. If the

le do not run from me, why should they ? So

I consult over the matter. The sentinel com-
aicates the fact of my approach, and now a

great white heron mounts the log, his feathers as

white as the pure fallen snow, and from his shoulders

hang long graceful plumes. What a grand bird

he is, and what a heart of stone a man must have

to deprive such a glorious creature of life !

Seeming to be satisfied that I have neither mur-
derous gun nor hostile intentions, he steps down
from the log and resumes his fishing, but another

immediately mounts it. By this time I am on such

good terms with one of the cows, that she comes to

the log on which I stand and takes the water-plants

from my hand ; this seems to reassure the birds

;

and nearer and nearer I am allowed to approach.

As long as I can manage to keep a cow between

me and the birds, I have no fear of alarming them.

They come so near to me that I can see the different

kinds of game they capture ; now one takes a crab

and beats it upon a log and picks it to pieces before

swallowing it, but how he manages to do this and

escape the crab's retaliating pinch, I do not know;
he must understand crabs better than I do.

The color of the eyes and bill in both the blue

and white heron is yellow, and the legs are a green-

ish-yellow. Sometimes one of these birds' legs

looks stouter and larger than the other. I find this

peculiarity has been observed in specimens that had

been shot, and the reason given in ornithological

books is, that the birds stand so much upon one leg

that it causes it to grow larger than the other.

But the most elegant fisher found in Florida is

the American flamingo. It is about as tall as the

great blue heron, and is gorgeously attired in

bright scarlet ! One of these days I shall tell you

more about him in these pages, and perhaps show

you his picture.

MARJORIE.

By Celia Thaxter.

Marjorie hides in the deep, sweet grass
;

Purple its tops bend over

;

Softly and warmly the breezes pass,

And bring her the scent of the clover.

Butterflies flit, and the banded bee

Booms in the air above her

;

Green and golden lady-bugs three

Marjorie's nest discover.

Up to the top of the grass so tall

Creep they, while Marjorie gazes ;
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Blows the wind suddenly—down they fall

Into the disks of the daisies !

Brown-eyed Marjorie ! Who, do you think,

Sings in the sun so loudly ?

Marjorie smiles. " 'T is the bobolink,

Caroling gayly and proudly."

Bright-locked Marjorie ! What floats down
Through the golden air, and lingers

Light on your head as a cloudy crown,

Pink as your rosy fingers ?

Apple-blossoms !
" she laughing cries.

" Beautiful boats come sailing

Out of the branches held up to the skies,

Over the orchard railing."

Happy, sweet Marjorie, hidden away,

Birds, butterflies, bees above her

;

With flowers and perfumes, and lady-bugs gay-

Everything seems to love her !

PATTIKIN'S HOUSE.

By Joy Allison.

Chapter IX.

PATTIKIN.

Things went better with Thirza after that. She

bent all her energies to the task of keeping the

house orderly, the little ones clean, and, above all,

the bread-box full, and the meals in proper season

;

and as she was really an energetic little body, she

succeeded pretty well. To be sure, accidents hap-

pened now and then. Her judgment could not

always be relied upon. Sometimes the loaf did

not hold out, as she thought it would, and she had

to fall back pretty often on those miserable make-

shifts that Sandy called "slap-jacks."

But, though Pattikin seldom forgot her dusting

till it was quite dinner-time, she did not stay in

the house much, and made little headway learning

to work. She said it made her "homesick for

mother ;
" so they let her run pretty much as she

chose. She liked to sit perched on the top of the

wood-pile, in the sunshine, and look down upon

her brothers, while they sawed, and split, and piled,

breaking forth now and then into a merry "Oh,
come, come away ! from labor now reposing !

"

Sometimes she busied herself with the birch-bk

that she picked from the logs, making sheets^

paper " for father to write sermons on," or makg
"canoes," as her mother had taught her.

"You'll let that child catch her death of cd,

besides getting as brown as a Malay," said iB

.

Ellenwood, who called to see how the minist^si

folks were getting along.

But Thirza was doing the best she could, rd

somehow or other Pattikin never caught cold ; Uj

if she did get to be a regular little " nutte-brcn

mayde," perhaps it did n't so very much matf i

Something happened to her, however; so !^fc

Ellenwood could say, " I told you so."

A log rolled, one day, as she was descencfcj

from her high perch, and her foot was cauld

under it, and the poor little ankle got a bad spr.»

Then Pattikin had to stay in the house, 'in

may think she was homesick,—or mother-si,

those days. And so she was, till her father I

how the poor child was pining, and took her $0

his study. He made her a pallet near the sunnSl

window, and let her lie there and watch him, as*

wrote, and read, and studied, and let her look (3
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therto forbidden books. And he made her a

izzle out of little blocks of wood, and often he

juld sit beside her on the floor and draw on the

ite for her amusement pictures of all sorts of

ings.

Pattikin had no idea of her father's resources

fore. He was just as good as a mother to her.

'hen he had to go off parish visiting, he wrapped

with her doll, or sewed on its clothes, making her

father quite surprised at the womanly instincts of

his little roving gypsy maid, when once they were

developed.

Tilda would have liked much to come and play

with her ; but there was always a good deal to

do. Tilda and Thirza still had the hardest of the

work and care, notwithstanding the help they now

THERE SHE SAT, AND PLAYED WITH HER DOLL.

i|r up nicely and took her with him. And such

e people as they went to see ! And the curi-

;, twisted, crispy, delicious doughnuts, and the

: y-cheeked apples, and the cunning little scol-

ded cakes of maple-sugar that were given her

!

;!ttikin never enjoyed any week in her life more
.n the second one after she sprained her ankle.

And when she was well enough to limp about a

i le, lest she should try her strength too much by
Iking, he set his round green-covered table in

' place of her pallet, and let her have it for her

lse. She had her little chair, and her dolly's

i P reau on the top of it, and there she sat, and played

had from their father and brothers. It is quite

wonderful how many steps there are to take in a

large family. It was cooking and washing dishes,

and then skimming milk and washing dishes, and

then churning and more washing dishes;—large,

unwieldy dishes, too. And the clothes must be

sprinkled, and the ironing took a whole half day

always, and then everything to be sorted, and
folded, and put away. It is of no use to try to

tell you all. Nobody can know but a woman who
has had it all to do, or a little girl who has tried

with her inexperienced little head, and her small,

unskillful hands, to remember it all, and do it all.
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But their father was on the watch, and when he

saw the clouds thickening and showers threatening

in his little girls' sky, he had some little charm or

other to drive away the forlornness, and the home-

sickness, and the weariness. Sometimes it was an

hour's work in the kitchen behind the big blue

check apron with his own hands; sometimes it was

a bright silver sixpence slipped into the weary

hands, or turning up unexpectedly under their

plates ; and children like Tilda and Thirza, who
rarely get money, and make the best use of it

when they do get it, know well how to value it.

Sometimes it was a ride behind old Gray.

He found a way for them out of every " slough

of despond." Once the yeast-jug got empty, and

the united wisdom of the whole family could n't

produce a supply of this most necessary article.

It seemed for a while as if they must live on biscuits

and "slap-jacks" the rest of the four weeks. The
minister took the jug away at last to a neighbor,

and got her to fill it.

He had to pursue a similar course with his

" bosomed shirts," after Thirza had privately fretted

and fussed and worried two or three days over

them, trying to get one ironed for Sunday. He
never knew how many tears sprinkled those shirts,

nor what a struggle it cost his little girl to give

up trying, and own that she could not do them.

He only said

:

" The shirts !—what ails them ? They only need

to be starched and ironed like other things, I

suppose. But if you can't do them, I '11 take them
over to Mrs. Preston. She '11 be glad of a chance

to pay part of her subscription by ironing them."

Thirza only wished he would make the attempt

to iron one himself. But he did n't, and it aggra-

vated her much to think it should seem such a

simple and easy thing to him, when she had found

it so impossible.

" Now, this evening shall see us all busy darning

our stockings," said the minister, one day, and the

party that made the molasses candy were not

merrier than the party that crowded around the

lamp that evening, each armed with a darning-

needle and a ball of yarn.

Pattikin and Sandy insisted on having some work,

too, so darning-needles and old socks were given

them, and they worked away with great zeal.

Thirza was voted teacher and general inspector,

but the minister really did a great deal in that line,

and many a "boggle" had to be taken out, and

done over in better shape at his bidding.

But even this could not make them believe it was

anything but fun, and they were ready to agree to a

darning-evening once a week the whole year round.

Seth advocated it heartily,
—" it would be such a

relief to mother," he said. The minister smiled

warmly at his oldest son,—the boy who was alwa

most thoughtful for mother.
" I shall have to have a pair of spectacles," s;

Sammy, "if we are to keep on through the ye;

I can never see where to make my needle come b

And the strands get all mixed up, so there is

any right place for it to come out, I believe."

Here Thirza had to bring her chair to sit besi

Samuel, and give him a lesson.

" I wish mother could look in, and see how ct

we are," said Seth.

Thirza looked up gratefully, thinking of t

"slap-jacks" at dinner that day, and which St

seemed to have forgotten. The four great loa

of bread had proved to be sour, too, and the p
were leathery, and the insides dry and half cooki

But they all had healthy appetites and excelli

digestive powers, and, whatever was wrong w
the cooking, there was always the consolation

knowing that the food would soon be eaten up, a

a chance afforded of trying again, with the he

of better success next time.

But the longest month will, come to an ei

and all were rejoiced when a letter came nami

the day on which the long-absent mother wb
return. They all were standing at the gate

good season, watching for the stage, as they

stood four weeks before watching it away.

At last it came,—the old, slow thing,—rattlii

and bouncing, and jouncing along down the h

and there !—they were sure they could see a pi

of the green alpaca !—and then the baby pol

his jolly little fat face out of the window, and th

was mother, holding out both hands to them
oh !—joy of joys !—they had her in a minute, ,'

were all clinging to her hands, and her neck, ;

her dress, till the stage-driver said to the minist

"Do see to your wife, and I'll see that I

paid, and take off the trunk. She '11 be put

to the ground with all that crazy raft of yoi

ones."

But the minister only laughed, and joined

"raft of young ones," and got a hand, and

baby, and a smile and a tear for his portion.

And when they had got inside the door, sue

budget of news as there was to tell ! And
minister declared that his wife had grown so yoi

and handsome that he was quite ashamed of h

self, and that he must go off awhile and rejuver

too. Also, that they all had got to be such hoi

keepers that she would have no more such h

and constant work and care, because they wc'

all help more than they ever had, since they

begun to realize how many steps were neces:

to keep a house in order.

And Thirza felt so light-hearted and free, 1

she laughed and cried for joy, and let all the w;
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,
1 out of the kettle in which the fowl was cooking

supper. But of course it was n't spoiled, for

ther had got home, and her quick ear caught

sizzle, and the danger was averted.

iVhat a supper it was, to be sure ! And how

:;et to Thirza was her mother's praise of the

it biscuit, the mealy potatoes, and the well-

ced custard-pie ! It was worth all they had en-

ed, to have the pleasure of that home-coming.

Chapter X.

THE MENAGERIE.

THE minister came in, one day in the following

,ie, with a great flaming, yellow hand-bill, and a

k that said as plainly as words could

:

r™ Now for a treat ! Here 's something that will

ase the youngsters."

'Ho!—a circus-bill! May I have a look at it,

ler?" said Simon, wondering a little at his

ler's bringing it home, since the circus was a

scribed amusement in that home. " Is it going

)e here ?
"

'Not a circus-bill, as you will see, if you look

it," said the father, delivering it over to the

er hands of the boys. "No circus, but a fine

inagerie,—the best that ever came into the State.

; to be at Belleville next week."

['Oh, father, menageries are good ! Oh, father,

Id we go?" said Simon, and Thirza, and Tilda

in a breath. " Oh, will you take us, father?"

J' It is Van Amburgh's. A rare collection, and

.will go into the lion's cage, and perform some
rvelous tricks," said the minister, coolly, but

ii a merry twinkle in his eye, that was itself half

romise.

' Oh, could n't we go ? It 's only a little ways
Belleville. Just 'leven or six miles !

" pleaded

tikin.

I' Five miles to Belleville," said the minister,

singly. " Five miles,—and five back, are ten."

j " You go there and back in half a day, very

ojn," said Seth, who was secretly as eager as any
hem, though he felt that he was too old to tease.

' I think," said the minister, very deliberately,

—

> think—I may go. And perhaps you, Seth,

•fou are the oldest, and have never seen many
1 animals, can go with me."

/ And I ! Oh, let me ! And me ! And me !
"

d the rest in chorus.

'And I think," the minister began again, " that

,
rza ought to go too, because she was such a

iful little woman while her mother was gone to

ton."

And I !—did n't I help ? Was n't I good too ?
"

I a trio of listeners, agonized with impatience

desire.

" And Tilda, because she was always ready to

help," slowly continued the tantalizing man. " Let

me see ; that will take, how many ninepences ?

Four ! Four times twelve and a half is—how
much ?

"

" Fifty cents !" screamed the chorus.

" You need n't pay for me, father. I 've got

money enough to pay for myself," said Seth.

" And I, too !
" said Thirza.

"I should think I might go! I've a whole

quarter of a dollar in my box," said Simon.
" And I 've got eighteen cents," said Samuel.

" I want to go just as much as anybody !

"

Pattikin clung to her father's hand, and jumped
up and down, saying all the time :

" Me too,

father ! Why don't you say me, too ?
"

" Pattikin will have to go, I suppose, because

she is the little one, and it would break her heart

to be left at home. And Simon is so much inter-

ested in natural history that it would be a pity not

to let him see such a show."

By this time the children had become convinced

that no one would be left out, and they only had
to wait patiently, and their father would find some
reason for letting every one of them go. So they

waited more quietly, only laughing and shouting

a little when a new name was added to the list of

favored ones.

" Samuel must go, because he is such a good
boy to tend the baby, and mother will want him
for that; and Sandy,— I think we must take him,

because he 's got such fat cheeks that the show-

man may take a notion to buy him, to put on

exhibition."

There was great shouting and laughing at this

ingenious reason.

" Mother and the baby are going, too !
" cried

Thirza, delightedly. But mother and the baby-

demurred.
" I 've had my good time for this year, and it

would be a hard day's work for me to go, and take

Robbie. You all can do quite as well without me,

and I 'd much rather stay at home," said she.

And neither persuasion nor pleading could change

her mind.

If it should rain ! But that would be too great

a misfortune ! Of course it would n't.

And it did n't. Never sun rose on a more per-

fect day. The birds sang, the dew-drops glistened,

the violets and dandelions crowded each other in

the grass, and the air was balm. Not a cloud in

all the sky, except a few great snow-banks that

went floating about in the blue overhead.

Every one of the seven Sunday suits was freshly

washed and ironed. The boys in brown linen were

in a most uncommon state of starchedness, and the

little girls, in their pretty light calicoes and shaker
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bonnets, looked as fresh and sweet and smiling as

the flowers themselves.

The minister had a family ticket. And proud

he was of the family that were to go in on it. He
chuckled unmistakably, quite forgetful of ministerial

dignity as he thought how the showman would say :

" These all yours, sir?" And perhaps add: "You
get the worth of your money, anyhow !" He quite

wished Robbie was old enough to go.

" Would n't you better go, after all, mother? " he

asked, just as they were getting into the wagon to

start. " Wont cost a cent more, you know !
"

But mother was not to be coaxed into a reversal

of her decision. So they drove off, leaving her

nodding and smiling, and waving the dish-towel, in

answer to their vociferous good-byes.

They had plenty of time before them. The gray

pony might choose her own gait. Seth and Simon

and Samuel jumped out and walked up all the hills,

and came back into the wagon with great bouquets

of sweet June pinks, and delicate white flowers, not

to be despised or slighted because they grew in

every field-corner, and bore the very common and

homely name, elder-blows.

They stopped at a deserted house, and went in

and explored the dilapidated rooms, and wondered

who had lived there last, and what sort of stories

the walls would tell, if they could speak.

Of course, none of them had wanted any break-

fast, and of course Pattikin and Sandy were hungry

soon, and must have a slice of bread and cheese,

and the rest " did n't care if they had a bit,"

and the yellow firkin was opened, and they saw

that there was a whole chicken beautifully roasted

for their dinner, and a pie, beside an unlimited

supply of bread and butter,—which did not tend to

lower their good spirits in the least.

They were so gay that their father cautioned

them. " They must be more sober, or the show-

man might take them for wild animals, and shut

them up in his cages." Inwardly, he was scarcely

less gay than they were, however. He had not yet

lost the boy's heart,—for all his many cares and

duties,—this minister.

They were grave and quiet enough, though,

when they went through the narrow door into the

great white tent, among the crowds of people

standing everywhere, or sitting tier above tier, all

along one side of the tent. Gravely and wonder-

ingly they looked into the great iron cages where

tigers and lions paced back and forth in uneasy

confinement, or bears lay and slept, or gazed back

at them with sharp, fierce-looking eyes.

Pattikin clung fast to her father's hand, Sandy

held on to Seth, and the rest kept close in the rear,

feeling that if they should get separated from the

rest, they might not be found soon in such a crowd.

They watched the mother-elephant with r

immense baby by her side, and the majestic
<j

father-elephant, as he performed his tricks in ol

dicnce to that slender little man, his keeper,

was all a wonder, and a mystery. And oh, delig

of delights ! there was the least of small ponii

who danced and pranced and curveted round

ring with a monkey on his back, dressed in a ij

coat and yellow pantaloons, with gold on his c

and gold on his sleeves, clinging tightly to his se

and flourishing his small riding-whip ; and thou

the pony jumped, and reared on his hind feet, a

even rolled on the ground, he never could get tl

monkey off. And at last he just gave it up, a

cantered gayly around the ring.

Van Amburg himself came in presently in spit

did costume, bespangled with gold and silver, a

went into the lion's cage, as the hand-bills b

promised, and played with the terrible creatures

if they had been dogs ; and he opened their mout
and showed the people their dreadful teeth, till I

children's faces grew white with excitement.

They went away soon after this was over. Thl

were many side-shows, but they lingered only

little to look wistfully at the pictures on the outs

of these, entering none. Their father went tc

stand where candies and lemons and other n

things were kept for sale, and bought three lemo:

and then they made their way out of the crowd

people that were everywhere about the tent, a

went out where the gray pony was tied.

They got into the wagon and drove quite out!

the town, till they found a good place to eat tbj

dinner, under a shady tree, near a well.

Seth got out the tin pail, and brought a supl

of well-water. The minister took a brown pal

package from the firkin, which proved to cont

some sugar, and made some lemonade ; and tl

were so very hungry, and everything tasted

good, that the eatables disappeared with gt

rapidity.

After dinner they went back into the town,

the minister had some shopping to do. Then

children had another rare treat, looking in at

gay windows, where were dolls that set Patti

teasing, and made the hearts of Thirza and Ti

restless with longing, and hoops and balls ;

marbles and tops to coax the boys' money out

their pockets.

Their father had not taken their money to

for their entrance to the menagerie. Very lit

he did not intend to do so, but they were not si

" If we only knew ! " whispered Tilda to Th
in a whisper. " I should so like one of tb

dolls !

"

"I have thought of something we'd better

if he does n't take our money," said Thirza, tho'



pattikin's family at the menagerie.

eyes rested lovingly on a rosy-cheeked doll This was what the minister was saying in reply
•». curling hair, that lay near the glass window, to Pattikin's teasing.
ear what father is saying to Pattie." « What have you thought of? " said Tilda.

I^No, no, little daughter! We've spent all "I can't tell you now. But very soon I will,"
money we can afford, for one day." said Thirza.

(To 6c corttittneif.

)
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Q AND U.

By Julia P. Ballard.

Once Q and U a bargain made
('T was very long ago),

And they have kept the contract well,

As you, perhaps, may know.

" I 'd like to be your faithful page,"

Said valiant little U ;

" And I your service will engage,"

Replied the honest Q,

" If you will always stand by me,

My ready right-hand man."
" I '11 take delight," said earnest U,
" To show you that I can."

" If I should in a quarrel get,

What then ? " asked careful Q.
" Then I 'd be there to help you out,'

Quoth nimble little U.

" If, weary of the strife, I seek

Rest from the noise and riot ?

"

" We '11 quell disturbance, and secure

A safe retreat—in quiet."

So, side by side, U stands with Q,
Through all the passing ages,

—

Proving, by tireless constancy,

The very best of pages.

THE STAR

By Richard

Toward the north we now see the Dipper raised

directly above the Pole-star ; the constellation of

the Great Bear occupying a much wider region of

the sky. The Little Bear, which last month had

passed just above the horizontal position, has its

length now in the position of the minute hand of a

clock eight or nine minutes past the hour.

S IN MAY.

A. Proctor.

Since I wrote the account of the stars for Apr
have come across a singular Arabian picture

part of the northern heavens, from which it w*

seem that anciently the two Bears had their fee

the same direction. From the picture of the L
Bear shown last March, you will see that the

of the animal are toward the stars i] and y, or a
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n the Great Bear ; and the feet of the Great

ir are toward /i, 2, etc., of that constellation, or

ly from the Little Bear. So that the Bears are

back to back
;

and whenever

one is placed,

as in nature,

with his planti-

grade feet low-

ermost, the oth-

er has his legs

wildly waving
above him,

—

ch, on the whole, seems absurd. Now, in the old

.bian picture, drawn in the eleventh century, we
[ the Little Bear turned the other way. His

still lies toward the Pole-star, but his feet lie

ard the Great Bear,—the fore-feet at the stars 4

5 ; so that the Bears come into their natural

tude simultaneously. The accompanying pict-

(Fig. 1) is copied from the very rough drawing

he Arabian astronomers, except that the stars

represented a little more clearly than in their

wing. Only six stars are shown. The bear is

a very good-looking one ; but he is more like

;ar than the long-tailed creature in the account

he stars for March. In fact, astronomy can-

ibe said to distinguish itself pictorially, though

ous confusion

lid follow a sud-

changing of

familiar repre-

tations.

'he constella-

1 Cassiopeia is

\t well placed

observation,

—

, according to

promise last

ith, I will now
: a brief ac-

tnt of this an-

it star-group,

.ccording to

sjinus, Cassio-

1 and Cepheus
e placed in the

vens with their

ds turned from

pole, so as to

yig head down-
id beneath it,

.uise Cassiopeia

I sted that her

Jty surpassed

: of the Nereids. It is convenient to keep this

nind, not because her error of judgment (she

had not even seen the Nereids) was of much im-

portance, but as a help to the memory. The
star'C, the remotest from the pole of all shown

in our northern map as belonging to Cassiopeia,

marks, then, her head, and her queenly robes flow

toward ( and 50, though in most pictures of Cassio-

peia a raised dais is placed where these stars are.

The figure shows the position of the lady with

respect to the stars. You will see that, in order to

make it agree with the constellation as now seen,

the picture must be inverted. Flammarion, in his

book on the heavens, strangely mistakes the posi-

tion of the chair. I quote from Mr. Blake's work
based on Flammarion's, and for the most part a

translation ; but possibly the error is Mr. Blake's.

He says " the chair is composed principally of five

stars, of the third magnitude, arranged in the form

of an M. A smaller star, of the fourth magnitude
(k), completes the

square formed by
the three, f), a,

and >-. The figure

thus formed has a

fair resemblance to

a chair or throne,

8 and c forming

the back ; and
hence the justifi-

cation for its pop-

ular name." But,

apart from the

agreement of all

the old authorities

as to the position

of the chair, there

can be no doubt

that the six lead-

ing stars of the

constellation show

a much closer re-

semblance to a

chair, having ji

and a for the back,

thus (Fig. 2); that',

too, is the shape

of ancient chairs. People who lived in the years

B. C. did not loll ; like Mrs. Wilfer in more recent

CASSIOPEIA.
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times, they were " incapable of it." Now the group

of stars placed as in the second drawing (Fig. 3),

forms an unmistakably easy chair.

It is useful to remember the letters corresponding

to the brighter stars, and any aid to the memory,
however absurd in itself, is worth noticing if it

;0 is the'point overhead' oisthe'poinlorerMad'forthe
forthe latitude ofPhilada..

^ Star 0/l"Maqiit/ . s

fl V. v--->

^^Jat.ofBostonOibrlat.ofXOrimm

/>* VENATICI

7?* "-.
I 7 *"-

URSA §e<_: '

. minor^' ;?#/' ^,

:

./." / Pole Star -
,'.

% ^»,ssioHeia

——

—

Horizon of London (JEny.)

TheNorthern S/cfati0p.uApril20;at9KuMay5,and. at8 r uMay2J

helps to recall the arrangement of the letters. It

will be observed that the five leading stars of

Cassiopeia have the first five letters of the Greek
alphabet. To remember their order, notice that,

beginning with the top rail of the chair, they follow

thus, p, a, 7, (i, and c, making the word "bagde,"
or, in sound, "bagged." I have myself found

this aid to the memory so often useful, that I do 1

hesitate to mention it, like those others relati

to the heads of Cepheus and Hydra. (I add,

passing, that the head of Cassiopeia, like that

Cepheus, has a star f in it.) It is not with

least idea of raising a laugh about these absi

combinations that I mentj

them ; though I can see
\

reason on earth why sciei

should be studied always wit

serious face. But these

helps to the memory, or oth

like them which you can m
for yourselves, are often

useful.

For instance, I proceed to 1

that the two stars 7 and
Cassiopeia point toward a

wonderful and beautiful clu:

of stars, lying about twice as

from (5 as <5 does from 7. If -

remember the names of the

leading stars, this direction

once shows you where to

for the cluster, without refen

anew to any map. Of cou

the northern map belonging

this paper also shows you

to find the cluster, which

marked in its proper place,

it is well to remember the wr

which & and 7 point to it.

the sky, the cluster can only

be seen on clear nights as a si

round mist. If, however,

turn a small telescope, or eve

good opera-glass, upon it,

will see that it is sparkling

over with stars. In a powe

telescope, it is one of the

wonderful objects you can in

ine. You see at a single

in that little spot of misty It

more stars—that is to say, 11

suns—than the unaided eye

see in the whole sky on the d

est and clearest night

!

The constellation Perseus

the Rescuer of Andromeda
now approaching the region

low the pole, and in England is fairly well seen w

thus placed. But in the greater part of the Un
States, the southern half of the constellation pa

below the horizon as it approaches the nortl

sky. It will be well, therefore, to look for Pet-

half an hour, or even an hour, earlier than

times mentioned in the northern Chart V.,
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ng that the stars y and <5 of Cassiopeia—or,

ter, the stars k and i—point toward Perseus. It

J mpossible to mistake the beautiful festoon of

•s, n, y, a, S, /J, and 1, with other smaller stars

ivn in the northern map, which form the north-

half of the constellation Perseus. Next month,

\is thepoint overhead o is thepoint'overheadfor the

tilt latitude ofPJn'ladc _^-^b—T——^^&r/ ttfBostmfiTorlat. ofNOileans

l S'iiirnfP'JJ(ie/ify^ venatici maj.or \Starof 2?dMaff. *

/ --J.1 ?

-to o
7 V f.

' R\G o

fi
--''' Ixr?

y %'^lc

:Egii»£2£

—

?; r\ a

Horizon of JJondon (Eng.)

C EN TAURUS

Southern Sky af/0pMApril20,atSp.uMay5,and aitgpuMay21

lill give a brief account of the constellation, and
I k daily of the star Algol, one of the most re-

Tkable variable stars in the whole heavens.
r 3r the present, however, we must turn toward

Pi P southern heavens.

x i he zodiacal constellation for the month is Virgo,

le Virgin. The maiden is usually represented

as an angel, her head between the stars o and v, and

\i marking the upper part of one wing, while the

other wing has its tip near e. She bears in her

hand an ear of corn, whose place is marked by the

bright star Spica, so that the young lady's feet lie

on a part of the constellation beyond the range of

the map. It is easy to recognize

the constellation by the bright

star Spica, and the corner formed

by the five third magnitude

stars, c, S, y, v, and (3. For

some cause or other,—a celestial

reason, no doubt, since no earthly

reason can be imagined,—this

corner was called by Arabian

astronomers "the retreat of the

howling dog." The order of

these star letters is nearly iden-

tical with that of the five stars

of the same magnitude in Cas-

siopeia—Begde instead of Bagde.

According to the ancients, Virgo

represented Ceres, or Isis, or

Erigone, or the Singing Sibyl,

"or some one else," as Admiral

Smyth conveniently adds ; some
of the moderns have recognized

in her the Virgin Mary. Most
probably she was at first in-

tended to represent a gleaner

in the field, Virgo having orig-

inally been the constellation

through which the sun passed

in August, and Spica very near

the place of the sun at gleaning

time in the warmer parts of the

temperate zone.

Above the Virgin is the pretty

star-group called Coma Bere-

nices, or the "Tresses of Queen
Berenice." The story ran that

Berenice vowed to devote her

hair to Venus if her husband.

Ptolemy Energetes, was victori-

ous over his enemies. On his

return in triumph, he was pained

to find her closely shorn, and to

comfort him they sent for the

priests and astronomers, who
found that the queen's hair had

been placed among the stars. The story seems

open to some little question.

Hydra's length still trails onward athwart the

southern sky. The constellations Corvus (the

Crow) and Crater (the Cup) are now well seen.

A cup is rather strangely placed on a snake's

back
;
yet you are not to suppose the cup belongs

8+ANTLIA

Hlioston
IJhiIadff

Couisvillt
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to the Virgin. The Crow is usually drawn as

perched on the Snake, and pecking his back, the

bird's head being where the stars c and a are

shown. But it has always seemed to me that the

little group reminds one more of a crow resting,

with his head, as at 17, depressed between the raised

shoulders, whose top would be marked by the stars

(5 and y. This bird has been claimed for Noah's

raven.

The Centaur, or Man-horse, is moving toward

the south ; but will be better placed next month,

when I will describe it. The Southern Cross shows

about two-thirds of its height above the horizon of

New Orleans, but its leading brilliant, the foot of

the cross, cannot be seen from any part of the

United States, nor any star of the Cross from the

Northern States.

The parts of the heavens now in view tow

the south, especially the Locks of Berenice

head and wings of Virgo, are very interesting!

gions for telescopic study, being crowded with 1;

clouds of light called nebulas, some of which

clustering collections of small stars, others fori

of some kind of shining gas. We owe the

covery of most of these to the two Herschels,

William and Sir John, father and son, each

greatest astronomer of his day and generation.

The sun's path through Virgo carries him,

you see by the maps, descendingly across

equator. When he is at the place marked ==.,

sign for Libra (or the Balance), the days and nij

are equal. This is at the time called the auturr

equinox. The zodiacal constellations now to fol

are thos? below, or south of the celestial equate

THE WORTHY POOR."

By M. M. D.

A DOG of morals, firm and sure,

Went out to seek the "worthy poor."

Dear things !
" she said, " I '11 find them out,

And end their woes, without a doubt."

She wandered east, she wandered west,

And many dogs her vision blest,

—

Some well-to-do, some rich indeed,

And some—ah ! very much in need.

So poor they were !—without a bone,

Battered and footsore, sad and lone
;

No friends, no help. " What lives they've

To come to this !
" our doggie said.

I ought not give to them ; 1 'm sure

They cannot be the worthy poor.

They must have fought or been disgraced

;

My charity must be well placed."



LA BOUCHE DE MADEMOISELLE LOUISE. 503

3tne dogs she found, quite to her mind ;

j thrifty they—so sleek and kind !

ih me!" she said, "were they in need,

o help them would be joy indeed."

And all this while, the sick and lame

And hungry suffered all the same.

They were not pleasant, were not neat-

But she had more than she could eat !

'was still the same, day in, day out,

—

he poorest dogs were poor, no doubt
;

ut they were neither clean nor wise,

s she could see with half her eyes.

And don't you think it was a sin ?

Was hers the right way to begin ?

No, no !— it was not right, I 'm sure,

For she was rich and they were poor.

'

is strange what faults come out to view
rhen folks are poor. She said : " 'T is true

hey need some help ; but as for me,

must not waste my charity."

home she went, and dropped a tear,

ve done my duty, that is clear.

ve searched and searched the village round,

nd not one 'worthy poor' I've found."

":

O ye who have enough to spare !

To suffering give your ready care
;

Waste not your charitable mood
Only in sifting out the good.

For, on the whole, though it is right

To keep the "worthy poor" in sight,

This world would run with scarce a hitch

If all could find the worthy rich.

LA BOUCHE DE MADEMOISELLE LOUISE.

Par F. Dupin de Saint-Andre.

k. bouche de Mile. Louise est tres-grande.

id on la voit, on a toujours envie de dire

:

idle enorme bouche !
"

1 bien, ce n'est pas un malheur. Une grande

he est tres-commode. C'etait l'avis du loup

1 si bien croque le petit Chaperon rouge, et

aussi l'avis de Mile. Louise. Elle a toujours

bon appetit, et elle ne trouve pas sa bouche
grande pour tout ce qu'elle a besoin d'y mettre.

ie grande bouche est aussi bien commode pour
ler. Celle-la n'est jamais fatiguce de causer et

It .re des droleries. Et quand elle a assez babille,

BL :hante : c'est alors qu'elle s'ouvre bien !

I pour crier done ! Ce n'est plus une bouche,

I' un four, une caverne, un gouffre retentissant.

8 lid elle est ouverte comme cela, ce que les audi-

teurs ont de mieux a faire, c'est de se boucher les

oreilles et de se sauver.

Les cris ne durent pas toujours. Le rire revient,

un bon rire qui montre de jolies petites dents bien

blanches;—elles n'y sont pas toutes encore, car

Mile. Louise n'est guere qu'un bebe.

Et quand elle a bien ri, quels bons gros baisers

elle sait donner, cette bouche !

La maman ne la trouve pas du tout trop grande

et l'aime comme elle est.

Et plus tard, quand Mile. Louise sera plus agee,

quand elle sera devenue tres-raisonnable, tres-

spirituelle et trcs-bonne, sa bouche dira des choses

si sensees, si jolies et si aimables, que tout le monde
l'aimera et que personne n'aura l'idee de la trouver

trop grande.

e give the above little French story for the benefit of our young readers who are studying French,

before May 18 will be credited in the July number.]

All translations received
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THE LIFE OF A LITTLE GREEN FROG.

mm
When the clouds above are blue,

Little frog in his bright green coat

Comes up the ladder, clearing his throat,

To greet the sun, "How d'ye do?"

When the clouds above are drear,

And the rain makes the bright sun frown,

Little frog on his ladder goes down,

And waits till the sky is clear.
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Little froe can sinsr a tune

—

He is proud of his voice, I think
;

He sits and sings, while his dull eyes blink,

As he serenades the moon.

He likes tender things to eat

—

Quick little ants and butterflies
;

He snaps them down, and he shuts his eyes,

As if they tasted sweet.

He sports all the summer through

—

Don't you think Froggie's life is play ?

How will he live on a winter day ?

He has no idea—have you ?

Vol. IV. -33.
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JACK-IN -THE-PULPIT.

" Robins in the tree-top,

Blossoms in the grass,

Green things a-growing
Everywhere you pass

;

Sudden little breezes,

Showers of silver dew,
Black bough and bent twig

Budding out anew

;

Pine-tree and willow-tree,

Fringed elm, and larch

—

Don't you think that May-time 's

Pleasanter than March ?
"

Of course you do ! So do I. Now we '11 talk

about matters and things in general, beginning
with

HOW A LETTER WON A CROWN.

THE Little Schoolma'am knows Noah Brooks,

the author of the " Boy Emigrants," and Noah
Brooks knows about a young woman who wrote a

letter, and wrote it so very well that—that—in

short, it made her a queen. Not one of your fancy

queens, such as the " queen of the quill," nor

even the " queen of letter-writers," but a real

crown-wearing queen, sitting at the king's right

hand ; and Noah Brooks incidentally remarked to

the Little Schoolma'am that soon,—perhaps next
month, or the month after,—he would tell the

whole story in St. NICHOLAS, giving " the real

names of the parties," etc.

Meanwhile, get out your note-paper, girls, and
practice. Never mind about the " Young Woman's
Complete Letter-Writer ;

" the Little Schoolma'am
does n't approve of that sort of thing. She says

there was an article by Miss Susan A. Brown in the

March St. Nicholas that is worth more than a

dozen "Complete Letter-Writers."

OIL ON THE TROUBLED WATERS.

I have heard that it is the custom of the sail

ors on board fishing-smacks or schooners lying-b

in a heavy blow off the Banks of Newfoundlam
to pour oil on the waves alongside of the vessels

and that it is effectual in smoothing the sea,—not
wave breaking within its influence.

This is very wonderful, if true, and might b
very useful to know. And I do not see why
may not be true. The great Doctor Frankli

says that once, on a very windy day, he quiete

the ruffled surface of nearly a half acre of watei

rendering it as smooth as a looking-glass, b

pouring upon it a single tea-spoonful of oil.

I do not vouch for these oily bits of informatioi

my chicks, but simply call attention to them,
you find out anything important in the course

your inquiries, please let your Jack know.

THE LONGEST DAYS.

ONE Monday morning the dear Little Schoc

ma'am gave out "Long Days" as a subject f

the children's weekly composition, and I afterwa

heard her telling Deacon Green that il was wo
derful how much they made out of it. Some treati

the subject from a moral point of view, some treati

it sentimentally, some repeated the old joke th

summer days were longest because the heat caus

them to expand, and one little astronomer actua

gave the average length of day enjoyed by ea

one of the planets. Which of you can do thi

The young rascal said he would like to spend
his school-days on Jupiter, and his Saturdays
Mars. Another industrious little fellow, nam
Franklin R , had managed, with the assistar

of a gazetteer, or something, to find out the lengl

of the longest days in various parts of the worl

and as the dear Little Schoolma'am read his co

position aloud to the Deacon, your Jack can g
you some of the most interesting points. H
they are

:

In New York the longest day, June 19, has fo

teen hours and fifty-six minutes of daylight; at

Petersburg, Russia, and at Tobolsk, in Siberia (;

have read " Elizabeth, or the Exiles of Siberi

—have n't you ?), the longest day has ninetf

hours, and the shortest five. At London,
longest day has sixteen hours and a half; at Sto

holm, in Sweden, eighteen and a half; at Torn
in Finland, the longest has twenty-one and a h;

but at Wardhuys, in Norway, where little Tra
of Norway was born, the daylight lasts from
2 1st of May to the 22d of July without a bre

There are longer days even than these in the wc

the birds tell me, but little Franklin did n't m
tion them in his composition.

A HOUSE BUILDING FISH.

Ix Lake Nyassa, in the far interior of Afrp
is a kind of black fish which every year bul^
what the natives call "a house." In the muj
the bottom of the lake it makes a hole some
or three feet broad, allowing the earth remcj
from the hole to form a little wall around it.
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pth of the hole and the height of the wall

asured together make a small basin from fifteen

, eighteen inches deep. In this little lake within

:ake the fish feels secure from all enemies, and
y quietly keeps house until the eggs are laid,

ten it becomes restless, and leaves the house as

mrsery for successors, while it roams about again

will.

THE FISH THAT WENT ASHORE.

. >EAR Jack : Here are some verses that I send as an awful warn-
to vengeance-Lakers, if you allow any such small fry to enter your
le.—Yours heartily, Joel Stacv.

Dne day the fish were so enraged
At the boys who came to swim,

They vow'd they 'd catch the first who plunged,

And make quick work with him.

They wriggled and they writhed, poor things !

They cried aloud with pain ;

—

And to the cool refreshing tide

They never went again.

The farmer stared and laughed, "Ha! ha!"
The children fairly roared

;

They caught the fish, and had that night

A feast fit for a lord.

Now here 's the moral of my tale

—

And, prythee, well construe it

:

Whene'er you try to vengeance take,

Be sure that you can do it

;

Or, like the fish who went ashore,

You very soon will rue it.

i

S*

-3ut the boy kicked out to right and left,

And not a fish could stay

;

l)3p
they wiped their eyes and wrung their fins

Until he went away.

I!

tl know!" cried one; "we'll go on shore
1 At noon, and let them see

slow we can go and bother them
»1 If they can't let us be."

00 on the shore they went, each armed
With things that lay around

;

)ne bore the farmer's old buck-saw,
. And one his pitch-fork found

;

Another seized the housewife's broom,
Another got the scythe

;

Lnd thus equipped they soon began
To wriggle and to writhe.

ROUTE DU ROI.

I AM told that there is in London a road called

Rotten Row; a very disagreeable name, but one
whose meaning is as little remembered by those

who use it every day, as are the meanings of the

names of the Bowery and Canal street in New
York by people who daily walk those streets. Hear-
ing the names Bowery and Canal, people remem-
ber without difficulty that the first originally ran
through the old " Bowerie " farm—or, at least, was
once a "bowery" road overhung by trees; and
that where the second named street now is, was
once a canal. But in speaking of Rotten Row, who
would suppose that it once meant Route du Rot,

"the king's way?" Yet this is the real name,
given because it was in former times the favorite

drive of some royal person. Yes, "Route du Roi"
passing from lip to lip, finally became corrupted
to Rotten Row, and nowadays nobody ever thinks

of calling the road by its right name.
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NEW PARLOR TABLEAUX -VIVANTS.

By G. B. Bartlett.

Getting up parlor tableaux is a very pleasant way for girls and
boys to pass an evening. There generally is plenty of fun in it, and,

beside that and the pleasing of others, the performers get skill in

overcoming difficulties, learn to tell if things are right and in fit

places, and find out how best to set them right when that is neces-

sary and practicable.

Here are some new and effective tableaux that almost any com-
pany of girls and boys will be able to get up, if they go to work with

a will, as the arrangements and requisites are few and simple

:

A drapery of dark shawls can be arranged to conceal the back and
sides of the room, and curtains may be made to draw away in front

of the scene-space upon a rope or wire. At each side of the curtain

a shawl must be hung to conceal the persons who draw it and to

hide the lamps, which should be placed at the left side. Common
kerosene lamps answer very well, standing, some upon the floor,

some on a table, and others on a box upon the table ; and mirrors or

reflectors placed behind them are useful to collect and direct the light.

Foot-lights should not be attempted, except under the most careful

direction, and with ample wire guards. In such a case, the light

from a row of lamps may be reflected by a long board covered with

tin-foil, and set at the proper angle, or by mirrors similarly placed.

Roma.

Roman peasants are grouped about a statue which stands upon a
high box or table draped with a sheet, and is personated by a per-

former, as presently described. A girl is leaning over a corner of the

pedestal, holding a bunch of grapes in her right hand. Another girl

reclines upon a box, also covered with a sheet, which stands in front

of the table, and seems to form a part of the base,of the statue. This
second girl is reaching for the grapes in a gracefully playful attitude,

and is in the act of taking one off" the bunch with her lips. At the

right stands a girl with a brown pitcher upon her shoulder, and at

the left one girl is helping another to poise a large basket of vegetables

on her head. In front, two children are at play upon the floor.

The girls wear plain black or red skirts, white waists and bodices;
each has a large pillow-case folded upon her head, as shown in pict-

ures of Italian maidens, and all wear aprons made of narrow pillow-

cases, upon which many strips of bright and black cloth or paper are

sewed alternately, and also Roman sashes, if convenient- The statue

is draped with cotton or heavy linen sheets, with a wig of cotton
wadding, and the arms and hands are whitened, or else covered with
stocking-legs sewed to white cotton gloves. The face is whitened
with powder or chalk.

Oi'R Forefathers.

A patriotic group of four boys, each tending a rag-baby, to the

tune of Hail Columbia, sung, or played on the piano.

The Sculptor-Boy's Vision.

A boy is at work upon a block of marble, imitated with a box three

feet high, the end of which is knocked out, and the cover removed, so

that the personator of the statue stands in the box in such a way that

only the head and shoulders appear above the box, which is covered
with white cloth. Suddenly, a screen to the right of the sculptor is

removed; the boy drops his chisel and mallet, turns to the right, and,

raising his hands, kneels before a group of fair-haired girls in flowii

muslin drapery. They all have wings; one stands upon a table ho
ing a large cross, another kneels upon the floor at the left of the tab
and a third stands between them, pointing to the cross with her rig

hand, and touching the shoulder of the kneeling angel with her 1

hand.
The effect of this tableau is bettered by a concealed person readi:

aloud the well-known poem called "The Sculptor-Boy." In tl

case, the screen is removed on the uttering of the word "angel."

The Spoiled Child.

This may be made a very funny scene. A nurse-maid is tendi:

a rag-baby wrapped in a blanket. A knock is heard, and she ru

off by the left entrance, laying the baby in the only chair in t

room. A very stout old lady enters, puffing and blowing, and ft

ning herself. She overlooks the baby, and sits down upon it. Ji
as she has seated herself, the nurse returns, and touches heron e

shoulder. The old lady rises, turns and looks at the baby, faces t

audience, screams, faints, and falls back on the chair. [Curtain.]

The Artist's Studio.

An artist sits at the left of the center of the room, just finishin,

picture. The picture is imitated with a large frame standing uprij

upon a box, which should be covered with black cloth and plac

eighteen inches in front of the black hangings, and in the center

the stage; a brace at the top will keep it steady, as it can le

against the foot of the girl who stands behind it to represent t

picture She may be in Roman dress; in which case, another Rom
girl must stand at the right, to represent the model, and must be
nearly like the other as may be, and in precisely the same kind
costume. A statue prepared as already described stands on a ta

at the back right corner, and between this and the large frame
another picture, represented by a half-length frame resting upon t

floor just in front of a little child in a reclining position. Various artier

suitable for an artist's room, may be introduced to add to the effect

Grandmother's Jewels.

This tableau represents an old lady, with a high turban, holdi

in her hand a casket of jewels. Children of various ages stand abi

her, one looking over the back of her chair, and a little one kneel!

in front, and intent on examining the contents of the casket.

The Long and Short of It.

A short, stout boy kneels imploringly before a very tall girl, whi

standing upon a desk-stool concealed by a shawl tied around her 1

under her skirt, which is thus made to resemble an over-skirt,

boy should be dressed and wigged to represent a very fat man,
the girl should wear a large hat and a bright shawl. The creases

her dress should be straight up and down.

The entertainment may conclude by a group of all the perform

of the evening, wearing the dresses they appeared in. The stat

stand upon the tables, and the rest are grouped carelessly abc

They may sing a good-night song, or a very little child may app

with a candle in her hand, make a little courtesy, and say "Go
night " to the audience, as the curtain falls.

THE LETTER-BOX.

Oak Knoll, ist mo., 6, 1877.

My dear Mrs. Dodge: I intended, before this time, to send thee

a "Talk " founded on my early experience, but I could not quite suit

myself with it. In its place, I send a little poem, which details an
incident in our "Winter in the Country," which I hope will prove
satisfactory to thy young readers. **-***

Thine always, John Greenleaf Whittier.

By the above extract from the letter which accompanied Mr. Whit-

tier's "Red Riding-Hood," printed in this number of St. Nicholas,

our readers will sec that the poem was sent as a substitute for the

expected "Talk with Boys."

No one, we think, will regret that the dearly loved poet followed

his own mood, and sent the thing that he felt most like writing, And
the "Talk" is in the fresh, picturesque verses, after all; for under

their beauty lies the great lesson of kindness that is foremost among
all the lessons to be learned on earth.

The beautiful tablet by Mr. Pyle, which adorns our cover

month, tells a true story in its own lively fashion. Its quaint costui

of successive centuries, showing how May-day rejoicings have b

kept up from age to age, will send some of you a-Maying in ency

pedias and year-books, but it gives its real meaning at a glare

which is, that through all time people have welcomed the first com

of the spring. " Merrie May," meaning pleasant May (for

times "merry" simply meant pleasant), was as fresh and beau

ages ago as it is to-day ; and in one way or another the though

the bottom of all the rejoicing is ever that of the old carol:

" A garland gay I 've brought you here,

And at your door I stand ;

It 's but a sprout, but it 's well budded out,

The work of our Lord's hand."
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New York, November 25, 1876.

ear St. Nicholas: I like yen very much. I have taken you
year. We have a very funny little dog. His name is Pug. My
ier John said to call it Pug, because it was so pugnacious. I am
g to teach him some tricks; he knows one now. I stand him up
corner on his hind feet, and he can hold a little book on his paws.

i't go to school, but my mother learns me out of the first primer.

taught me how to spell "Centennial." One day I was naughty,
1 she shut me up in the closet. But after a while I said 1 was
', and then she let me out. This is all I have to say.—From

1 delighted reader, Fannie B, Brown.

'little correspondent, Mary N., asks us to print this picture

,\ May Moving," drawn by herself.

:ar St. Nicholas: "Elocution Matches" are splendid fun. I

- you would tell all your boy and girl friends about them. They
started first in Brooklyn, at the church where Dr. Eggleston
:hes—the same who wrote the Santa Claus play in St. Nicholas

1 st December.
e judges arc appointed beforehand, and, a little while before the

for beginning, all those who want to compete are asked to take
i in the front part of the roGm, and are separated into classes

riding to ages. Lots are then drawn by the members of each.

to fix the order of their speaking; and the one who does best in

class generally gets a prize. Five minutes are allowed to each
etitor. Once, we had more than twenty recitations in about two

;
e grown-ups also have Elocution Matches, but some of their

;ers cannot hold a candle to some of the girls and boys. Father
there are people who will risk their chances in a match, but who
would recite otherwise, so that amusing failures and startling

;|
phs add to the fun.—Yours truly,

Allan R. Thurlincham.

Indianapolis, January 28, 1S77.

AR St. Nicholas: Will you please be so kind as to answer a
1 uestions for me, and greatly oblige an ardent admirer of your
zine? First: Does the crown of England fall to the oldest
or to the oldest son ? Second : When were the Fiji Islands

:/ered ? Third : Why are newspaper reporters sometimes called
kins?" Fourth: Why are old maids called "spinsters?"
: Will you please tell me what "Charles' Wain" is, in Tenny-
"New Year's Eve?" Excuse me if I have exhausted your
ice. But these are questions I wish to know so much !

Respectfully, Julia.

it: Blackstone says: "The title to the crown of England is at

it hereditary ; the preference of males to females, and the right

mogeniture among the males, being strictly adhered to."

lis simple explanation should satisfy any reasonable girl ; still we
dd: The title to the crown of England descends from parent to

Sons succeed in the order of their birth, and, after all the

-the daughters in like order. If all the children are girls, they

:d in the order of their birth. But the children of the first-bom

' herit before any of their father's brothers or sisters. The king
:en cannot marry a Roman Catholic.

-ond: The Fiji (Fcejee) Islands were discovered by the Hol-
, Tasman, February- 6th, 1643.

rd; "Jenkins" is a term of contempt for a reporter who, in

! g, " toadies " to the person or persons he describes.

; inquiring Julia may be interested to learn that the term
ly" was derived from "toad-eater," and that in former times

-eater was a lad hired by a traveling conjurer to swallow frogs,

so that his master might cure him of the ill effects, and be pniiscd

for his skill accordingly.

Fourth: In olden times, marriageable maidens used to j;W>/ yarn for

the clothes and linen they would probably require in married life,

and were called spinsters, or "young spinners," in consequence.
" Spinster " now means, a woman who has never married.

Fifth: English country-people call "Charles* Wain " that star-

group which is known by the names "Ursa Major," "The Greater

Bear," and "The Dipper." In St. Nicholas for December, 1876,

Professor Proctor describes this constellation, whose outline was

once thought to be like that of a "wain," which is an old-fashioned

wagon.

We print this letter just as it comes to us,—italics, capitals, and
all. Underlined words in writing arc always printed in italics, double-

underlined in small capitals, and treble-underlined in big capitals.

Probably our young correspondent, as well as others, will learn a

lesson from the following copy, viz: that underlining and double-

underlining words in a letter, except in rare instances, weakens rather

than strengthens the effect

:

Dear St. Nicholas:—Since the arrival of the January no. with
its greeting of " happy-neu'-year," to the present, I *ve been in a
flutter of delight. I am made indebted to a kind friend, for

this charming magazine ; and mamma says, she could not have done
a more graceful thing, as the advent of each number, only makes her
the more remembered, with pleasant thoughts.
Mamma has recently been presented with a beautiful Canary, all

dav long, he trills his soup;, and is just as " happy as a bird." We
call him "Shade," "Sunshine," would suit him better, but I

guess, I "M the " sunshine," being the only child of my parents.

"Shade," is not to be overlooked though, on a warm July day,
it is quite refreshing, is n't it?

My home is near the banks of the winding Choptank, and the

white sails of the boats, as they ply trie waters, are always visible.

From our windows, can be seen groups of tall pines, which when
snow-capped are so grand to look upon, just now, they are mirrored
in the beautiful stream, (spanned by a rustic bridge) which feeds the

mill, whose busy hum, awakes me in the morning, and often, seems
a lullaby at night.

True, we have no towering hills, nor mountains reaching almost
to the sky, neither have t travelled much (although I did go to the

Exposition at Phila.) but methinks, nowhere do the birds sing so

sweetly, or flowers so sweet, sky so blue, or air so balmy, as in this,

"my own Maryland." F. F. S.

March 16th, 1877.

We have received several letters objecting to statements made in

the item addressed to Lillie Wolfersburger, Henry Swain, and O. H.

B., in our March "Letter-Box." According to our correspondents,

the facts concerning the letters on United States coins are as follows

:

The letter "O" indicates that the coin was struck at the mint in

New Orleans ; the letter "C" is placed upon all coins from the mint

at Carson City, Nevada ; the letter " S " is the mark of coinage of

the San Francisco mint; coins struck at the Philadelphia mint bear

no such marks.

San Antonio, Feb. 13, 1S77.

Dear St. Nicholas: You did not reach me until the fifth, so

instead of answering rebuses, I '11 tell you about this quaint old city,

for it began in 1715, and everything old is the fashion now, you
know. When we left the cars at Marion, we thought thirty miles

of coaching was to be fun. We thought of Colonel Kane's coach,
and the driver cracked his whip, and we were off. Presently the road
grew rough, and we almost tumbled in one another's lap ; and when
we changed horses for the third and last time, we heartily wished for

our journey's end. It was a new sensation for a little New York
girl to ford streams and see wild deer, and quail, and snipe, and to

ride for miles on the prairie. \\ hen we entered the town, we were on
a grand open square called the Plaza. A great many waqons like

those in the " Boy Emigrant pictures," drawn by six or eight, and
sometimes fourteen mules, stood there; the drivers wore big felt hats
with beaded b^nds, and stared at us well. Many little tables stood
around, and men and women selling nuts, and a delicious candy made
of a dark sugar and pecans. There was the Alamo, and I though!
of the story of the brave three hundred shin. A little farther, and
there was one of the old Missions, with its stone floors and its beauti-

fully carved baptismal font. I have been here three weeks, and I

forget all about your cold winter. I picked violets to-day, and saw
five kinds of (lowers blooming in a garden near us. A part of the

city is occupied by the Mexicans. They build their houses one story
high, of mud, and stones, and lath, then whitewash it: they have
no windows,—only doors,—because their great-grandfathers did.
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I suppose. They are very quiet and inoffensive people ; the women
wash with two stones on the banks of the narrow rivers. They never

wear bonnets, and they and the men wear shawls and blankets

wrapped over them. At Christmas, they raise a lantern on a pole

and fasten it on the roofs of their houses, and they say it lights Christ

to the earth. Where I stay the houses are like those at home, but J

live out-of-doors almost all the lime. All the children ride here. I

saw the teacher on horseback this morning, with two ragged little

boys on behind her. She held the reins, and the boys did the whip-

ping. This is an important station for Uncle Sam to send supplies

to his forts, and the Arsenal grounds are beautifully neat. There are

new Government depot buildings that arc of solid stone, and a mar-

vel of cheapness to those who know what public buildings cost in

the East. I have not told you of the beautiful churches, whose doors

are always open, or of the interesting things at the San Pedro
Springs, or of the old Missions; but if you choose to print this, I

think a great many children will be interested. The description and
pictures in an old Scribner's MAGAZINE are the most correct I ever

saw, and helped us understand a great many queer things.

Polomita.
Mexican (Little Dove).

Dear St. Nicholas: This is an old charade, but hardly known
nowadays, I think. It contains its own answer. The thing is to

find it !—Yours affectionately, Maddie H.

My first, beloved of many an ancient dame,
From foreign climes within my second came.
Oh ! fragrant whole, of which these both form part,

Thou knowest not science, but thou teachest art,"

Dear St. Nicholas : I heard a gentleman telling about the

Corinth games the other day, and as they interested me greatly,

—

never having heard about them before,— I thought that other readers

of St. Nicholas might like to hear about them. He was telling

about one in particular, and that was about their boxing games. He
said :

" Instead of the large, soft gloves which they use in this part of

the country, they use in Corinth large ones, lined on the inside of the

hand with iron or lead, and with these the combatants strike each
other. And the injuries received in one of these combats often result

in death."—Your ardent admirer and well-wisher. M. C. S.

We select the following letter as a fair sample of the numerous

answers which we have received to James T. Hatfield's question in

the March " Letter-Eox "
:
" Why does pulling candy make it change

its color?"

Dakota City, Neb., March 5, 1S77.

Dear St. Nicholas: In the March number of St. Nicholas,
some one asked "why pulling candy makes it change its color." I

have inquired, and this is the explanation

:

When you pull taffy, you beat air into it just as you do into the white

of an egg when you " whip " it, and this air swells out the bulk of

the candy with a multitude of minute air-cells. When you M
through, it is larger than when first begun, because each of the ;l
cells takes up some room. And every one of these little mites of I
has around it, and between it and your eye, a thin film, and the nj]

you pull the more it becomes a still thinner film, of the solid substai

of the candy. It is this thinning of these multitudes of films t

makes the candy grow whiter and whiter the more you pull
Yours truly, Alfrkd Pozev

Our correspondent has come upon the right idea, but here i

simpler explanation

:

When molasses candy is "pulled," air enters, and makes i

countless very small bubbles that reflect and break up the light, t

seeming to pale the color of the candy. The bubbles are so d

too, that much light is reflected through them. Somewhat i

same way, frothing dark ink makes it look nearly white. You
know that air has got into the candy, for nothing else can have b

taken up, and yet the bulk is greater since the "pulling."

you may know that the bubbles caused the paleness, for, when
have taken them out by re-melting the candy, the mass will get t

its old color.

Dear St. Nicholas: My little boy, Arthur, who is six, attt

a Kindergarten school, and for some weeks previous to Christmas
been busily engaged in making mats, crosses, and fancy thin.;:

those at home, particularly a very handsome mat for his grandpj
who takes him each day to and from school. The last school-day b,

Christmas he brought these things home, carefully covered, at

supposed, but in such a way that we could see all the package
tained. He placed them in a handkerchief box. and taking a r.

of paper and pencil, ran into another room. He then came bac

his mother, and asked how to spell "No." She said : "What
of ' No' do you mean, Arthur? " " Why," he said, " to know
thing." So she told him, K-N-O-W. In a short time he c

again to ask how to spell "mittance," and she innocently told

M-I-T-T-E-N-S ; and that was all that was said. That evenin;

found the box nicely covered, and a paper, on it with this leg(

KNOW IT MITTENS.—Yours truly, W. C.
'

New Music Received.

We have received from S. T. Gordon & Son, 13 East Fourtc

street, New York City, two Easter hymns : " Lift your glad

in triumph on high," and come see the place where Jesus lay,

by H. P. Danks; also, "O, Lovely Naples!" a song, one c

"Souvenirs d'Europe," by F. Campana; "David's Song b

Saul," for baritone or bass, by L. Bordese ; " Haydn's Sympho
C Minor," arranged by J. J. Freeman, one of the series of

voluntaries
—

'

; Cathedral Echoes;" Carl Faust's Waltz, "Fro
Empire of Music; " "Angel of Midnight," a tnofceau de sat

Charles de Frees; and " Sweets of Life," Polka, by E. W. Lu

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

Composed of twenty-five letters. The 1, 10, 13, 25 is a beautiful

wild animal. The 2, n, 16, 21 is a tropical plant. The 6, 23, 15, 14

is part of a ship. The 9, 10, 24, 15 is a musical instrument. The 14,

23, 17, 4 is a favorite bird. The 15, 7, 12, 25 is a heavy metal. The
19, 2, 11, 8 is a story, or narrative. The 22, 16, 3, 20 is a rude, igno-

rant person. The 25, 12, 5, 18 is a tropical fruit. The whole is good
advice, from a good book. isola.

LETTER PUZZLES.

1. What letter joined to the mark of a blow becomes zealous?

2. What letter joined to a machine becomes a person of high rank ?

3. What letter joined to a part of a fish resembles a fairy? 4. What
letter joined to a symbol becomes an officer? 5. What letter is made
safe by being salted ? 6. What letter joined to a standard becomes an
assistant clergyman ? 7. What letter joined to a collection of paper
becomes a title of dignity? h. h. d.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Behead talons, and leave rules. 2. Behead a rabble, and 1

not in. 3. Behead a very useful article, and leave a plant. 4. B
foreign, and leave a legal claim. 5. Behead frigid, and leave

6. Behead partly open, and leave a vessel. 7. Behead similai

leave a boy's nick-name 8. Behead an article of food, and lc

consume.

TRANSPOSITIONS.

Fill the first blank with a certain word, and the second \

word containing only the same letters, but having for an trail

final letter of the word chosen to fill the first blank.

Example. I that he did nothing but .

I aver " " " " " rave.

t. Wearing heavy at the masquerade almost got me I

. 2. He passed the many of that journey without .i|

3. He put on the with a of satisfaction.
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

E initials and finals give good advice,

\ meadow or plain. 2. A musical instrument. 3. An authori-

prohibition. 4. A military badge. 5. A large bird. 6. A
':d instrument. 7. A subtle fluid. isola.

CONCEALED DIAMOND.
1. Did Dan <4cfay declaimhig ? 2. My cape needs mending. 3.

Always respect and help ayed people. 4. What degree says the

thermometer? =;. This medicine, Ed, you need. 6. Hide your money
in a safe. 7. Silas slapped Sarah's sister.

Find concealed letters and words Co form a diamond.
CYRIL DEANE.

ItEBUS.

(The name of a famous musical compuser.)

g/,!/,

SltS

A WOOD-PILE.

nCKS of wood are big things to hide, but there are ten different

j hidden in what this boy says :
" I have been as busy as a bee,

ing wood, for a short time, hoping to give papa and mamma
ire by earning some money, O, a king would n't be prouder

ill, if I could—and give up, I never will! I shall tell Archie

find Will Owen I 'II shovel more snow for them, and if I raced

M the village all day, I could pick up a good deal of work."
o'b.

SQUARE-WORD.
ijiN Italian poet. 2. A tree. 3. Masts. 4. To wait upon. 5. An

E.

KIDDLE.
I 'm a part of a flower, a stem and a leaf.

The gay love me not, for I 'm always in grief.

The proud and the lowly alike know me not;
But the lonely and weary are never forgot.

I am not a day, yet I make up the week,
And for me in years, not in vain will you seek.

Nc musician am I, yet in bells hear me chime ;

And will you but hasten, I 'm always on time.

EASY PICTORIAL PUZZLE.

AT four celebrated Englishmen are represented in this picture?

J. c.

METAGRAM.
\t extensively used by shne-makers. Beheaded, I become an

1 :tive story ; behead again, and I am cultivated. Divide my
into two equal parts, and each part becomes a reversible word,
st meaning a mineral, the second powerful ; read backward,
•si is changed into blows, my second into an island in the

erranean Sea. Omit my first two and last two letters, and I

lative of an Eastern desert country. What is my whole ? D.

A HIDDEN BOUQUET.

Fill each blank with the name of a flower or plant concealed in

the sentence.

1. Gayly blooming in two old tin pans, I espied some choice .

2. How can there ever be names enough invented for all the varieties

of ? 3. Can costly jewel or chiseled marble rival the beauty of
the ? 4. I hope on your parterre you sometimes allow an old-

fashioned , 5. I wandered o'er "a stern and rock-bound coast"
gay with the . 6. In spring we search far and near, but usually
with success, for the beautiful . 7. Stretched on the hill I lie,

scenting the fragrance of the . 8, That tall and stately plant I

call a . 0. Be off! or get me nothing but a . 10. Let us
stop in kind old Betsey's yard, for an old-fashioned . 11. Nancy,
press vinegar on your aching brow, instead of a wreath of . 12.
" Upidee-i-dee-i-da" is your favorite song, and your favorite flower

a . 13. At sight of the bush, I cried in ecstasy, " Ring at the

door, and ask if we may pick some ." 14. Fading leaf by leaf,

ever fewer and fewer, soon we shall see no more our pretty little .

15. Truly, all I lack in my garden is another bush of . 16. Aunt
Sue says that Uncle Mat is covering the trellis with . o'b.

MATHEMATICAL PUZZLE.

I AM a word of seven letters, the sum of which is 752.

My 3 ~ my I = my 7 — 10.

My 7 x my 4 = fa of my 3.

My 7 X (/ft of my 1) =» my 3.

My 3 — 5 = my 6 X my 5.

STALLICNECHT.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

One-fourth of a vessel oft seen on the sea ;

One-fourth of the man heading our pedigree;
One-fourth of an object you have in your eye;
One-fourth of a number you next must supply;
One-fourth of a story now next you must trace;

One-fourth of a member that "sets off your face;

One-fourth of an item quite new you 'II command

;

One-fourth of a sea-bound projection of land ;

One-fourth of a something I use when I write
;

One-fourth of a grain in which horses delight;

One-fourth of a texture, much for ornament used ;

One-fourth of the man Master Cain had abused;
One-fourth of a light every night shining o'er you ;

Will tell you the name of what now is before you :

A capital thing all set down, to a letter,

That helps make you jollier, wiser, and better. R . e. m'd.

SYNCOPATIONS.

1. Syncopate a domestic bird, and leave a female wild animal. 2.

Syncopate a male wild animal, and leave a covering fur the head. 3.

Syncopate a shell-fish, and leave a part of a peculiar wheel. 4. Syn-
copate another shell-fish, and leave a covered carriage. 5. Syncopate
a fresh-water fish, and leave a young wild animal. 6. Syncopate
another fresh-water hsh, and leave an article of food. 7. Syncopate
an evergreen tree, and leave the same article of food. 8. Syncopate
an aqualic plant, and leave a color. 9. Syncopate an instrument for

sharpening, and leave a gardener's implement. 10. Syncopate a
measure of surface, and leave a unit. isola.
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PICTORIAX PROVERB-ACROSTIC.

Each of the small pictures represents a certain word or phrase, and the initials and finals of all the words and phrases (read from top tc

bottom of initials, and continuing from t"p to bottom of finals) form a certain well-known proverb.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IX APRIL NUMBER.

Pictorial Numerical Transpositions.— i. Evidences (seven

dice). 2. Heightens (eight hens). 3. Co-exists (six cotes). 4. Frivo-

lous (four viols). 5. Festivals (five lasts). 6. Nectarines (nine carts).

Numerical Enigma.—"Handsome is that handsome does."

Square Word.— False, Aroma, Louis, Smile, Easel.

Anagrams. — 1. Legislator. 2. Emancipation 3. Depreciating.

4. Indispensable. 5. Contemporaries.—6. Dissatisfaction.

Diagonal Puzzles.—Marion and Robert.

I. jVt A R T H A
R A C H E L

D O R C A S

L O U I S A
MAR I O N
LILIAN

Double Acrostic—

II.. Reuben
h O r a c e
E G B E R T
J O S E P H
H U E R T

L B E RT
T —o— P
U —rani— A
R -e— D
I _ _ U
N -in— A

Easy Diamond Puzzle.—P, Pea, Pearl, Arm, L.

Logogriph.—Treat, rate, tare, tear, ear.

Abbreviations.— 1. Farce, arc. 2. Pearl, ear. 3. Heart, ear. 4.

Spine, pin. 5. Gruel, rue. 6. Honey, one. 7. Jelly, ell. 8. Scarf,

car. 9. Sloth, lot. 10. Prune, run.

Hour-Glass Puzzle.—Conjugation.

CONJECTURES
COMPOS I T E
COUNTRY
MAJOR
CUT
G

PAN
PUTTY

PAT I E N T
PR I SONERS

P E R M A N E N T L Y

Word Syncopations.—1. Parody, rod, pay. 2. Trident,
tent. 3. Patient, tie, pant. 4. Frigate, rig, fate.

Charade.—Cob-web.
Hidden Double Diagonal Puzzle.—

M a r 1 A
r A l P H
B A R O N
P I E C E
L a t cH

Rebus.—"A sleeping fox catches no poultry."
Hidden French Proverb.—" Chaque pays a sa guise."

Answers to Puzzles in the March Number were received, previous to March iSth, from T. A. R., Ruth D. Horsley, (

Montague, Arthur Stuart Walcote, Warren Van Vleck, Walter Raymond Spalding, Edith Harrison, Frieda Lippert, Lillie H. Vande
Howard Steele Rodgers, Charlie Bowie, Isabel Jackson, " Telemachus," "Monmouth." Nellie M. Lyon, L. Furd, Harriet A. Clark, r

T. B. Benedict, "Professor," T. B. M., Allie Bertram, Crecy S. Slate, " M.," Allie P. Mead, Georgiana Mead, "Bob White," " Kittiw;

Amy Shriver, Ella G. Condie, A. Carter, Del Howland, May E. Ogden, Louis M. Ogden, Hugh Toland Carney, Arthur D. Smith, "\M
Rose," Scudder Smith, Pauline Schloss, Henry L. Bailey, George H. Hudson, Mabel C. Chester, Lucy Allen Paton, J. M. Paton, ^Bl
W., Lillie Loverage, John W. Nichols, Homer Foot, 3d, Constance Grand-Pierre, Arthur C. Smith, "Alex," Florence Sheppard, ft
Hinkley, B. P. Emery, Nina Dalrvmple, Charles Fritts, Willie Dibblee, Maud H. Crane, "Hunter," Nellie S. Thompson, Frank and I

Frick, Edith Lowry, William C. Delanoy, H. M. Howell, Nellie S. Colby, M. C. Warren, S. Lillie Brown, Edward S. Griffins, Au
Larrabee, Carroll L. Maxcy, "Vulcan," Eleanor N. Hughes, Harry Nathan, Nannie Riheldafler, Nellie May Sherwin, Wm. Creii

Spencer, W. Irving Spencer, Carrie Speiden, Austin M. Poole, Fred. M. Pease, C A. D. and S. A. M., Bertha Blanchard, Eddie Vultee. (|

M. C. Y., Helen Greene, Bes<ie MacLaren, M. Josie Pope, Archan D. Fillitt, Maude R. L. Hammer, "Minerva" and "Pluto," Matt |
Jennie Piatt, Frank J. Brothers, "Oliver Twist," Anna Stuckewald, Hattie Peck, Jennie Pas^more, George Herbert White.
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FRANK.

By Frances E. Beai.e.

:
' Mother !

"

The loud, boyish voice rang through the quiet

use. The mother, sewing in her sunny chamber,

ird but did not answer ; she knew by long expe-

nce that the call was only a courier, sent on in

vance to announce the coming of him whose feet

re even then bounding up the stairs, and who
rst into the room with all the noise it is pos-

le for an active boy of fourteen to make in that

lple act.

" Mother, Uncle Charlie is going blue-fishing,

:.i wants me to go with him ; may I ?
"

Her eyes rested upon him a moment before she

/e consent. He was " the only son of his mother,

|d she was a widow." His father, and several

lers of his kindred, lay beneath the waves. Per-

is she thought of them as she gazed so fondly

on his face, glowing with health and animation,

t he had spent half of his summer life in and
Dn the water ; she did not think of refusing his

[Uest—only added to her consent a hope that he

uld be careful.

' Oh, mother ! there is n't a bit of danger with

:h a sailor as Uncle Charlie ; besides, if I do get

ped over, I can swim ashore ; why, 1 could swim
m here to the Neck !

"

I ' I should not want you to try such a swim as

t, Franky."

?rank turned to go, but paused ; perhaps the

ther-look drew him back ; he stole shyly to the

:k of her chair, and leaning over her, kissed her

ahead hurriedly, and then ran away. The
rsual caress warmed her heart, and the thought

t was a comfort to him before the day was over.

VOL. IV.—34.

Captain Charlie was waiting, and they started

briskly for their walk of a mile to the shore. The
captain was a young man still, but a sun-stroke,

received while on duty in a hot climate, had dis-

abled him from active service, and indeed from

prolonged or violent exertion of any kind. Frank

liked nothing better than to be with him, he had

so many stories to tell of foreign countries and hair-

breadth escapes at sea ; besides, he could tell him
stories of his father,—his brave, noble father,—of

whom his mother could not speak without tears.

Frank had seen very little of his father ; he could

remember a few brief visits, when he had come like

a good providence with wonderful gifts, and the few

weeks of his stay had been one joyful holiday time,

with visits and merry-makings, the little boy always

at his father's side, "to get acquainted," the cap-

tain said. Then had come the parting, and the

counting up of months, and weeks, and days, until

his return. Alas ! the last reckoning had ended in

the bitterness of despair.

But sorrow, thank God ! cannot stay long with

the young; and Frank, walking by his uncle's side,

with many a skip and bound of overflowing life,

was as happy as he could be. Before reaching the

shore, they saw a man with lines, apparently bent

upon the same errand as themselves. They recog-

nized him as one Josiah Smith, a man of many
occupations beside that of a fisherman.

"Going blue-fishing, 'Si?'' said the captain, as

they overtook him.
" Ya-as, ef I can find a boat: it 's a good day

for 't," drawled shiftless 'Si.

Captain Charlie thought of the wife and two
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little children to be supported by his uncertain

earnings, and good-naturedly offered him a place

in his boat, which was accepted, and they were

soon off and ready for business.

Boys, did you' ever go blue-fishing? If so, you

would have said there could not be a finer day for

the sport than that which Frank and his uncle had

taken. It was a cool day in early autumn ; the sky

was deeply blue, the sun often obscured by flying

clouds, and the north-west wind blowing briskly.

On such a day step into your boat, give her all the

sail she will carry, let out your lines astern, then,

as the boat bounds along, the greedy fish jump at

the bait, and you have nothing to do but take them
in as fast as you please : is not this better than to

float lazily about, hour after hour, in the common
way of fishing ?

The sport proved to be all that the day had

promised. Back and forth through the bay the

boat flew—the fish shoaled behind ; the fishers had

all they could do to attend to the lines, and did not

notice that the clouds became darker and more
threatening, until a gust of wind tipped the boat so

much that the water poured over her side.

"We must haul in sail!" cried the captain,

springing up and shouting out orders to Frank

unhooking a fish, and the slow-moving 'Siah.

Too late ! Another and a stronger gust com-

pletely capsized the boat, and her three late occu-

pants struggled in the water. Of course they could

swim,—no boy nor man in the little sea-coast town

of Dunkirk could not,—and they made for the boat,

which floated keel up, and supported themselves as

well as they could upon the sloping bottom. The
next thing to do was to take a review of the situa-

tion, and determine what was best to be done.

They were in the channel, distant about three-

quarters of a mile from the main shore, and some-

what nearer the "Neck" (a long, sandy cape,

inclosing the bay upon its northern side). The
water was intensely cold, and so was the wind, as

it blew upon them wet to the skin. No other boat

was out—their only hope seemed to be that some
one might see them from the shore and come to

their rescue. But how long would this faint hope

sustain them? how long could they keep their hold

with this icy numbness creeping over them?

They waited—at first full of impossible plans for

escape, then silent. Who can tell what thoughts

came to their minds in those fearful minutes ? Did

not the captain think of his brothers, yes, and his

father before them, to wonder if the sea would be

his grave as it was theirs ?—and the poor fisher-

man—did he not feel, in a mocking dream, the

warm, clinging arms of his babies around his

stiffening neck ? But Frank's thoughts were all of

his mother, swelling his boyish heart till it seemed

ready to break, as he fancied the bitterness of !

grief if he never came back to her. The towi

people often called him " mother's boy," not 01

because he had grown up under her sole care,

and it was evident that he was the one precic

thing she had still to live for,—but also because
a certain neatness in his dress at all times,

gentleness and refinement in his speech and m;
ners, which might have come from that const!

womanly influence. Many feared that his charac

might lack the manly virtues of courage and d;

sion ; and even his schoolmates, when the love

teasing was very strong, would call him " moth(

baby," and " Franky," laying an insulting emph;
upon the last syllable, so that he had begged
mother to call him Frank, which she did, unless

a moment of tenderness the old baby name slipf

from her tongue. If the veteran 'seamen of

place could have known the situation of this fori

and shivering trio, what hope of rescue would tl

have found in the disabled captain, the ineffici
1

Smith, or the boy who, according to their propha
" would never be good for much brought up so

by women ?
"

The clock in the steeple of the village chu;

struck ; the sounds were faint, but they could co

the strokes.

"Uncle Charlie," said Frank, "is that twi

o'clock ?
"

"Yes."
"Don't the tide turn about this time?" a

Josiah.

"It has turned," replied the captain; "

ebbing now."
" Then," cried Frank, " we '11 drift out to

everybody will be home to dinner now ; no

will be likely to come to the shore for an hour,

perhaps no one will see us to-day !

"

" Frank," said his uncle, earnestly, " keep

your courage,—don't give up. My miserable h

is beginning to whirl, and I may drop off so<

but hold on,—think of your mother, Frank,

keep afloat as long as you have your senses."

But even while he spoke, he felt how sler

was the chance that the poor mother would

see her living darling again.

The mention of his mother called up before

boy her gentle face as he saw it last, smiling at

boast of swimming from the " Neck " to the shi

He had never heard that any one had ever

formed that feat ; but would it be possible to s\

from the boat to the shore, through the icy w.

and the wide belt of entangling eel-grass ? It

not seem so far to the " Neck," and there was

dreaded eel-grass on that side to catch his

and pull him down ; but the nearest point was f

two miles from the light-house, the only inhabl
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jjse there. He might reach it alone, but could

, be so mean as to leave his uncle without an

jrt to save him, and poor 'Siah too ?

,;' Uncle," said Frank, "I am going to swim

jiiore ; here we are right opposite Captain Wcnt-

rth's ; I can swim ashore, get his dory, and*

ne after you and 'Siah. I think I can do it ; at

y rate, I can't hold on long in this wind, and I

fill soon be too numb to swim."

j
The captain was silent,—what could he say ?

go or to stay seemed equally dangerous ; but

ink, loosing the hold of one hand, was already

rking his stiffened fingers, and trying to throw

,, his boots in readiness for a start.

Go !
" said his uncle ;

" and God help you !

"

the house for the key and return ; twenty minutes

lost, when every one was precious ! He seized

something heavy which lay at hand, and showered

frantic blows upon the cruel door ; at last it

yielded, and there was the boat, with oars all in

readiness ; he had dreaded that the oars might

have been taken away. Yes, there was the boat,

but it was many feet from the water, and it would

be a hard task for a man to drag it through the

deep sand, while he was but a boy, nearly ex-

hausted already by extraordinary efforts ; but he

hardly thought of all that,—he laid determined

hands upon the boat, and it moved.

Impossible as it would have seemed to him at any

other time, the boat was launched ; then he took

^nd God did help him as he threw himself into

; angry waters and struck out for the shore.

S felt resolute and confident, wasted no strength

uncertain, hurried movements, but with delib-

jite and steady strokes went on. The tide being

(lost at the flood, he passed through the entang-

,<g eel-grass with less trouble than he had feared ;

ij, on, stroke after stroke, the shore seeming to

)w no nearer, until at last, with one final des-

rate effort, he reached the shallow water ; his

t touched bottom, he staggered forward, and
>:. upon the sand.

Hardly a minute would he take for rest.—the

lers must be saved. He sprang up, waved his

ads toward the distant boat to show the men
it he was safe, and looked about,—no boat in

ht; he ran up the sands to the boat-house and
shed at the door,— it was locked !

Here was a difficulty that he had not foreseen
;

vould take at least twenty minutes to run up to

up the oars,—his work was almost done, but he

must not rest yet, and with straining muscles, he

retraced his way over the rough water. His uncle

almost fell into the boat, with the words :

" Frank, you have saved my life. I could not

have held on a moment longer."
" But where is 'Siah ? " asked Frank.
'" Poor fellow ! I 'm afraid he 's gone. He de-

clared that if you could swim ashore, he could. I

begged him to wait until you could take us off, but

I could n't keep him. I think he went down just

on the bar yonder."

Frank shed bitter tears ; it was hard to give up

a life he had done so much to save.

They took up the oars and pulled slowly to the

shore. Frank went directly home, sending what

men he met at once to the shore ; while the

captain walked to the nearest house, borrowed

dry clothes, and returned to the shore to direct

the efforts made to recover their unfortunate com-
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panion. Accordingly, the neighbors were startled

from their afternoon quiet by the sight of Frank,

a few wet garments clinging to him, running at

full speed toward home. There, of course, he

was received with great surprise, and his story

heard with exclamations of deep sympathy and

'

thanksgiving, while grandmother and mother

rubbed him, and brought dry clothes and hot

drinks, and finally put him to bed among soft

blankets, where, tired out, he soon fell asleep.

His mother watched him for a short time as he lay

warm and rosy, his yellow hair curled by the damp-

ness into hundreds of little rings upon his dear

head, safe upon the pillow at home, instead of on

the sea-weed under the waves ; then, reluctant to

leave him, she went forth upon her sad errand of

sympathy to poor Mrs. Smith ; and the two widows,

each with a baby upon her lap, wept togeth

In a day or two, Frank was quite well,

course he was a hero among his playmates, at

indeed, in all the village ; but he bore his hon
modestly, well pleased that the boys never ag;

called him by the old insulting names.

And is this all ? No ; his mother keeps a;

priceless treasure, shining out from a bed of sa

in its case, a silver medal, awarded by the Mas
chusetts Humane Society to Frank P •,

courage and perseverance in saving life. !

showed it to me last summer; and as I looked i:

her face, with its habitual look of sadness,

glowing then with pride in her good boy, I

that I should like to add to the inscription a(

the name so deservedly honored, these won
"A Mother's Boy."

Tell me, Daisy, ere I go,

Whether my love is true or no.

One leaf off : He loves me. What?
One more leaf, and he loves me not.

Three leaves : Will he ? Four leaves : So,

He never will love me—oh no, no !

I don't care what a daisy says
;

I 'in sure to get married one of these days

!
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PATTIKIN'S HOUSE.

By Joy Allison.

Chapter XI.

THIRZA'S PLAN.

N the evening of the day when the Pattikin

,ly visited the menagerie, Thirza slipped away,

; supper, as they all sat around the table, and

g to her corner of the bureau-drawer, took out

j little hoard of money from a small pasteboard

with a glass lid.

ue picked out just what she wanted, and came

a laid it on her father's knee.

There 's my part of the money for the me-

sne," said she ;
" and I 'm very much obliged

>u, father, for giving me so much pleasure."

Keep it, dear. I did n't intend to take your

ey, or the boys' either. You 're all welcome

jur pleasure," said her father.

nat night Thirza disclosed to Tilda and the

the plan she had hinted to them when in

1. They would put together all they had, and

father a new hat. He needed one. His last

mer's hat was quite too shabby, and fit only for

garden. The old garden hat ought to have

1 1 burned up, or used to scare the crows with,

It re now.

I sey all consented, willingly. Seth was corn-

IB ioned to make the purchase, as his head was

i as large as his father's. Having obtained

1 lew hat, he was to put it in place of the other,

p ig that in turn the place of the garden hat,

I h he was to abstract and hide in the garret,

B jmewhere out of sight and recollection. It

V all done successfully, and their father's surprise

U pleasure fully equaled their expectations.

i was some days before the old hat that had

f such an eyesore to Thirza came to light. The
b ster came down one morning from a rummage
In e garret, with it in his hand.

i Here 's a kettle for you, mother dear !
" he

B advancing toward the stove, where she was
i with her cooking. " Take off the cover and
I le set it in."

:
. she only smiled, he took it off himself, and

I ie old hat in over the burning wood.

Bring some water. Thirza, child,—quick ! It

fp s a kettle to stand empty over a hot fire with-

it vater in it ! Why don't you run ? Why will

stand there and laugh when the kettle is

ing ?
"

ie children gathered around, much amused at

I father's well-counterfeited distress. The flames

burst through the old crown, and the sides began

to cave in.

" It 's melted down, I declare ! Well, we may
as well let it all go in, now ;

" and he poked the

old brim down into the fire, and put on the cover.

" You might have had it for a kettle, as well as

not, mother, if Thirza had n't been so slow about

bringing the water.

"What are these children all laughing at?"

And he went off into the study.

" Is n't father a jolly minister?" said Thirza.

Chapter XII.

TAKING A PAPER.

IT must be confessed that the children of the

Pattikin family were models of patience while their

mother was absent, for they never complained so

long as there was johnny-cake enough for break-

fast, beef and potatoes enough for dinner, and

warm biscuit for supper, with now and then a taste

of maple sirup for sweetening.

But Samuel and Simon, and Thirza and Tilda

had another kind of hunger, which even mother's

arts could not abate, and which seemed as if it

could never be satisfied. It was a hunger for

books. They had been supplied with just enough

to keep the hunger well whetted. Uncles and

aunts knew well what sort of presents were most

appreciated in " Pattikin's house," and though the

minister had to calculate closely enough, to make
the ends meet, still he would, sometimes, buy
books for himself, and books for his children.

But Ida Iturbide had shown Tilda some copies

of a paper published on purpose for children, full

of stories and pictures, and Tilda had printed out

the address of the publisher ; for from the moment
she set eyes on it she was determined to have it.

It was a dollar a year, and a dollar was a great

deal of money for her to save ; but she was strong

of purpose, and sooner or later, have it she would.

For one day and night she kept her purpose a

secret, never so much as hinting that such a paper

existed. It would be so glorious to have it come,

some day, directed to " Matilda Melissa Jones."

Very likely it might even be " Miss Matilda Melissa

Jones." The very thought was rapturous.

But after she had lain awake half a night study-

ing ways and means, and could contrive no way of

increasing her cash capital, which, after the pur-

chase of the new hat for her father, consisted of
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three big red cents, a solitary dime, and a half a

cent, she concluded to tell Thirza. Their united

resources amounted to nineteen cents. And they

studied and contrived, and ended by admitting a

third and then a fourth partner. Then the capital

of the whole company amounted to forty-one cents.

It was hard to see where the rest of the dollar

was coming from. In fact they had to wait a good
while, and now and then a penny was added to

their pile, but it grew very slowly, till blueberry

time came.

To be sure, there was no market for the blue-

berries, but their Aunt Matilda, who lived in Boston,

had told them if they would pick some and dry

them for her, when she came to visit them she

would pay them ninepence a quart. Ninepence,

you ought to know, is twelve and a half cents.

It took a good many berries to make a quart of

dried ones; but they picked, day after day, and
Simon built a platform out over the south door to

spread them on ; and when the season was over

they had fourteen quarts. Fourteen ninepences !

How many cents ? It took a slate and pencil to

solve that problem. Thirza and Tilda and Sam-
uel looked over, while Simon did the ciphering.

One hundred and seventy-five cents !—A dollar

and three quarters was the amount.

They had to wait several weeks for Aunt Matilda's

visit, but they concluded it would be best to let

their papers begin with the new year, and this re-

solve lessened their impatience. Simon was a

splendid penman. He could write almost as hand-
somely as the school-master. But he could n't

spell. He always spelled his words the shortest

way. Thirza was a good speller but a poor writer.

The letter to the editor would be an affair of much
importance. It might as well be begun in season.

So, as soon as the blueberries were dried and
measured, and put up carefully in a paper bag,

and suspended from the rafters in the garret, the

letter was begun.

Thirza's spelling, Simon's penmanship, and the

united wisdom of the four were to produce a letter

fit to send to an editor.

It was written on a slate three times over, and
then they tried on paper. It took a week of even-

ings. When it was done they showed it to their

father, and he laughed !

I leave it to you if that was n't a little too bad !

Simon looked proud and angry,—Samuel turned

his back and walked hastily to the window, where

he stood looking out at nothing. Thirza pouted,

and Tilda blushed like a peony, and then asked

meekly

:

" What 's the matter, father ? Is n't it right ?

"

" Right ! yes, indeed ! I beg everybody's par-

don ! It 's well written ! nicely written ! I guess

you would have got your paper, though, if
y

had n't made your request quite so humbly,—tha

all."

That was all he would say ; and, after talking

over, they concluded they would send it just a
was. No matter if it was humble ; better so, tl

impudent. And I think so, too. Don't you?
So they laid it away till Aunt Matilda came.

was so pleased with her berries, when she car

that she paid them two dollars, because, as

said, one dollar and seventy-five cents does

divide by four so well. How rich they felt !

They set the door open between the two ch;

bers that night, and laid awake hours talking

;

trying to agree what they should do with so mi

money. Thirza and Samuel thought it besl

send for two years. Simon and Tilda were

posed to this plan, being inclined to get all

pleasure possible this year, and let the next t

care of itself. And their counsels prevailed.

Then there were other plans, and the next t

Samuel and Simon were arrayed against Th

and Tilda, and both sides were obstinate,

boys wanted " The Arabian Nights," and the
j

Hans Christian Andersen's story-book. And
being able to agree, they concluded to go to sh

and decide it in the morning by lot, especiall

their father shouted up to them just then :

" Children !—must n't talk any more to-nij

Time to go to sleep !

"

In the morning they drew cuts with some s;

ters of pine. And the lot fell in the girls' favon

Hans Andersen's story-book was sent for; w
occasioned the writing of another letter.

" I should think you might know how to

some words after this," said Thirza, when she

spelled the second letter through for him
beginning to end.

" Write it all over by yourself, and see

many words you will get right," suggested

mother.

Simon did, and he actually got thirteen w

right, and there were thirty-four in the letter.

Chapter XIII.

CAIN.

Pattikin pattered out into the barn, one v

day in midsummer, and came in—her eyes

big as saucers"—without the egg she had been

to fetch for the johnny-cake for breakfast.

" What 's the matter, child ? Could n't you

any eggs ? " asked her mother.
" I was a-walkin' along," said Pattikin, witr

most dramatic air, for she fully appreciated

importance such news as she had to tell would

her in the eyes of the family, "and I stoppi
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|lc into the pony's crib, 'cause the red hen lays

re, and what should strike my eyes but a little

of a mouse-colored colt, lying right down close

: he gray pony !

"—and having finished her story,

tikin dismissed her dignity and capered about

joy.

i
"he breakfast was forgotten, and they all made

jsh for the barn. There was n't half so much
itement in the family when the baby came.

:, then, they had never had a colt before.

CAIN S CAPERS.

'hey searched the dictionary, and the " Ancient

thology," and the " Hand-book of Biography"

1
a name. And then it was called "Cain" at

That was because he turned out to be such

mischievous fellow.

le would chew up the boys' hats or the little

s' bonnets when they left them out on the

is, and he would put his head in at the pantry-

,idow, and if there was a pie, or johnny-cake, or

,
gerbread, or even butter within reach, he would
J himself. He stepped on Pattikin's toes, and
;ed Mr. Iturbide's old Prince in the face, and
it up Cain " generally, and so earned the name.

-lut they loved him ! Oh, I guess they did !

j-i one night when he was sick, not a child of

n could be induced to go to bed, but sat on the

(

beside him half the night while their father

worked over him, they helping what they could

to rub him and pour all sorts of doses down his

throat out of a long-necked bottle. Of course he

got well.

The minister often told his children that the colt

was to be sold some day, to pay an old debt. This

was a very sad thought to them, so they forgot

it as soon as they could, and went on loving

naughty, frolicsome Cain just as well as ever,

till at last the day came. The minister told them

of it beforehand, and

that the man was coming

to take the colt away.

He wished them to be

quite prepared for what

must be done, but it

seemed as if they could

not be prepared. They
hung about Cain to the

last possible minute, and

when they were obliged

to let go, and he went

trotting off behind the

wagon to which he was

tied, Thirza and Tilda

and Pattikin hid their

faces in their aprons and
sobbed, and Sandy wiped

his eyes and nose on his

jacket sleeve till they

were royally red, and

Seth and Samuel and

Simon trudged off, each

a separate way, with their

hands in their pock-

ets and lumps in their

throats, and a terrible

hatred of the old ogre

Debt in their hearts.

They "would never allow

themselves to get into his clutches—never !

"

And it is to be hoped they kept this resolution.

Chapter XIV.

fire! fire!

" Cold weather, this !
" said the minister, as he

raised his night-capped head from the pillow one

morning late in September.
" Yes," said his wife, " I felt that it was growing

colder last night. But we must be stirring, or the

children will be late at school."

This suggestion brought the minister's head up

from the pillow, and his night-cap off. He re-

luctantly released himself from the comfortable

clinging of the warm bedclothes, and began to

dress.
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The fire was soon snapping and crackling in the

kitchen stove, and by ones and twos the family

made their appearance. The kitchen was not a

warm room or a pleasant one in winter. There
were none but north windows, and when cold

weather came these were thickly covered with frost,

so thickly that curtains were quite needless except

for keeping out cold.

" This morning makes me think of winter," said

Sammy, disconsolately. " I don't see why they

could n't have put the kitchen on the south side of

this house. It 's an awful gloomy lookout this way
in winter-time."

" I don't think there is any lookout at all on very

cold days," said his mother. " But winter 's a long

way off yet. Still, if all consent, you might build

the fire in the study, Sammy, and then we can sit

there after breakfast."

All agreed to this proposal with delight.

"We can appreciate our good dry wood these

chilly mornings," said Seth. " We thought there

was no use preparing such a lot more than we
could use last season."

" You never can have too much dry wood ahead

in this latitude," said the minister, speaking with

pins in his mouth, for he was dressing Pattikin.

Thirza and Tilda were setting the table. Their

mother was putting a great broad pan of buck-

wheat cakes into the oven. Seth was grinding the

coffee, and Simon held the baby. Sammy had
gone to build the fire in the study. Sandy did

nothing but sit on the wood-box behind the stove,

and warm his nose and fingers.

The tea-kettle began to send forth great puffs of

white steam.

" Thirza, you can make the coffee," said her

mother.

So Thirza took the coffee which Seth had finished

grinding, and put it into the coffee-pot and took it

to the stove to give it its portion of boiling water.

The minister was in his slippers, with one foot on

the stove hearth, and the mother said: "Take
care ! That tea-kettle is very full

!

"

But the caution came too late. There was an

outcry, and then the minister was hopping about

the room on one foot, uttering exclamations of pain,

and the family were all beside themselves with

fright. The mother brought a pail of cold water.

" Put your foot in there, father ! Woolen holds

heat so long, it will burn deeper and deeper.

That'll stop it quickest."

The foot was thrust into the pail, and a short

relief afforded. Then the stocking was taken off.

The minister groaned as he looked at his foot.

" It will be six weeks before I shall walk out-

doors with that, and who'll preach, I should like

to know ?
"

It was a serious burn, and day after day tl

minister sat in his chair by the kitchen fire, or li

upon the bed in the adjoining bedroom, helpless,-

taking an involuntary vacation from his work,

don't know who preached, but I do know that t]

time seemed very long to him, and he beguiled

with many devices. He played games of skill wi

the children, or made verses, taxing their ingenui

to supply rhymes or adjust meters. He astonish

them with such philosophical experiments as

could command materials for ; and if his dexteri

at sleight-of-hand performances did not rival the

of the famous Peter Potter, they delighted his ch

dren, and confirmed them in the belief that th

father was something quite above the average

mankind, and that they were highly favored

being the minister's children.

Poor Thirza, who could never be done repenti

of her carelessness, hung about him and waited

him, and racked her brains to think of ways

please him. But she could not help enjoying, w
all her heart, the jubilee he made of those fc

weeks of confinement to the house.

It was about a week after the accident happen!

before he had even ventured to hobble across

floor by the help of a crutch,—though he had tl

day made one, in anticipation of the time when
might use it,—that the family were awakened
night by a vigorous pounding at the front door.

" What 's the matter ? Who 's there ? " shoul

the minister, raising his night-capped head.
" Fire !—fire ! We want your help !

" came
reply.

The minister threw back the bedclothes,

was about to spring from the bed. But a twi

of pain and the quick hand of his wife brouj

him down on his pillow again, and it was she w

sprang out and went to the door.

" The Willoughby house is burning up !

want the minister to come, and bring his axe."

" He can't come. He has scalded his foot,

has n't walked a step for a week. Go to the sV

and take the axe, if it will do any good," she

swered through the crack of the door.

" Water-pails ! Give us all you have !
"

She brought them quickly, and passed them o

and the men were gone immediately. Then !

slipped on her stockings, wrapped a warm garmi

about her shoulders, and went to the study wind

to look out. The Willoughby house was but a i

rods distant, on the same side of the street. It t

been the pride of the village for years, with

grand old halls and stately portico, its magnino
garden and greenhouse, its ebb and flow of c

visitors, the children and grandchildren of the a;

lady who alone called the place home.

Vainly they had coaxed and entreated the
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ther to leave the house to which she had come

1 bride full sixty years before, and to dwell with

m in their distant homes. Her reply was always,

lere I have lived, and here I will die !

"

liiiVnd now !—this was the sorrowful thought of

minister's wife as she saw from the window the

nes already bursting through the roof. She

ted to look but one moment. Then she hurried

;:k to her restless and impatient husband, to

ijse eager questions she replied :

There is no hope of saving it. I '11 go over, if

only go !
" he said, again and again, as he moved

restlessly about, now resting his poulticed and
clumsy foot upon a chair, now holding it down till

its painful throbbing warned him to raise it again

;

now submitting to have it incased in the blanket

which Thirza remembered to fetch him, and then

allowing it to drop on the floor, as he hurried back
to the window.

Seth and Simon were gone, to help if they could
;

if not, to look on. Thirza would have gone but

for the notion that she was taking care of father,

11 lie still, and see if I can help to comfort

lidmother Willoughby. I can't bear to think

1. she will feel."

r .e was dressed very soon, and calling up the

ren, and charging them to dress themselves

-lly before they came down-stairs to see, she

iiway.

lerybody disobeyed her instantly, and most

.ently. Half-clad, shoeless, stockingless, they

ed down-stairs and crowded about the study

nws. Wrapped in his dressing-gown, the min-

hobbled, leaning on his crutch, from one win-

:o another, lamenting his helplessness.

They '11 think I might come ! Oh, if I could

who might seriously injure himself, in his distress

and excitement, if she left him.
" Why-e-e ! what will Grandmother Willoughby

do if her house burns all up ? " said Pattikin, stand-

ing on one foot, and trying to pull on a stocking

and keep her eyes on the burning house at the

same time ; and the minister answered with a groan.

The blows of the axes, cutting away the sheds

that the barn might be saved, resounded on the

still night air, and the crash of the falling timbers,

could be plainly heard. There was timber enough
in one of those old mansions to build half a dozen

of our modern houses, and the rare spectacle lasted

longer than similar ones do now.
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But it was over at last. The minister went back
to his bed, and the children huddled about the

kitchen stove, which was not yet cold, waiting for

their mother to come back.

When she came, and told her pitiful story of the

grief of the poor old lady, and how they had to

force her out of the burning house, they were quite

overcome, and Pattikin said :

" It's too bad ! and to-morrer mornin' I 'm just

going to carry her over my Willie book,"—whic,

was very generous in Pattikin, since this was hi

most precious possession.

By the time the boys came home, their mothi

had ready a two-quart pailful of boiling hot ging

tea, of which everybody had to drink a portion,

keep them from taking cold. And then they we
sent back to bed, and silence and peace reigni

again in Pattikin's house.

The End.

THE MOTHER IN THE DESERT.

By Susan Coolidge.

Many, many centuries ago, in a far-away coun-

try, whose laws and customs were different from ours,

and allowed men to have several wives at a time,

if they liked, there lived an old man who had two.

One of these wives was a very aged woman, but she

was still wise and beautiful, and the old man loved

her very much. The other wife was young. She

had been a slave in her husband's family, and was

still treated as an inferior by the older wife, once

her mistress. This younger wife had a little boy,

a fine hardy fellow. He was the only child in the

house,—or rather in the tents,—for there were no

houses in those days. I will not tell you the names
of these persons, but I think most of you will guess

them, for you all have heard about them or read

of them in that most beautiful book of stories which

we call " The Old Testament."

One of the mischiefs of putting two wives into

the same home is, that they are almost sure to

quarrel with each other. It was so in this case.

The wife who had been a slave, was proud of her

motherhood, and now and then would say provok-

ing things to the other wife who had no boy to be

proud of. Then the older woman would feel jeal-

ous and unhappy, and be in her turn unkind and

harsh, till the tent resounded with bitter words,

sobs and cries. At last a marvelous event hap-

pened. God pitied the childless wife, and to her,

also, sent a boy, a dear little baby, soft, and sweet,

and helpless as our babies are to-day, and just as

much loved and rejoiced over as they. For a time

the brown tent, standing close to the green pastures

where the white, bleating sheep nibbled and wan-

dered, was a happy place. A great feast was given

in honor of the baby. Friends and relations came

on horseback and camelback from far away. K
were roasted, rich milk, herbs stewed with butt

and all the dainties known to the time, prepare

and the proud mother was never weary of sh<

ing her child, and boasting of his size and stren

and goodness, as mothers have done from that

to this. But after the feast was eaten and the a
pany dispersed, the old disturbances began ag;

Each wife was jealous ; the children quarrc

with each other ; the good old man tried in \

to keep the peace between them. At last, mat
came to a crisis. The old wife said she would d

no longer under the same tent with the otl

and would not let her boy be brought up with

big domineering brother. Both must go away,

said,—the mother and the child,—and she

sisted, and stormed, and urged, till her hush,

did not know what to do.

And, indeed, it was difficult to know what to

There were very few people in the world in tl

days, and those few were scattered about at

distances from each other. The brown tents

side the sheep-pastures were miles and miles

any other tents. One could travel for many
without meeting a human being. There wa:

particular place to send any one to, saying, " T
you will find shelter and food ;

" and it see;

hard and cruel to say "Go" to a poor woi

without telling her where to go. So the

man went to bed unhappy and puzzled,—an

wonder.

But in the night God spoke to him in a dn]

as often happened in those times, and told

not to fear, but to let the mother and child gc

He would take care of them and preserve



THE MOTHER IN THE DESERT. 5 2 3

es, and the boy should grow up to be the father

a great multitude. I do not think, except for

is promise of the Lord's, that the old man could

ve said " Go," for he was a just and wise man,

d tender-hearted. There is a tradition among
'e people of his nation, that he was the first man

For, rising with the dawn, he called the younger

wife, filled a bag with bread, tied a bottle of water

to 'her back, pointed to the desert, and bade her
" Go." Poor thing, her heart must have been

heavy enough as she turned her face away from

the tents. She had not been always happy there.

^2>V
WITH A GREAT SOB, SHE WENT AWAY

all the world whose beard became white, and
t he asked of God, " What is this?" and the

d replied, " It is a token of gentleness, my
'." The old man's beard was very white as he

dreaming that night, and his heart had grown
tie with the blanching of his hair ; so that it

not cruelty or unkindness, but faith in the

ivenly Promise, which, when morning broke,

him to comply with his old wife's request.

There had been quarrelsome hours and sad hours,

—hours of complaining and hours of tears,

—

but still, the tents were home, there was food in

them and shelter, and the wilderness was desolate

and lonely. She went, however.—there was noth-

ing else left for her to do. Husbands in those days

were masters as well, and had power of life and
death over their wives. There were the barley-loaf

and the water-bottle ; there was the desert track

;
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and taking her child by the hand, she walked

away, going she knew not where or to what.

A long time they wandered in the rough sandy

wilderness. When they were tired, they lay down

to sleep under the thorn-bushes ; when they were

hungry, they broke a piece off the loaf and drank

from the bottle. Gradually the loaf grew less, the

last drops \vere drained, and still they were in the

desert wilds, and as far from human help as ever.

The poor boy cried with thirst, and the mother

was thirsty too, though she suffered in silence. At

last, the boy lay down. He could go no farther.

His hands were hot, and his head burned with

fever. Each moment he grew more ill. His

mother tended him, but what could she do without

food or medicine ? At last, his eyes closed, he no

longer moved or spoke, and gradually the convic-

tion grew in her that, unless aid came from some-

where, he must die.

Where could she hope for help ? The hot sand

gave none, the blue sky looked pitiless. All she

could do was to draw him beneath the shadow of

some bushes, put a stone under his head by
way of pillow, kiss him, call his name ; and for

neither kiss nor call did he open his eyes. At last,

with a great sob, she went away,—quite a long way
off,—and sat down with her back to him. " Let

me not see the death of the child," she said within

herself; and with the words came thoughts of

what a dear baby he had been ; how brave and

bright always ; how pretty and coaxing in his

ways ; and she began to cry, gently at first, then

loudly, with moans and sobs, as if, in that inhospi-

table spot, some one might hear and come to her

relief. There was no chance of that, she knew

;

still, the tears seemed to relieve, in part, the mis-

ery of her heart.

But some one did hear. " Man's extremity is

God's opportunity," a good man has said: and in

this poor mother's extremity, help came to her. A
voice called her name. She looked up, and there

above her head was the shining form of an angel.

"What aileth thee?" the angel said. "Fear
not, for God hath heard the voice of the lad where

he is. Arise, lift the lad and hold him in thy hand,

for I will make of him a great nation." Then the

angel vanished.

" Oh !
" gasped the poor mother, " what can he

mean. 'A great nation,' when I have not even a

drop of water to give him to drink !
"

She arose, however, for the angel was not to be

disobeyed. It seemed as if God led her, for, as

she went back to where her son lay, her feet, as if

of themselves, turned aside in the thicket, and

there, shining out from the sand, was a cool, bub-

bling spring of water. There it had been all the

time, while she sat despairingly with her back to

the dying lad,—there, close by ; but she had no

guessed it until God's moment came.

I think, do you know, that there is a beautifi

thought here for all of us. Almost every one, ;

some time or other in his life, has unhappy da\

when hope seems dead, and all things go wrons

If our eyes were opened to see, on such days, (

our faith were stronger, perhaps for us too woul

be revealed some bright fountain of refreshmei

which God has set for us to drink from, and whicl

pretty soon, we shall come to, if only we ha\

patience to bear our trouble and to wait H
pleasure.

You can guess how glad the poor mother w;

when she saw the water. She ran to her bo'

lifted him in her arms, and laid him down besic

the spring, where the ground, carpeted with fre:

herbs, made a soft bed. Then she bathed his he;

with water and gave him drink; and when he fe

the cool touch on his lips, he opened his eyes ar

smiled, and she knew that he was saved.

We don't know much about the history of tl

mother and boy after that day. The Bible tells

no more, except that " God was with the lad, ar

he grew and dwelt in the wilderness, and becan

an archer." Later, when he was a man, he ma
ried an Egyptian girl. It is from him that tl

Bedouins of the desert and the wild tribes

Palestine and India are descended. " Ishmai

ites " they are called, from the boy's name ; f

now that you have guessed, as I think you mui

I don't mind telling that the story is about Hag
and Ishmael, and the old man who sent the

forth into the wilderness was Abraham, the friei

and servant of God, about whom such wonderl

and beautiful things are told in the Old Tesl

ment.

I have heard just one more curious little sto

about Ishmael, which I will tell you. It is n

given in the Bible, and may not be true ; but t

Jews accept it as a tradition, Or unwritten stoi

handed down from one generation to another:
" Ishmael lived a wandering life with his wife a

cattle, and the Lord blessed his flocks, and he h

great possessions. But his heart remained

same ; and he was a master of archery, and i

structed his neighbors in making bows.

" After some years, Abraham, whose he:

longed for his son, said to Sarah, ' I must see h)

my son Ishmael fares.' And she answered, ' Th
shalt go, if thou wilt swear to me not to alig

from off thy camel.' So Abraham swore. Then

went to Paran, over the desert, seeking Ishmae

tent ; and he reached it at noon, but neitl

Hagar nor her son was at home. Only Ishmae

wife was within, and she was scolding and beati

the children.
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So Abraham halted on his camel before the

t-door, and the sun was hot, and the sand white

glaring beneath. And he called to her, ' Is

husband within ?
'

She answered, without rising from her seat,

: is hunting.'

Then Abraham said, ' I am faint and hun-

; bring me a little bread and a drop of water.'

But the woman answered, ' I have none for

1 as thou.'

So Abraham said to her, ' Say to thy hus-

d, even to Ishmael, these words :
" An old

1 hath come to see thee out of the land of the

istines, and he says : The nail that fastens thy

is bad ; cast it away, or thy tent will fall, and

ithee a better nail." ' Then he departed and

t home.

Now, when Ishmael returned, his wife told him
:hese words, and he knew that his father had
1 there, and he understood the tenor of his

is ; so he sent away his wife, and he took an-

r, with his mother's advice, out of Egypt, and
name was Fatinia.

And after three years, Abraham yearned once
"5 after his son, and he said to Sarah, ' I must
low Ishmael fares.' And she answered, ' Thou
go, if thou wilt swear to me not to alight

off thy camel.' So he swore.

Then he went to Paran, over the desert, seek-

shmael's tent, and he reached it at noon ; but

ler Hagar nor her son was at home. Only

Ishmael's wife, Fatima, was within, and she was

singing to the children.

" So Abraham halted. And when Fatima saw

a stranger at the door, she rose from her seat and
veiled her face, and came out and greeted him.

" Then said Abraham, ' Is thy husband

within ?
'

" She answered, ' My lord, he is pasturing the

camels in the desert.' And she added, ' Enter,

my lord, into the cool of the tent and rest, and
suffer me to bring thee a little meat.'

" But Abraham said, ' I may not alight from

off my camel, for my journey is hasty ; but bring

me, I pray thee, a morsel of bread and a drop of

water, for I am hungry and faint.'

" Then she ran and brought him of the best

that she had in the tent, and he ate and drank, and
was glad.

" So he said to her, ' Say to thy husband, even

to Ishmael, that an old man out of the land of

the Philistines has been here, and he says : The
nail that fastens thy tent is very good ; let it not

be stirred out of its place, and thy tent shall

stand.'

" And when Ishmael came home, Fatima re-

lated to him all the words that the old man had
spoken ; and he understood the tenor of the

words.

" And Ishmael was glad that his father had
visited him, for he knew thereby that his love for

him was not extinguished."

THE GREEN HOUSE WITH GOLD NAILS.

By Mrs. J. P. Ballard.

specimen. Take with you a box; watch for a nice

plump caterpillar ; break off the leaf you will easily

find him feeding upon ; and when you have carried

him home in the box, put him on a white paper
and invert a clear plain-glass tumbler quickly over
him

; feed him daily with whatever sort of leaf

you found him eating, and—you have caught your
butterfly. You can see him through the glass, and
will find it a source of enjoyment to watch from
time to time his great changes.

But it is of one particular kind I wish now to tell

you. The caterpillar lives upon the common milk-

weed, or Asclepias, which grows by the road-side,

Jack-in-the-Pulpit," St. Nicholas for October, 1S76.
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with pinkish clusters of flowers in summer, and

curious bird-shaped pods in the fall. This cater-

pillar (whose true name is Danais* archippus—we hii

FIG. I.—THE CATERPILLAR.

might call him Archie, for short) is very pretty,

and the butterfly is handsome ; but the crowning

beauty of all is the chrysalis. It looks like a little

green house, put together with gold nails. It is

somewhat of the size and shape of a long, delicate

pea-green acorn, and has a row of dots half way

around what would be the saucer of the acorn, with

others about the size of a pin's head on different

parts of the chrysalis, and you will say they are not

like gold, but are real gold itself.

The caterpillar, when full-grown, is about two

inches long. It is cylindrical, and handsomely

tirely even, and occasionally run into each othe

On the top of the second ring or segment are

slender black thread-like horns, and on a

ring two more not quite as long as those near

head. You can find it almost any day in July

August, if you look closely on the under side

the broad ovate-elliptical leaves of the milk-weec

It was the accidental finding of his chrysal

attached to a spray of wild carrot, that led me
study this particular species. It was a secret

me—this beautiful green and gold house. It

something. What, I must know ! Cutting

stem of the carrot, I brought the treasure carefv.

into the house, covered it with a tumbler, and

a week it remained just the same. Then the gn

began to turn to a light purple, and lines began

show through the clear case. The front sho

lines like a curtain, parted and folded back e

way, like drapery, to the bottom, as shown

Fig. 3. The back was curiously marked off,

FIG. 3.—FRONT. FIG. 4.—BACK.

FIG. 2.—THE MILK-WEED AND THE CHRYSALIS.

marked with narrow alternating bands of black,

white, and lemon-yellow. The bands are not en-

^ THE CHRYSALIS BEGINNING TO CHANGE.

looked like Fig. 4. The whole gradually tooil

a very dark purple hue, and I hoped to see it i|

and give up its treasure. But though I watf

very carefully, it stole a march on me, and!

morning I found its secret disclosed and flutttl

below the empty chrysalis, now but a clear, I

tissue, with here and there a pale gold dot.

The butterfly is handsome and quite large (I

than three inches across when the wings!

spread), but not quite so beautiful as you vl

infer from his elegant house. He is of a rich tl

orange, bordered with velvety black, on the il

side, and a lighter, nankeen yellow below

;

has a large velvety black head, spotted with vl

As I did not know how large he would bt|

when he would come out,—for he did not

me, as I said, to his "opening,"— I had not

him a glass roomy enough for his wings tl

pand entirely at the first, as they must, or nl

imperfect. So afterward, although he baf

liberty of the whole room, he walked aboul|

one wing folded back over his shoulder,

r From the name of DanacE, the only daughter of Acrisius, who shut her up in a brazen tower, for fear some one would rob him of bl

Jupiter visited her there by transforming himself into a shower of gold.
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-THE BUTTERFLY.

r

's opera-cloak. But I kept him, and, learning

he came from the milk-weed caterpillar, I

t in quest of some. I was fortunate enough

nd five in one search—three on one large milk-

d, and two on another. I put them in a glass

ery, about one foot long and ten inches high,

fed them with fresh milk-weed leaves daily,

i they mounted, one after another, to the top,

began to work on the under side of the glass

r. My curiosity was on the alert to see how each

Id build his green house. I had seen cocoons

irious kinds spun, but the glass-smooth chrysa-

juld not be spun. Oh, no ! It was altogether

lice work to be done in sight. There was no
d of hammer or sight of tools. It was all

hed and painted and ready—and lo ! the inner

•s of the caterpillar's skin had been the work-

, and the outer skin was taken down and dis-

^d, like worthless scaffolding, when the green

gold house was ready. Pretty soon there were

five of these houses hanging from the glass roof,

side by side ; and now there are five empty homes,

still clinging by the little shiny black twist that

fastens them firmly to the glass, and five handsome

great butterflies, like the one shown in the picture.

Only one of all these did I see break the shell

and come out, and that only by the most diligent

watching. The butterfly was packed, head down-

ward, at the bottom of the chrysalis—wonderfully

packed, as all will admit who see him emerge,

to shake himself out into something five or six

times as wide, a beautiful uncramped butterfly.

After seeing them brighten a bouquet, and

watching them eat with their long spiral tongues

from a little bed of moss sprinkled with sweetened

water, I let them take a nap under a tumbler with

a little pillow of chloroformed cotton, and, un-

marred even by a pin, they were ready to be laid

away in a glass-covered box in their long, dream-

less sleep.

THE CATERPILLAR.

By M. F. B.

I CREEP on the ground, and the children say:

" You ugly old thing !
" and push me away.

I lie in my bed, and the children say :

" The fellow is dead; we'll throw him away!"

At last I awake, and the children try

To make me stav, as I rise and fly.
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By E. Muller
.

Tommy had been cross all day. He had pulled

Robbie's hair, and taken his pea-nuts from him.

He had sat down on Susie's lovely doll and flattened

her nose, and he had put the kitten on top of the

book-case. He had even been saucy and hateful

to his dear mamma, when she asked if her little

boy felt quite well, or if his long visit to the

Aquarium yesterday had tired him. Instead of

answering pleasantly, Tommy had hunched up his

shoulders, shoved out his elbows, and snapped out,

fiercely :

" No; I aint tired, and I aint cross either."

Every one was glad when bed-time came, and
Master Tommy was taken upstairs.

" I do declare, Master Tommy, you '11 turn into

a nasty, snappy turtle, or a crab, some of these

nights, when you 're so cross," said nurse.

" Pooh !
" said Tommy, " I wont."

" Well, something will happen
;
you '11 see if it

does n't. I 've read of just such things coming to

boys in books," said nurse, as she tucked him into

his bed.

Nurse thought he had become very quiet all at

once, and as she bade him " Good-night," she

wondered if he was up to more mischief. But he

was already snoring as she reached the door.

As soon as she had gone down-stairs, Tommy
got out of bed, and felt under the bureau for the

piece of mince-pie he had hidden there. He had

taken it from the pantry shelf, that evening,—

a

good big quarter of a pie. It was rather dusty, but

tasted good, and Tommy sat up in bed, and ate it

all in ten bites. Then he curled down among
blankets, and wished he was a crab.

" I 'd crawl right down and bite nurse, now,
(

thought. " I wonder how it would feel to

turtle, or a crab, or a—a "

" A very fine specimen indeed," said a s

strange voice.

Tommy looked around. Where was he? VV

was his bed, and his room with blue paper c

walls ?

" Oh, my ! what is the matter ? " cried To !

He was sitting upon a bit of sea-weed, in a •:

:,;
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5S case full of water, and a red-nosed man in

ctacles was looking at him.
'.' A fine specimen of fresh-water urchin," said

red-nosed man.
,' I aint a urchin," cried Tommy, indignantly.

.' See him open his mouth ! How ugly he is !

"

laimed a small boy beside the red-nosed man.

Tommy looked around for something to throw at

1, but right at his elbow sat a huge hermit crab,

3 stretched out four claws, and said

:

' Shake hands, cousin ! Glad to see you !

"

cousin ! Nonsense ! Of course you arc. Come
along."

He was just stretching out his claws to drag

Tommy off the bit of sea-weed, when two little

sea-urchins came rolling along, and said :

" Why, here's cousin Tommy !

"

<; Go 'way !
" exclaimed Tommy. " I never was

such an ugly, prickly thing like a chestnut bur."

"Ugly, prickly thing, indeed!" cried the sea-

urchins. " Did n't you pain your poor mamma
with your naughty, prickly temper,—you ugly little

TOMMY S TORMENTORS.

said Tommy, drawiI 'm not your cousin,"

elf up.

Oho : He says he is not my cousin !
" squeaked

hermit crab, so loudly that all the skates came
:e what was the matter.

You 're a horrid ugly thing !
" screamed

vmy. " I saw you yesterday pinching a poor

: crab, and poking your old claws into his shell,

not your cousin."

Now, just hear that !
" said the hermit crab,

a wicked smile. " Here is an urchin who
•heshis little brother, pulls his hair, and takes

>ea-nuts away, and yet he declares he is not my
Vol. IV.—35.

fresh-water urchin !
" And both the sea-urchins

gave him great pokes with their sharp spiny sides,

and then rolled away, laughing at his pain.

They had no sooner gone, than up came a whole

family of thin little alligators, and with them a

whole family of fat little seals, giggling, bouncing

up and down, and eating mince-pie.
•' Tommy, how d' ye do ? How d' ye do. Tom-

my ? " said they all.

They looked so mischievous, and so big, that

Tommy began to cry.

"Cry. baby.—cry! Haven't any pie!" sang

all the fat little seals and thin little alligators,
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jumping at him and trying to bite his toes, till

Tommy was frightened half to death.

Just as he made sure they were going to eat

him, something wonderful happened. A beautiful

sea-horse, with a silver bridle, came floating down,

led by the loveliest little mermaid that ever was

seen. And as she came close to Tommy, she

said :

" Poor Tommy ! Come with me. Mount my
little friend here, and we will take you away from

these tormentors."

So Tommy got upon the sea-horse's back,—and
he just fitted there nicely, which surprised him,

till he remembered that since he had become a

fresh-water urchin, he had grown very small.

They pranced away from the seals and alligators,

and all the skates smiled pleasantly as they passed.

Soon they came to the mermaid's house,—a large

pink conch-shell, with sea-weed climbing over it,

and a long avenue, marked by rows of pink sea-

anemones, leading up to it. The sea-anemones

bowed, and waved their fringes to the mermaid,
and welcomed her home.

" I have here a poor little urchin who has bee

naughty, and has been punished ; but now he wi

be good, and happy." said the mermaid.
Then they went into the conch-shell, and aroun

and around, and up the spiral stairs, that wet

pinked at every step, till at last the mermaid pi

Tommy into a little bed like a rosy pink sunse

and kissed him good-night.

" You wont want to get up and look for p
again, will you ? " said she.

"I just guess not!" answered Tommy; ar

then he fell asleep, while she sang to him son;

about the sea.

When he woke up, the sunshine was streamir

over him.
" I did think of giving him some paregori

ma'am," nurse was saying. " But after a Iitt

while he stopped crying, so I did not get up."
" Why ! I must have dreamed it !

" said Tomn
to himself. Just then he looked down and saw son

pie-crust crumbs in his bed. " I don't kno\

though," he thought. " May be it was true. M;
be I really was—a—urchin."

THE RIDE WITH THE MERMAID.

:

\
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CECILE AND LULU.
(Translation of French Story in April Number.)

By A. A. Chapman.

What are those funny black marks, Cecile,

: we see everywhere on the walls ?
"

Letters, Lulu ; don't you know them ?
"

No, Cecile ; nobody has ever taught me them."

Alas ! how you have been neglected, my poor

2 one ; but when one must work all day long to

1 a living, one does not easily find the oppor-

ty either to teach or to study. I myself have

otten a great deal of what I used to know when

were happy. But what I still remember, I will

h to you, little'by little, as I find time."

Why are we so poor, Cecile ?
"

It is our misfortune, my child ; we must bear

ith patience until Heaven sends us better days,

'y, if we could find our uncle, all our troubles

Mdend."
Why do we not go and look for him at once,

ile ?
"

My child, I did look for him everywhere until

ny money was gone. But don't let us think of

i any more. You are going to take a lesson,

know. Here is a poster which will serve very

ly for a reading-book."

"This letter here," said she. pointing to it with

\ knitting-needle, "is called 'H.' Look at it

; will you remember it ?
"

j ' H,' " repeated Lulu, "I will remember it.

I know it already."

;nd so Cecile taught her little sister the letters

f-U-S-E.

What does all that mean ? " asked little Lulu at

Ijtth.

4 These letters spell the word house,—do you

t ? H-o-u-s-e

—

house. But there strikes the

•. I have no more time to teach you. I must

3d the factory. Here is a little basket of fruit

; I bought for your luncheon. Let us go !

"

>0h, Cecile ! don't shut me up in that dark,

ow room ! I hate it. Let me follow you. or

si leave me here, where I feel the fresh air, and

re there is something to look at, I beg of you !

"

Will you promise me not to leave this place to

ier in the streets ?
"

I will stay here until you return, Cecile."

Remember, Lulu, that if I lose you, I shall be

lone in the world."

Have no fear, Cecile ; be sure I will take good

I ask only that you will stay where you can see

TOrd house all the time. Be good, my child, and

t forget what I have taught you. Good-bye !

"

'

She kissed her little sister, with tears in her eyes,

and went away.

Lulu sat down well satisfied, and proceeded to

examine the contents of her basket, happily not

dreaming that it had cost her sister a dinner. But
her attention was soon diverted from her agreeable

occupation by the various things that were passing

in the street. She thought them so new and so

delightful

!

At length Lulu ate her luncheon, then she read

over two or three times the word house that she

had just learned, and then she began to grow weary

of the place where she was, which became now very

quiet, for everybody had turned the same street-

corner, which seemed to her the entrance to a mys-

terious place, where all sorts of pretty things were

to be found. In order to see again these lost won-
ders, Lulu ran to the corner, whence she looked

down a broad street lined with magnificent shops,

and thronged with handsome carriages, children

richly dressed who were amusing themselves with

all sorts of pretty playthings, and a number of those

little rogues that we call street-Arabs.

For a few minutes she took good care not to lose

sight of the word house, of which she could still

get a glimpse. But she was not yet six years old,

and besides, she was very inexperienced, having

come recently from the country, where she was born.

This is why it is not very surprising that she soon

forgot the word, and thought of nothing but the

interesting objects that she had before her eyes.

Little by little she drew nearer to these marvels,

that attracted her irresistibly by their splendor,

until she had entirely turned the corner, and found

herself in the midst of her new paradise.

Time passed. More and more drawn away by

these charming novelties, Lulu turned a great

many corners, without remembering how many,

when all at once the hour sounded when her sister

was accustomed to return home ! Thus awakened

from her dream of pleasure, she realized that she

was lost in the great city, not knowing whither to

direct her steps

!

Sad and terrified, she turned corner after corner,

crossed street after street, looking for the place that

she had left, without knowing how to recognize it

if she should succeed in finding it again, there

were so many that looked like it. After many
turnings, she remembered the word house which

she would be certain to recognize, and which she

resolved to look for.
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At length she espied it again on a wall at the

other side of the street.

" My house !
" cried she, " I have found it again

;

soon my sister will find me again."

A gentleman who was passing at that moment
stopped and said : "Of which house do you speak,

my child? This one is mine."
" I am speaking of the word 'house,' which is

here on the wall."

" And can you read that word ?
"

" Yes, sir; my sister taught it to me."
" And what is this good sister's name?"
"Cecile."
" And your name, little one?"
" My name is Lulu."

"Cecile and Lulu!" repeated the gentleman;

then he said quickly: "What is your father's

name ?

"

" My father is no more. His name was Mr.

Henry Jolivet, but
"

" My child," said the gentleman, in a deeply

moved voice, '

' truly you have found your house,

for henceforth it is yours, like all that I have in the

world. My poor little lost lamb that I have vainly

sought so long, come to my arms !
"—and he e

braced her tenderly.

Just then a young girl with a wild look turn

the corner at a rapid pace.

"Oh, Lulu !" cried the new-comer, in an i

patient voice, "how could you have been
naughty? Here have I been looking for you ni(

than an hour !

"

" But why did you not come here to look for ]

at once ?"

"What are you talking about, Lulu? This

not the place where I left you."
" Why yes. Cecile ; don't you see the wc

house that you taught to me ?
"

" You are mistaken, Lulu ; it is the same wo:

but it is another place."

" She is not mistaken," said the gentleman; '

is the place she ought to have found. Don't y

know me, Cecile ?"

She looked at him fixedly for a moment, tr.

she uttered a cry : " My uncle !

"

Lulu now knows how to read, write, and do ma
other things ; but she will never forget the lesson 1

sister gave her, and which had so happy a result

[The great number of translations which the story of " Cecile et Lulu " has called forth from all parts of the country, proves how
our young readers welcome these stories in foreign languages. Many of the versions received are truly admirable, and one and all

commendable painstaking. We are very glad to see this eager interest displayed by our young correspondents, and we see signs of a

enthusiasm over the shorter and simpler French tale published in our last number. For further notice of translations received, see "Le
Box " of this issue. 1 .

ST. NICHOLAS' DAY AND THE CHILD-BISHOPS OF
SALISBURY.

By Melville Egleston.

There are few more interesting regions in

England than that of which the old cathedral town

of Salisbury is the center. A few miles away, upon

the gently undulating downs of Salisbury Plain, is

Stonehenge, one of the most celebrated monu-
ments of the ancient Britons. Nearer to the city

are the ruins of Sarum, a stronghold of the same

people, and, afterward, of their Roman conquerors.

Later still, it was fortified and held by English

kings, and was for a long time a bishop's seat. In

the reign of Henry III. its honors were transferred

to Salisbury, and there, in time, rose the great

cathedral, with its beautiful spire, the loftiest in

the land. It is one of the finest examples of the

English Gothic architecture anywhere to be found.

During the middle ages, the cathedral church

Sarum, and its successor at Salisbury, were v

celebrated, and a certain precedence was given'

their bishops. The forms of service were wid

followed in other places, and the peculiar custc

of Sarum were held in high respect. Among th

customs were some that were very curious, and

of them will certainly be of interest to the reac

of St. Nicholas.
But, first, I must say a little about St. Nichol

for the queer custom which I shall describe

connected with the celebration of his festival. 1

magazine has already told you that he was a s;

of the early days of Christianity, and especi

honored in what is called the Eastern Church—
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irch of Russia and other eastern countries. He
; the Bishop of Myra, a city of Asia Minor, and

ilrften called "the child-bishop," because of the

;y and goodness for which he was noted even in

infancy. It was said of him, as of Timothy,

rt
" he knew the Scriptures from a child." Very

nge stories are told about him, and one of them

high honor in many countries, and that he is

especially distinguished as the patron of young

scholars and children.

Now you see that, in the old times, when great

attention was paid to the observance of saints' days,

it was very natural that St. Nicholas' Day, the 6th

of December, should be celebrated by the children,

THE PROCESSION.

II give you in the very words of the old book in

:h I found it,—written in the queer English of

forefathers.

nd whan he was burn, they made hym chrysten, and called

"'Tycolas. That is a manncs name ; but he kepeth the name of

ild; for he chose kepe vertues, meknes and symplenes, and

Lit malyce. Also we rede, whyle he lay in hys cradel, he fasted

esday and Fryday. These days he would souke but ones of

'.'.y, and therewyth held hym plesed. Thus he lived all hys lyf

ttues with this childes name ; and therefore chyldren don hym
. ip before all other saynts."

it in another old book we find another anecdote,

i'h does not speak so well for the " meknes " of

disposition ; for it is said that at the great

aril of Nice he had a very lively dispute with

her divine named Arius, in the course of which

saint gave his heretical opponent a sound box
te ear. Whatever may be the truth of these

_ ss, we all know that St. Nicholas was and is a

1
famous saint, that he has long been held in

especially in the schools, and wherever many were

gathered together for any purpose ; and so we find

traces of many odd and interesting customs con-

nected with the observance of the festival. But

nowhere was it celebrated with greater solemnity,

or in a more singular way, than at Old Sarum, and

afterward at Salisbury. It was there the custom to

choose from among the choristers—the boy-singers

of the cathedral—an cpiscopus pucrorum, which

means, as those who have studied Latin will know,

a "bishop of the boys." In old English he was

called the "barne byshop," or " chyld byshop,"

—

that is, child bishop. From the feast of St. Nich-

olas until Innocents' Day, the 28th of December,

this child-bishop was invested with great authority,

and maintained all the state of a real prelate of the

church. He wore a bishop's robes and miter, and

carried in his hand the pastoral staff or crozier,

while the rest of the choristers attended him as
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prebendaries, and yielded to him the same obedi-

ence which was shown by the real officials to their

superior, the bishop. Upon the eve of Innocents'

Day,—a day observed in memory of the innocent

children murdered by Herod,—the boy-bishop,

attended by his fellow-choristers in rich copes, with

lighted tapers in their hands, went in solemn pro-

cession to the altar of the Holy Trinity. As they

marched along, three of the children chanted

hymns. The dean and canons walked at the head

of the procession, the chaplain next, and the bishop,

with his little prebendaries, in the place of honor,

last of all. The bishop then took his seat upon a

throne, while the rest of the children were arranged

on each side of the choir upon the uppermost

ascent. They then performed at the altar the same
service, with the exception of the mass, that the

real bishop and his clergy would have performed

had they officiated. After service, all left the

church in the same solemn order. Such a singular

ceremony must have excited great curiosity among
the people who filled the cathedral on the holiday,

and we can well imagine that there would have

been much confusion and disturbance but for a

severe law which forbade any person to press upon

the children, or to hinder or interrupt them in any

way, upon pain of excommunication. One can

fancy that he sees the little fellows with their long

faces, filled with a sense of their momentary dig-

nity, marching solemnly up the aisle, while the

rude crowd on either hand pushes and jostles, each

man trying to elbow himself into a place where ll

can see the odd and attractive spectacle ! Wh :

did they think of it, these child-priests of a daj

Did they feel that they were taking part in a sacn

ceremony, or was it simply a novel kind of play

them ? We cannot tell. But as for the boy-bisho

although he may have enjoyed the importance i

his position for a day or two, I am quite sure tb

he must have grown heartily tired of his digni

before the three weeks of his episcopate were ove

During all that time he was forbidden " to feast

to make visits," but was required to stay in f

common room of the choristers, keeping up t

dignity of his office. Think of the little fello

compelled to act his part with all the gravity <r

grown person, sitting in solemn state while

light-hearted playfellows were perhaps romping

the cathedral close, or even making sly attempts

disturb his composure.

In the case of the little bishop's dying during I

term of office, his funeral ceremonies were ce

brated with the greatest pomp and magnificent

and he was interred, like other bishops, with all

ornaments. At least one such case seems to hi

happened at Salisbury, for there is in the cathed

a very ancient sepulchral monument, with

effigy, or rather the figure in demi-relief, of a cl

lying on its back, with a miter on its head, an

pastoral staff in the left hand. The feet are ti[

a dragon, while over the head is a trefoil cam
with two small angels.

WILD MICE AND THEIR WAYS.

By Ernest Ingersoll.

" When every stream in its pent-house

Goes gurgling on its way,

And in his gallery the mouse

Nibbleth the meadow hay;

" Methinks the summer still is nigh,

And lurketh underneath.

As that same meadow-mouse doth lie

Snug in that last year's heath."
—Thoreau. .

Walking about the fields, I come upon little

pathways as plain as Indian trails, which lead in

and out among the grass and weed-stalks, under

Gothic arches which the bending tops of the flow-

ering grasses make, like roads for the tiny chariots

of Queen Mab. These curious little paths branch-

ing here and there, and crossing one another in

all directions, are the runways of the field-m

along which they go, mostly after sunset, to

one another or bring home their plunder ; for

thieving little gray-coats of our cupboards, wl

bright eyes glance at us from behind the che

box, and who whisk away down some unthough

hole, learned their naughty tricks from their ni

out-door cousins, whom we may forgive on the

of their not knowing any better. Suppose I

you about some of these same cousins who liv

the woods and fields of the Northern States?

Well, to begin, if you take the o and the

of " mouse," you have left, »ms, which is the Ll

word for mouse ; but instead of saying " mousl
a Roman girl would have said musculus. Pull

r
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3 together, and you have Mies musculus, the

ne we write when we want every person, whether

understands our language or not, to know that

mean the common house-mouse, for all the

rid is supposed to know something of Latin.

is little plague was originally a native of some

stern country, but has now spread all over the

rid, forgetting where he really does belong.

..metimes, in this country, he forsakes the houses

i takes up a wild life in the woods.

Homing now to the true field-mice, there is first

and which, to distinguish it from Old World
.ids, is called in the books by Greek words

ich mean the "white-footed Western mouse"
'esperomys leucopus)—a very good name. A
Ird sort is generally found in meadows through

ich brooks wander, and its Latin naxat, Arvicola

(arius, just tells the whole story in two words;

s the " meadow mouse." The fourth and last

t of wild mouse was first noticed near the H ud-

i Bay, and, being a great jumper, received the

atin name of the "little Hudsonian jumping-

•use "

—

Jaculus hudsonius.

These four mice differ in shape, color, size and

,
jits, and of the second and third there are sev-

THE HOUSE-MOUSE.

i varieties in different parts of the country. The
":, brownish-gray coat of the house-mouse you
>)W very well ; or, if you do not, take the next
\! you .catch and look at it closely. It is as clean
your pet squirrel, and just as pretty. See how
nty are the little feet, how keen the black beads
eyes, how sharp and white the fine small teeth,

v delicate the pencilings of the fur !

Prettiest of all is the long-legged jumping-mouse.

If you should look at a kangaroo through the

wrong end of a telescope, you would have a very

fair idea of our little friend's form, with hind-legs

and feet very long and slender, and fore-legs very

short ; so that when he sits up they seem like little

paws held before him in a coquettish way. His tail

is often twice the length of his body, and is tipped

with a brush of long hairs. He has a knowing

look in his face, with its upright, furry ears -and

bright eyes. Being dark-brown above, yellowish-

brown on the sides, and white underneath, with

white stockings on, he makes a gay figure among
his more soberly dressed companions. Various

names are given him,—such as the deer-mouse,

wood-mouse, jumping wood-mouse, and others.

The white-foot is somewhat larger than the

house-mouse ; being about three inches long. It

has a lithe, slender form and quick movement ; its

eyes are large and prominent, its nose sharp, and

its ears high, round and thin. The fore-feet are

hardly half as long as the hinder ones, and the tail

is as long as, or longer, than the body, and cov-

ered with close hairs. The fur is soft, dense, and
glossy, reddish-brown above and white below, while

the feet are all white. The most ill-looking

of the lot is the meadow-mouse, which re-

minds me of a miniature bear. His coat is

dirty brownish-black, not even turning white

in winter; his head is short and his nose

blunt ; all his four feet are short, and his tail

is a mere stump, scarcely long enough to

reach the ground. Nevertheless, he is a very

interesting mouse, and able to make an im-

mense deal of trouble.

In general habits the three wild ones are

pretty much alike, though some prefer dry,

while others choose wet, ground ; some keep
mostly in the woods, others on the prairies,

and so on. All the species burrow more or

less, and some build elaborate nests. Their

voices are fine, low and squeaking, but the

meadow-mouse is a great chatterbox, and
the white-foot has been known more than

once really to sing tunes of his own very

nicely. Each one manifests immense cour-

age in defending its young against harm
;

but I believe only the meadow-mice are

accused of being really ferocious, and of

waging battles constantly among themselves. Their
food is the tender stems of young grasses and
herbs, seeds, nuts, roots and bark, and they lav up
stores of food for the winter, since none become
torpid at that season, as is the habit of the wood-
chuck and chipmunk, except the jumping-mouse.
This fellow, during cold weather, curls up in his

soft grass blankets underground, wraps his long
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THE LONG-LEGGED JUMPING-MOLSE.

tail tightly about him, and becomes dead to all out-

ward things until the warmth of spring revives him,

which is certainly an easy and economical way to

get through the winter ! They also eat insects, old

and young, particularly such kinds as are hatched

underground or in the loose wood of rotten stumps ;

but their main subsistence is seeds and bark, in

getting which they do a vast deal of damage to

plants and young fruit-trees with those sharp front

teeth of theirs.

The field-mice make snug beds in old stumps,

under logs, inside stacks of corn and bundles of

straw; dig out galleries below the grass roots;

occupy the abandoned nests of birds and the holes

made by other animals ; and even weave nests of

their own in weeds and bushes. They live well in

captivity, and you can easily see them at work if

you supply materials.

In tearing down old buildings the carpenters

often find between the walls a lot of pieces of paper,

bits of cloth, sticks, fur, and such stuff, forming a

great bale, and know that it was once the home of

a house-mouse. You have heard anecdotes of how
a shop-keeper missed small pieces of money from

his till, and suspected his clerk of taking it ; how
the clerk was a poor boy who was supporting a

widowed mother, or a sister at school, and the kini

hearted shop-keeper shut his eyes to his suspicion

and waited for more and more proof before beir

convinced that his young clerk was the thief; bu

as the money kept disappearing, how at last 1

accused the clerk of taking it. Then the story te]

how, in spite of the boy's vehement and tearf

denial, a policeman was called in to arrest him, ai

when everything had been searched to no purpos

and he was about being taken to the police-statio

how, away back in a corner was discovered

mouse's nest made of stolen pieces of ragged cu

rency—ten, twenty-five, and fifty-cent pieces. Thi

everybody was happy, and the story ended with

capital moral !

More than one such stolen house the mice ha

really built, and sometimes their work has destroy

half a hundred dollars, and caused no end of hea:

aches. Their little teeth are not to be despised,

assure you. I believe one of the most disastro

of those great floods which in past years have sve

over the fertile plains of Holland was caused

mice digging through the thick banks of eart

called dykes, which had been piled up to keep t

sea back. In this case, of course, the mice 1<

their lives by their misdeeds, as well as the peop
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ing in the general catastrophe. They hardly

nded this ; but

" The best-laid plans o
1 mice and men

Gang aft agley."

: was by the gnawing of a ridiculous little mouse,

remember, that the lion in the fable got free

£ a the net in which the king of beasts found

h self caught.

S omctimes the house-mouse goes out-of-doors to

I ,
and forgets his civilization ; while, on the other

d, the woodland species occasionally come in-

I rs and grow tame. At the fur-trading posts

a at Hudson Bay, wild mice live in the traders'

h ses ; and Thoreau—the poet, naturalist and

Ci osopher, whom all the animals seemed at once

ecognize as their friend—wrote this beautiful

y of how a white-footed mouse made friends

introduced into the country, but a wild native kind

not found in the village. I sent one to a dis-

tinguished naturalist, and it interested him much.
When I was building, one of these had its nest

underneath the house, and before I had laid the

second floor and swept out the shavings, would

come out regularly at lunch-time and pick up the

crumbs at my feet. It probably had never seen a

man before ; and it soon became quite familiar,

and would run over my shoes and up my clothes.

It could readily ascend the sides of the room by
short impulses, like a squirrel, which it resembled

in its motions. At length, as I leaned my elbow

on the bench one day, it ran up my clothes and

along my sleeve, and around and around the table

which held my dinner, while I kept the latter close,

and dodged and played at bo-peep with it ; and
when at last I held still a piece of cheese between

i

'

THE WHITE-FOOTED WESTERN MOUSE.

' him when he lived all alone in the woods by my thumb and finger, it came and nibbled it, sitting

tien Pond, near Concord, Massachusetts: in my hand, and afterward cleaned its face and
The mice which haunted my house were not paws like a fly, and walked away."
common ones, which are said to have been Mice are full of such curiosity. They poke their
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noses into all sorts of places where there is a pros-

pect of something to eat, and sometimes failing to

find so good a friend as Mr. Thoreau, meet the fate

which ought to be the end of all poking of noses

into other people's affairs—they get caught. I

remember one such case which Mr. Frank Buck-

land has related. When oysters are left out of

water for any length of time, especially in hot

weather, they always open their shells a little way,

probably seeking a drink of water. A mouse hunt-

ing about for food found such an oyster in the

larder, and put his head in to nibble at the oyster's

beard ; instantly the bivalve shut his shells, and held

them together so tightly by his strong muscles, that

the poor mouse could not pull his head out, and so

died of suffocation. Other similar cases have been

known.

The most common of all our field-mice is the

short-tailed meadow-mouse, the Arvicola. I find

it in the woods, out on the prairies, and in the hay-

fields. In summer these little creatures inhabit the

low, wet meadows in great numbers. When the

heavy rains of autumn drive them out, they move
to higher and dryer ground, and look for some hill-

ock, or old ant-hill, under which to dig their home.

In digging they scratch rapidly with the fore-feet a

few times, and then throw back the earth to a great

distance with the hind-feet, frequently loosening

the dirt with their teeth, and pushing it aside with

their noses. As the hole grows deeper (horizon-

tally) they will lie on their backs and dig overhead,

every little while backing slowly out, and shoving

the loose earth to the entrance. These winter bur-

THE MOUSE AND THE OYSTER.

rows are only five or six inches below the surface,

and sometimes are simply hollowed out under a

great stone, but are remarkable for the numerous

and complicated chambers and side passages of

which they are composed. In one of the largest

rooms of this subterranean house is placed th

winter bed, formed of fine dry grasses. Its sh;

and size are about that of a foot-ball, with onl

small cavity in the center, entered through a h

in the side, and they creep in as do Arctic trav

ers into their fur-bags.

" Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste,

An' weary winter comin' fast,

An' cozy here, beneath the blast

Thou thought to dwell."

Here five or six young mice are born, and s

until the coming of warm weather, by which ti

they are grown, and go out to take care of the

selves. Sometimes one of them, instead of hu

ing up a wife and getting a home of his own.

wander off by himself and live alone like a hern

growing crosser as he grows older.

In the deepest part of the burrow is placed fr

store of provisions. Uncover one of these li

granaries in November, before the owners hi

used much of it, and you might find five or

quarts of seeds, roots, and small nuts. Out on

prairie this store would consist chiefly of the rot

tubers—like very small potatoes—of the spi

flower, a few juicy roots of some other weeds ;

grasses, bulbs of the wild onion, and so forth, i

wheat or rye patch was near, there would be qu

tities of grain ; and if you should open a nest un

a log or stump in the woods, you might discovt

hundred or so chestnuts, beech-nuts, and acor

nicely shelled. All these stores are carried to

burrows, often from long distances, in their baj

cheeks, which are a mouse's pockets, and they w

with immense industry, knowing just when

gather this and that kind of food for the winter,

friend of mine, who had a farm near the Hud
River, had a nice field of rye, which he was o

waiting a day or two longer to harvest unti

should be quite ready. But the very night bel

he went to cut it, the mice stole a large portion

the grain and carried it off to their nests in

neighboring woods. Hunting up these nests

got back from two of them about half a bushe'

rye, which was perfectly good. Sometimes t

build nests in the russet corn-shocks left stand

in the sere October fields, and store up there he

of food, although there may be no necessity,

firmly fixed in their minds is the idea of prepai

for the future. But they eat a great deal, and tl

stores are none too large to outlast the long, dre

months, when the ground is frozen hard, and

meadows are swept by the wintry winds, or pac

under a blanket of snow.

(Concluded next month.)
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ROSES.

By Edgar Fawcett.

H, the queen of all the roses, it can never be denied,

Is the heavy crimson rose of velvet leaf!

There is such a gracious royalty about her vivid bloom,

That among all charming kindred she is chief!

Then the fainter-shaded roses, in their balmy damask pride,

Group like satellites about one central star,

—

Royal princesses, of whom we can discover at a glance

What aristocrats the dainty creatures are !

Then those tender gauzy roses, clustered closely on their vines,

They are gentle maids of honor, I am told
;

But the pompous yellow roses, these are sneered at, it is said,

For so showing off the color of their gold !

And the roses that are powerless to boast of any tint,

Unsullied as the snow itself in hue,

These are pious nuns, I fancy, who perhaps may murmur prayers

Very softly upon rosaries of dew !

But the delicate pink roses that one meets in quiet lanes,

Gleaming pale upon a background of clear green,

Why, these are only peasant girls, who never go to court,

But are loyal little subjects of their queen !

MRS. PETERKIN

By Lucreti

'S TEA-PARTY.

\ P. Hale.

T was important to have a tea-party, as they

1 .1 all been invited by everybody,—the Brom-
;i'hes, the Tremletts, and the Gibbonses. It

uld be such a good chance to pay off some of
l,

ir old debts, now that the lady from Philadelphia

Is back again, and her two daughters, who would
tsure to make it all go off well.

But as soon as they began to make out the list,

'y saw there were too many to have at once,
1 there were but twelve cups and saucers in the
1

;t set.

'There are seven of us to begin with," said

. Peterkin.
:'We need not all drink tea," said Mrs. Pe-

kin.

'"
I never do," said Solomon John. The little

boys never did.

"And we could have coffee, too," suggested

Elizabeth Eliza.

" That would take as many cups," objected

Agamemnon.
" We could use the every-day set for the coffee."

answered Elizabeth Eliza ;
" they are the right

shape. Besides," she went on. "'they would not

all come. Mr. and Mrs. Bromwich, for instance
;

they never go out."

" There are but six cups in the every-day set,"

said Mrs. Peterkin.

The little boys said there were plenty of saucers
;

and Mr. Peterkin agreed with Elizabeth Eliza that
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all would not come. Old Mr. Jeffers never went

out.

"There are three of the Tremletts," said

Elizabeth Eliza: "they never go out together.

One of them, if not two, will be sure to have the

headache. Ann Maria Bromwich would come,

and the three Gibbons boys, and their sister Juli-

ana; but the other sisters are out West, and there

is but one Osborne."

It really did seem safe to ask "everybody.''

They would be sorry, after it was over, that they

had not asked more.

"We have the cow," said Mrs. Peterkin, "so
there will be as much cream and milk as we
shall need."

"And our own pig," said Agamemnon. "I
am glad we had it salted ; so we can have plenty

of sandwiches."

"I will buy a chest of tea," exclaimed Mr. Pe-

terkin. " I have been thinking of a chest for

some time."

Mrs. Peterkin thought a whole chest would not

be needed ; it was as well to buy the tea and coffee

by the pound. But Mr. Peterkin determined on a

chest of tea and a bag of coffee.

So they decided to give the invitations to all. It

might be a stormy evening, and some would be

prevented.

The lady from Philadelphia and her daughters

accepted.

And it turned out a fair day, and more came
than were expected. Ann Maria Bromwich had a

friend staying with her, and brought her over, for

the Bromwiches were opposite neighbors. And the

Tremletts had a niece, and Mary Osborne an

aunt, that they took the liberty to bring.

The little boys were at the door, to show in the

guests; and as each set came to the front gate,

they ran back to tell their mother that more were

coming. Mrs. Peterkin had grown dizzy with

counting those who had come, and trying to cal-

culate how many were to come, and wondering

why there were always more and never less, and

whether the cups would go round.

The three Tremletts all came with their niece.

The)' all had had their headaches the day before,

and were having that banged feeling you always

have after a headache ; so they all sat at the same

side of the room on the long sofa.

All the Jefferses came, though they had sent un-

certain answer. Old Mr. Jeffers had to be helped

in with his cane, by Air. Peterkin.

The Gibbons boys came, and would stand just

outside the parlor door. And Juliana appeared

afterward, with the two other sisters, unexpectedly

home from the West.
" Got home this morning!" they said. "And

so glad to be in time to see everybody.—a liti

tired, to be sure, after forty-eight hours in a slee

ing-car !

"

"Forty-eight!" repeated Mrs. Peterkin; a

wondered if there were forty-eight people, and wl

they were all so glad to come, and whether
could sit down.

Old Mr. and Mrs. Bromwich came. They thouu
it would not be neighborly to stay away. Th
insisted on getting into the most uncomfortat
seats.

Yet there seemed to be seats enough while t

Gibbons boys preferred to stand. But they nev

could sit around a tea-table. Elizabeth Eliza h;

thought they all might have room at the table, ai

Solomon John and the little boys could help

the waiting.

It was a great moment when the lady from Ph
adelphia arrived with her daughters. Air. Peterk

was talking to Mr. Bromwich, who was a little de;

The Gibbons boys retreated a little farther behii

the parlor door. Airs. Peterkin hastened forwa

to shake hands with the lady from Philadelphi

saying

:

" Four Gibbons girls and Alan' Osborne's aui

—that makes nineteen ; and now "

It made no difference what she said; for the

was such a murmuring of talk, that any wor
suited. And the lady from Philadelphia want'

to be introduced to the Bromwiches.

It was delightful for the little boys. They car

to Elizabeth Eliza, and asked :

"Can't we go and ask more? Can't we fet>

the Larkins ?

"

" Oh dear, no !
" answered Elizabeth Eliza,

can't even count them !

"

Airs. Peterkin found time to meet Elizabe

Eliza in the side entry to ask if there were goii

to be cups enough.

"I have set Agamemnon in the front entrv

count," said Elizabeth Eliza, putting her hand to h

head.

The little boys came to say that the Maberl

were coming.

"The Alaberlys !
" exclaimed Elizabeth Eliz

"'
I never asked them."
" It is your father's doing," cried Airs. Peterki

"I do believe he asked everybody he saw !
" Ai

she hurried back to her guests.

' • What if father really has asked everybody '.

Elizabeth Eliza said to herself, pressing her he;

again with her hand.

There was the cow and the pig. But if they I

took tea or coffee, or both, the cups could not

round.

Agamemnon returned in the midst of h

agony.
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He had not been able to count the guests, they

ived about so, they talked so ; and it would not

i well to appear to count.

What shall we do?" exclaimed Elizabeth

:a.

r We are not a family for an emergency,"

led Agamemnon.
[•What do you suppose they do in Philadelphia at

" Exhibition, when there are more people than

; s and saucers ? " asked Elizabeth Eliza. " Could

you go and inquire ? I know the lady from

ladelphia is talking about the Exhibition, and

ng why she must go back to receive friends.

i they must have trouble there ! Could not

go in and ask, just as if you wanted to

]W?"
igamemnon looked into the room, but there

1e too many talking with the lady from Phila-

:.)hia.

1 If we could only look into some book," he

(I, "the encyclopaedia or the dictionary,—they

'such a help sometimes !

"

,t this moment he thought of his "'Great Tri-

ohs of Great Men," that he was reading just

'. He had not reached the lives of the Ste-

nsons, or any of the men of modern times.

I might skip over to them,—he knew they were

II for emergencies.

[e ran up to his room, and met Solomon John
ling down with chairs.

; That is a good thought," said Agamemnon,
will bring down more upstairs chairs."

No," said Solomon John, "here are all that

come down ; the rest of the bedroom chairs

:ch bureaus, and they never will do !

"

Lgamemnon kept on to his own room, to con-

1 his books. If only he could invent something

(the spur of the moment,—a set of bedroom
liture, that in an emergency could be turned

> parlor chairs ! It seemed an idea ; and he sat

1 self down to his table and pencils, when he
: interrupted by the little boys, who came to tell

5. that Elizabeth Eliza wanted him.

he little boys had been busy thinking. They
posed that the tea-table, with all the things on,

jld be pushed into the front room, where the

''ipany were ; and those could take cups who
id find cups.

ut Elizabeth Eliza feared it would not be safe

•iush so large a table ; it might upset and break

!.t china they had.

gamemnon came down to find her pouring out

in the back room. She called to him :

Agamemnon, you must bring Mary Osborne
t' lelp, and perhaps one of the Gibbons boys
¥• Id carry round some of the cups."

nd so she began to pour out and to send round

the sandwiches, and the tea, and the coffee. Let

things go as far as they would !

The little boys took the sugar and cream.

"As soon as they have done drinking, bring

back the cups and saucers to be washed," she said

to the Gibbons boys and the little boys.

This was an idea of Mary Osborne's.

But what was their surprise, that the more they

poured out, the more cups they seemed to have

!

Elizabeth Eliza took the coffee, and Mary Osborne

the tea. Amanda brought fresh cups from the

kitchen.

" I can't understand it," Elizabeth Eliza said to

Amanda. "Do they come back to you, round

through the piazza? Surely there are more cups

than there were !

"

Her surprise was greater when some of them
proved to be coffee-cups that matched the set

!

And they never had had coffee-cups.

Solomon John came in at this moment, breath-

less with triumph.

"Solomon John!" Elizabeth Eliza exclaimed,

" I cannot understand the cups !

"

" It is my doing," said Solomon John, with an

elevated air. "I went to the lady from Philadel-

phia, in the midst of her talk. ' What do you do

in Philadelphia, when you haven't enough cups?'
' Borrow of my neighbors,' she answered, as quick

as she could."
" She must have guessed," interrupted Elizabeth

Eliza.

"That maybe," said Solomon John. "But I

whispered to Ann Maria Bromwich,—she was

standing by,—and she took me straight over into

their closet, and old Mr. Bromwich bought this

set, just where we bought ours. And they had a

coffee-set, too "

" You mean where our father and mother bought

them. We were not born," said Elizabeth Eliza.

" It is all the same," said Solomon John. " They
match exactly."

So they did, and more and more came in.

Elizabeth Eliza exclaimed

:

" And Agamemnon says we are not a family for

emergencies !

"

" Ann Maria was very good about it," said Solo-

mon John; "and quick, too. And old Mrs. Brom-
wich has kept all her set of two dozen coffee and

tea cups !

"

Elizabeth Eliza was ready to faint with delight

and relief. She told the Gibbons boys, by mis-

take, instead of Agamemnon, and the little boys.-

She almost let fall the cups and saucers she took

in her hand.
" No trouble now !

"

She thought of the cow, and she thought of the

pig, and she poured on.
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No trouble, except about the chairs. She looked

into the room—all seemed to be sitting down, even

her mother. No, her father was standing, talking

to Mr. Jeffers. But he was drinking coffee, and the

Gibbons boys were handing things around.

The daughters of the lady from Philadelphia

were sitting on shawls on the edge of the window

that opened upon the piazza. It was a soft, warm
evening, and some of the young people were on

the piazza. Everybody was talking and laughing,

except those who were listening.

Air. Peterkin broke away, to bring back his c

and another for more coffee.

" It 's a great success, Elizabeth Eliza," he wf
pered. "The coffee is admirable, and plenty

cups. We asked none too many. I should i

mind having a tea-party every week."

Elizabeth Eliza sighed with relief as she filled
j

cup. It was going off well. There were ct

enough, but she was not sure she could live o<

another such hour of anxiety ; and what was to

done after tea ?

HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XXIII.

AN UNEXPECTED MEETING.

The way now appeared dreary enough to the

young traveler, carrying his little bag in his hand

along the uneven track.

He had not minded the stump fences at first

;

somehow they had looked rather picturesque, with

their immense and many-pronged roots turned up

and interlocked in an endless row on either side,

suggesting the bleached and broken antlers of a

whole species of some extinct gigantic stag. But

they soon made Jacob feel that he was walking

through a narrow and interminable prison, shutting

him out from all the world beside ; and ever after-

ward the sight of a root fence anywhere, carried his

mind back to that hour of his parting from Ruth
and setting out on his dubious journey alone.

He came to a more cultivated country before

long, a region of orchards, groves, and fields, in

which there were men and boys at work. When
he got tired and hungry, he sat down on a log in

the edge of some woods, where there was a road-

side spring, and opened his bag, in which he knew
that Mary's careful hands had placed his luncheon.

He had many things to think of as he unfolded the

neat brown paper covering, and found hard-boiled

eggs, and salt, and butter, and biscuit, and cold

chicken,—enough for luncheon and dinner too.

After eating, he got down on his hands and knees

and drank at the cool spring. A spout led the

water to a road-side trough, where travelers stopped

to water their teams.

While Jacob was sitting there in the shade, a

farmer in a wagon drove up to the trough, and was

about getting down from his seat, when Jacob spra

up and offered to uncheck the horses for him.

"Thank ye, boy," said the man. Then, af

Jacob had put up the check- reins again, " Turn'

in and ride, if you are going my way."

Jacob was going his way, and he " tumbled

So Jacob walked, and rested, and rode occasii

ally, without meeting with any remarkable adve

ures that day or the next. He slept the first ni

at a farm-house, and on the afternoon of the secc

day came to the village of Jackson.

Seeing the smoke of an iron-furnace, he rm

his way toward it ; and, taking out Matthew's left

and looking at the back of it, asked some men
the casting-room if they could tell him where

find Benjamin Radkin.
" You mean Mr. Benjamin Radkin, don't you

said a big fellow with grimy arms and face, an

very blunt, overbearing manner.
" Y-y—yes, sir," stammered Jacob, quite abasl

by the suddenness and strangeness of the questi

" Why did n't you say so, then ?
"

" I— I suppose—because it is simply Benjar,

Radkin on the back of this letter. A letter fr

his uncle, Matthew Lane," added Jacob.
" The Quaker," said the big grimy fellow. " I

Radkin is something of a Quaker, too, but not

much of a one but what it '11 be safe enough

youngsters like you to Mister him."

And the man turned away, swinging a long i

bar which he carried with both hands.

Jacob followed him along the sandy floor,

one side of which preparations had evidently b

made for casting.

" Where can I find—Mr. Radkin ? " said he.
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Don't know," said the man, gruffly,

s this his iron-furnace ?
"

He 's one of the owners."

s he about here now ?
"

\Jo, he aint about here now."

d the gruff and grimy one set his bar up

st the great chimney with a clang.

:ob immediately set him down as a sort of

and surly foreman, puffed up by the impor-

of his office. He could not help feeling stung

e rebuff, which he regarded as a bad omen for

ssult of his search.

[ turned to another workman, who answered

iiestions rather more civilly, although he, too,

something of the foreman's ill manners, per-

more imitated than natural.

4r. Radkin is here generally every day, but I

n't seen him to-day. Anybody in the village

ell you where his house is."

Jacob went out, and found the house after a

trouble. A young girl came to the door,

s Mr. Radkin at home ? " he asked, being care-

put in the Mister distinctly this time,

e girl smiled on him pleasantly enough to

been a daughter of the cousin of Ruth. But

;ply was by no means pleasant to poor Jacob.

le has gone away."

Vhen will he be home ?
"

I think not for three or four days. He went

illicothe, on business, this morning."

^ob's heart sank more and more. Still he had

( of what Friend Matthew's letter might do for

^ven in the nephew's absence.

5 Mrs. Radkin at home ?
"

;'es. But here is her father ; perhaps he can

.)u all you wish to know."

ob heard a heavy footstep behind her in the

as she spoke. She slipped out of sight, and

lappeared a huge form in a drab coat and a

red face under a broad-brimmed hat ; at sight

ich Jacob's heart, which had sunk low enough

.:, seemed for a dizzy moment utterly anni-

A-

i/hat, Jacob! is it thee?" said he, with an

mile. " Where does thee come from?—and
orings thee at this time to the house of my
'iter, Jacob ?"

I this—is Mrs. Radkin " faltered Jacob,

;r discomfiture.

lalome Radkin is my daughter. Benjamin
n is away. What can I do for thee, Jacob ?"

->b had turned slightly pale at first, but now
:e became redder even than that of the well-

r
'A and grimly-smiling speaker,—who, as the

' has no doubt divined, was no other than

:ro's old acquaintance, Friend David Doane,
t unlucky cow-trade.

Chapter XXIV.

THE INCONVENIENCE OF HAVING AN ENEMY.

As soon as he had recovered a little from his.

confusion, Jacob said :
" I have brought a letter to

Mr. Radkin from his uncle, Matthew Lane."
" Very well," replied Friend David ;

" thee can

hand me the letter, and I will see it delivered to

my son-in-law on his return."

Jacob reached out the letter, but immediately

drew it back.
'•

I hoped—his uncle expected me— to hand him
the letter myself."

" That thee cannot very well do unless thee

comes again next week, or goes to Chillicothe to

find him."

This was a new idea, and it afforded a gleam of

light to Jacob's bewildered mind.
" How far is it to Chillicothe ?

"

" I think it is about forty miles by railroad ; but

perhaps not more than twenty-five in a direct line."

" Thank you," said Jacob, hesitatingly, putting

the letter back into his pocket.

Friend David's immense waistcoat still blocked

up the door-way, and there was no invitation in

that grimly smiling face. Of course Jacob believed

that he had made an implacable enemy forever of

Mrs. Radkin's father ; how, then, could he expect

hospitality from her during her husband's absence,,

or even after his return ? For would not Friend

David prejudice the minds of both against him,

perhaps to such a degree that the uncle's letter

would be of no use to him ?

" If I could see Mr. Radkin before he sees Friend

David, deliver the letter, and, may be, tell him my
side of that cow-story first, there might be some
chance for me."

The thought passed quickly through the lad's

mind, and he asked :

" How can I find him, if I go to Chillicothe ?
"

" He has business with the firm of Phelps &
Walton ; everybody, I should say, knows them,"

replied Friend David.
•' Thank you, Mr. Doane,

and reluctantly turned away.

"Anything else I can do for thee?

David called after him.
" Nothing more," replied Jacob, too proud to

ask anything of the man he had offended.

He walked off, still in a state of great anxiety

and doubt as to the course he ought to pursue.

The money Matthew had put into his hand was

all spent, together with a part of the half-dollar

which Longshore had given him. He had only

thirty cents in his pocket, and it was Saturday

afternoon. Experience had taught him that he
could make thirty cents go farther in the country

-and Jacob slowly

Friend
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than in a village, and he could see no good reason

for remaining in Jackson. " Better be traveling,

even if I come back here," thought he.

Then why not go to Chillicothe ? He had found

out about how far he could walk in a day, and
believed that he could reach Chillicothe on foot by

of necessity ? "—for he now recalled that conveni

term by which the worthy woman used to exq

to her conscience and to him much of her
labor on the Lord's Day.
While making up his mind what he should

he wandered back to the casting-room of the it

"THEE CAN HAND ME THE LETTER.'

the evening of the next day. But the next day was

Sunday. He did not wish to travel on Sunday
again, as he had on the last Sunday, acting under

Mr. Pinkey's advice and influence. That gentle-

man's free and easy principles were fast losing their

power over him, while his pious aunt's instruc-

tions were remembered. But would not travel on
Sunday, in his present circumstances, be a "deed

furnace, and sat down on a box near the door,

it now occurred to him that he was very tired

"Where is that light of conscience Fri

Matthew told about ?" he said to himself.
"

I wish it would show me what to do !

"

Meanwhile, there was a great glare of a difte

light before his eyes. In the back part of the n

was the huge furnace, or "cupola," rising to
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Before it were ranged a gang of men, with

gruff foreman at their head, who with his bar

;d out the baked mass of clay that closed the

, Red spatters of melted iron flew at first, and
1 out gushed the fiery flood. This was con-

ed down channels in the sand to the casting-

, and led off into side channels, which it filled,

. the whole of that side of the floor was occu-

by one immense gridiron-shaped mass of

ing and smoking metal.

cob watched this process with interest, although

leat from the casting made his position on the

very uncomfortable. But when water was

'ered upon the floor from a hose-pipe, filling

igreat hollow building with a terrible hissing

a vast cloud of stifling steam, he could stand

longer, but, taking up his little black bag, he

ed out and cooled his face and lungs on the

: of a stream that fed the works,

eanwhile, there was talk about Jacob in Benja-

Radkin's house. The girl, who was indeed a

;hter of Ruth's cousin, reported to her mother

a nice-looking lad was at the door inquiring

er father ; and Friend David was duly ques-

:d with regard to him, on his return into the

e after the interview.

nd now, if Jacob could have been behind the

, he would have discovered that Friend David

not so much his enemy as he supposed,

te broad face of the burly Quaker was crinkled

smiles as he re-entered the room.

It happened to be a boy I know, who left our

, a week since in company with a scapegrace

ing-master. He had a letter for Benjamin,

h I offered to see delivered to him, but he said

lay, and departed."

Why did n't thee ask him in ? " said Salome.

1 had my reasons for that," replied the smiling

d. " I had some little trouble with him just

•e he left. I desired to buy a cow of him, and
larged me a round price for her,—which was
tatural. I respected him none the less for that.

;is I was bargaining with him, he mocked me
y own language. I thought it right to punish

a little for his impertinence. Nevertheless, I

; he is an honest-hearted lad, and when he
:s back we will see what can be done for

i

But what if he should not come back ? " said

i'oung girl, who had watched Jacob with interest

J! wandered wretchedly away.
He will come back, fast enough, Caroline ?

"

Friend David. " He inquired about Chilli-

:, but there is no train to take him there to-

t. His pride will be humbled. He will not
c me with his thee and thy again very soon."
roline and her mother looked anxiously to see

VOL. IV.—36.

Jacob re-appear ; and at last Friend David himself

began to feel uneasy at his prolonged absence.

" I should like to know what his fortunes have

been, and what has become of his flighty dancing-

master," he said. " By his looks, I judge he has

seen trouble ; or I may have been deceived by the

confusion he was thrown into by seeing me."

And the broad face crinkled again at the pleas-

ant recollection of that triumph.
" If he were here, he might sit down to supper

with us," said Mrs. Radkin. " I am sure Benja-

min would wish us to do so much for one who brings

him a letter from his Uncle Matthew."

After supper, Friend David, feeling more and
more troubled in his mind at what he had done,

walked out, thinking he would hunt Jacob up, speak

more kindly to him, and bring him to the house.

He traced him to the iron-furnace, and there

learned that Jacob had last been seen sitting on

the box near the door. But he had now disap-

peared, and none knew where he had gone.
" I did not think the lad would have been so

foolish !
" said David, on his return to the house.

" He will be back here by dark, I am confident."

But at dark, Jacob was miles away, on the road

to Chillicothe.

Chapter XXV.

JACOB HEARS PREACHING, AND GETS A RIDE.

Foolish or not, the boy had reasons of his own
for going off in that way.

In the first place, he had made a great mistake

in imagining Friend David to be a worse man than

he really was ; there being, after all, a kindly heart

somewhere within that prodigious expanse of waist-

coat,—its chief fault lying in that too earnest

inclination we have noticed, " to hold the world

rightly by the handle."

Then Jacob remembered how, in the matter of

the cow-trade, he too had wished in a humble way
to keep a hold on the said handle, and there had
been a jostling which did not result to David's

advantage. That a lad of fifteen should have

beaten that wary old head at a bargain, would

seem of itself no slight offense, however blameless.

But he had added insult to that injury,—a con-

scious fault to an innocent victory; thereby putting

himself in the wrong. He had gloated over that

boyish triumph, fancying the Quaker's burning

resentment, and laughing to think that it was pow-

erless to harm him. And now, behold, it was not

so powerless !—here was the terrible David, a lion

in his path. No wonder he retired in dismay.

He got a supper of bread-and-milk at a farm-

house, for which he offered to pay. The woman
who served it looked at him with a sort of moth-
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erly interest, and for a moment there seemed to be

a struggle in her breast between the instinct of

hospitality and the desire of gain. She was evi-

dently poor. She was having a hard struggle,

there in a rough country, to bring up her own
children and keep them from want.

" We don't often feed strangers," she said, " and

I would n't take a cent if I could afford to keep you

for nothing."
" I have thirty cents," said Jacob, as he pro-

duced three little ten-cent pieces of scrip.

" That all ye have ? " said the woman. " Then
I wont take any pay. Call it a treat."

But Jacob, fearing she might think he meant to

plead poverty, and shirk paying for what he had

had, insisted on her making change. This she re-

fused to do, but she finally accepted one of the ten-

cent bits of paper, on condition that he would put

two of her fried cakes in his pocket. To this he

agreed, and with mutual satisfaction they parted.

He now felt that he could not afford the expense

of lodgings that night, and as it grew dark, he

looked wistfully for a place to sleep in the open air.

Between him and the sunset sky appeared the

~ giant arms and battered trunks of a ruined forest.

Approaching it, he found it to be what the Ken-

tucky people, who had settled in that part of the

country, called a "deadening." To save the labor

of clearing a piece of woods, which they wished to

convert into a field, they had killed the trees by
girdling with the ax, leaving them to enrich the

soil with droppings of bark and limbs, until the

trunks themselves should decay and fall. Mean-
while, in this dismantled and almost shadeless

grove crops were planted, and flourished well ; and
Jacob, drawing near, found a freshly harvested

field of late grain among the spectral giants that

drew their black profiles on the sunset sky.

He sat down behind one of the stooks of grain,

and waited some time to see if he was followed or

observed. Then, by parting and re-arranging the

bundles, he formed a sort of bed, into which he

crept, and lay down in a tent of sheaves. Then
the solitude deepened, the last gleam of day van-

ished, and through the open door of his tent, and

between the ghostly trunks, he saw the stars in the

deep, quiet sky. They had never seemed so far

away before. He had never felt so utterly alone,

—

not even when left by the steam-tug at night on

the wooded banks of the great river.

But Jacob was not afraid. And somehow he was

not sad. There came to him a sense of wild free-

dom in this novel situation ; and a stream of solemn

joy flowed with his strangely awakened thoughts.

The crickets sang him to sleep. Then, in the

middle of the night, the wind arose, and shook the

justling hair of the tall sheaves above his head,

'

and moaned among the dead trees. Ja<

aroused, heard also an occasional dull, heavy

tering, which excited his wonder at first, and t

his fear. The wind was shaking down rotted f:

ments of the dismal old forest, and he thou;

" Suppose one of the trunks or great limbs she

fall on me here !

"

He looked out, and saw wild clouds flying

tween those ruined columns and the moon ; t

crept back, with a sense of trust in the Great Pc

that rules the mighty spheres, and slept again.

The next morning, he decided not to go

to Jackson, but to go on to Chillicothe.

Holding with one hand the stick which suspen

the bag over his shoulder, and, with the other,

of the good woman's greasy cakes, which he nib!

for his breakfast, our hero might have been

trudging among the woods and fields, and
tered farm-houses, that quiet Sunday morning,

He dined on the other cake, sauced with road

berries ; and kept on, meeting with no advent

until afternoon. Then, feeling weary and hun
and remembering that he had still twenty cent

his pocket, he stopped at a farm-house, but fo

it shut and deserted. It was near a mile to

next one ; and that he found defended by a

dog.
" Folks have all gone to meeting," thought

young traveler, and tramped wearily on.

Country people on horseback or in open wa$

had passed him a little while before, raising a

for him to walk in. Now the last had gone

The road was solitary ; the silence was broken

by the sound of his own footsteps, the shrill rJ

of a locust, the far-off low of a heifer or the

of a dog, and, at last, by the voice of a preachi 1

The meeting-house was not in sight when
J;

first heard the voice rising in a wild wail, and

dying away in a sort of sing-song till it was h

no more. Soon he caught sight of the plain

building in a pleasant grove, and saw horses

wagons standing in the shade of the trees,

windows were wide open, and the voice was rol

out again in full volume ; then it sank as bel

running on in a low, monotonous chant.

He entered the grove, and, being faint

want of rest and food, sat down on a log, amie

group of boys, some on the log, and others 1

on the ground or leaning against the trees

did not hear much of the sermon, even when

voice was at its loudest shout. Yet somehow t

tones, and the atmosphere of the place carried

mind back to the many Sundays when he hac

with his aunt in her pew, and hearkened to

minister's earnest words, like a good boy; whs
had a respectable home, and a place in the Sun

school; and the influence of those days wa:

h

. i
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ig upon him that he could not help regarding

self as one of the wicked now, resting there on

'log, dusty, with his stick and bag.

ince, when the voice was low and the grove

,t, one of the boys sitting with him on the log,

d him if he would like to take a little ride.

Of course I should," replied Jacob, "if it's

le direction I want to go."

Which way is that ? " said the boy.

To Chillicothe," said Jacob.

All right," said the boy. " We are just going

rive out on the Chillicothe road, and get back

he time preaching is over. One of the fellers

has a mule team that '11 carry a crowd."

cob felt his spirits revive at this unexpected

1 fortune. He thought it a little singular, how-

1 that he, a strange boy, should be favored with

I

an invitation, and helped on his way by fellows

from their looks, would never have been sus-

sed of being so generous and accommodating.

HE LAY DOWN IN A TENT OF SHEAVES."

hat was likewise remarkable, he was given a

! on the front seat, and trusted to hold the

while the boy was backing his team around,
io struck him as a trifle queer that the wagon
Id be turned so carefully, stopped when the

grove was still, and moved on again at a time when
the preacher's voice was drowning all other sounds.

It was a three-seated wagon, drawn by a pair of

large mules, and it held eight boys,—a rather

rough-appearing set, Jacob thought. He did not

like the way they winked at each other, and snick-

ered now and then, over some secret fun. But

they were very good-natured and obliging; and, to a

boy, a ride is a ride,—more particularly to one so

sore-footed, worn, and hungry as Jacob was then.

The fellow who had been at the mules' heads

backing them around, having got in last, took a

seat by Jacob's side. A whip which he had dragged

behind him he now thrust under the seat. He was

round-shouldered, and not very well dressed, and

seemed young to be the owner of a wagon and

pair of mules. The others called him Josh.

" Just hold the lines a minute till I find my driv-

ing-gloves," he said to Jacob, and fumbled in his

pockets, while the mules, moving at a walk, took

them around out of the grove.

No driving-gloves were discov-

ered. Indeed, even while search-

ing for them, Josh appeared to be

more intent on glancing up through

the woods at the meeting-house, as

if looking with anxious cunning for

something in that direction.

As soon as the building was hid-

den from view, his attitude and ex-

pression changed. He straightened

his stooping shoulders. He pulled

up the whip from under the seat,

snatched the reins, shook out the

lash, and shouted with glee. All

the others began at the same time

to laugh and yell like young luna-

tics ; and away went the mules at a

round trot.

Chapter XXVI.

THE BOYS AND THE MULE-TEAM.

Jacob was now sure that some-

thing was wrong.

"This isn't your team, is it?"

he said to Josh.

" Mine while I have it !
" said

Josh, and laid on the whip.

" Wont old Dorgan be mad when
he comes out and finds his mules

and wagon gone !
" screamed a fel-

low on the back seat. The rattling

of the vehicle and the jargon of voices were so great

that he had to scream to be heard.

"We'll have 'em back there, fast tied to the

tree, by the time preaching is over." yelled another.

"Wont we. Josh?"
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" If we don't miss of it !
" shouted Josh, with a

wild laugh. " Wake up there, you sting)' man's

mules !
" And crack! crack! went the whip again.

The mules had struck into a canter, and the

wagon, which was without springs, was bounding

at a furious rate over the uneven road. Had the

boys been subjected to that ride for a punishment,

they would have considered it cruel. But as it was

of their own choosing, they no doubt deemed it, if

a trifle rough, yet jolly.

"Look here!" cried Jacob, ''you are getting

into a scrape ! I 'd rather walk than ride in this

style !

"

" Walk, then, why don't ye ?" laughed the driver,

and yelled to the team,—but suddenly stopped

yelling to recover his whip. He had somehow, in

brandishing it, got the lash caught in a wheel, and

it was wound up so suddenly around the hub,

—hickory stock and all,—and wrenched out of his

hand, that he hardly had time to think about it.

He now tried to stop the team, and begged Jacob

to help him tug at the reins. But the large, clumsy

mules, having been forced into a gallop, were not

to be easily forced out of it. One of them appeared

rather inclined to lag, but the speed of the other

increased. He was probably frightened at the

whip-stock, which at every turn of the wheel struck

the whippletree, and sometimes his heels.

Suddenly he too slackened speed a little. But it

was only to waste his energies in another direction.

That mule began to kick. The heels flew up to

the whippletree, and at last clearing the whipple-

tree, struck the fore-board of the wagon, and sent

the splinters flying. One of them flew into the face

of Josh, and made him put up a hand with a cry.

This was a change of business which seemed to

amuse the mule. Having begun, he kicked a great

deal longer than was necessary, if he could only

have been made to think so. The whip had ceased

to trouble him ; but still he kicked. Kicking—like

many other things—is catching, and at length the

other mule began to kick. And now Jacob had to

dodge the splinters. Such a rattling of whipple-

trees and play of mules' hoofs in the air those boys

had never heard or seen before. Variety of this

sort did not please them so well.

" Hold on to the reins !" cried Jacob, while he

dodged. "They've kicked the whippletrees clear

off ! They '11 get away and get killed !

"

" Let 'em !
" said Josh. " I 'd like to kill that

off mule !

"

Indeed, he seemed to lay all the blame of the

disaster and of the pain over his eye to the malice

and depravity of that kicking beast.

" We must run 'em into the fence—there 's no

other way !
" said Jacob : and pulling hard on his

rein did the business.

The fence was what is called a " brush-wattling

—a thick platting of twigs and boughs, twisted

and out between slender upright supports. H
the team taken it at right angles, they would ha-

gone through it as neatly as a circus-rider go

through a paper-covered hoop. But they struck

aslant, and it proved too much for them. Aft

tearing out four or five yards of it they stuck fa:

with the fence between them, the wagon-pole ai

the broken harness tangled in the reins.

And still that perverse quadruped kicked !

" Run to their heads, or they '11 get away !
" eric

Jacob; and he himself, jumping out, set the e

ample, which nobody followed.

The young rogues seemed hardly to kni

whether to laugh or not. They flopped out of t

wagon all at once and in every direction exci

that of the mules' heels, and stood around gigglii

excitedly and casting scared looks at the mischi

done and back toward the meeting-house.

''/did n't get the wagon !
" said one.

" Nor I neither !
" said another.

" I don't care,—I 've had the fun of seein

mule-team make tracks once in my life !
" sail

third. " What ailed your whip, Josh ?"

" There comes old Dorgan ! " exclaimed a fourti

and half a dozen of the boys disappeared throu

the brush-wattling like squirrels.

Jacob looked up the road, and saw a horse

coming at a sharp gallop, his arms in the air

wings, flapping at every leap of the horse.

His own impulse was to run like the rest,

the mules were still struggling, and he could

make up his mind to let them go. It required

small courage, however, to stick to the reins, \v

"Old Dorgan" charged upon him with a terril

countenance and uplifted whip.
'

' What are ye doing with my team ? " he shou
" Trying to hold 'em !

" said Jacob, lookin

straight into the pale, enraged face.

" Where are the other rascals ? I see 'em !

The horseman dashed through the ruined w

tling, and soon had Josh and two of his compani

marching back under the menace of his whip.
" Which of you stole my team?" he roared o>

their heads.

"He did ! he did !
"—and they pointed at Jac<

" But you helped him !

"

" No, we did n't !
" said Josh. "Anybody tl

see us start will tell ye he was driving ! Ask I

other boys."

" They 've got away. And what wasj/ou sco

ing for ?
"

" When he run the team into the fence, we
j

scared." said Josh.
" He 'd got us into the scrape, and we wanted

get out of it," said another, rather sheepishly

it

K
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The angry man drove the culprits back to the

d, and brandished his whip over Jacob, who

Sd, white and trembling, for he had overheard

it was said.

' Thought you could take my team and ask a

,v of boys to ride, did ye ? If you did n't have

i of my mules, I 'd slash ye !

"

1 You 'd better not slash me till you know the

:h about it," said Jacob, as calmly as he could.
: Whose whip is that snarled up in the wheel ?

"

•gan demanded.

| It 's no whip that I ever saw, till I saw it in

afoot from Jackson to Chillicothe. My bag is there

in the wagon. I had come into the grove, and sat

down to rest, when they asked me to ride. They
did get me to sit on the front seat and hold the

reins, while they were backing the team around

and that fellow with a sore eye pretended to bs

searching his pockets for driving-gloves. But [

believe now it was all a trick, to have the blame

laid on me if they got caught."

The rogues tried to interrupt Jacob's story, and
vehemently charged him with falsehood; but the

old man silenced them with a flourish of his whip.

OLD DORGAN S PURSUIT.

fellow's hands." replied Jacob. " They pre-

ed that it was his team, and asked me to ride.

;d to stop the mules for him, after he got his

< caught in the wheel and they had kicked the

>pletrees clear of the wagon ; and I did turn

1 into the fence. Then, when all the rest ran,

yed to hold the team. Where do you think
: would be now if I had run, too ?

"

lere was something in Jacob's honest, ener-

face more convincing than the united voices

le lying rogues.

What is your name ? " Dorgan inquired.

My name is 'Jacob Fortune. I am traveling

Without expressing any opinion on the matter, he
told them if they valued their skins not to attempt

running away again, but to help him get his mules

and wagon out of the fence.

They took hold and helped accordingly. But

Jacob was the only one who rendered any very

efficient service. He found the lost whippletree

bolt, and assisted in tying up the broken harness

with the rope-halters.

Now get in, every one of said the old

man, when he thought it safe to start.

" I 've had a pretty poor ride, and I think I 've

done enough to pay for it," said Jacob. " I 've



55° HIS OWN MASTER. [j™

had no dinner, I 'm tired, and I should like to con-

tinue my journey."
" Get in, I tell ye !

" growled the old man.

And, seeing that remonstrance was in vain, Jacob

got in with the rest.

Driving the mules with, his own whip while the

broken one lay coiled up by Jacob's bag at his feet,

and leading the borrowed horse by the bridle made
fast to the tail-end of the wagon, the old man rode

back to the meeting-house in grim triumph.

The meeting was over when he got there, and

his return with the captured boys awakened a good
deal of interest, and occasioned also some merri-

ment, among the spectators. He restored the horse

he had taken for the pursuit, and tossed the ruined

whip to the owner.

The names of the runaways were given up by
' those who had been taken, and the fathers and
friends of three or four of the crew came out to

conciliate the old man. As soon as he found any-

body who promised to take the responsibility of

giving one of his prisoners a "sound thrashing"

at home, he delivered him into his hands. In this

way he soon got rid of them all except Jacob.
" There 's nobody to promise any such favor for

me," said he, with a ruefully humorous smile.

" I 'd like to go where I can get something to eat."

" Set right where you be !
" said the old man,

sternly ; and, driving up to the meeting-house

steps, he called out :
" Mother ! gals ! come on !

"

The " mother," who turned out to be the old

man's wife, and three "gals," one of whom was

herself a young mother with a baby in her arms

and two other young children at her side,—

a

coarse-featured and oddly dressed family in old-

fashioned bonnets and faded gowns,—came and
climbed into the wagon.

Jacob was going to get out and make room for

them, but again the old man growled to him :

" I tell ye, stay right where you be !

"

" You don't seem to believe my story," the boy

remonstrated.
" What makes you think so ?

"

"If you believed me, you would trust me."
" I do trust you. I believe you are the only

honest boy of the hull caboodle."

Jacob looked up at the old man in astonishment.
" Then what are you going to do with me ? " he

inquired.

And the old man answered, still in a sharp voice,

but with a kindly twinkle in his black eye :

" I 'm going to take you home with me, give you

some supper, keep ye overnight, and carry ye up

to Chillicothe when I go there to get my harness

mended. Does that suit ye ?
"

" Oh !
" said the hungry and weary Jacob, over-

come with surprise and gratitude.

Chapter XXVII.

A CURIOUS CHANCE OR TWO.

It was about four miles to the old man's hous

and the mule-team was so slow that it seemed

Jacob, impatient for his supper, as if they nev

would get there. The old man whipped enoug
but he did not whip as Josh whipped. Riding wi

him, however, was pleasanter, on the whole ; ait

during those last hungry and weary miles, it w
vastly better than walking.

" Then they'll have to build a fire and put

the potatoes and wait for them to boil, and by tb

time I shall be starved !
" thought Jacob. .

But it was not quite so bad as that. When th

came in sight of a house which the old man i

formed him was his " roost," Jacob was pleased

observe a smoke curling up from the chimney, a

to hear the comments of the young ladies on tt

signal of domestic cheer.

" Jim 's there !
" said one.

" I hope he 's got the potaters on," said anothi

" Trust Jim for that !
" said her sister.

Jim, as it proved, was her husband ; and I

confidence in his attention to the family comfo

turned out to be well placed. Not only did t

kitchen door, as they rode up to it, exhale t

steam of boiling potatoes, but it also breathed I

fragrance of roasting corn. Jacob was glad

That exemplary husband and son-in-law hs

moreover, set the table for supper ; and he n<

came out—a bushy-headed fellow in shirt

trousers—to take the children down over the wh
and kiss them, help the women, and then assist I

old man in taking care of the team.

The old man had talked all the way home abi

the adventure of the boys with his mules a

wagon, and he now had to go over it all again

the edification of Jim. The story was vividly ill

trated by the broken harness and splintered fo

board ; and at about every sentence the busl

headed son-in-law broke forth with the exclamatii

" Lucky for the scoundrels I was n't there !
" T

he repeated some fifty or sixty times during

talk, frequently enlarging on the lively treatrn

the rogues might have expected if he had been

the old man's place.

Supper was soon ready ; and, though it

served in very homely style, it seemed to Jac

that food had never tasted so good to him.
" My corn at home would have been fine

roasting by this time," he thought ; and, his m
starting off on a train of rather homesick reflectio

he wondered where he would be eating sup

when another Sunday came.

What he next needed most was sleep, and

was glad when the early rural bed-time arrived.
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We shall want to be starting for town by

up," said the old man, with his good-night,

m showed Jacob upstairs into a low-raftered

et, and left him to crawl into a bunk with the

• boys. Jacob slept well in spite of too short a

; and he was up betimes the next morning,

y for the early start the old man had promised.

was now impatient to be in Chillicothe, in-

ing out Mr. Radkin.

ut it was not until long after sunrise that the

ly sat down to breakfast. Then the old man
his wagon to grease. Then the mules, which

i in the pasture, had to be caught and har-

ed. More than once, in his increasing anxiety

nind, Jacob had proposed to set off on foot.

the old man had always prevented him, saying :

Don't rush ; don't be desperate
;

plenty of

I!
; we shall be off now in two minutes."

fter the two minutes had become about two

rs, the mules were at the door at last, and
ib and his bag were in the wagon. Even then

emed as if the old man would never be ready.

ib, watching him with impatience, wishing

|iy times that he had started on foot imme-
;jly after breakfast, saicj, to himself:

I believe that old man never hurried but once

Js life, and that was when he came after us cm

•ieback, with his arms napping like wings !

"

ould it be possible that this was that once ener-

,c, furiously angry old man ? Jacob wished he

Id get angry at something now.

t last they were off. The women, with red

s just from their wash-tubs, watched them from

door ; while Jim called after Jacob, " If ever ye

any of them young scoundrels again, tell 'em
as lucky for them / did n't ketch 'em !

"

: was five miles to town, and the mules were

ret even than when the old man drove them
day before. He said it would n't do to drive

\ on account of a tub of eggs he had in the

;on. So Jacob, finding it useless to fret, gave

at last, and enjoyed the journey.

'he old man's talk was racy and interesting

;

j- all the while the country was growing more
more beautiful. When at length the valley

;,he Scioto opened before them, Jacob thought

lad never seen anything so enchanting.

r'rom the eastern hills they looked down upon it,

. across to the background of almost mountain-
1 uplands beyond, refulgent with sunshine and

;
blue haze. Through this broad, fertile, ver-

t plain, checkered with farms, and rising on
ier side in magnificent cultivated slopes, wound
many-looped river, with the accompanying

al near its western bank. Chillicothe was in

the distance, with its spires and smoke. A train

of cars was flying along their iron track. Over all,

superb cloud-shadows were chasing each other.

Jacob could not conceal his pleasure at the view.

And even the old man, often as he had seen the

same, was not insensible to its charms.
" Looks very much like a scenery," said he.

"Why, it is scenery," replied Jacob, not quite

understanding the old man's meaning.
" I mean a painted pictur'," said Dorgan.
" Oh yes !

" said Jacob ;
" only I am sure nobody

ever saw a painting so beautiful !

"

The old man said that he knew Phelps & Wal-
ton's place of business ; and on reaching the city

at last, he directed Jacob how to find it. Then he

went to sell his butter and eggs, and get his harness

and wagon mended.

Jacob found Phelps & Walton's easily. But the.

members of the firm had gone home to dinner. A
boy left in charge of the counting-room could give

no information regarding Mr. Radkin, except that

he had seen him on Saturday. He advised Jacob

to wait for Mr. Walton.

Jacob sat down and waited, and walked to the

door and watched, then sat down again,—in his

restlessness repeating this operation a dozen or

twenty times. At last, a brisk, florid little man
came bustling in ; and the office-boy whispered to

Jacob, "That's Mr. Walton."

Jacob stepped up to him with an anxiously beat-

ing heart.

" Mr. Walton," he said.

Mr. Walton was already opening papers at his

desk, and appeared too busy to give him even a

glance. Nevertheless, Jacob went on.

" I want to find Mr. Benjamin Radkin, of Jack-

son."

"Go to Jackson, then," said Mr. Walton, in

a quick, bluff tone, and went on with his papers.

Jacob was struck dumb for a moment. Then he

spoke up resolutely : "I have been to Jackson.

He was not at home. I was told he was here, and
that you would know about him."

Mr. Walton turned partly about, still with papers

in his hands, and said: "He has been here, but

he left this forenoon."
" To return to Jackson ? " faltered Jacob.
" I don't know. My partner does. Here he is

now. Phelps, which way did Radkin go, when he

left this morning ? Back to Jackson ?
"

"No," said Phelps, stopping to knock the ashes

from a cigar. " He took the train for Cincinnati."

Jacob stood for a moment looking dazed ; then,

as if there were nothing more to be said, he quietly

walked out of the store.

(To be continued.)
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SPRAY.
(A Sketch from Real Life.)

By J. Reed Sever.

" Here, Spray ! Come here, old fellow !

"
as some of the young guests had never seen ther

The words, spoken in an affectionate tone, were and Spray's master readily consented,

answered by a joyful bark, and a large black-and- " Here, sir !
" said the gentleman, in a tone

tan dog sprang into the room, and leaped up

against his master, licked his hand and snapped

playfully at his feet.

His entrance now, when many little folks were

having an evening party, was greeted with a lively

clapping of hands ; for Spray was a great pet, and

had been taught by the gentleman who owned him
to do some wonderful tricks. Many of the com-
pany begged that he be allowed to show these tricks,

command, after Spray had been introduced

around ;
" show me how big people waltz."

Spray pricked up his ears intelligently, and,

his master whistled some bars of a favorite ;

rose on his hind legs, and began to dance aroi

and around, keeping time with the tune.

While the little folks were laughing heartil)

this clever imitation of a popular amusement,

gentleman suddenly cried, " Cigars !

"
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"he word was scarcely spoken, when Spray

pped on all-fours, and, raising himself on his

•-paws, walked slowly about the room in that

icult position.

• Now, sir," said his master, when he had done,

e '11 do something harder. Show me how the

ool-master reads."

ill Spray's little audience waited with delight

ee how he would do this.

.ifting himself on his haunches, he stretched out

paws, as if he were holding a school-book, and

ling his head around slowly, with a comical air

ieverity, as if trying to get the attention of

ginary scholars, he began to open and shut his

s, so as to imitate reading the lesson.

Big word, Spray ? " said his owner, as his pet

; thus acting the school-master, reminding him

: a long, hard word was near at hand,

pray took the hint, and with a. funny look that

le all the party laugh, opened his jaws very

n e indeed, to show his scholars how to pro-

sl nee the hard word properly.

'he lesson done, and school dismissed, the dog

S pped to the floor at a sign, and allowed himself

W >e petted and praised by the company.

Tell me," said his master, after a time,

f'.hether you would rather be a wicked traitor or

A for your country ?
"

{
pray, on hearing the question, ran around the

B,H, and at last, finding a soft spot on the carpet,

i;d over on his back, curled up his legs, and

I ed his eyes, to show the company that, if he

1 his choice, he would die a hero. As he lay

t way, the little folks tried to make him move
I :oaxing and threats ; but he did not stir until

ii master cried " Police !
" And then he sprang

u ind ran to him, as if for protection from the

I ided policeman. When told that the police-

lb l had gone away, however, he came out from

%, hiding-place, and turned a somersault on the

I r, as much as to say :

I I'm not a bit afraid ! I '11 play as much as I

ii , spite of all the policemen in the world."

I Now show me how the minister prays," said

m ly's master, when the dog had turned a number
imersaults.

1 he pet went over to a chair in one corner of

room, and sitting on his haunches, placed his

lj,s on the rung, bowing his head between them
fa very solemn way.

I
,
gain did Spray's little friends try to coax him

l.y, and frighten him with cries of " Police !
"

fa, Spray knew his duty, and did not pay the

1 itest attention to them, but kept perfectly still,

J. ;

1, at a signal from his master, he sprang up,

p ly to obey further orders.

j
Go and open that door, sir !

" said his master,

pointing to the parlor door, that stood slightly

ajar.

Spray, hearing the command, sprang away from

the girls who were petting him, and creeping

through the opening into the hall, raised himself

on his hind legs, and pushed the door wide open
against the wall.

"Now, shut it again, sir!" said his master;

and Spray obeyed, forcing his way behind the

door, raising himself on his hind legs as before,

and slamming it to with a loud bang.
" That 's a good dog," said his master, patting

him on the head. " Now go over there, and bring

me your tail."

With that, Spray went into the corner and began

to run around in a circle. After doing this a good

many times, he dropped down on his haunches

and made several laughable attempts to catch

hold of his wagging tail. At last, seizing it firmly

in his teeth, he stood up, and went on turning

around and around, just as puss does when she

chases after her tail. After turning in this way for

quite a while, Spray at last reached the sofa, on

which his master and several of his young com-
panions were seated, laughing at him, and, at the

former's command, let go his hold, and allowed

his tail to wag as before.

Presently Spray broke away from the hugs and

petting bestowed upon him by his little friends,

and ran up to his master, who ordered him to show
how he wrestled.

Running to the middle of the room, Spray

planted his paws firmly on the carpet, and lifted

one after the other several times, to show how
boys change their feet about when wrestling. At
length, after showing more such feints, he rolled

over and over to show how boys tumble about when
wrestling in a hay-loft, or on the long grass.

Again escaping from the caresses of the delighted

spectators, after this amusing exhibition, he lay down
at his master's feet. The gentleman then seized

Spray's wagging tail, and making believe to bite it,

said :
" Shall I bite it ? Say ' Oh, no !

'"

Spray now became rather refractory, and would

not at first do as he was told ; but when the order

was repeated in a tone of authority, he turned his

eyes up to his master's face, and uttered a low

whine, which sounded really very much like the

words '" Oh, no !

"

Having thus made him plead to be let off, as

well as a dog could, his master told him to jump
up and make a figure eight ; first, however, patting

him affectionately, as a reward for his previous

obedience. As his master stood up, Spray walked

around, and in and out of both his feet from right

to left ; thus following the outline of a figure eight,

as skaters do when cutting it on the ice.
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This ended his tricks for the evening, and after

being praised and called a "good dog" by his

master, he joined in the sports of his young friends,

until his owner called him to go home.

As the readers of St. NICHOLAS may be inter-

ested in Spray, after reading of his doings, we will

say that he is a New York dog, whose tricks they

may have a chance of seeing some day in publiJ

At present, however, he is staying with his mastel

a down-town merchant, romping every day will

his young friends, and learning new tricks for the

amusement. He would no doubt be very vain

he could know that the readers of St. NlCHOU
are interested in his performances.

THE THREE FISHERS.

By Laura E. Richards.

John, Frederick, and Henry
Had once a holiday

;

And they would go a-fishing,

So merry and so gay.

It was not in the ocean,

Nor from the river-shore,

But in the monstrous water-butt

Outside the kitchen-door.

And John he had a fish-hook,

And Freddy had a pin,

And Henry took his sister's net,

And thought it was no sin.

They climbed up on the ladder

Till they the top did win

;

And then they perched upon the edge,

And then they did begin.

But how their fishing prospered,

Or if they did it well,

Or if they caught the salmon,

I really cannot tell.

Because I was not there, you know.

But I can only say

That I too went a-fishing

That pleasant summer day.

It was not for a salmon, ,

Or shark with monstrous fin,

But it was for three little boys

All dripping to the skin.

I took them, and I shook them,

And I hung them up to dry.

D' ye think they ever fished again ?

You don't ? No more do I !

,
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BIRD'S IN THE SPRING.

By Prof. W. K. Brooks.

"HE nests of birds afford the naturalist a most

resting subject for study, and every one has

nired the wonderful skill with which each bird

THE WOODPECKER.

sets a proper place for its nest, gathers the

essary materials, and constructs the cradle in

ch its young are to find shelter and protec-

i. But the nests of the various species of birds

almost as different from one another as the

i
Is themselves.

Wooden Nests,

."he red-headed woodpecker and the yellow-ham-

rbore holes in the decaying branches and trunks

rees, and in these they lay their eggs and bring

|
their young. The red-headed woodpecker is

often molested by man during the spring, for

farmers understand that, although this bird

s destroy a great deal of fruit at certain sea-

s, he more than pays for this damage by the

/ice he renders in freeing the orchard-trees

n the insects and worms which otherwise would

tt them. The woodpecker knows very well that

is safe, and it is very easy to watch him at his

Drs. When a pair of these birds are ready to

ke their nest, they usually choose a large dead
b at some distance from the ground, and on
lower or sheltered side drill a round hole by
ans of their awl-like bills. This hole is as per-

:ly round and smooth as if made with an auger,

1 is just large enough to allow the bird to pass

through it. After the branch has been penetrated

to the depth of three or four inches, the birds

change the direction of the hole, and bore a tunnel

down the inside of the branch for five or six inches,

enlarging this portion somewhat at the bottom.

Upon a soft bed of chips on the floor of this solid

wooden house the eggs are laid, and here the young
are raised, perfectly protected from rain and storm,

and from nearly all enemies. The nest is so far

from the ground that the eggs are in no danger of

destruction by a prowling cat, and the entrance to

the nest is so small that no hawk or owl can gain

admission. Almost the only peril to which they

are exposed is, that a snake may crawl into the

nest, and eat up the eggs, or the young birds, if

these are hatched. This done, the reptile quietly

coils himself up in their place, and sleeps for

several days.

A woodpecker's hole is such a very convenient

place for a nest, that many other birds are glad to

find one unoccupied. Sometimes a pair of wrens

will watch the motions of the woodpeckers while

they are at work, until an unfinished hole is left

unguarded, when they will take possession of it.

As soon as the lawful owners return, the thieves

are driven off, but they are so persistent and

THE WREN.

troublesome that, although a woodpecker is larger

and stronger than twenty wrens, the owners some-

times abandon the place, and make a new nest.

Still, the wrens are not always allowed to keep the

house they have stolen, for the blue-birds are
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equally covetous of it, and sometimes fight fiercely

with the wrens in their attempts to gain possession

of it. Occasionally, both wrens and blue-birds are

driven away by the martins, for these birds also prize

woodpeckers' holes very highly. The fierce bat-

tles between these various birds over an abandoned

hole are very amusing, and often last several days;

for they all are very obstinate birds, and as each

one is determined not to give up, the matter is

not very easily settled.

Nest Building.

Another interesting nest is that of the barn-

swallow; and as these birds are very abundant, and

have little fear of man, there is no difficulty in

watching them while at work. Every boy who has

passed the summer in the country, and has played

in the hay-loft of a large open barn, has seen the

nests and watched the birds build them, lay their

eggs, raise their young ones, and give them their

first lessons in flying ; so that I can tell him noth-

ing about it which he does not already know. But

some of my readers may not have seen these birds

at home. If you will go into any large open barn

in the country, and hunt along the rafters close to

the roof, you probably will find several large bunches

of dried mud, which look like anything but nests.

At first sight, each looks as if some one had taken

a shovelful of stiff, wet clay, and thrown it up

against the rafter with so much force that it was

flattened out against the timber, and thus held fast

until it had grown dry and hard. If you can find

one of these lumps of clay in such a position that

you can reach it and examine it carefully, you will

find that on the upper side of it there is a beautiful

little nest of hay lined with feathers, and that this

is held up in its snug place under the roof by the

platform of mud upon which it rests, as though

upon a scaffolding. In the early summer, you often

may see the barn-swallows very busy around pumps
and cisterns, and upon the banks of brooks and

ponds. They are then gathering material for their

new nests. Each bird collects a little ball of mud,
and carries this on its bill to the place which it has

selected for its nest, moistening the mud, as it flies,

with a thick, glue-like fluid, which the swallow is

able to form at this season. When the bird reaches

the barn, it presses the lump of mud against the

rafter, and the glue holds it in its place until it

becomes quite hard and firm. The birds continue

to fasten new lumps of mud upon the first, until

they have made a structure like half of a large

bowl, fastened against the rafter, so near the roof

of the barn that there is barely room enough for

the birds to pass in and out. As the mud dries, it

grows brittle ; and as the finished nest weighs more

than a pound, it would be in great danger of fa

ing by its own weight, unless the birds had soc

way of strengthening the mud. You know tb

masons mix hair with their mortar in order

make it stronger, and you remember that whi

the Jews were slaves in Egypt they mixed stn

with the clay from which they made bricks. T
barn-swallow has learned how to give strength

its work in the same way, and mixes small piec

of hay with its mud, so that this is made suf

ciently tenacious to be in no danger of falling fro

its place. After fl

outside of the ne

is finished, the bir

carry pieces of h.

into the bowl, aj

so arrange them th

they form a so

warm bed, which

also well lined wi

feathers.

After all the wo

is done, and the i

is ready, the mothi

bird lays four or fi

eggs ; and if you \\

look into some of t

nests early in

summer, you may
able to find sor

which contain the

little white egj

spotted with brow

resting upon the 9

bed of feathers. T
birds are so tai

that looking ir

their nests does

trouble them
much as it does mi

birds ; but in loc

ing into the nest, y

must be very care

not to touch any part of it, or the eggs ; for althou

the mud is strong enough to hold up the birds,

is very dry and brittle indeed, so that a very slig

touch is sometimes enough to bring it down a

break it. The birds then lose not only their horr

but, what is a much greater misfortune to thei

the eggs for which they have labored so long a

so faithfully to make a soft bed, out of the rea

of cats, and rats, and birds of prey. Whenev

you look into the nest to see the eggs or you

birds, you must be very careful, too, not to st

too long, but to be satisfied with one short pee

for the old birds will not go into the nest wh

you are near it, and if they are kept away from t

BARN-SWALLOWS AND THEIR
NESTS.
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rs too long, these will become cold, and the

ing birds inside them will die.

f you arc very careful to avoid touching the

t, and to make your visits while the old birds

DARN-SWALLOW ON THE WING.

away, and to stay near the nest only a very short

e, you will have no trouble in following the

wth of the young birds until they leave the

t, and I think that you would feel well paid for

r trouble if you should try the experiment,

sr the young are hatched, the old birds are very

y for some days finding food for them, and are

'ig in and out of the barn continually. As barn-

allows are very sociable, a great many often

d their nests under the same roof,—as many as

ty or forty being sometimes found in one barn,

course there are two old birds for each nest,

as they are constantly flying in and out, there

ears to be a much greater number. At first,

- young birds are fed inside of the nest; but as

f grow older, they come to the opening and
tch out their heads to take the food which their

:nts bring them, and soon they become strong

ugh to crawl to the outside of the nest.

The Flying-Lesson.

i|is soon as the young are large and strong

tugh to fly, the old birds try to induce them to

fi their wings, but they are rather slow to learn.

is first lesson in flying is a very amusing per-

aance, and it may be seen almost every day in

;mer.

the old birds fly back and forth before the little

t in order to show it what an easy thing flying

! :nd keep up a constant twittering as if explain-

the art, and urging the beginner to make the

mpt. All the other old birds in the barn take

reat interest in the lesson, and neglect their

work to attend to this. They fly back and
/i with the parents, and join them in telling the

5 bird what to do. To judge from the noise

which they make, one would think that all the

swallows in the country had gathered in the barn;

and as they all talk together, it must be rather

confusing to the young bird ; so that it is not

strange that it appears rather puzzled and stupid.

At last, the young bird gathers sufficient courage

to slide off its perch, and to give two or three wild

flaps with its wings. In this way it manages to fly

a few feet to another beam, the whole flock flying

with it, and redoubling their twittering. When,
by several trials of this kind, the young bird has

learned how to use its wings, it flics out of the

barn with its parents, and perches upon some tree

or fence near the place where the old birds are in

the habit of pursuing their insect food.

Their work is now much lightened, for they are

not compelled to make the journey to the barn

with every fly which they capture, but feed the

young near the hunting-ground. Soon the little

swallow becomes strong enough to accompany its

parents, and although it does not yet do much
hunting for itself, by watching the old birds, it

gradually learns how to provide for its own wants.

Whenever it perceives that one of its parents has

captured an insect, it opens its mouth and flies near

the old bird, which comes to meet it ; and as the

two pass each other in the air, the fly or grass-

hopper is very dexterously transferred from the

beak of the old to that of the young bird.

Occasionally, a young swallow is so timid or lazy

that it will not try to fly, but stays in its nest and

compels its parents to feed it there until it has

grown quite large and strong. At last, after the

old birds have done and said everything possible

to encourage it, without success, they push it out

of the nest, and drive it from one perch to an-

other, until it is fairly out of the barn, when it

usually finds no difficulty in flying.
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The chimney-swallow is another well-known bird,

which builds its nest inside unused chimneys. The
nest of this bird is somewhat like that of the barn-

swallow in shape, but is made of small sticks

instead of mud. These sticks, like the little balls

of mud, are fastened together by means of a glue-

like substance which is formed in the mouth of the

bird ; for almost all the birds which belong to the

swallow family are able to secrete this glue, and

make use of it in building their nests.

The chimney-swallows are usually not abundant in

the large cities, and so are met with there only now
and then ; but in small towns, and in the country,

they are very common, and nearly every unused

chimney has at least one nest. The birds feed almost

entirely upon insects, and when the young brood is

hatched, the parents hunt for food by night as well

as during the day ; therefore you often may hear, in

the middle of the night, the twittering of the young

birds in the chimney when the old ones return

the nest with the insects which they have capture

Like the barn-swallows, the chimney-swallows a

very sociable, and so many often build in the san

chimney that the nests block up the flue and entire

stop the draft. When heavy and long-continui

rains occur, the glue by which the nests are stuck c

becomes softened, and the old birds striking agair

the nests while flying in and out, break them fro

their attachment to the bricks, so that they fall

the bottom of the flue. It is said that, in 185

during a long season of wet, cold weather in Jun

four hundred and eighty of these birds, young ai

old, were precipitated down a single chimney

Woodbury, Connecticut. Sometimes the chimne

swallow and the barn-swallow build their nei

in caves or hollow trees, but barns and chimne

are so much more safe and convenient, that th

are almost always selected in preference.

ANNETTA PLUMMKR'S DIARY.

By Abby Morton Diaz.

I

My mother told me that it would be a good

way for me to make believe that I am telling Miss

Annetta Fourteen what happens every day. I

asked my mother, "WilPshe be I? Will Miss

Annetta Fourteen be the same I then that I am
now when I am seven ?

"

She said, " She will be the same I, and she will

not be the same I."

Then I asked my mother to tell me how I could

be the same I, and not be the same I. She said,

" You are the same you that you were when you

were a baby, and you are not the same you." She

said that if I were the very same you—no, the v

same I—that I was when I was a baby, I sho

want a rattle to shake, and to be trotted, and

pat cakes !

That made me laugh out loud.

Then my mother asked me if I should not

to read a little cunning diary, where Annetta I!

put down when she learned how to pat-a-cake, !

when she jumped first time in a baby-jumper,
!

when she fell out of bed. And I said I should.

I shall tell something now in my diary about p

little Banty White. She died this morning.
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I the pip. She was a little beauty. Oh, she

; just as white as snow all over, and every one in

family loved her very much. She would come

;n we called her, and she knew her name. She

1 four chickens once, and once she had seven,

sy are sold.

cried when my Banty died. She was very cun-

g and very nice. My mother does not think it

>olish to cry for something like that. She thinks

i foolish to ciy when you can't have things that

, want, and when you cannot go to the places

t you want to. My mother talks to me a great

.1 about Banty White. The Plagucr talks some.

; Plaguer is my cousin Hiram. He is fifteen,

is very tall. He likes to plague us when we do

wish him to do so. He says " Boo !
" in our

o when we do not know he is there.

They counted four good things about Banty.

d—that was one of the good things. My cat

three kittens, and two died. My cat had fits,

y were running fits. And once she ran away,

it was the last one she had, for she did not live

;h longer, and her little kitty was left without

mother. Banty White let the kitty come
er her wings, and did not push it out. She

kind to it a great many days. When she called

chickies to eat something, she wanted that

Y to come too, and she wanted the kitty to run

ier her wings when the chickies came under

;

when the kitty did not come quick, she kept

ng " Cluck ! cluck ! cluck !
" till somebody put

rider there. Then she kept still,

ot quarrelsome. This makes two good things,

en any other Banty ran to get the same crumble

she was going after, she did not fly at that

in one.

ot pick out the best. This makes three good

gs. When anybody threw down corn, or

tabs, or bugs,—my father picked off squash-

3 to give to the hens,—she did not try to pick

he biggest one, and she did not either try to

) the best place for herself. The best hen-place

ose to the back door. Banty White was tied to

dke there, but she was willing the other ones

aid have that good place, too.

:ot proud. Four good things. The Plaguer

me of this one. He said some hens are so

lid when they lay eggs that they go around

ling very loud, just as much as to say, " See

what I 've done ! I 've done !
" He said Banty

White never made a very loud cackling. My
mother said that she heard the boys " cackle," one

day, when they had brought in some large sticks

of wood. That made us laugh. Then she said

she heard a little girl "cackle," one day, when she

had picked more huckleberries than the others did.

I know what little girl she meant. Me.

One day, my father and my mother and myself

went to see my aunt, and we stayed there all night,

and Hiram put my Banty under a barrel to make
her not want to sit, and he forgot she was under

there, and she starved almost to death, because she

had no food to eat.

One day, when our great Shanghai hen wanted

to sit, the Jimmyjohns went 'way into a corner of

the hen-house and tried to get hold of her legs to

pull her off, and she pecked them. 'Most every-

body knows about the Jimmies now, I think, for

they are only our two little twin boys who look

just alike. One of the Jimmies held out a stick

for her to bite, and so she did a little while ; but

she stopped biting that stick when he began to put

out his other hand to take hold of her legs with,

and pecked that hand. Then he threw sand in her

face, so she could not see his hand ; but she could.

Then he threw some pine-needles that were on the

ground in the hen-house ; but they did not stop

her from pecking that hand he was taking hold of

her legs with. Then he put his straw hat on her

head, so that she had to knock her head on the

inside of it, and then they both took hold of her

legs and pulled her off. This is a very funny story.

They could not get out. They let her go back

again. The button on the door of the hen-house

turns itself around, and they had to stay shut up in

there almost two hours. They hollered just as loud

as they could, and then they cried, and then they

pounded, and then they kicked the door, and then

they did all these same things over again. When
Hiram put the cow in the barn, he heard them

pounding, and heard Snip barking. Snip was

lying down outside, and sometimes he got up and

barked. One day, the Jimmyjohns went off in a

boat, and it was bad weather, and they almost got

drowned. This almost makes me cry—for then

we could never, never see our little Jimmies any

more ! Oh ! what should we do without our dear

little Jimmies?
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THE NAUGHTY LITTLE EGYPTIAN.

By Joel Stacy.

EVER ON HIS BRONZED FACE HE WORE A LOOK OF GLEE.

LONG, long ago, in Egypt land,

Where the lazy lotus grew,

And the pyramids, though vast and
Were rather fresh and new,

There dwelt an honored family,

Called Scarabeus Phlat,

Whose duty 't was all faithfully

To tend The Sacred Cat.

They brought the water of the Nile

To bathe its precious feet

;

They gave it oil and camomile
Whene'er it deigned to eat.

With gold and precious emeralds

Its temple sparkled o'er,

;rand, And golden mats lay thick upon
The consecrated floor.

And Scarabeus Phlat himself

—

A man of cheerful mood

—

Held not his trust from love of pelf,

For he was very good.

He thought The Cat a catamount

In strength and majesty

;

And ever on his bronzed face

He wore a look of glee.
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Vnd Mrs. Scarabeus Phlat

Was smiling, bright, and good ;

•"or she, too, loved The Sacred Cat,

As it was meet she should.

*Jever a grumpy syllable

Came from this joyous pair

;

\.nd all the neighbors envied them

Their very jolly air.

Vhen Scarabeus went to rind

The Sacred Cat its store,

rhe pretty wife he left behind

Stood smiling at the door.

le knew that sweetly, smilingly

! She 'd welcome his return,

i.nd brightly on the altar stone
' The tended flame would burn.

Tie Sacred Cat was different quite

;

No jollity he knew

;

lut, spoiled and petted day and night,

Only the crosser grew.
r

et still they served him faithfully,

And thought his snarling sweet

;

ind still they fed him lusciously,

And bathed his sacred feet.

o far, so good. But hear the rest

:

This couple had a child,

i little boy, not of the best,

—

Ramesis, he was styled,

'his little boy was beautiful,

But soon he grew to be

like The Cat in manners,—oh !

'T was wonderful to see !

[e might have copied Papa Phlat,

Or Mamma Phlat, as well

;

nd why he did n't this or that
' No mortal soul could tell.

>. was n't want of discipline,

Nor lack of good advice,

;ut just because he did n't care

1 To be the least bit nice.

esides, he noticed day by day

How ill The Cat behaved,

And how (whatever they might say)

His parents were enslaved
;

And how they worshiped silently

The naughty Sacred Cat.

Said he, "They'll do the same by me,

If I but act like that."

At first the parents said :
" How blest

Are we, to find The Cat

Glow, humanized, within the breast

Of a Scarabeus Phlat !

"

But soon the neighbors, pitying,

Whispered :
" 'T is very sad !

There 's no mistake,—that little one

Of Phlat's is very bad !

"

He snarled, he squalled from night till morn,

And scratched his mother's eyes.

The Sacred Cat, himself, looked on

In undisguised surprise.

And here the record suddenly

Breaks off. No more we know,

Excepting this : That happy pair

Soon wore a look of woe.

Yes, then, and ever afterward,

A look of pain they wore.

No more the wife stood smilingly

A-waiting at the door.

No more did Scarabeus Phlat

Display a jolly face
;

But on his brow such sadness sat

It gloomied all the place.

So, children, take the lesson in,

And due attention give :

No matter when, or where, or how,

Mothers and fathers live

;

No matter be they Brown or Jones,

Or Scarabeus Phlat,

It grieves their hearts to see their child

Act like a naughty cat.

And Sacred Cats are well enough

To those who hold them so
;

But—oh, take warning of the boy

In Egypt long ago !

OL. IV.-37.
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THE STARS IN JUNE.

By Richard A. Proctor.

3 "i „ /*#

This month, two pairs of maps are given,

—

two northern and two southern,—partly because

we wish to complete the set

of twelve maps—one for each

month—in the present volume;

but chiefly because the evenings

are now getting long, and the

stars must be looked for later.

Thus, the first northern or

southern map shows the stars

as they are seen on June 21st at

eight ; but at that hour it is not

dark enough then to see the

stars. Now, the second northern

or southern map shows the stars

as they are seen on June 21st at

ten o'clock. In July and Aug-

ust, also, it will be well to have

maps of the stars at later hours

than eight or nine. In the first

part of June, as you will see,

the first pair of maps are still to

be used; from June 5, at nine

in the evening, the stars can be

well seen.

Taking the first northern map,

we find the Guardians nearly

above the pole. The Dipper has

passed to the left, or west, of

due north. The last star of the

Great Bear's tail is nearly over-

head. Cassiopeia has passed

below the pole toward the east,

and the five bright stars of the

constellation now make a strag-

gling W close to the horizon,

and very nearly upright. The
festoon of stars belonging to the

constellation Perseus is just visi-

ble above the latitude of Phila-

delphia, but better seen above

the latitude of Boston. As far

south as Louisville, the festoon

at the hours named under the

map is broken by the horizon
;

but half an hour earlier, can be

well seen. In London, as you

see by the map, we can at these hours see nearly

the whole of Perseus ; and also a large part of

Andromeda,—a constellation which cannot be well

seen within the range of our northern maps from

any part of the United States.

The constellation Perseus is one of the oli

It belongs, with Cepheus, Cass'iopeia, Androm

O is the'point overhead ' Overhead
ls tiiepomtovertieadlh

forthe latitude ofPhilad?
1

Tat. ofBostonfi'for lat. ofLorn,

>^ ' ~~ ^\^
|t Starof/stMag<h / o\ I ~*/}^\Starof2^Ma
k „ ,, 3^ „ /*# /BOOTES V " 4 'h "

A if- W
x\ ursa / r+e

/ \M A J O R */
I

URSA',
MINOR if

a*
1 Pole [Star

CAMELEOP.

XT V_*

jif|ft40d^|

Hiuad?
Boston

orizon ofLondon (Eng)

TheNorthernSkyatJOp.MMayZlj itSPMJune5,ana'attfp. w.Jurie

and Cetus (the Sea Monster), to a set whict

been called the Cassiopeian group,—illustr;

the story of the pride of Cassiopeia. I have ah

referred to the story itself, as not belonging ti

subject here. But how the story found its wa)
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^ Staroft/tMaa^y^ y*

heavens is one of the most mysterious ques-

ts in the history of astronomy ; and if the answer

Id be found, we should have made an important

) toward determining what nation first studied

stars. A curious story is told by Wilford, in

Asiatic researches, about these constellations.

;ing an Indian astronomer, he says, " to show

in the heavens the constella-

1 Antarmada," he immedi-

;y pointed to Andromeda,

ugh I had not given him any

irmation about it beforehand.

[afterward brought me a very

: and curious work in San-

t, which contained a chapter

oted to " Upanachatras" or

stellations not in the zodiac,

ith drawings of Capuja

pheus) and of Casyapi (Cas-

leia) seated and holding a

s-flower in her hand, of

tarmada charmed with the

beside her, and last, of

asiea (Perseus), who, accord-

to the explanation of the

k, held the head of a mon-
which he had slain in com-

; blood was dropping from

ind for hair it had snakes."

1 whether the Indians bor-

ed from the Greeks, or the

eks from the Indians, or

1 from some other source,

do not know.

erseus is represented as in

1, 1 on page 566. Why, in-

d of a sword, the Rescuer

aid carry a weapon which

:s like a reaping-hook, de-

ent sayeth not,—not know-
Admiral Smyth remarks,

in an ancient MS. of the

anomical poet Aratus in the

ish Museum, with drawings

ie, it is supposed, in the

n of Constantine, Perseus

Represented with no other

;>ery than a light scarf, hold-

vthe head of Medusa in his

hand and a singular hooked
I pointed weapon in the right.

1 he middle ages, an earnest

( t was made to dismiss Perseus and Medusa's
'

1 in favor of David with the head of Goliath,
the attempt failed.

f
he Cluster on the sword hand of Perseus (see

' northern map, also) can be seen easily with the

naked eye. This cluster should lie examined with

a small telescope, by all who possess, or can beg
or borrow one. Nothing more wonderful exists in

the heavens than this splendid cluster. In the

middle there is a beautiful coronet of small stars.

Although Algol, in the head of Medusa, cannot

be seen in America, where shown, the horizon of

is tJw'point overhead

'

g is thepoint overhead'fortlie

for the latitude ofPhiladf- rz -^Jat. ofBoston, O'forlat. ofNOrkaw,

^Star of2fdMa^ *
\,,„4th „ +

B O O T\ E S
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Boston passing high above it, yet as its place will

soon be learned when once the festoon of stars in

Perseus (//, <\ a, 7, and ;;) is known, we may take

this opportunity of describing this remarkable star.

It shines most of the time as a star of the third
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magnitude. During two days, fourteen hours, it

retains this brightness, then, in the course of three

hours and a quarter, it is reduced to the fourth

magnitude. It remains thus faint for about a

quarter of an hour, and then in the course of three

hours and a quarter it gradually recovers its usual

The star loses half its brightness for about a qua

ter of an hour out of nearly sixty-nine hours, ar

remains in all only six hours and three-quarte

below its full brightness. Now, if one side or p;

of a sun were less bright than the rest, to such

degree that, when that side was looked at, the st

O is the'point overhead' v-rverne&Ci is ffle
i

p jnf0ver]lea(i'for fiu.

for the latitude ofPJiilad* 1 ~^Jat.ofBostmi,Oibrlat.of£ondonEiig.

-#- StaraffrMaffJySA of /- - ^^StarofS^MaffA *

BOOTES

mm 'K* A

y 9

\X*9 X\ /

URSA
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POL%a
PoZeYStar

So x._ \\i 4/

v o •:.-.

CAMELEOPARDALIS
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ZbuisvifM—
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(fluster V

'•i

Jforizon otl>ondon (JSng.)

TAeMrehernSkyat/Op. M.Jime2/,at#p.MJuly7; andats?. %\My'J2.

luster. This regular change is accounted for by
some astronomers " by supposing the body of the

star to rotate on an axis, having parts of its surface

not luminous." It is singular that Sir W. Herschel

and others who have given this explanation should

not have noticed how it fails when put to the test.

shone with only half the luster of its other si

then the sun would be certainly quite half the ti

below its full brightness, and probably longer. 1

the experiment with an orange. Peel off so nu

of one side that when you look at that side ab

half is peeled and the other half unpeeled, ;
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pose the unpeelcd part of the orange made
:nsely bright and the peeled part dark. Now,

the orange spin steadily on an axis, cither

jsting a stick through it, or hanging it by a

;ad. You will find the peeled part remains

My in view for (roughly) about a third part of

tenth part. This could never happen. The only

possible explanation seems to be this,—that there

is a great dark orb, like our earth, only very much
larger, traveling around that distant sun, once in

about sixty-nine hours, and coming between that

sun and us once in each circuit. It must be large

O is thepoint overhead' *Jvel *l-ea'c'- js the'point overheadforthe
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entire turning, and partly in view nearly twice

..ong. This is very unlike what is observed in

case of Algol, whose dark part, on the theory
are considering, would remain wholly in view

,f about a three-hundredth part of an entire

ling, and more or less in view only about a

enough to cut off about half that sun's light, and

must travel at such a rate that the partial eclipses

which it causes last nearly seven hours at a time

from beginning to end.

The discovery that Algol changes in brightness

in this strange way is commonly supposed to be-
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long to late times ; but I think the name of the

star shows that the astronomers of old knew all

about this star's changes of luster. You see from

Fig. I how the star adorns the head of the Gorgon

Medusa, borne by Perseus, which was supposed to

possess the power of turning to stone every living

creature that looked upon it. The Arabian name
Algol is the same as Al-ghul, the monster or

demon. And to this star most evil influences were

attributed by astrologers. All this seems to show

that the old astronomers had found out how omi-

nously the star looks upon our system, slowly wink-

ing upon us from out the depths of space.

Turning to the southern skies, we find Virgo

(the Virgin) now the ruling zodiacal constellation.

Last month, she shared the honor with Leo (the

Lion). Both these constellations are larger than

others of the twelve which form the zodiac,—the

two together, instead of covering about sixty de-

grees of the sun's path (one-sixth of his circuit),

covering fully eighty degrees, or between a fourth

part and a fifth part. The next two—the Scales

and the Scorpion—together, scarcely cover forty

degrees, instead of covering about thirty degrees,

or a twelfth part of the zodiac, apiece. Nothing

need be added to what I said last month about

Virgo, and her bright star Spica. Libra (the

Scales) I shall speak about presently.

The fine constellation Bootes (the Herdsman) is

seen above Virgo. He is too high, however, for

you readily to recognize his figure. At New
Orleans, indeed, and other places far south, about

as much of his frame is on the northern as on the

southern side of the point overhead. The bright

star Arcturus is a very noted one. According to

the measurement of its light by Sir J. Herschel, it

is the brightest star north of the celestial equator,

though to the unaided eye, Vega, in the Lyre, and

Capella, in the Charioteer, seem equally conspicu-

ous. The heat which reaches us from this star

has been measured, and is found to be equal t

about as much heat as would be received from

three-inch cube, full of boiling water, at a distanc

of 383 yards

!

Low down toward the south you see the stars

the Centaur and Lupus (the Wolf). But it is on!

from the latitude of New Orleans that the brigh

stars marking the fore-feet of this constellation ca

be seen. The stars of the Cross marked in forme

times the hind-feet. You can easily see how tli

figure was imagined,—the stars 8 and 1 markin

the shoulders, and 1, 2, 3 and 4 the head, of th

human part of the Centaur ; while the back of th

horse extended from f to 3, a, and &. He w]

represented as bearing the body of the wolf upo

a spear, apparently by way of offering it as a sui

able sacrifice upon the altar, Ara,— a constellatic

which a little later comes into view in the sou

from places as far south as New Orleans.

But now let us take the second northern at

southern maps for this month,—that is, let tv

hours be supposed to have passed, the summ
sky darkening, and the stars in these later mai

coming into view in the places shown.

In the northern map, you see that the Guardia

have passed over to the left, or west, of due nort

The Dipper now has its top—from & to a—near

perpendicular to the horizon. The Cameleopa!

is below the pole. The solitary star marked
near the fore-foot of the Giraffe, belongs to tl

Lynx, a constellation of small stars, set by Heveli

in this barren region of the heavens. The const*

lation Perseus has nearly passed from below t'

pole close by the horizon, and a part of Auriga

taking its place. But the bright star, Capell

which is the glory of this constellation, is benea

the horizon at the hours named below the secoi

northern map, for all places south of the horizon

Boston, and even for two degrees or so north

that horizon.

It is toward the south that at present the heave:

present the most glorious display. The contra;

in fact, between the northern and southern skies

very strange. Toward the north, the region belt

the pole shows (in America) not a single star abo

the fourth magnitude. Toward the south, t)

corresponding region (that is, the region extendi!

some 40 degrees from the horizon) is singulai

rich in large stars, chief among them being Antat

(the Heart of the Scorpion), and perhaps the mc

beautiful of all the red stars. The word Antar

means, in fact, "the rival of Mars." You will ha

an opportunity this year, in August and Septei

bcr, of observing whether Antares can really

said to rival in ruddiness or in splendor the plan

of war when at his brightest.

Libra, which by rights should hold sway as t
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viern zodiacal constellation one month out of

iivelve, has passed the south at the time shown

ne southern map. The sign Libra has thirty

;es, like the rest, and probably the original

,
ellation had its due extension. A foolish story

i,d by Servius to the effect that the original

dean zodiac had only eleven signs, and that

ill was made out of the claws of Scorpio. But

is ample evidence to show that both the sign

constellation Libra belonged to the earliest

Jean and Egyptian zodiacs.

,e figures of the Scorpion, Ophiuchus (the

;nt-Bcarer), with his serpent, besides parts of

ules (head, arm and club), Libra (the Scales),

Harms (the Archer), and Lupus (the Wolf), are

sh in Fig. 2.

e large constellation Ophiuchus is not specially

esting. It has been supposed bv some to

i

represent yEsculapius, and by others to be another

celestial Hercules. Novidius insists that it pre-

figured the miracle of St. Paul and the viper, in

which case the Maltese viper was considerably

magnified in anticipation. The figure is a very

absurd one, the legs being singularly feeble. But
it must be admitted he is awkwardly placed. The
serpent is quite enough to occupy his attention, yet

a scorpion is ready to sting one leg and to pinch

the other. The club of Hercules may be meant
for the serpent, and the arrow of the Archer for the

scorpion, but they seem to threaten the Serpent-

Bearer at least as much.

In the constellation Corona Borealis, a star

marked T will be noticed. Here no star can now
be seen; but in May, 1866, one blazed out here

very brightly, and, though it soon faded in luster,

it is still visible with a telescope. Like the star

which blazed out lately in the constellation Cygnus,

this one was found to be shining with the light of

glowing hydrogen gas. At its brightest it ap-

peared as a star of the second magnitude. Its

present luster is but about one-eight-hundredth

part of that.

You will notice toward the left, or east, of due

south, just outside the limits of the second southern

map for this month, a star much brighter than any

—even Antares or Arcturus—which has yet been

shown in these maps. It is not, however, a fixed

star, but a planet,—the prince of all the planets.

—

Jupiter. It will be an interesting exercise for the

young observer to track this wandering star among
the fixed stars until next month, when I hope, with

the editor's permission, to make a few remarks

about the planet.

The ecliptic (the sun's path among the stars)

still tends downward in both the southern maps.

The place marked ta in the first southern map is

that reached by the sun moving in the direction

shown by the arrow on or about October 10, when,

passing from the sign Libra, he enters the sign

Scorpio, of which hi is the symbol. The place

marked * in the second southern map is that

reached by the sun on or about November 22d,

when he enters the sign Sagittarius, of which t is

the symbol.
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TONY'S LETTER.

Peter was a funny little boy, who had a dog named Tony. This d

was all covered with long shaggy hair, which hung down over his e\

and his mouth, and made him look very wise. But Tony was not as w:

as he looked, and he did not know as much as little Peter thought he knev

Peter was only three years old. He did not know all the alphabet, I

he knew what letters spelled his own name.

Peter was very fond of what he called " writing letters." He woi

scribble all over a piece of paper, and then fold it up and get his sister Em
to write on it the name of one of the family, or else of one of the neighbo

Then Peter would carry it to that person ; and he very often got a writti

answer, which Emily would read to him. Sometimes these answers h

candy in them, which pleased Peter very much.

One day, Peter wrote a long letter to his dog Tony. When he g,

it to him, Tony took it in his mouth and carried it to the rug in front

the fire in the sitting-room. There he laid it down, and put his nose

it. Then he laid himself down, with his head on the letter, and shut

eyes. He was sleepy, and he found that the letter was not good to e

Peter was very glad to see Tony do this, for he thought he had re

the letter and was thinking what he should say when he answered it

So little Peter said, " Tony shall write me an answer to my letter," a

he ran into his grandma's room, to ask for a pencil. She was not the

but on the table there was some paper, and an inkstand with a quill p

in it. His grandma always used a quill pen.

So Peter took a big sheet of paper and the inkstand with the pen

it. Then he saw his grandma's spectacles on the table, and he thought

would take these too, as Tony might write better if he had spectacles on.

Peter waked Tony, who was fast asleep by this time, and made h

hold his head up. Peter put the spectacles on Tony, and laid the paf

before him. Then he set the inkstand down, close to his right paw
" Now, Tony," said Peter, " ycu must write me a letter."

Tony looked at the little boy, but he did not take the pen.

"There, Tony!" said Peter. "There's the ink and the pen. Do
you see them ?

" And he pushed the inkstand against Tony's paw.

The dog gave the inkstand a tap with his paw, and over it went

!

"Oh!" cried Peter. "You naughty dog! Upsetting grandma's in

stand !" And he picked up the inkstand as quickly as he could. Some

the ink had run out on the paper, but none of it had gone on the carpet.

Peter took off Tony's spectacles, and drove him away ; and then, av:
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iat he called the "tail" of the quill pen (by which he meant the feather

d), he spread the ink about on the paper.

Then he took the paper up by a corner, and carried it to his mother.

1 I /

[i
" Mamma !" said he, "See the letter Tony wrote to me. He upset the

Iristand, but none of the letter runned off on the carpet !

"

. Tony never wrote another letter, and that was the last time that little

I ter meddled with his grandma's pen and ink.
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JACK- IN -THE -PULPIT.

would like to see more well people trying it or
week-days—that's all."

"Humph! "said John Salters. "You know
heap—you do !

"

" The Deacon does, anyhow," answered Bob.
meekly " You can't get around that."

ASTRAGALOI.

Montreal, April 3d, 1877.
Dear Jack : In the April number of St. Nicholas there wasi

paragraph about children in Pompeii playing with Jack-stones, an<

calling them " Astragaloi." It also mentioned their being made
the small joint bones of sheep. So I thought that Astragalus, whicl
means an ankle-bone, might have some connection with Astragaloi
Would Jack kindly tell me ?—Your constant reader, Nellie F.

Certainly. Exactly so. Jack has n't the leas

doubt of it, Nellie. In fact, I am sure the dea
Little Schoolma'am would say that the sheep bone;

used by the little ancients in the game undoubted!'

were those which correspond with the ankle-bone
of man. But to find these sheep ankle-bonei

you Ml have to be sharp, or you '11 look in thj

wrong place, may be. There 's a study known a
" Comparative Anatomy " which will throw ligh

on this matter, if you wish to pursue it further.

What is so rare as a day in June ? Then, if

ever, come perfect days. I believe some great

poet has said the same thing. But, bless you !

the birds have sung it every summer since the
world began ; so it is doubly true and doubly new
—for the very truest and newest thing in the

universe is the glad note of a bird when summer
comes.

There is something that your Jack loves nearly
as well, though, and that is the laugh of a happy
young heart.

So laugh out, my children—laugh and be happy,
in these sweet, warm days ; and when the flowers

nod brightly to you, as they will, and the grass

whispers softly, and the whole earth seems to smile
and sing, remember Jack's words : Be glad, glad,
glad—and keep your hearts in tune !

THE DEACONS CONUNDRUM.

" BOYS !
" said Deacon Green to a group of red-

cheeked fellows the other day, " I never see a
healthy, go-ahead crowd of young folks like you,
that 1 don't say to myself, ' here 's a chance for

practical religion.' Do you know the reason?"
"Is it a conundrum ? " asked three of the boys

in a breath.

"Yes," said the Deacon, with the air of a man
who had intended to make a speech, but had
suddenly decided to keep it to himself. " It is a

conundrum."
Then the Deacon gave a pleasant nod, and

walked off.

"Now, what did he mean by that?" said one
of the fellows.

"I know," cried Bob King. "He meant that

some folks think religion is intended only for

Sundays and for sick people, and the Deacon

BAD NEWS FOR THE CHILDREN.

Peekskill, N. Y. •

Dear Jack : I heard two men talking the other evening in a dm
store, while I was waiting for some medicine to be done up. And
heard one of them say that in Randolph County, Illinois, they we]
raising castor-oil beans at the rate of twelve bushels to the acre,

made me shudder. Don't you think it is dreadful ?

Yours truly, Robbie N.

A STOCKING REVIVAL.

ALL through the last winter and spring thei

seems to have been a great stir among the stoc'

ings. They have come out in all sorts of color

and almost all sorts of patterns. Here, many
time this past spring, the dead meadows hav
looked as if they were full of flowers by reason c

the children skipping around with their red an

blue striped legs. Even the little boys made m
think of scarlet- runners, and the Johnny-jump-iij
were out in great variety.

Whether it was on this account or not, I do n<

know, but the other day the Little Schoolma'ai

began to talk to the children about stockings, tel

ing them that in the old, old time the people woi

them made of cloth. Up to the days of Henry VIII

she said, they were made out of ordinary clotl

The king's own were formed of yard-wide taffeti

and it was only by chance that he might obtain

pair of silk hose from Spain. Then she read sonn

thing from an old book, which, perhaps, you ma
like to hear. In fact, the children were so delighte

with it that they begged the dear Little Schoo

ma'am to send it to St. Nicholas ; and, if s|

has done so, I will thank the editors to put it i

right here.
u * * * Henry VIII. 's son, Edward VI

received as a great present from Sir Thoni;

Gresham 'a pair of long Spanish silk stockings

For some years longer, silk stockings continued I

be a great rarity. ' In the second year of Quee

V

i\
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ibeth,' says Stow in his Chronicle, 'her silk-

an, Mistress Montague, presented her majesty

1 a pair of black knit-silk stockings for a New-
's gift ; the which, after a few days' wearing,

;ed her highness so well that she sent for

ress Montague and asked her where she had

1, and if she could help her to any more, who
ered, saying: "I made them very carefully

irpose only for your majesty, and seeing these

;e you so well, I will presently set more in

I." "Do so," quoth the queen, "for indeed

fs silk stockings so well, because they are pleas-

, fine and delicate, that henceforth I will wear
'lore cloth stockings."'

And from that time to her death the queen
no more cloth hose, but only silk stockings."

SCHOOL LUNCHEONS.

(A Letter front the Little Schoolma'am.)

Dear Jack : You were so good in March as to let me "have a
say" on the subject of school-luncheons. Now I want to have
another,—a short one. May I ? (Of course she may. Bless her!)

Dozens and dozens of answers have come to my letter, girls and boys,
and it was like a geography lesson just to read them; for they were
sent from all parts of the country,— California, and Maine, and
Oregon,—New York, Illinois, Minnesota, Mississippi, the Rocky
Mountains, Kansas, Ohio,——and a good many other places which
I have n't breath to mention. I don't think I ever realized before
how far our dear St. Nicholas travels, or what numbers of small
friends he has in far-away places across the prairies and among the
hill-tops, as well as nearer home. Well, dear boys and girls, thank
you all. Your letters were very interesting, and just what I wanted.
One of these days 1 shni! write you a long answer, and say what I

think about your luncheons and luncheons in general, and how they
may be improved, and made more attractive and nourishing without
too much trouble to the kind mammas who put them up. But I

wont do this now, because vacation-time is near, and the lunch-
baskets are about to be stored away for the summer, and your heads

A GRAND SAIL IN A CIRCULAR BOAT.

A CIRCULAR BOAT.

,r Jack-in-the-Pulpit : I want to tell you of something that
in San Francisco, which ought to be introduced in other cities

ll there are boys and girls, — I suppose most cities have boys
j

.rls,—and that is the "circular boat." It can be introduced in

rounds where a circular lake can be made, and supplied with
either naturally or artificially.

j
boat of which I send you a picture is in Woodward's Garden,
rancisco, and you can't imagine what fun it is to sail in it.

icture explains it better than I can. I need only say, that the
ffrim of the boat looks over the water, and the outside rim looks
ie land; there being only just enough space, between the out-

, n of the boat and the land, to enable the boat to move easily. It

j.Vided with sails to catch all the wind there may be to send it

I; and, besides this, every fellow may take an oar if he chooses,
jnes hired men row.

y might put fish in this lake, and let the boys try their luck at
ig them, but it would n't be quite fair to the fish, I suppose.
1 sure that if such things as this were to be introduced in other
they would be very popular,—among us boys, at least,—and
Is would like them, because there is no danger of shipwreck,
ust tell you that, as nearly as I can remember, it is a flat-

.ed boat about three feet and a half wide, and that the diameter
' entire lake is about forty feet. Sometimes the boat goes very
I
>metimes very slowly, but that only adds to the variety,

ling that you will copy my picture and print this note, I am
truly, Edward C. D.

are full of other things,—as they ought to be,—with a pleasant sum-
mer before you; and if we had our talk now, it would just go into

one of your ears and out at the other. So I will wait till a little

before school begins again.
Meantime, let me specially thank all of you whose initials are

given below, for your frank and straightforward letters,—though every
word, from every one of the dear St. Nicholas crowd, is heartily

welcomed by your affectionate Little Schoolma'am.

K. U., M. B., J
A. H. W., F. W., "

H. D. F., E K. B
G.

B., M. U., M. C. H.,
H., M. E., G. B., A. S.,

M. M. C., R. C. W.,
H. B. S., C. W. R., J. B. H., H. K
and Aphra M , L. L. P., S.F.P,
J. B. F., G. H. C, A. E. P., R.
M.G.McC, S. D. M., S. G., S. C.,
A. M., C. M. S., C. M. A., M. E.,

White," F. M., L. P. R., T.MS.,
G. M. M
M. S. C.

C, O.G
H. M. H.
D. H., M. C.

M. R., G. W. S.

L. F. G., J. B.

J. B., F.G. E.,

M. C.L., S.W. B., L. L., C. R., C. W
M. C., L. P., M. C. W., A. C. T., L. B

A. M. K.. M. K.,
A. E. S., K. M. F.,

Mattie," L. A. J.,

J. G. W., Daisy
M. C. C, E.T.,

A. McC,
W.W. B.,

H., "Bob
H. M. A.,

E. Y. M.,
L. G. C.,

A. F. H.,E. H. H.,G.J., E. B. P., A. H. B., S. S. R.,' F. F.

M. H. B., J. L. S., T. G., N. G. W., S.'W., B. F.', "B. B.,"
"G. L.H.," A. H. A., G. H. D., F. G. M., P. M. (no address),
"Gulick," "Perry," L. F. G., B. L., N. W., M.W., L. F.,

E. S., H. C., B. L. G., S. B. F., A. H. F., M. F. B., K. W.,
Lulu G., L. O'C., T. O'C.. N. E. S., H. G. N., A. T. P.,
K. McG., L. F., H. C., M. J. A., A. F. A., G. T. W., Katie
and Annie M., Rudolph A., W. T. S., R. M. L., Fredericka W.,
P. T. S., N. T. U., H. J. B., W. J. G.
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS' DEPARTMENT.

THE DESERTED HOUSE.

A Sonnet.

There by the roadside stands the queer old house.

Deserted it has been for many years;

And when one enters first one has strange fears

Of what may be inside. But not a mouse
Raises its tiny head, or hides, afraid;

And the sole sound through the deep stillness heard,

Is the shrill chirping of a mother-bird,

Who right above the door her nest has made.
While through bare, lonely rooms my way I wend,
I feel a kind o{ pity for the thing,

Left thus alone, like to some fallen king,

Deserted both by enemy and friend.

But life is short; so gently close the gate,

And leave the house to mercy and to fate

W. H. (aged 13).

A FAIRY STORY.

There was once a little girl, named Charlotte, who was very dis-

orderly, never putting anything in its right place. One day a fairy

came into her room and asked her why she kept her roum. in such
disorder.

Lottie answered : "Paul says, that it makes no difference where
you put things so long as you know where to find them."

" Ah, well," said the fairy, " you believe what Paul says, do you?
We will soon find if he is right."

Then the fairy waved her wand over Charlotte's head, touched her

eyes and ears, hands and feet, making them all change places, and
left poor Charlotte alone.

1

Charlotte was very much surprised to find she could not see
front of her, but could see very distincdy on both sides of the rool

she then began crying ; and trying to put her hand up she was mu
more surprised to find it was her foot ; she then discovered that 1

eyes and ears, hands and feet had changed places.

She found it was very inconvenient for her foot to be there inste |
of her hand ; but she managed to get hold of her handkerchief w
her toes, and on putting it up to her head, wiped her eyes where
ears ought to be.

She attempted to walk, but could not stand, for her hands 1

on the floor instead of her feet.

She then cried very hard, and said, '" What shall I do ? I can.
walk, I cannot even crawl straight ahead, for I cannot see strai

before me ; I cannot eat, for how can I hold my knife and fork,

I see the use of having things in their right places."
Just then Paul came in, asking for the garden seeds she help

him gather yesterday, but he was perfectly bewildered when he a
her in this condition. 'He asked her who did all this ? Then Loti k
still crying, told him that it was the fairy.

Said Lottie: "I know where my eyes and ears, hands and t

are, but as they are now they are of no use to me. If they were
in their right places how glad I would be

!

" If I only had my hands where they ought to be I would alwa
put things in their right places."
Then the fairy, who had been invisible all this time, sudda

appeared, and waved her wand over poor Charlotte's head, touci|

her eyes, ears, hands and feet, and they all went instantly to lb

right places.

After that, Charlotte always remembered to have a place for evo
j

thing and everything in its right place.

Paul also improved his ways, and always put hoe. rake and set
'-'

-vherc they ought to be, for he was afraid if he did not the fairy mi(
:

make him a visit. Alice R. (aged 11J ^

THE PETERKINS AT THE CENTENNIAL.

(Drawn by a Young- Contributor, to illustrate the story in St. Nicholas for February, 1877.)

THE LETTER-BOX.

Alice Broome sends us a translation of the French story " Cecile

et Lulu," that was printed in the April number, and adds: " I think

that in the article on 'Curious Customs of Easter' the writer should

have mentioned the custom of rolling eggs down the terrace of the

Capitol at Washington on Easter Monday."
Our correspondent will find a full account of this interesting custom

in St. Nicholas for April 1875, under the title " Fred's Easter Mon-

day.'* From it she will learn how Fred, enticed by the beaut

spring weather and by George Washington Day spring, a "darki

boy, went to the Capitol, gazed at the building, its pictures

statues, helped, with hundreds and hundreds of other children,

roll the pretty, colored, boiled eggs down the terraces and eat Ul

when broken, and then roll themselves down hill and have all man

of splendid fun, in which even some of the grown-ups joined.
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.NSLAtions of the French story of "Cecile ct Lulu" were

;d, previous to April 18th, from Lulu A. Wilkinson, Alice Rob-

| J. C. Habersham, Julia Lathers, Jessie Pringlc, Benj. Merrill,

ie P. Colton, Hattie Jessie Peabody, Hattie K. Chase, Amy
ilds, Lottie Upham, Lily Groomc, Eveline Browne, M. L. Cox,

:

T. Granger, Alice Bales, Lizzie K. Tapley, Alice Broome,

a Hussey Lambcrton, Martha B. Beck, Jessie O. Lorsch,

L Edith Strong Perry, F. J. Parsons, Wilson Rockhill, Rose
i Mabel Cutler, John B. Sedgwick, Louisa Anderson, Maggie

'
! .dle, Junius E. Beal, Edith Monroe Pollard, Trudie Whitney,

lie Moore, Mary Brown, Annie M. Horton, Frances M. Wood-
Elsie L. Shaw, Julia H. George, Lidie V. B. Parker, Virginia

,
wnsend, Fannie Freeman, Laura C. Jernegan, Mae Fiske,

ince Smith, Alice M. Cobb, Hattie C. Fernald, LillieP. Haydel,

-Cross, Harry A. Hall, Ella F. Truitt, Nellie Emerson, M. Bella

son, Frankie English, Mary P. Barton, Daisy Ramsdell, Nellie

1 Clara Chessborough, Elsie S. Adams, Emily Kent, William

tman Walker, Persifor F. Gibson, A. B. W., Katheiine Hamil-

',. S. Dillon, Mabel S. Fay, Nellie Chase, Minnie B. Chapin,

Chase, Kathleen Croasdale, "One of the Little Gallaudets,"

, May Parker, Ida Travis, Louis L. Tribus, Aline M. Godfrey,

J tie Woodruff, Alice S, Millard, Jennie Spence, Mamie A. Gould,

Stanley Abbot, Annie M. Sloan, Helen Green, Alice C. Moses,

iinie Woodbine and Ruth Rivulet," Carrie L. Dinzey, " Ahack,"

Name *'), Alice B. Bullions, Mamie S. Littster, Jessie H. Dodd,
L. Hopkins, Minnie T. Byington, Sallie E. Macallister,

jarker, Geo. W. Pepper, Agnesand Margie Lawrence, W. J. T.,

ne M. Stone, " Mignonne," Fannie E. Blake, Lulu Fetter,

1 Buckley Newbold, Amy L. Massey, Marie W. Robinson,

i. Tyson, Mamie Baldwin, Norman L. Archer, Lillie Kent,

j

E. Whitney, Jr., A. L. Cameron, Minnie E. Waldo, Addie

,;r, Florence Satterlee, Mazie Wright, Nellie Chandler, Nellie

:r, Madge Wilson, Jennie D. V. Brown, Benlah Park, Minnie

anwood, Bessie Van Rensselaer, F.llie L. Kenney, Russell

, Ethel R. Wrightington, Merritt L. Stewart, Minnie M. Wal-
lOnstance Grand Pierre, Lillie L. Preston, Annie S. Kennedy,
Silliman, Alice S. Moody, Annie Hatch and Jessie Jones,

S. Knox, Anna B. Newbold, Lizzie and Emma Phelps, Susie

A. W. Cutting, May Clare Burtsell, C. A. Cushman, Theo-
Irooks, Clara McChesney, — Abbott, Jnr., " Louise ;

"
J. P.

of Giggleswick, Yorkshire, and Carrie A. Maynard of Lon-
ingland ; and Beulah M. Hacher, of Geneva, Switzerland.

•:w correspondent, A. W. G., sends us the following :

;

iTHE RULERS OF THE WORLD TO-DAY.

Dom Pedro Second ranks, by worth,
Among the wisest kings of earth ;

Ruling with a liberal hand
O'er Brazil, well-favored land.

Cold Siberia's frozen coasts,

Trans-Caucasia's manly hosts,

Tributary from afar

Unto Alexander are

—

Of the Russias mighty Czar.

Prussia's king extends his sway
O'er a mighty realm to-day.

Frederick William First is he,

Emperor of Germany.
This the scheme Count Bismarck planned :

One united Fatherland.

Austria's emperor still remains
King of wide Hungarian plains.

O'er Vienna's gardens gay
Francis Joseph's banners sway.

Battling for their native mountains,
Proudly have the Switzers stood.

Meet the crimson of their banner
For their patriot brotherhood.
O'er the land of William Tell,

Now Herr Herzog ruleth well.

Abdul Hamid, Othman's sword
Wields, as Turkey's present lord.

Athens, oft in song rehearsed,
Owns as ruler George the First.

Fair Ilalia's sunny realm
Nevermore shall tyrants whelm.
On her seven hills enthroned,
Shall again her power be owned.
Gone the sway of priest and pope

—

Victor Emanuel is her hope.

Stilled the Carlists' rebel battle,

—

Dumb the cannon, sheathed the steel;

Over Spain, late rent and sundered,
Reigns Alfonso of Castile.

LoTiis First maintains his rank
In Lisbon, on the Tagus bank.
France has Marshal McMahoii—
Gone the proud Napoleon.
Belgium has Leopold ;
Holland, William, as of old.

On the ancient Vikings' throne,
Christian Ninth now reigns alone;
And the Norsemen monarch call

Oscar, crowned in Odin's hall.

On Britannia's kingdom yet,

Lo ! the sun doth never set
There Victoria reigns serene,

—

Noble mother, honored queen.

Here at home the people reign ;

Ours no crown, or courtly train.

Now the patriot Hayes doth stand
Highest servant of our land

'that''

Providence, R. I.

sentence that I think beatsDear Jack : I send a
"M. S.'s."
" That boy said that that ' that ' that that girl that sat on that seat

parsed yesterday was not that 'that' that that gentleman meant."
Yours, etc. Stanley.

Delaware Water Gap, Pa.

Dear Jack: 1 wish to make an addition lo your article on five

"that's" as follows:

"Jane said, in speaking of that 'that,' that that 'that' that that

boy wrote was a conjunction."
Thus I write seven "that's" in succession.—Yours truly,

Lida B. Graves.

Jennie C. King : Your letter interested us very much, and, in our

opinion, the book that will best answer your inquiries, and be of most

service at the present stage of your studies, is " The Philosophy of

Style," by Herbert Spencer, published by D. Appleton & Co. It is

full of good, practical suggestions, and can be easily comprehended

by a girl of your age. In fact, we would recommend the book heartily

to all students of English composition.

Germantown, March 3, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I was very sick with scarlet fever one winter.

My grandma brought into my room a beautiful calla. She thought
it would help to make me better. It was watered and cared for just

the same as ever. But it withered, and the leaves all turned yellow,

and it was hard work to make it healthy again in pure air. Grandma
said it had the scarlet fever. Do plants take diseases?

Helen P. {nine years old).

We already have received a number of letters showing the interest

which our young readers everywhere are taking in Professor Proctor's

admirable Star-papers ; and now that the evenings are growing warmer,

the opportunity of fully enjoying them is increased. A good prac-

tical knowledge of astronomy can be gained readily from these arti-

cles; and we think that all our readers who during these open-air

months occasionally engage in the study of the heavens with these

star-maps in hand, will find it among the foremost of the many pleas-

ures which our summer evenings afford.

When too late to correct the error, it was discovered that the artist

who made the illustrations for "The Green House with Gold Nails"

had made a mistake. The text of the article shows that the cater-

pillar was found upon the milkweed, and the chrysalis upon the wild

carrot. But in the pictures these positions are reversed, and thus the

caterpillar and chrysalis are placed each upon the wrong plant.



574 THE LETTER-BOX. rj™

Fairyland, March 24, 1877.

My Very Dear Jack : I believe I can help you out of that diffi-

culty concerning the birds' motto

—

Lux men dux. It means, Light
is my leader. Don't you think that fits? I think it is just the thing

for the dear little birds, who, as you say, love the sunlight so much.
It is time now to go to our ball, so good-bye —Very affectionately,

" Queen Mab."

Hakodate. Japan, July 4, 1876.

Dear St. Nicholas: Inclosed please find a little child-song ren-

dered from the Japanese. Of course, it has no intrinsic merit; but -I

fancied that my American cousins might like to know what songs
their almond-eyed sisters sing. I inclose photograph of a little

Japanese girl and her doll.—Very respectfully yours, F. B. H.

A JAPANESE CHILD-SONG.

Dear ! oh dear

!

What do I hear
There at the pantry door?

Gon I Gon /

The mouse is gnawing,
Scrambling and pawing.

There 's never a doubt about that rat,

But always a doubt about my cat.

At set of sun
She '5 on the run,
'1 ill—hie! ho!
'T is cock-crow

;

Or she creeps away
(The little sinner)

At midnight gray.

And never comes back
Till break of day

;

But she never forgets

To want her dinner.

" Chop-pi! Chop-pi!*
Come here ! come here !

If you '1! only catch those naughty rats,

I '11 give you a feast for the best of cats.

There now ! You think,

If the sea is bad,
Your favorite fish

Cannot be had

;

But I '11 bustle about.
And find some trout.

Chop-pi! Chop-pi .'

Don't vou hear?
Gon / Gon /

Run, my dear."

* "Chop-pi" is the Japanese "cat-call," like "Kitty, Kitty.'

New Haven, Ct., Nov. 24, 1876.
Dear St. Nicholas : Here is a curious problem in algebra tha 1

should like to have somebody explain.

It can be proved that any number equals any other number.
example, let it be required to prove that 7 = 2:

Now 49 — 63 = — 14
and 4 — lo = — 14

hence 49 — 63 and 4 — 18, being both equal to — 14, must be eqi

to each other; therefore,

49 — 63 = 4— iS,

or 49 — 9(7) =4 — 9(2)-

Adding *U- to both members of the equation, we have

:

49-9(7) + ¥=4-9(2) + i
4

1
-

Now, since both members are perfect squares, extracting the sqm
root,

7 - 1 = 2 - 3

omitting— '! from both members, then 7=2, which was to be prov

Other Examples.

4 — 6 = — 2

I —3 =—2
4 — 6=1 — .

4 — 3(2) = I
'

4— 3 (z) + f

therefore 2 = 1.

3(0
1 — 3(0 + *

16 — 28 = — 12

9 — 21 = — 12

1 6 — 28 = Q — 21

l6— 7(4) =9— 7(3)
16— 7(4) + ¥ = 9—7(3) +fi4-1=3-1

therefore 4=3.

One of the scholars in our class gave it to the rest of us, and 1

1

shown it to others, but nobody seems to be able to explain it.

Now if the Little Schoolma'am, or some one else, will show w
the catch is, it will much oblige H. Starkweathe

Dear St. Nicholas: I am a little girl seven- years old. I

to send a letter to the " Letter-Box, " and surprise my manur
Your loving friend, Anne Jenkin l

Dear St. Nicholas: Wont you please put this in the "L<
Box." I cut it out of the paper yesterday. I am sure the other

and girls will be as much interested in it as I am.—Yours truly,

Johnny C. Pla^

" Prof. Richard A. Proctor is inclined to believe the tale

modern mariners are telling about the monster sea-serpent, v

coils about sperm whales in mid-ocean. He reminds the public ^
monstrous cuttle-fish were thought to be monstrous lies, til

' Alecton,' in 1861, came upon one and captured its tail, whose w
of 40 pounds led naturalists to estimate the entire weight of the 1

ure at 4,000 pounds, or nearly a couple of tons. In 1873, again

fishermen encountered a gigantic cuttle in Conception Bay, ,

foundland, whose arms were about 35 feet in length (the fishe

cut off from one arm a piece 25 feet long), while its body was

mated at 60 feet in length and 5 feet in diameter—so that the >

fish of Victor Hugo's famous story was a mere baby cuttl

comparison with the Newfoundland monster. The mermaid,
has been satisfactorily identified with the manatee, or 'woman
as the Portuguese call it, which assumes, says Captain Scoi
' such positions that the human appearance is very closely imilut

We comply with Johnny's request. While we admit the in

of this paragraph, we would suggest, by way of general caution,

newspaper paragraph is not always the best scientific testimony,

"The Manatee," in St. Nicholas for February, 1874.—Et

Nicholas.

.
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NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

TER eating a 9, 7, 4, the traveler took his 2, 3, 6, which was
red 8, 5, 1, and mounting the 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, resumed his

iey. i-

INCOMPLETE SENTENCES.

LL the first blank with a certain word, and the second with the

word beheaded.
It is better to than to too positively without sufficient

2. She was the of the child. 3. The children took

to the village to visit their . 4. The boys made a great

:in the room. 5. The went to her, in her prepara-

6. She took off the ami turned it to the other side.

VIOLET.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

IE initials name for high and peculiar mental gifts, and the finals

general strength of intellect.

A precious stone. 2. A kind of puzzle. 3. A metal. 4. Anger,
fabulous animal. 6. A color. isola.

CHARADE.

Little girls are fnnd of me,
Sometimes boys as well

;

Boys do pet me "on the sly,"

But you must not tell.

In a far-off land I live,

Under northern sky ;

You may learn about my home
In geography.

WHOLE.

A "fish story" let me tell:

Cupid—saucy rover

—

Rode upon my back one day;
Wish I "d tipped him over!

A NAME PUZZLE.

ace four girls' names in such order that the initials form a fifth

LITTLE ONE.

DIAMOND REMAINDERS.
'lead and curlail the words defined, and leave a word diamond.
-first never denies himself his worst enemy; although it does
;em as if it could be true, he is always complaining of being
;th ; and is often heard to declare that my second are against

' er a liberal potation, he goes home in a manner my fourth will

be, and wives and my third weep and pray that the curse of
J aay be swept from the land. h. h. d.

^GRAPHICAL DOUBLE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

OM left to right and from right to left, two countries of Europe.
i town in Massachusetts. 2. A city in Germany. 3. A city in

4. A range of mountains in China. 5. One of the United
6. One of the United States. 7. A German capital.

JACKIE D. w.

ABBREVIATIONS.
' iEHEAD and syncopate a carpenter's tool, and leave a kind of
,a. Behead and syncopate a forest tree, and leave an animal.
head and syncopate a napkin, and leave a carnivorous bird.

^
lead and syncopate a rapacious bird, and leave a beverage. 5.

d and syncopate a kind of wood, and leave a lad. 6. Behead
mcopate the church of a monastery, and leave a Turkish officer.

lead and syncopate a map, and leave a covering for the head.
i lead and syncopate a low style of comedy, and leave a unit. 9.

d and syncopate a dried plum, and leave a medicinal plant. 10.

.
d and syncopate a part of the body, and leave part of a wagon

ISOLA.

HALF-SQUARE.

1. Machines for cutting grain. 2. Paid back. 3. A fruit. 4. A
field. 5. Prevarication. 6. A boy's nickname. 7. In churches and
schools. CYRIL DEANE.

EASV REBUSES.
Each of the small pictures represents a name of a distinguished

man—two of the three persons named being celebrated English
painters, and the other a famous German musical composer. x.

SQUARE REMAINDERS.
Behead the words defined, and leave a word square.
To purloin. To let. Small barrels. Happy. h. h. d.

RHOMBOID PUZZLE.

Horizontally: Something from which plants are grown; per-
taining to sheep ; a common ingredient in bread ; what it is desirable
fruit should do : mob law.

Perpendicularly : A consonant ; an exclamation ; a plant : a pro-
jecting wharf; a creeping animal; to see; a number; two conso-
nants that stand for one of the Southern States; a consonant

h. H. D.

PUZZLE.
From a word of five letters take two away, and find one remain-

ing- LOUISE e. anna.

ANAGRAMS.
t. Keen rose. 2. Sore sport. 3. Essex pen. 4. Rap a mason.

5. Sect rule. 6. A poor tin can, Sir T. cyril deane.
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REBUS.

-_JPR5
A quotation am I. To find me who'll try?
The reward, I '11 engage, shall suggest fine old age.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN MAY NUMBER.

Numerical Enigma.— " Hate the evil and love the good."
Letter Pi/zzles.— r, R-dent (ardent). 2 M-prcss (empress).

3. L-fin (elfin). 4. N-sign (ensign). 5. C-cured (secured). 6. Q-rate
(curate). 7. S-quire (esquire).

Decapitations.— 1. Claws, laws. 2. Rout, out. 3. Brush, rush.

4. Alien, lien. 5. Cold, old. 6. Ajar, jar. 7. Like, Ike. 8. Meat, eat.

Transpositions.— 1. Crapes, scrape. 2. Miles, smile. 3. Ring, grin.

Double Acrostic.—" Love one another."

L —e— A
O —rga— N
V —et— O
E —paule— T
O —stric— H
N —eedl— E
E —the— R

Rebus.—Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. i

A Wood-pile.—Beech, ash, maple, oak, pine, larch, willow, elm,
fir, cedar.

Square-Word.—Tasso, Aspen, Spars, Serve, Onset.
Riddle.—The letter E.
Easy Pictorial Puzzle.—Fox, Lamb, Crabbe, Swift.

Metagram.—Sparable.
A Hidden Bouquet.— 1. Pansies. 2. Verbena. 3. Orchis.

Concealed Diamond.-
""***FEN

PAGED
DEGREES
NEEDY
D E Y

Mathematical Puzzle.—Codicil.
Cross-word Enigma.— St. Nicholas.
Syncopations.—1. Dove, doe. 2. Hart, hat 3. Clam, cam.

Crab, cab. 5. Chub, cub. 6. Pike, pie. 7. Pine, pie. 8. Reed,
c. Hone, hoe. 10. Acre, ace.

Pictorial Prc
moss."

4. Peony. 5. Aster. 6. Arbutus. 7.

not. 10. Pink. 11. Cypress-vine.
Feverfew. 15. Lilac. 16. Clematis.

Lili. s. 8. Calla.

Daisy. 13.

Forget-me-
>yringa. 14.

Acrostic.—

"

A rolling stone gathers

A —wnin

—

G
R —egali

—

A
() —wle

—

T
L —ate

—

H
1, —yr— E
I- ndia rubbe—

R

M —otc

—

S
G —rai

—

N
S —pirits of—
T —ea

—

M— O
N —ut— S
E —ar

—

S

Answers to Puzzles in the April Number were received, previous to April 18th, from R. Townsend McKeever, George
Williams, Edith Lowry, Jennie Brown, "Winnie," A. G. Cameron, Bessie Tompkins, Nellie Emerson, George J. Fiske, Carrie A. Stodda
" Margery Daw," " U. S.," Ella G Condie, Allie Bertram, Dee L. Lodge, Arthur C. Smith, Bertie and Evie Clark, Howard Steele Rodg<
Pauline Schloss, " Bessie and her Cousin," "Jupiter," Nessie E. Stevens, Alice Grey, "A. B.C.," Emma Elliott, Alice Bartow Mot
Edgar Moulton, Jennie Piatt, and Fred M. Pease.



f



„„„ VWii

1



ST. NICHOLAS.

Vol. IV. JULY, 1877. No. 9.

jj

i

1

[Copyright, 1S77, by Scribner & Co.]

NELLIE IN THE LIGHT-HOUSE.

By Susan Archer Weiss.

On the lonely Carolina coast are many small

lands, interspersed with sandy shoals and rocky

:efs, which render it dangerous for vessels that

jproach too near. On this account light-houses

e established at proper intervals, and it is about

e dwellers in one of these that I have a little storv

tell.

The name of the keeper of this light-house was
hn Lattie. His wife was dead, and he lived there

th his two children, and a faithful and attached

gro couple, whom the children called Mammy
lvie and Uncle Brister. Sylvie had been their

rse, and both she and her husband loved them
though they had been their own.

You may think a light-house on a small island

—

lere no one else lived except two fishermen's

nilies—a lonely place for two children. Perhaps

ras; but Jack and Nellie did not think so. In

ad weather they had splendid times on the

ich, running up and down the firm white sand,

!ing amid the rough rocks that at low tide

od above the water, or picking up pretty shells,

1 bits of many-colored sea-weed, thrown up by
Ij waves. Sometimes they played with the waves
jflmselves, as merrily as though they had been

i ing playmates. They would go low down to the

Ij er's edge, and watch some swelling billow as it

I lie rolling onward to the shore, and cry defiantly :

Home on! you can't catch us!" and then, as

white foam-crest curled threateningly over

I ard them, they would run up the beach, with
1 billow in full chase, until the foamy crest broke

Iut
their bare little feet, and went gently sliding

Vol. IV.—38.

back into the sea, to give place to another. Some-
times the billow would overtake them, and give

them a thorough drenching; but this only excited

their mirth. For sea-water does not give chills and
colds, and it soon dries ; and as their dress was

coarse and simple, there was no danger of that

being hurt.

One day, by some accident, the glass of the

light-house was broken, and Mr. Lattie found it

necessary to go in his boat to the main-land, in

order to procure materials for repairing it. The
little town at which he made these purchases was

some five or six miles inland ; and he might not

return until quite late.

" If I am not back before sunset, Brister," said

he to his sable assistant, "be sure to light the

lamp in time. You know it will be as necessary to

me as to others."

He said this because between the light-house and
the shore were many dangerous rocks, some lying

beneath the surface of the water, and others above

it, to run upon which in the dark would break a

boat to pieces. But Mr. Lattie was familiar with

the channel, and he knew that with the light for a

guide lie could steer so as to avoid the rocks.

Now, Mr. Lattie had not been long gone when
there came to the light-house, in hot haste, a little

ragged boy, begging that Aunt Sylvie would come
to his mother, who had been taken suddenly and
dangerously ill. There was no doctor on the island,

and Sylvie was very clever as a nurse. So she

hastened away with all speed to the fisherman's

wife, who lived quite a mile distant, at the opposite
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extremity of the island—first, however, telling the

children to be good and not stray away from the

light-house, and warning her " ole man" to take

good care of them, well knowing, at the same time,

that such warning was not necessary, for Uncle

Brister would have sacrificed his own life for the

little ones, whom he had helped to carry in his

arms almost from the day of their birth. They
were gentle and obedient children, though it had
always been observed that Nellie, who was only

seven years old, possessed much more firmness

and decision of character than Jack, nearly two

years her senior. She was also more generous

;

and I am afraid that with all her decision she gave

up too much to her brother, and helped to make
him selfish. For instance: if they were sent to

Jem Long's for fish, generally it was Nellie who
carried the basket, while Jack amused himself with

playing by the way ; or, if Sylvie made ginger-

cakes or "puffs," and gave the two first baked to

the Ghildren, it was Jack who claimed the biggest

or the nicest-looking, and not unfrequently got a

taste of Nellie's also.

The children played all this morning very hap-

pily together, building a fort of loose rocks, like the

great stone fort which they could see in the dis-

tance, many miles away. In the afternoon they

went in-doors, where they found Brister, standing

at one of the windows, shading his eyes with his

hand and looking anxiously toward the west.

" Do you see the boat, Uncle Brister ?" inquired

Jack, standing on tip-toe to look out.

" Please de Lord, I wish I could dat," answered

the old man, more as if speaking to himself than

to them. " I don't like de looks o' dat 'ere sky,

and dere aint never no good in dem switchy mare's

tails," pointing to some long scattered clouds which

were moving rapidly up from the west. " Ef I

knows anything 't all, I knows we'se gwine to have

a squeelin', squalin' storm. Please de Lord Massa

and Sylvie was safe home."
The old man's prediction was correct. In less

than an hour the wind burst upon them, the waves

were lashed into foam, and the storm roared around

the light-house in all its fury. The children, sit-

ting by the fire, listened to the roaring of the wind

and the waves without, and felt the walls tremble

with the force of the tempest. Old Brister had

gone about and made all secure ; and now, as it

began to grow dusk, he started up the winding

staircase that led to the top of the tower, in order

to light the lamp. As he crossed the room the

children noticed that he staggered a little, and

caught hold of the door-post to steady himself.

Then he put his hand to his forehead, and so stood

still a moment ; then began feebly to ascend the

stairs. An instant after there was a heavy fall, and

to their horror the children saw the old man ly

at the foot of the stairs motionless and apparen
dead.

They started up with a cry and rushed tow

him. He was not bleeding anywhere, but

breathing was thick and heavy, and though
eyes were open he did not appear to see them
to know anything. The truth was, the old n
had had a stroke of apoplexy.

" What shall we do ? oh, what sliall we dc

cried Nellie, bursting into an agony of tears,

" We can't do anything," sobbed Jack, ho
lessly. ''I wish, oh! I wish father and Mam
Sylvie were here."

Nellie, kneeling by the side of Brister, seemec

make an effort at composure.

"Jack," she said, more calmly, "don't
think we might warm him, and rub him, and
him a little hot brandy to drink ? That is the

they brought the drowned men to life again."
" He aint drowned," answered Jack, with a 1

expression of contempt for his sisters suggestio
" Yes ; but it might do him good. Feel

cold his hands are, and rubbing might do him sc

good. Oh, Jack, let us try to pull him to the fir,

With great difficulty they succeeded in dra'

the old man in front of the great hearth, wl

Nellie placed pillows under his head, and covs

him with a blanket. Then she heated a

brandy, and put a spoonful between Brister's

and the two children then commenced rubbing

with all their little strength, though Nellie treml

and the tears rolled down Jack's face. Bui

truth, it was a trying situation for them, alone

helpless as they were.

Suddenly Nellie started up with a cry.

"The lamp, Jack! Oh, Jack, the lamp

lighted !

"

It was dark now, and the storm, though sul

ing, still raged. How many fishing-vessels 01

sea, and caught in that sudden storm, were
,j

vainly looking out for the warning beacon that

to save them from danger and guide them

safety ; and her father ! Did she not remer

his parting words to Brister :

" Be sure and light the lamp in good time

is as necessary to me as to them."

And the lamp was not lighted ! In storm

darkness her father might be even now Strug]

amid those foaming waves and treacherous rq

for the child felt instinctively that no danger t

keep him back from the post of his duty anc

loved ones dependent upon him. Eagerly, t

blingly, Nellie rose to her feet.

" Oh, Jack, father ! We must light the lanj

"We can't," answered poor, frightened

helplessly. " We don't know how."

\
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She felt that it would be of no use to appeal

arther to him,—not that Jack was heartless, but

rresolute and vacillating when thrown upon his

iwn resources. So Nellie—brave little heart

—

esolved to do the best she could.

" You can stay and take care of Uncle Brister,

i ack," she said ;
" and rub him all you can. I will

» ry to light the lamp."
" But you don't know anything about it, and I

wt want to stay by myself," said Jack, blubber-

lg; " I wish father was here."

Nellie went carefully up the narrow winding stair

|fj the top of the light-house. She had seldom

ieen here, and had never seen the lamp lighted,

I nd, as Jack had said, knew nothing about it ; and

j! ie now found to her dismay that she could not

|l :ach the lamp. The wind and the rain beat

;ainst the thick glass by which this little room in

ie top of the tower was surrounded, and swept in

rong fitful gusts through the broken panes ; and

ellie thought that even were she able to light the

rnp, it must inevitably be put out again. What
is to be done? If she could only keep a light of

iy kind burning, it might be of some use. There
f is a large lantern down-stairs, she knew ; and
lurrying down she got this, and lighting it, carried

!'up again, and hung it where she trusted it might

seen. But it shone so feebly, that she feared it

•uld not be noticed, or might even be taken for

<E light of a fisherman's cottage, in which case it

ituld serve only to lead astray instead of guiding

ely.

r Poor little Nellie wrung her hands in despair.

, if she only had somebody to help her ! How
ile, and forlorn, and miserable she felt ! And
it then—she never knew how it was—just then

i seemed to hear, amid all the roar of the storm,

sweet words of the hymn her dead mother had
n so fond of singing, "Jesus, lover of my soul."

! knew it by heart, and now she stood involun-

ly repeating fragments of it to herself, until she

ie to the words

—

i

mi

" Other refuge have I none:

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee.

Leave, oh leave me not alone,

—

Still support and comfort me.

All my trust on Thee is stayed ;

All my help from Thee I bring."

range feeling of peace and comfort stole into

heart of the child. " God is here : He can
1 me," was her thought; and instantly after,

recollected that in the wood-shed connected
the kitchen'was a great pile of pine-knots,

wind could not blow out the flame of a pine-

, but would rather serve to fan it. So down
steep, wearisome stairs the poor child again
', and presently returned to the top of the

tower with her arms full of the pine-knots. These

she lighted and carefully disposed all around the

little glass-covered room—wherever she could find

a place in which to stick her torches—so that the

brilliant, ruddy glare might be visible in all direc-

tions. And there, alone in the dreary summit of

the tall light-house, shivering in the cold wind and
rain that beat upon her slight figure, stood poor

little Nellie, listening to the storm, straining her

eyes through the darkness, and trembling with

anxiety and excitement as she thought of her father

in the storm, and of poor Brister, dying in the room
below, perhaps. But still through it all seemed to

sound the sweet words of the hymn, ''Jesus, lover

of my soul."

An hour passed, and poor Nellie, intently listen-

ing, thought that she heard sounds below, and then

a faint echo of some one calling her name. Then
came a strong hurried step on the stair, and in the

red smoky glare of the pine torches she saw her

father standing. Oh, with what a sharp cry of re-

lief and joy she sprang forward to meet him, though

at the very moment in which his arms were out-

stretched to receive her—overcome with cold, fatigue

and anxiety—she tottered and fell almost insensible

at his feet. Very tenderly, with tears in his eyes,

the rough light-house keeper bore his little daugh-

ter below, and placed her in bed ; and there, with

a delicious consciousness of safety and rest, poor

Nellie fell asleep. She never awoke until the

bright sunlight of the next morning fell across her

bed, when, opening her eyes, she saw Mammy
Sylvie's kind, motherly face bending over her, with

tears streaming down her sable cheeks.

" Bress de Lord, dar aint anoder child in all de

Car'linas fit to hold a pine-knot to her," said the

affectionate creature, proudly. " An' I heerd Jem
Long say, when his boat come in las' night, dat ef

it hadn't been for de light-house lamp, he an'

t' others would sartinly been lost."

"And so should I," said Mr. Lattie. fondly

smoothing his little daughter's hair, and then he

told her how he had watched in vain for the light,

and not seeing it had attempted to cross in the

storm and darkness, when suddenly a red glare had

shone out, and revealed to him that he was drifting

fast upon one of the most dangerous of the reefs.

From this he had with difficulty extricated himself,

and guided by the strange light had succeeded in

reaching home in safety, and there had found old

Brister as we have described, while Jack, worn out

with rubbing and crying, lay asleep by the fire.

Where was Nellie ? and what could be the mean-
ing of the red fitful glare in the light-house tower?

Almost sinking with fear and apprehension, the

father had mounted the stairs, and there, at the

first glimpse of his little daughter,—pale and trem-
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bling, yet standing firmly at her post,—he had read

the whole story. And how proud he afterward was

of his brave little girl, we can very well imagine.

Aunt Sylvie had been prevented returning home
by both the storm and the illness of the fisherman's

wife. She had felt no anxiety about the children,

believing that their father must have returned.

ti

The little family at, the light-house live there st

happy and contented. Nellie is a big girl no
Uncle Brister, who entirely recovered, is to

day very fond of telling this story to the people w
sometimes in summer cross over to visit the ligl

house. " Guess it 's de fust light-house was eb

lighted up wid pine-knots," he says.

GUNPOWDER.

By J. A. Judson.

I HAVE no doubt you all have seen some of that

innocent-looking stuff, like black sand, which is

called gunpowder ; and I think you will be inter-

ested, as the Fourth of July draws near, in knowing
something about it.

Though it appears to be, and really is, a very

simple compound, yet to make it properly is an
important art, and its invention and introduction

have had quite as much influence as that of steam

in shaping the destiny of nations.

The word powder is not sufficiently descriptive,

since any pulverized substance may be so called.

Usage, therefore, has given us the name gun-
powder, because, among Europeans at least, it at

first was chiefly employed to propel balls and bul-

lets from rude guns and cannon, although now
we make use of it for various other purposes, such

as splitting rocks, throwing life-lines, and in charg-

ing fire-works and fire-crackers. I will tell you

something about fire-crackers that perhaps some of

you do not know. When you boys get your packs

on "the Fourth" I have noticed that you separate

the crackers and fire them off one by one. Now,
this is a very good way to prolong the fun ; it is

like nibbling one of your mother's cookies—

I

smaller the bites the longer it lasts. But it is

what is intended to be done with the crackil

The design is to touch off the whole pack at ol

by lighting the end of the braided fuses, or " wicll

as I heard a little boy call them. A pack touc'l

off in this way is so arranged that the cracll

explode one after another, with great rapidity, 1

1

representing the sound of a regiment of soldi

firing as fast as they can. If the pack is thrcl

into an empty barrel, the effect is still more stj

ing. I remember one Fourth of July, when I

a boy, that they were laying water or gas pipe:!

the town, and there were hundreds of these pil

piled along the sides of the streets. Into the el

of these we threw our fire-crackers, and the exl

sions made a fearful noise, to our great delijl

The best part of it was that we had a deal of I

and got the most out of our crackers, without hafl

ing the pipes in the least.

The materials required for making gunpowl

are saltpeter, charcoal, and sulphur. The latt(|

sometimes called brimstone, or burnstone.

The first great principle is the saltpeter or nil
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hich is found all over the world, occurring natu-

illy in all sorts of places. In some warm countries

is found crystallized on the surface of the ground,

occurs as a salty crust on the rocky walls of caves,

id from this circumstance it gets its name, for

iltpeter comes from two Latin words meaning rock

It or stone salt. In other places it is found in

:ins, and is dug out by the miners as they dig

al and other minerals. Some plants also yield

Itpeter, and it can be made artificially by decom-

ising animal and vegetable matter mixed with

rth, wood-ashes and water. Immense quantities

e made in this way in Europe, but the natural

!:ld in India is so great, and labor is so cheap

re, that nearly all used in this country, and

:ich of what is needed in other parts of the world,

brought from there. The niter-fields of India

! extensive plains barren of vegetation by reason

their saltness. During the periodical rains these

;ions are overflowed, and the various salts in the

face soil are dissolved, when new combinations

ow, and new salts result. After the water dis-

>ears, this salty matter is collected by the natives,

} wash, filter and clean it as well as they can,

I transfer it to other workmen, by whom it is

into great pots with a quantity of water and

ed, the surface being frequently skimmed while

iporation goes on. Next, the liquor is drawn
into deep tubs, where all the matter that will

it has to be refined. Its purity is of great im-

portance, because the purer it is the better the

powder and the safer its manufacture. To attain

this, the crude saltpeter is again boiled and
skimmed, the cook occasionally throwing in a little

cold water to "settle" certain salts that are not as

easily dissolved as the niter. After several hours,

the bottom of the kettle contains a quantity of

beautiful crystals. The remaining liquid is then

pumped through canvas bags into a trough, where

it is stirred until it is cold, when a large quantity of

very small crystals is formed. These crystals are

collected with a wooden hoe, and shoveled into a

sieve, where the water drains off. The niter now
looks like fine snow, but must have two or three

more baths of clean water, and again be drained

and dried, before it is ready for use.

The next thing is the charcoal. This may be
made in the same simple manner as the charcoal

sold for kitchen uses. A deep pit is dug in the

forest, filled with pieces of wood in layers, and set

on fire ; or a stack is made of the wood, and covered

on the outside with wet sod and clay, openings being
left for the fire, and for the escape of steam, etc.

The pit or stack is constantly attended, certain

gases are thrown off, various changes take place in

the appearance of the fire, until finally, by applying

a torch over certain openings, a gas ignites that

burns with a slight tinge of red, when the men

:

NATIVES OF INDIA BOILING AND SKIMMING THE SALTS.

tissolve sinks to the bottom ; it is then put
1 shallow vat and left to evaporate, and in

three days the long-sought crystals are

d. This is the crude saltpeter of commerce,
-he mode of preparing it is pretty much
ime the world over. But it is by no means
yet to take its part in the gunpowder, for

make haste to close up the holes with sods,—the

burning wood smolders, the fire dies out, and the

charcoal is done.

But another and more scientific method of

preparation is required to produce the superior,

uniformly fine quality of charcoal required by the

powder-maker ; and quite as much care is taken at
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every step as with the saltpeter. In the first place,

the wood, carefully selected,—willow or alder being

preferred,—is cut in the spring while the sap

is running, and having been stripped of its bark,

is piled up loosely to dry. Only small branches

are used, so that the willow plantations in the

neighborhood of a powder-mill look very queer,

not one of the hundreds of trees having a branch

larger than your thumb, although their trunks may
be a foot or more in diameter.

After the wood is thoroughly dried, it is cut

up into pieces about as long as a lead pencil,

and packed into a sheet-iron cylinder as tall as a

door, and a little larger around than a flour barrel.

When full, a cover is fitted on, and it is ready for the

furnace, which consists of a long row of brick fire-

places, over each of which is built-in a thick cast-

iron cylinder larger than the one with the wood in

it. Into these the wood-filled cylinders are placed,

the doors closed, and all made air-tight by daubing

with wet clay. Fires are lighted underneath, and in

three or four hours the charcoal is made. There is

a chimney for the discharge of smoke, and a pipe

in one end leading to a cistern of water. Through
this latter escape certain vapors and gases which

are condensed in the water and form tar, and what

is called pyroligncous acid. That long word comes

from a. Greek word meaning_/?r<?, and a Latin word

meaning wood ; which together signify fire-wood

acid. This acid, although of no value in making
gunpowder, has uses of its own : but for it the

pretty patterns of calico would all fade away in the

first washing, for the calico printer and the dyer

mix it with their colors to "fix" them, or make
them "fast colors." In some parts of Europe they

purify this acid, and use it for vinegar, and very

nice it is, too—only "a little goes a great way,"

for it is very strong.

Unlike the saltpeter that usually must be brought

from a distance, the charcoal is made in the imme-
diate neighborhood of the powder-mill, so there is

no money spent in transporting it to the works.

Indeed, the location of the mills is often deter-

mined, among other considerations, by the facility

afforded for obtaining wood for making charcoal.

The third and last ingredient in gunpowder is

sulphur. It is found alone and almost pure, or

mixed with other minerals. The crater of the vol-

cano of Etna, in the island of Sicily, furnishes

immense quantities, as do other volcanoes in

Europe, Asia and America. In the island of Java

is an extinct volcano, where, at the bottom of the

crater is said to be, in a single mass, enough sul-

phur to supply the whole world for many years to

come ; and it is a still more remarkable fact, stated

on good authority, that in this crater " is a lake of

sulphuric acid, from which flows, down the mount-

ain and through the country below, a river of {

same acid." The crater of Etna furnishes a

greater part of the sulphur used in the Unit!

States, but it can be obtained in many ways hei

Some of our mineral springs deposit it, and it cS

be extracted from other minerals found through<jt

this country,—lead, for instance. This is the crt\

sulphur, which, like the crude saltpeter describis

must undergo a refining process before it is res!

for the powder-maker.

The crude sulphur is broken into small piec

and put in a pot under which a fire is kept burni:

and is constantly stirred with an oiled iron rod

the whole is melted. It is then skimmed of impi

ties, ladled into wooden molds oiled inside, and >

to cool and crystallize. Sometimes it is refined i

more complicated way by distillation.

Before being ground for use, a little piece, wl
should be of a beautiful bright yellow color, is tef

by being held over a lamp. If perfectly pure it

A WILLOW PLANTATION.

all pass off in vapor, leaving no trace bell

except a horrible smell like that of a whole bJ
lighted matches.

Now we know what gunpowder is made of!

we see that, though the materials arc few and I

pie, they are prepared with great care. Tel

them together requires even more skill and cat!

A powder-mill is not in the least like other ij

Instead of one great building, it is compost!

many rough-looking little sheds,—sometimil

many as seventy or eighty. These are long|

tances apart, separated by dense woods and

mounds of earth, so that if one "house" is 11

up, the others will escape a like fate. Of soirl

walls are built very strong, and the roofs very si

in the hope that if an explosion happens, its!
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will be expended upward only. Other houses have

enormous roofs of masonry covered with earth :

the roofs of others are tanks kept always full of

water.

The constant danger inseparable from the work

would be greatly increased were there not strict

rules, always enforced. No cautious visitor can be

more careful than the workmen themselves, for they

know, if an explosion happens, it will be certain,

instant death to them. So no lights or fires are

ever allowed ; no one lives nearer the mills than can

be helped ; some of the buildings are carpeted with

skins, and the floors are kept always flooded with

an inch or two of water ; and in front of every door

is a shallow tank of water. Before entering, every

person must put on rubber shoes and walk through

.his water, for the nails in a boot-heel might strike

1 spark from a bit of sand or gravel, which might

ixplode a single grain of gunpowder, and cause wide-

ipread disaster. So the rubber shoes worn in the

nills are never worn elsewhere. Then, too, every

me is expected to keep his wits about him ; there

:-s never any loud talking and laughter, and no one

,'ver thinks of shouting. Yet, with all this extreme

rare, explosions sometimes occur, and then there is

.eldom any one left to tell how it happened.

I The mode of making gunpowder is nowadays

<bout the same everywhere. The saltpeter, the

Lharcoal, and the sulphur all must be ground

Iery
finely. Among rude tribes in Asia, as in

Id times, the grinding is done by women and

'hildrenj who pound the ingredients with wooden

estles in wooden mortars, and often finish by

(.lowing up the entire family, house and all. In

Jther places they pass a crank-shaft through a bar-

p:l and fix it in a frame. This barrel they partly

11 with what they wish to pulverize, and also with

quantity of brass or wooden balls. By turning

le crank rapidly the balls and the material are

oth rolled around from side to side, and finally

le grinding is effected. Next they mix the three

igether in proper proportions, spreading it on a

ooden table, turning it with wooden paddles, and
lling it with wooden rollers; then they put it

ick into the wooden mortar or tub and pound it

fain, any blow, just as likely as not, being the

r st they will live to give. If they and the powder

. rvive this, they then spread it on a cloth in the

.n to dry, and if it don't blow up before they can

,nther it together again, the husbands and fathers

these brave women and children soon have

enty of powder. I have been told of a lady,

ought up in the East Indies, whose most vivid

membrance of her early life was the blowing-up

a "native" family by such means. But in

5 modern powder-mills there are deep, circular

mghs of stone or iron, around and around in

which travel ponderous wheels. Men with wooden
shovels keep the material under the rollers, where

it is thoroughly crushed.

When enough of each ingredient is ready to

make a batch of powder, they weigh it—about 75

parts of saltpeter. 15 of charcoal, and 10 of sulphur.

These proportions, however, vary somewhat,

depending upon what the powder is to be used for,

and the strength required.

The weighed-out ingredients must now be mixed.

Usually, the charcoal and sulphur are put together

first in revolving barrels, in which are loose zinc,

brass, or copper balls ; and when this is completed,

the saltpeter is added, and the rolling process is

repeated until the whole is well intermingled. In

some mills the three ingredients are put in the

barrels and mixed in one operation ; but this mode
is attended with greater risk.

All this, however, is mere stirring. The real

mixing must be done under great pressure.

Now begins the greatest danger. The weighed-

out materials are taken to another shed, called the
" incorporating mill," where there are more wheels

and troughs ; but, instead of men with shovels,

there are wooden and copper scrapers attached to

the machinery, that follow the wheels and keep the

mixture in place. The ingredients are placed in

the trough, the wheels started, and the men lock

the doors and go away. Hour after hour, around

and around in the dark, all alone rumble these

mighty wheels. So long as the little scrapers

attend to their business, evenly spreading the mixt-

ure three or four inches deep in the bottom of the

trough, all will be well ; but if anything goes

wrong

—

puff—bang !—that is the end of that mill.

If the crushing-wheels and the iron bottom of the

trough should happen to touch, the chances are

they would "strike fire;" but the cushion of pow-
der between is supposed to prevent this.

The next process is called "pressing." The
mixed powder is arranged in layers about two

inches thick, separated by sheets of brass or cop-

per, and dampened with water. Piles of these plates

and layers are then put in a press, and squeezed so

hard that the pressure on every square inch is

equal to about six hundred tons. The powder is

now powder no longer, but slabs as hard as marble,

and of course completely mixed and compacted.

So it must again be pulverized, and for this pur-

pose the slabs are taken to the " granulating" or

" corning house." This is another very dangerous

part of the work, for this house has no water-floor,

and the least carelessness would be fatal. The
machinery here breaks it into grains by means of

successive sets of brass-toothed rollers turning in

opposite directions, that chew up the slabs as though

they liked them. The powder is now reduced to



5§4 GUNPOWDER. [Jul'

PSot^S^ '- '---«Wj

hard, sharp grains, and is ready for the "glazing,"

by which every grain is polished in order to

wear off the cor-

ners, which would

produce much fine

dust when the pow-

der was carried

about ; and also to

render the particles

less liable to absorb

moisture. This glaz-

ing generally is done

in revolving barrels,

where the powder

is put with plum-

bago, or black-lead.

Some manufactur-

ers, however, trust

simply to the polish resulting from the rubbing of

the grains together in the barrel. It is then dried

by being spread out on sheets stretched on frames

in a heated room, and afterward freed from dust

by being sifted through hair sieves.

To turn all these crushing-wheels and barrels,

and shake all these sieves, steam-engines of course

cannot be used, since, with the single exception of

hot air or steam needed for drying,—the furnace

for which is as far off as possible, delivering its heat

through long underground pipes,—fire is not used

for any purpose ; while, in hot climates, not even,

this risk is run, but the powder is dried in the sun.

In Europe and America, then, the mills are usually

driven by water-power ; but in India, where im-

mense quantities of powder are made by the British

government, the mills generally are turned by either

oxen or men. To avoid heat, or sparks from the

friction of axles, or other parts, the machinery

is generally so built that different kinds of metal

work together, such as iron and zinc, iron and cop-'

are employed, but I have told you enough
show that people who make gunpowder, as we
as people who use it, must keep their wits aboL

them.

You now understand pretty well how gunpowde
is made, and that it is something else than th

"black sand" it seems. A^ery much more migl
be said, and even then you would barely have bee

introduced to the explosive family. Captain Gut
powder has many cousins,—all much younger tha

himself, but more terrible,—and they are all

them busy making a noise in the world. Captai

Gunpowder is the only one who goes to the war

The others stay at home and dig tunnels, blow x

rocks in the harbors, like the great reef called " He
Gate" in the East River, near New York, and hel

mankind in various ways. So long as people u:

them carefully they are great helps ; but they pui

ish careless people fearfully. It is said that " fire

a good servant, but a bad master," and the sa

ing is equally true of

these agents that are

mightier than any

fire. Among these

cousins are Nitro-

Glycerine, Dynamite

and Dualin, Vulcan-

ite, Rend-Rock,Gun-
Cotton, and more be-

side. All look equally

innocent and harm-

less, while each one

is, if possible, more
powerful and terrible

than the other. Yet

some of them are put

to the most peaceful uses. For instance, certa

enterprising grape-growers of Austria have late

used dynamite in the culture of grape-vim

DESERTED.

A POWDER-MILL—THE BUILDINGS AND DEFENSES.

per, steel and brass, but never iron and iron, or Holes are made in the ground near the vin

steel and steel. Many other ingenious precautions and in them small quantities of dynamite are (
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AN EXPLOSION.

ided, loosening the earth to the depth of seven

eight feet—thus letting in air and moisture to

: roots.

Then there is another branch of the family called

ulminates." The powders for percussion-caps

:d on shot-guns are made of one of these,

ese explosives, properly directed, do so much
j- re work than gunpowder that the world coidd

dly get on nowadays without them. There is,

ough the Alps, a railway tunnel over seven miles

g, so that, in a journey from France to Italy,

iead of undertaking a tedious climb over the

intains, we shoot through them in a railway

n. This tunnel, and many others in different

:s of the world, could scarcely have been pierced

ill without the help of this mighty family,

rfneers are even seriously considering the prop-

on to connect France and the British Isles by a

lei. Even with gunpowder alone this would be
ible ; and, since the " cousins " have appeared,

probable that you and I may live to ride in a

ce-car twenty-two miles under the sea from
er to Calais.

Who invented gunpowder? you may ask.

No one knows. All agree that its composition

and properties were understood in remote antiquity.

Authentic history extends but a short way into the

past, and it is always difficult to draw the line sepa-

rating the authentic from the fabulous. Like some

other things, gunpowder, as ages rolled on, may
have been invented, forgotten, and re-invented.

Certainly in some form it was known and used for

fire-works and incendiary material long before any

one dreamed of a gun, or of using it to do more

than create terror in warfare. And yet it is said that

some of the ancients had means of using it to throw

destructive missiles among their enemies—probably

a species of rocket or bomb. Nor does it seem, in

its infancy, to have been applied to industrial pur-

poses, such as blasting and quarrying rock, for

there is evidence that the people who used it for

fire-works at their feasts, quarried immense blocks

of stone by splitting them out of the quarries with

hammers and wedges.

Its first uses probably were connected with the

religious ceremonies of the pagan ancients. An
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old tradition taught that those were the most power-

ful gods who answered their worshipers by fire.

The priests, therefore, who practiced upon the

credulity of the people, exercised their ingenuity

in inventing ways of producing spontaneous fire,

which they told the people was sent by the gods

from heaven in answer to their prayers. The
accounts of old writers still preserved and dating

back to three hundred years before Christ, describe

a "sulphurous and inflammable substance " unmis-

takably like our gunpowder. There was a certain

place called the " Oracle of Delphi," once visited by

Alexander the Great, where this kind of fire was

produced by the priests, and it is said that the

Druids, the ancient priests of Britain, also used

something of this sort in their sacrifices, for they

not only produced sudden fire, but they also imi-

tated thunder and lightning, to terrify the people

with their power. This must have been more than

two thousand years ago. It is known that the

Chinese, on the other side of the world, had gun-

powder about the same time, but they used it

chiefly for fire-works, which then, as now, formed

the main feature of all their festivals and cere-

monies. In India it was early used in war, for a

writer who lived about A. D. 244 says: "When
the towns of India are attacked by their enemies

the people do not rush into battle, but put them to

flight by thunder and lightning." It is said, too,

that one of the Roman emperors, who lived just

after the crucifixion of Christ, "had machines

which imitated thunder and lightning, and at the

same time emitted stones." Then, about A. D.

220, there was written a recipe "for an ingenious

composition to be thrown on an enemy." which

very nearly corresponds to our gunpowder. During

the many hundred years that follow, little is re-

corded until about the ninth century, when there

appears in an old book, now in a Paris library, an

exact recipe for gunpowder, and a description of a

rocket. It is said that in 1099 the Saracens, in

defending Jerusalem, " threw abundance of pots 1

fire and shot fire-darts,"—no- doubt some kind

bombs and war-rockets. History affords accoun,

of other wars about this time, in which gunpowdc
was undoubtedly used in some form. But in 121

a monk, Friar Roger Bacon, made gunpowder
and it is asserted he discovered it independent!;

knowing nothing of its existence elsewhere. It

not unreasonable to believe this, for in those da;

people kept their inventions to themselves if th<j

could, and news traveled slowly. Some autho

say a German named Schwartz discovered it

1320, and perhaps he did, too, and as honestly ar

independently as did Friar Bacon, or the E;i

Indians, or the Chinese. Others insist that it w
invented originally in India, and brought by t

Saracens from Africa to the Europeans, who ir

proved it. At any rate, an English gentleman wl

has made a translation of some of the laws of Indi

supposed to have been established 1 , 500 years befo

the Christian era, or over 3.300 years ago, mak
one of them read thus: "The magistrate shall r

make war with any deceitful machine, or wi

poisoned weapons, or with cannon and guns,

any kind offire-arms."

There are ever so many more curious bits of 1

tory, more or less trustworthy, concerning theea;

history of gunpowder, but I have told you enouf

to show that it is nothing new, and that no ol

knows when it was new. Two hundred years a|

a pump was made to raise water by explodil

small charges of gunpowder. It proved to

more curious than useful, and was abandonej

but to-day a pile-driver is driven by gunpowder,)

a similar way. At the siege of Jerusalem, nea

eight hundred years ago (as I mentioned jl

now), fire-darts were thrown by gunpowder;
to-day the whalers throw harpoons by the sa'ta'

means. In fact, gunpowder is both old and niBi

To this very day it is being improved and appl

to new uses.
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GOING TO THE SEA-SHORE.

By E. F. N.

LITTLE pebbles down by the sea !

1 wonder if you are waiting for me?
Shining and dancing in the warm light,

Washed by the waves, and looking so bright.

Dear little pebbles, white as the snow,
'11 tell you something perhaps you don't know :

The summer is coming, and so are we,

For papa says we may go to the sea.

Then, pretty pebbles, our little bare feet

Will kiss you again and again, you 're so sweet

;

I know you w-ont scratch us, you 're smooth and round,

Without any " prickers," like those on the ground.

And I '11 tell you another thing, pebbles so kind :

I will bring—unless nursey should leave them behind

—

A pail and a shovel ; and what I will do

Is to dig a big hole for a well—would n't you ?

And then when the waves come scampering up,

'T will be filled to the top like my own silver cup ;

And we will run down and splash it about,

Till another big wave, with a laugh and a shout,

Chases us up till we 're out of its reach

—

All of us safe, high and dry on the beach.

Yes, the waves are great fun, but I really must say

I 'd rather have pebbles when I want to play.

O summer, do hurry ! O spring, go away !

Little flowers, please blossom ! Dear birds, sing

And the sooner you do it, the better for me,

For the pebbles are waiting, I know, by the sea.

your lay

^SiCP
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AND THE SUN SMILED.

By Margaret Eytinge.

"Go away, for a little while," said the rain to

the sun. " Don't you see /am preparing to visit

the earth? And, as you ought to know, the sun

should n't be shining when the rain-drops are fall-

ing."

"It's such a lovely—such a very lovely day,"

said the sun, "and the earth is so beautiful and
pleasant to see, that I don't want to ' go away.'"

" I sha'n't stay long—not more than five or ten

minutes," said the rain. " I '11 only make a shower-

call."

" But I 'm not content to lose sight of all this joy

and loveliness even for ' five or ten minutes,' " said

the sun. "Ever so many new buds and flowers

came out to greet me this morning, and ever so

many baby-birds sang to me their first twittering,

tremulous songs, and the brooks dimpled and

laughed as my rays kissed them, and the daisie

looked straight up at me with frank, fearless faces

saying, 'Welcome, dear sun ! '—and the buttercup

proudly showed me their pretty blossoms, that

might see it was my color they wore ; and they ar

all, at this moment, as happy as happy can be

Why can't you leave them alone ? According t

my way of thinking, they have no need of you i:

the day-time, when / am here to make life brigh

and warm. Wait until night lifts her curtain fror

the other half of the world to throw it over thi:

Then I shall be shining on far-distant lands, an

the moon and stars will be in the sky in my place

and I dare say they wont object to your clouds vei

ing their faces for an hour or two, for their ligr

and power are nothing compared to mine, and thi

earth will be too sleepy to miss them, anyhow."
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" My dear sun," said the rain, " I grant that you

make life ' warm,' but, begging your pardon for

speaking so frankly, sometimes you make it too

warm. Even while we are talking, it is getting

warmer and warmer, as it docs every midsummer

day from noon until two or three hours before

night-fall ; and soon the flowers you love so well

will begin to droop and fade, and the grass to bend

wearily toward the ground, and the birds to cease

singing, and the brooks to stop dancing, unless I

send my merry, sparkling little ones to cheer and

refresh them. Hide behind a cloud for a few

moments, and when you come forth again you

will find the earth free from thirst, dust and stain,

and a thousand times greener and more beautiful

:han now before my pure drops have fallen upon it."

But the sun was obstinate that July day, and

refused to be hidden by the friendly cloud, and so

kept on shining when the shower began to fall.

And, looking down on the earth as the glittering

drops reached it, he saw the sweet buds opening

their dainty leaves, the flowers raising their languid

heads, every blade of grass standing erect and firm,

the little streams dancing gayly to a cooing song

of their own, and everything, everywhere, wearing

a look of radiant happiness.

And he said to the rain, "You were right," and,

smiling upon her, his smile arched the heavens,

and, bright with every lovely hue that ever glowed

in gem or flower, shone there until the shower

ceased, and children, beholding it, cried out joy-

fully, "A rainbow ! a beautiful, beautiful rainbow !

"

HEVI.

By Frank R. Stockton.

1 1 hope, my son," said Hevi's mother to him,

ne bright sunny morning when he had come

1 from play, " I hope you will never forget, no

latter how long your life may be, that, if you want

)ur friends to believe that you are in any way
:tter than they are, you must show that you are

iperior, and not merely talk about it."

Hevi said nothing. He had been telling his

other of a conversation he had had with some of

s young companions, in which he had boasted a

iod deal about himself and his relations ; about

lat his father had done, and what he intended to

when he should get to be as big as his father.

ii he hung his head a little, as his mother gave

ji iln this piece of advice.

t"But mother," said he, after a few moments,
1
ather talks about what he has done, and about

;bat he intends to do, too."

r'Yes, my dear," said his mother, sadly, "I
;ow that; and although I want you to imitate

ur father, and be as much like him as possible,

:on't want you to get into a habit of boasting.

d now run off, and take your bath.

levi was an elephant—a young fellow, not as

h as a horse. He had a good disposition and
h spirits, and was generally liked, though, as he

>• '
bigger and stronger than most of the youm

jjlMilhants he associated with, he sometimes showed
ft iself their master in a way they did not fancy.

«*'' l'ved w ' lh his father and mother, and a large

herd of other elephants, in a great wood not far

from the shore of the ocean. His father was the

chief of the herd, and the largest and strongest

elephant that had ever been seen in those parts.

" Mother," said Hevi, one day, as he was start-

ing off to take his daily bath, " I saw a whale out

at sea yesterday, and when I told father about it,

it seemed to make him angry. Why was that ?
"

" My dear son," said his mother, anxiously, " I

do wish you would try and never say anything about

whales to your father. Nothing annoys him so

much as an allusion to them. Now go along."

Hevi walked away, and his mother, turning to

enter the woods, heaved a sigh. She w^as thinking

of her husband. "I wish," she said to herself,

"that he could get rid of that silly jealousy of

whales. He hates to think that there is a creature

on earth bigger than himself. And whales are

bigger; I know that, for I have seen them."

In about half an hour from this time Hevi's

father came home. It was nearly noon and he

wanted his dinner. As he came up to his wife,

who was standing by a great pile of fresh grass and
tender young leaves which she had gathered to-

gether, she noticed that he looked out of humor.
" Has anything worried you, my dear?" she

said, kindly.
' Worried me? Of course not. Why should I

be worried ? To be sure there were two strange

elephants, from Tamburra, over there with the



59° H E V I

.

[JULVJ

herd to-day, and they were talking such ridiculous

stuff, that I felt inclined to give them a pretty-

heavy hint to go home."
" What did they talk about ?" asked his wife, as

she turned over the pile of dinner to find some nice

bits for her husband.
" Oh, all sorts of nonsense. It seems they have

traveled a good deal, and they have entirely too

much to say about what they have seen. I don't

believe half of it. They have lost their respect for

their own kind, and are full of talk about the great

deeds of other creatures, especially men. To hear

those fellows talk, you would think that a man
could do anything he pleased. To be sure he can

master most of the smaller animals, but so can I

—

there is not one of them that I cannot conquer. I

can crush a lion or a tiger under my feet ; I can

dash a buffalo lifeless against a tree ; I can even

master the rhinoceros, and if I once get my tusks

under him, I can push him headlong over a preci-

pice. And as to a man, I have shown how I can

treat him. You remember that fellow who came
into these woods with a gun, and how he killed a

great many deer and other animals, and even fired

at some of us elephants. But when I caught sight

of him, I quickly turned the tables. I rushed at

the blood-thirsty rascal, and although he had his

gun in his hand, he did not dare to shoot at me.

He just turned and ran away at the top of his

speed ; and if he had not slipped in between two

great rocks, where it was impossible for me to fol-

low him, I would have broken every bone in his

body. And then those two strangers had the im-

pudence to talk about some whales they had seen,

and their great size. Size indeed ! As if a miser-

able whale could compare with an elephant !

"

" But, my dear," said his wife, " I do wish you

would try to get over your prejudices on this point.

You know whales are bigger."
" They are not !

" said he, sharply. " They are

nothing of the kind. Let me hear no more such

nonsense. Where 's Hevi ?
"

" He is taking his bath," said his wife, very glad

to change the subject ;
" I '11 call him."

So saying, she went out to the edge of the wood;

but when she looked toward the beach, she stopped,

terror-stricken. There was Hevi far beyond the

breakers, and apparently floating out to sea !

Without a word, the mother rushed down to the

water's edge.
" Hevi ! Hevi !

" she cried, "come in. You are

out too far. Come in, or you will be drowned !

"

Hevi, who seemed to be tired and unable to

direct his course, called back in a voice which

sounded as if he had swallowed some salt water :

" I can't. The tide is too strong."
" Hello there ! Hello !

" cried Hevi's father, who

li

now came running to the beach, alarmed by thi

cries of his wife. " What are you doing out there

Come in, this instant !

"

" He can't ! He can't !
" screamed the poo

mother. " The tide is carrying him away ! Oh
save him, my husband, or he will be drowned
Drowned before our eyes !

"

Hevi's father did not hesitate. He dashed int

the water and waded rapidly toward his son. Bi

soon he stopped, his feet sank in the sand, and
found he could not proceed. At the spot whet^

he was struggling to get forward, the sand was ven

soft, and his immense weight forced his legs dow
so deeply—sometimes on one side and sometime

on the other—that he could scarcely keep himse
from falling over.

The water was always deep enough over this so

spot for Hevi to swim, but it was entirely too sha

low to bear up his father; and so the great el

phant, finding that matters were getting worse ail

worse the more he pressed forward, endeavored

turn back, so that he might find a firmer portic

of the beach.

His distressed wife, seeing his sad plight, rushi

to his assistance.

" Oh !
" she cried, " you, too, will be lost

!

'

" My dear," said her husband, a little sharpl
" will you let go my tail? I can never get out.

you keep pulling me that way. I want to tu

around."

With a groan, she stopped pulling at his tail a

stepped back to give him room to scramble out.

Casting her eyes seaward to poor Hevi, who v

dismayed at seeing himself so far from shore, wh
his father was actually turning back and goi

away from him, she perceived something whi

made her heart jump with joy.

Out at sea, but not very far from poor Hevi, s

saw a great spout of water rise into the air !

It was a whale ! She plainly saw his great bai

and head above the water.

Without stopping to think, she shouted

:

''0 whale! whale! come here ! Save my sol

Hasten ! He is drowning !

"

The whale raised his head, and seeing the reaj

dangerous situation of Hevi, who was nearly

hausted by his struggles, he swam rapidly towr

the young elephant.

When he reached him, he put his head agail

Hevi and a little under him, and then, setting \

great tail in motion, he swam steadily to the shcl

pushing Hevi before him. He seemed to be swil

ming very slowly, but as he came near he s|

Hevi shooting through the surf, and the little-

low actually turned over and over, two or thl

times, before he got on his feet in the shal|

water. His mother rushed down to meet him.



IB77-J H E V I

.

591

" Oh, my dear Hevi ! my sweet son !
" she cried,

as she tenderly twined her trunk around him.

" You are saved. I have you again. But how did

you dare to go out so far? You know how often

i you have been told never to go beyond your depth.

How you have frightened us ! Now run home and

dry yourself; " and as Hevi shuffled away, his fond

I
mother could not help giving him a slap with her

trunk as he passed. The little rascal, he had

I scared them so !

l

Then Hevi's mother turned to the whale, who

-emained near the shore, and apparently was curi-

l|)us to see how things would turn out.

; " My good whale," said she to him, " I cannot

,/ell you how much I am obliged to you. You have

laved my son, my only child. I can never forget

I know we can never repay you ; but if there

5 anything whatever, that we can do to show our

gratitude, we shall be only too glad to do it. My
iiusband, as well as myself "

She then turned to call Hevi's father, but he was

ot to be seen. When he had scrambled out of

le soft sand, hearing meantime his wife's frantic

jries to the whale, he turned his head seaward just

1 time to see the whale pushing Hevi to shore.

erceiving that there was nothing for him to do,

liid filled with mortification and shame at his failure

j }> save his drowning son, he hastened away to the

1 oods to hide his wounded pride and regain his

onted composure.

; "My husband is not here," said Hevi's mother.

He probably has hurried home to take care of the

uld. But he joins me, I know, in my thanks to

m."

"Oh! don't mention it," said the whale, in a

;ep voice. " No trouble, I 'm sure."

"I must now go," said the elephant, " and see

at my poor child has something to revive him.

m sorry I can't ask you up to the woods. But I

c
all never forget you. Good-bye !

"

" Good-bye !
" said the whale.

When Hevi's mother reached the woods, she

ind her son in a very wet and uncomfortable

"idition. She rubbed him dry with a bundle

hay, and gave him some nice roots to eat ; and

en he felt better, she sent him out to take a little

,1k in the sun, so that he might get well warmed
1 not take cold.

rlevi was very glad to go, for while his mother
; attending to him she gave him a great deal of

jld advice and some scolding, too.

le had been gone but a few minutes, however,
ore he came running back, crying out

:

' Oh, mother ! That whale 's there yet ! And I

I

eve he 's stuck fast and can't get away !

levi's mother rushed out, and as soon as she
'".

'.I
r
the whale, she felt sure that her son was right.

The great fish evidently had forgotten, or had not

known, how shallow the water was where he came
in, and in his kind effort to push Hevi as near dry

land as possible, had run himself so far up on

the beach that he had stranded himself. And, as

the tide was running down, his condition was get-

ting worse and worse. He was now more than

half out of water, and although he worked his tail

so vigorously that it made great waves on each

side of him, and twisted himself about as hard

as he could, he could not force himself into deep

water.

" Mercy on us !
" cried Hevi's mother. " The

poor fellow has certainly stuck fast on the beach.

Hevi ! Run for your father."

Away ran Hevi, and his mother hurried down to

the water's edge.
'• My dear whale," she said, " I am afraid you

have run aground."
" Yes," said the whale. " It certainly looks like

it. I did n't intend to come so far. But if the tide

was n't running out I think I could get off."

" Well, don't tire yourself," said the good ele-

phant ;
" my husband will be here directly. He

will help you."

A kind of smile came over the whale's face.

" He can't do much, ",he thought to himself; but

he did not say so, for fear of hurting the mother-

elephant's feelings.

Hevi soon found his father walking about by

himself in the forest. When the great elephant

heard what his son had to tell him, he gave a grunt

and seemed in a little better humor.
" Ho, ho !

" said he, " I' 11 go and see about it."

When he got out on the beach he walked

straight to the whale, paying no attention to his

wife, who was endeavoring to explain the situation

to him.
'" Well," said he to the whale, " you seem to be

pretty badly stranded."

"I am," replied the whale; '"and I don't see

how I am to get off unless I wait here until the tide

rises. And that will be a long time to wait."

" Oh, I '11 get you off," said the elephant.

" I don't believe you can do it," said the whale.
" I '11 soon show you about that." said Hevi's

father, and he walked down through the water,

taking care to be sure that his way led over the

firm portions of the beach. When he reached the

whale, he put his head and one shoulder against

the whale's head, and, bending himself up for

the struggle, he pushed with all his enormous
strength.

As the beach was hard and stony beneath his

great feet, he could put his whole force into his

efforts, and he pushed like a big steam-engine.

In a minute or two the whale began to move
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slowly backward, and then, with a steady motion,

like a ship sliding off the stocks, he glided into

deep water.

" Hurrah !
" shouted Hevi and Hevi's mother,

and a dozen other elephants, who had now gathered

on the beach. " Hurrah !
" thev cried again, wav-

[Jul-,

Hevi's father came slowly out of the water, wit'

a very good-humored expression on his face.

"Ha! ha !
" he said to himself, "that was

good sort of a whale. A very good fellow indeed

But, dear me ! he never could have got off th

beach by himself. A whale is utterly helpless

ing their trunks in the air, while the whale, after a shore. I 'm glad I happened to be about,

joyful dive, came up to the surface and spouted he 's a good fellow for a whale. And I believe!

a tremendous stream of water, high enough to put is a trifle bigger than I am—though, of cours|

out a fire on top of the highest steeple you ever saw. whale can never be compared to an elephant.'



HIS OWN MASTER. 593

HIS OWN MASTER.

13v J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XXVII.

SUPPER BY THE ROAD-SIDE.

FOR half an hour, Jacob wandered about the

eets of Chillicothe and along by the canal, amus-

!» himself as well as he could with the strange

;hts, and trying to make up his mind what to do.

But the thought of returning to Jackson called

i two mightily disagreeable images in the boy's

,nd,—Friend David triumphantly smiling as he

icked up the Radkin door-way, and the casting-

jse of the iron-furnace filled with stifling steam.

'Likely as not," he thought, "the best Mr.

dkin can do for me will be to set me to work in

t hot place, under that hateful foreman !

"

Vnd now once more Cincinnati rose in his

igination like a fair land of promise.

' I wish I had money enough to take me there,"

said to himself.

le could not, of course, expect to overtake Mr.

ikin ; but he might find his uncle. And why
continue his journey to Cincinnati, as well as

mywhere else ? Still some of the rainbow hues

Pinkey's fancy picture of his fortunes in that

it city floated before Jacob's eyes.

or ten cents he bought a pound of crackers at

ocery on the canal, and dined upon them as he

dered about. All the while he kept his eyes

a for old Dorgan, intending to ask his advice

) what he would better do.

If he says, ' Go back to my house and spend

night,' I '11 do it, anyway," thought Jacob, so

:cided was he as yet in his own mind, and so

h did his future depend upon a slight chance.

Id Dorgan had said to him at parting, " 1 shall

i n the street, I can hardly tell where, but you '11

me or my wagon easily enough, if you care to."

that was not so easy, as it proved ; and Jacob

beginning to fear that the old man had done
rrands and gone home, when he suddenly ex-

led :
" There 's the mule-team, now !

"

te team he saw was driving on before him
] one of the principal streets, a good deal faster

old Dorgan's usual rate of speed. Jacob ran

it, bag in hand, and soon came up, beckoning
shouting, behind the wagon. If he had not

a good deal excited, he would have made the

very before, which he made when the driver

d rein and turned to see what was wanted.

vas not old Dorgan's team, and the, man was
Id Dorgan.

/OL. IV.—39.

" Want me for anything?" he said to Jacob as

he came up. Jacob panted and apologized.

" Excuse me," he said. " I took you for another

man—a man I was going to ride with."

The driver was about to whip up his mules again,

when something in the boy's appearance seemed to

attract his attention.

" Have you lost him ? " he inquired.

" I 'm afraid I have," replied Jacob.
" Well, you can get in and ride with me, if you

are going the way I am."
" Which way are you going ?

"

" Out on Paint Creek, about six miles."

As they came down over the hills in the morn-
ing, the old man had pointed out Paint Creek
winding down through the valley to its juncture

with the Scioto below the city. He knew that it

flowed in fiom the west, and he spoke up quickly :

" That is in the direction of Cincinnati, is n't it ?"

" Right on the road."
" How far is it ? " asked Jacob.
" Nigh on to a hundred miles," said the man.

" Do you want to go to Cincinnati?"
'" Yes !

" cried Jacob.

For his mind was thus instantly made up. And
he climbed into the wagon.

Jacob rode as far as his new friend could carry

him, then continued his journey on foot.

He ate the last of his pound of crackers for sup-

per, and slept that night under a hay-stack.

The next day was the weariest, dreariest, lone-

liest he had ever experienced ; and at evening,

hungry, dusty, foot-sore, disheartened, with but

three cents in his pocket, he came to the outskirts

of a village.

Unwilling to beg, he had made his money go as

far as he could. But the last cent would soon be

gone, and what should he do then ?

He had relied on getting occasional jobs of work
to help him through, and often that afternoon he
had asked people he saw if they knew anybody
who wanted to hire a boy. But boys did not seem
to be in great demand in that part of the country.

He found places where he could work for his board,

but received no offer of wages. And so he had
tramped on.

It was a pleasant evening. Children were play-

ing in the street and in front yards, and through

open doors he saw supper-tables set. At the side

door of one house a woman rang a tea-bell, and
called some boys playing in an orchard. They
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were so intent on their sport that they did not care

for supper. Poor Jacob marveled at them, and

recalled the time when he, too, used sometimes to

vex his aunt by coming late to his meals.

" Let anybody ring a tea-bell for me now, if they

dare !
" thought he. " I '11 bet a million dollars I

would n't wait for 'em to ring twice !

"

He heard the boys scolding as they went in :

" What 's the use of having supper so early ? Why-
could n't we stay out and play ?" And he saw one

fling his cap down under the porch with the air of

an injured innocent.

" That boy should be his own master once, and

see how he likes it !
" thought Jacob. " Perhaps

he is thinking of running away, so as to be free

and have a good time. I '11 swap myself for him,

if he likes. I '11 swap with anybody who has a

home, and risk it. I tell ye," he muttered aloud,

" boys that have good homes never know how well

off they are ! Shall I ever have one ?"

Still he trudged on, wondering how he should

manage to make the most of his three cents. It

must do for his supper ; for his lodging, he would

once more trust to the fields.

As he was passing a cottage door, he saw three

children coming out, bearing a kettle with some
smoking contents, which they set down on the

door-step. The oldest was a boy not more than

ten ; the other two were girls of six and eight

;

and there was another child still younger following

them with three great iron spoons.

The happiness of these children attracted Jacob's

attention, and he stopped and leaned over the fence

to look at them. The oldest had a tin cup which

he held in his lap, while he sat down on the door-

step and the others gathered around him brandish-

ing the spoons.
'• What have you there ? " said Jacob.
" Supper !

" cried the boy, proudly, stirring the

contents of the kettle.

" Scup?" said Jacob, wistfully.

" No ; mush and molasses," said the oldest, while

the youngest added, with a gleeful laugh, "Good !

"

"Who cooked your mush for you?" Jacob

asked.

" Cooked it myself," said the boy. " Always do.

Father 's away to work, and don't get home till

dark, and I get our dinner and supper every day

but Sunday."
" Where 's your mother ? " Jacob inquired.

" Haint got no mother !
" And the boy tasted

the mush, to see if it was cool enough to eat.

Finding it would do with a little blowing, he told

the others to dip in. It was a moment of jubilee

for the hungry tribe. They first touched their

spoons to the molasses in the cup, taking up a

little, then added to it a good deal of pudding,

which they blew and sipped, talking and laughis

all the while with perfect happiness.

Jacob would never have thought that the it
could possibly come when he would envy rag!
children eating mush with iron spoons out oil

iron kettle. But envy them he did. There 1
no selfish scrambling for quantity ; but the ejfl

one looked out that the younger, ones had tj
share.

" How little it takes to make us happy in

world— if we only knew it !
" thought Jacob,

standing there, leaning over the fence, he lea

a lesson of heroism and duty from that small

philosopher ten years old.

" Have you any more of that mush than

want ? " he said, coming inside the gate and 1

ing into the kettle. " I '11 give you three cent

some."
" Three cents !

" exclaimed the oldest, thin

he must be joking. They had never had so n

money all at once ; and when Jacob, by sho

the change, convinced them that he was in eart

it seemed to them that the millennium had co:

They shared their supper with him gladly,

ting on the door-step, he had a spoon all to hin

and was allowed to dip as deep and as often

liked into the molasses-cup. It was a feast,

even he was happy.

But all too soon the bottom of the kettle

reached, and scraped by competing spoons. J
left the little ones scraping, and looking al

money he had given them. Then, after Ik

a drink from the well, he went his way.

Chapter XXVIII.

THE OLD MAN OF THE STAGE-WAGON.

Having stopped a while on the tavern ster.

rest his tired limbs, and to inquire of the lour

for a job, Jacob started on again, to look fo

night's lodging in the fields.

He was weary enough to lie down underl

fence, in the first retired spot ; but the nightl

cool for the season, and he felt the necessill

seeking some sort of shelter from the heavy del

He was once more in the open country, loci

to right and left in the deepening twilight, whel

noticed a dark object and heard sounds of v(j

before him in the road. Nearing the spoil

found an open stage-wagon broken down iri

ruts, and the driver and two or three passengel

work trying to extricate it.

Another passenger, alone in the wagon,—wl

Jacob perceived to be a sharp-featured old
f

wrapped to the throat in a thick shawl,—was

plaining of the mishap in a harsh and querl

voice.
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" It will be the death of me, exposed to the night

,ir in this way ! Just after getting up from a fever !

j
[erciful heavens, driver, you must do something !

,,.h, who 's there ? Help !

"

;,
It was nobody but Jacob, trudging along the

Lad with his stick and bag.

,,
" Hullo, boy !

" cried the sick man, " how far is

I to the hotel ?
"

"Pretty near a mile," replied Jacob.

" In mercy, yes !
" groaned the old man. And

Jacob, who could not possibly have run for himself,

ran for him.

In a few minutes he came back. He had found

a kind woman and a kitchen fire, and he proposed

to take the invalid to them at once.

" But I can't walk so far !
" the old man objected,

snappishly.

"We can put you on one of the horses."

JACOB AND THE PASSENGER ASSIST THE SICK GENTLEMAN TO THE HOUSE.

i! he invalid uttered a groan. " A mile ! I shall

1 before we get there, at this rate. I am growing
t-hcaded—my feet are cold as ice— I am sure

ave a relapse !

"

he voice, though harsh, was certainly that of a

in a bad way. Jacob stood beside the wagon.
Can I do anything for you ? " he asked.

I don't know," said the old man, with an aguish

ider. "I feared I was n't aisle to travel. But
. loctor said the journey might do me good, if I

t't get chilled, or too much fatigued. Now I

loth. We should have reached the hotel two

Is ago."

j i There 's a house a little way back, behind those

," said Jacob. " Shall I go and see if they

ake you in ?
"

" I can't ride a raw-boned stage-horse ! I may
as well die here !

"

"You'd better let him," said another of the

passengers, coming close to Jacob's side. " You
would if you had had as much of his bearishness

as we have."

"But he is really a sick man!" remonstrated

Jacob.
" That 's so," the passenger replied. " I only

wish he was sicker ! To hear him growl, you 'd

think everybody in the world but himself was to

blame for his misfortunes."
" If you will take hold with me. I think we can

help him walk to that house," said Jacob.
" You seem to take a great interest in the old

curmudgeon !
" said the passenger.
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" He may be a curmudgeon; but you would n't

leave the worst man in the world to die here, would
you ?

"

" I rather think I would !

"

"Oh, no you wouldn't!" said Jacob. "And
he is n't the worst man. His suffering makes him
cross." And so he argued and urged, until the

passenger consented to help the old man.
Now, the invalid had stopped scolding and groan-

ing long enough to hear almost every word of this

conversation ; and when it was finally proposed to

him to walk with the help of the two, he consented

with a better grace than he had shown at any time

since his fellow-passengers made his uncomfortable

acquaintance.

Getting painfully down to the ground, and lean-

ing heavily upon the shoulders of his assistants, he

found he could walk better than he had at first

supposed. Still, when they reached the house with

him, he was very much exhausted, and his pinched

old face looked ghastly enough, as they laid him
on the kitchen lounge. He did not, however, lose

consciousness, but took notice of everything.

Thanks to much experience in taking care of his

sick aunt, Jacob, boy as he was, knew better than

anybody else present what to do.

" Can you make him some warm drink ?—a cup

of tea ? As quick as you can !
" he said to the

woman. Then to the stage-passenger who had

helped him bring the old man in :
" Don't go, sir,

if you please ! We must warm his feet the first

thing. Take that one ; I will take this."

The old man's boots were off in a moment, fol-

lowed by his stockings. Then his death-cold feet,

seized and rubbed, began to recover warmth from

two pairs of active hands.
" Ah, that 's it !—that 's what I wanted !

" were

the first faint words he spoke. " It relieves my
head ; it brings back my life !

"

A cup of tea was soon ready, and he sat up and

sipped it. Then the woman put some freshly-

toasted slices of bread before him, and a dish of

jelly ; and his appetite came. When, in about an

hour, the stage-driver returned for him with another

vehicle brought from the village, the invalid de-

clared that he felt like a new man.

"But where's that youngster ?" he asked sharply,

looking around.

"After he had warmed your boots and put them

on, and got you to the table," replied the woman,
" he went off."

"Went off! "he exclaimed. "Without giving

me a chance to thank him !

"

" He spoke to you, but you were eating your

toast and did n't seem to mind him. Then he

came and thanked me for what I had done for you,

and went away."

" That 's a shame !
" cried the old man, with

appearance of anger. " I heard him say son

thing about having left his bag out-doors, al

going out to get it ; but I thought he was comi
back. I want to see that youngster. I have

met one for many a day I like so well. I want jfl

such a boy to travel with me. He knows what J
do for a sick man. I was going to give hini
dollar, anyway. Can't somebody bring him backf*

"Wagon's waiting!" shouted the driver, ifl

patiently, at the gate.

Jacob, who had had no thought of doing a gel

action for a reward, had also no idea of what t

had missed.

Had the dollar been presented to him, he wol
have taken it, no doubt, under the circumstanc*

out of pure necessity. Nor do I think he woB
have ventured to decline anything that looked*
providential as the offer of a situation to travel vm
the old man. But, expecting nothing, he had gft

off contentedly with nothing.

He would have liked an invitation to eat somdf
the good woman's toast—it must be owned thatft

thought of that ; for mush, though it serves for

moment to allay the pangs of hunger, does ft'

afford permanent satisfaction to toiling mortl
But he who had been so ready to ask of stranm
what was needful for another, never thoughlBj

asking anything for himself. And, his simple c

done, remembering what he had for a while for

ten,—namely, his own weariness and wants, -

had gone off, picked up his bag and stick,

found a lonely lodging in an old barn.

Chapter XXIX.

JACOB MAKES NEW ACQUAINTANCES, ANI
MEETS AN OLD ONE.

The next morning he was awakened by

violent barking of a dog close to his nose;

looking up from his couch of straw in the corl

he saw a frightened cur bristling at him, anq

astonished farmer standing in the open barn-del

Jacob sat up, and made a clutch at his sticll

defend himself.

" What are you doing here ? " cried the farn)

"Call off your dog, and I'll tell you," rerl

Jacob, a good deal alarmed, it must be confesl

but not quite losing his self-possession.

After the dog, he expected abuse from the ri

He got upon his feet, and as soon as the yelT

was silenced, and he could be heard, told br|

his story,—standing humble and confused,

frank and honest, and with a touch of simple pal

in his tones.

" I came in here to sleep ; I did n't knol

would do any harm. I should have gone to s|
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,ouse, if I had had any money. I have slept out-

ers two nights ; but last night was too cool."

.
" Where did you come from ?

"

,
" From Chillicothe last. I went there to find a

t
an, but missed him. Now I am going to Cincin-

i.iti, where I have an uncle."

,

" How will you get to Cincinnati without

oney
?"

" I can walk, and I hope to get work enough to

i to pay my way."

" And what are you going to do for breakfast ?
"

"I don't know, but I think I can find a few

I

rries somewhere ; and, if 1 can't do any better, I

n go to some stack of wheat, shell a little in my
Jnd, and eat that. It wont be the first time."

-The man was evidently interested in this home-

Js boy and his story.

" Come along with me to the house," he said,

ve no work for you ; but I '11 give ye some
lakfast."

facob followed gratefully.

i ' Is it that house ? " he presently inquired.

Yes ; why not ? " said the farmer.

I believe," said Jacob, " that is the house

jere I—where we—took the sick man last night."

Ah !
" The farmer turned and looked quickly

Jacob. " I heard something about that when I

I

home. Are you the boy ? I thought from my
:'s account of what you said and did that you

st have been older,—how you warmed the old

jw's feet, and all that."
:

I suppose I am the boy," replied Jacob, with a

blush in the rosy morning light. " I hope the
1 gentleman was better after I left him."

He was well enough to go on to the hotel. He
gone when I got home. My wife can tell you

I'e about him ; and she will be glad to see you."

ideed, Jacob received a cordial welcome at the

se, and there learned from the good woman
elf what the sick man had said about him. He
ed for a moment, then spoke.

I am almost glad I was gone, for I am afraid

,:iould have taken his dollar— I need it badly

lgh !

"

And why not have taken it ?
"

Because, if it was to pay for what I had done, I

r should have felt right about it. But I am
)lr I missed the chance of traveling with him.

laps he would have paid me good wages, and
tight me around to Cincinnati after a while."

You might find him at the village, before the

ling stage goes out, if you hurry," said the

er.

cob mused again, but shook his head.

It might look as if I was trying to make some-

; out of him, on account of last night. Besides,

.ight not have been in earnest. And he 's a

grouty old fellow ; hard for anybody to get along

with, I 'm sure."

" So you wont go after him ?

"

" No," said Jacob, with quiet decision in his 'ook

and tone.

After breakfast, the farmer told him that he

might stay with them a day or two, if he liked,

and do chores to pay for his board. But as nothing

was said of wages, he thought he would better go on

at once. So, rested and refreshed, with a grateful

heart, and m his bag a sandwich which the good

woman had given him for his dinner, he resumed

his journey.

" There are plenty of good folks in the world,

after all !
" he exclaimed, winking the quick tears

from his eyes, after parting from the farmer and

his wife. " I '11 remember that when I see other

folks mean and dishonest,— I will remember it !

"

There was some need of this good resolution
;

for more than once, on that rough journey, Jacob

was tempted to declare in his heart that the world

was made up mostly of people without sympathy

or good-will, who cared only for themselves.

Late in the afternoon of that day, as Jacob was

tramping wearily along a lonely road, he was over-

taken by a young farmer in a rattling wagon, sing-

ing merrily to himself and shouting to his team.

The boy stood on the road-side, and called out

to him as he drove past :
" Give me a ride ?

"

" Catch on ! " said the man, laughing, and at the

same time touching up his horses. " Le's see how
smart you are !

"

Jacob took him at his word, made a dart at the

hind-board, flung his bag and stick over it, and

presently, by scrambling and kicking, tumbled

himself over after them.

Finding a good bed of straw and a heap of

empty bags in the bottom of the wagon-box, he

was contented to remain there. But the jolly

driver, seeing that he had got on, in spite of the

little joke he had attempted to play upon him, now
slackened speed, and sat over on one end of the

cross-board that served as a seat, to make room

for him.
" Get up here !

" he said. " If a fellow rides with

me, I want his company."
" How far are you going?" Jacob asked, as he

took the proffered place.

"About eight miles farther. Hosses are good

for it."

Making the young fellow's acquaintance. Jacob

learned that his name was Boone, and that he had

been to market to sell his father's grain. Having

got a good price for that, he had broken the tem-

perance pledge, and was now ripe for any advent-

ure. He invited Jacob to go home with him ; but

pulled up at the first tavern.
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"Oh, you need n't be afraid," said Boone, when
Jacob begged him not to go in. " The animals

want to breathe ; and I 'm only going to take

some old cheese, with a bite of crackers."

In the tavern, however, he fell in with some
cronies ; and Jacob was watching him anxiously,

when a tall black-whiskered man stepped forward

and offered to shake hands with him. The boy

was astonished—where had he seen that face be-

fore ? In a moment he remembered it, and stam-

mered out, " Colonel Corkright !

"

''The same," said the Kentuckian, with one of

those smiles which Jacob never liked. " I don't

recall your name, but I remember seeing you on

the steamer with our mutual friend, Mr. Pinkey.

And where is Pinkey ? Charming fellow ! It 's

enough for me to know that you are his friend."

Jacob overcame his natural repugnance enough

to talk with him about Alphonse. But finding that

Corkright knew nothing—or pretended to know
nothing—of the professor, he turned away to look

after his new acquaintance.

Boone was making merry with his friends, and

refused to leave them.
" I tell you what you do," he said to Jacob.

" Go and give my team the oats in that bag ; better

water them first—they are cool enough now ; then

they '11 be ready for a brisk trot home."

Jacob went out, slipped the horses' bridles back

on their necks, tied them at the manger under the

open shed, and after carrying them a couple of

pails of water, gave them the oats. Then he began

to think of himself.

"What's the use of waiting around? I might

go to sleep in his wagon ; then if he starts before

morning, I shall be sure to start too."

'With this happy thought, he got in upon the

straw, and, using the empty grain-sacks for coverlet

and pillow, soon fell asleep.

Chapter XXX.

A STRANGE RIDE.

He must have slept several hours very soundly,

when he was awakened by a movement of the

wagon. He started up, not remembering at first

where he was. Then recollection came to him.
" It is Boone, backing his horses out from under

the shed. I 'm glad he is sober enough to do that.

They'll know the way home."

With this reflection he sank back upon his pillow

of grain-sacks. His limbs were sore and stiff with

weariness, his head was heavy with sleep ; and

having satisfied himself that Boone was starting for

home, he yielded to drowsiness, and was asleep

almost before the wagon had left the yard.

The team started off at a slow walk, and the

gentleness of the movement favored Jacob's inch

tion to repose. But soon the clumsy wagon-b
began to jolt a little. The horses were quicken

their pace. Jacob's head was jounced off the pillo

and he was rudely tossed about. The sleep v\

before long shaken out of him ; his position in

springless vehicle became painful, in spite of

grain-sacks and the straw, and he sat up.
" Wonder if he knows I am in the wagon

thought he ; and, rubbing his eyes open, he qi

tioned with himself whether he should make
presence known. His very thoughts seemed jolt

by the movements of the wagon. " What—

i

the—fellow—driving—so—fast—for ?
"

The moon had but lately risen, and by its li

he soon became aware of something strange in

appearance of the driver on the seat before h
Boone was rather short and stout ; this man J

rather tall. Boone wore a common straw hat

of the present driver was black, with the brim brc

and picturesquely slouched.

With a shudder, he recognized the hat. It

longed to the tall Kentuckian, Colonel Corkrigh

All the courage Jacob ever possessed forsook '.

at this discovery.

Much as he disliked and dreaded Corkright

might still have faced him by daylight in a g<!

cause, without quite melting down and dissolv

in fear. But now the suddenness of the rec

nition, the strangeness of the situation, the gho:

moonlight, the lonely road,—everything combii

to develop the coward in his nature.

His first thought was to creep over the hi

board and drop himself out of the wagon as quii

as possible. But he was afraid to move. So th

he sat, staring at the tall dark figure before h

until by degrees his reason and courage returne

He had no doubt that Corkright had stc

Boone's horses and wagon ; and now the wish i

in his heart that he might baffle the villain.

But that he could not do by leaping from

wagon.

His resolution rallying more and more, he

thought him of lying down again and covei

himself with the grain-bags, until the right mo
should arrive to start up and show himself.

" Just as he is going to sell the horses ; ther

I jump and say, ' This team belongs to ano

man !
'

"

I suppose he had not been more than five r

utes fully awake, and sitting up there, before

came to this determination, although it seem

much longer time to him.

The clattering of the vehicle over the rough i

prevented the colonel from hearing any movent

on the boards behind him ; and when he lot

around, there was nothing to attract his attcn
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n the shadowy wagon-box, but what seemed a heap

Ijif grain-sacks and straw.

,

Luckily, Jacob had had time to conceal himself.

Jut he had left a breathing-place under the sack

hat covered his head, and, anxiously watching

hrough that loophole, he saw the dreaded colonel

urn and gaze. What if he had tinned a minute

efore? What if he should detect something sus-

licious in the straw there now ?

" He has n't seen me yet !
" thought the boy,

'ith a feeling of relief, as the driver

nee more faced the other way

nd touched up the team.

It was a terrible ride to the

laken and jolted Jacob. He suf-

:red less in body than in mind.

,le was in constant fear lest Cork-

ght should discover him. It

:emed as if the sacks were all the

,
me getting off and exposing him.

nd the moon, rising higher and

gher, was shining more and

ore into the wagon, and begin-

ng to light up the spot where

: lay.

And now the moonshine, fading,

ive place to a greater danger.

'A\e stars had paled ; a soft, rosy

low was spreading up the sky.

ay had dawned, and it was soon

light that Jacob, peeping from

ider the sacks, could see the

ttons on the back of the Ken-
ckian's coat.

" How am I going to get out

this?" he thought. " He'll be sure to see me.
i:an't do Boone any good. I wish I was out of

e wagon !

"

The little stratagem he had so hastily resolved

on did not seem at all practicable by daylight.

," Never mind," he said to himself; " I have got

;r a few miles, though it has been rough."

jThe wagon was now going more slowly. Cork-
tht was approaching a large town, and he had
fered the horses to drop into a walk. All at

:e Corkright turned, and looked straight down
o the wagon.

iSomething attracted his attention. Out of the

ious heap behind him protruded an object which
,ingely resembled a human leg and foot. He
,ched over, and was about to grasp it, when up
•ted a lithe figure from under the sacks, with

wishing suddenness, like a Jack-in-the-box.

'-ven the cool Kentuckian was startled by this

iarition. He withdrew his hand quickly, and
jped the horses. Again Jacob thought to jump
r the hind-board and escape. But he changed

his mind in the very act. And there he sat, look-

ing up straight at the colonel, while the colonel

looked down squarely at him.
" What are you here for? " said the colonel.

Jacob was one of those lads who, though not

without the excitability which often makes cowards,

possess something of the resolution which in-

spires the hero. When a danger was left to his

imagination, he saiv it in all sorts of dreadful

shapes ; but when the necessity for action came,

HvKKH.HT Tl'KNKl) AND LO

his spirit rose to meet it. When Corkright spoke

to him, he was surprisingly calm, considering, the

circumstances.

" You brought me here," he said, in a clear but

slightly tremulous voice.

" I did n't put you in the wagon !

"

'"
I got in here to sleep. I had no other place,

and no money to pay for a bed."
'' So you made a bed of the wagon ! A rather

rough one, I reckon you found it ! Slept well, I

suppose ?

"

Corkright spoke in a sarcastic tone ; evidently

he did not believe a word that Jacob said.

" The wagon was under the tavern shed, and I

slept well enough till you carried me off.''

" Then why did n't you get out ?
"

" Because you happened to be going my way,

and it is n't often I get a ride."

" What business had you in the wagon ?"

"' The owner asked me to go home with him."
"

I am the owner of this team," said Corkright.

"
I don't see how that can be," replied Jacob.
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" I bought it. Have "you any objections ?"

Jacob found courage to say: "I suppose you

bought it just as you bought Mr. Pinkey's violin ?"

" Exactly. I paid cash for that, and I paid cash

for this."

Jacob was surprised that the colonel should deign

to explain matters to him in this way. But they

were now approaching the town where Corkright

meant to dispose of the team, and he thought it

politic to win over the lad to his purposes.

"If you '11 go with me," said he, " and do what

I say, you '11 have a chance of earning ten or fifteen

dollars."

" What do you want me to do ? " asked Jacob.

" I can't tell yet ; to hold the horses, or may be

just to hold your tongue ; anything I require."

" If you require only what I can do," said Jaco
thinking it safe to put his promise in that wav
resolved, nevertheless, to slip out of the wagon ar

escape as soon as it should be well in motion an

Corkright's back was turned.

Perhaps the colonel suspected as much.
" Well, get up here on the seat with me. I wa

to talk to you."

Jacob could not refuse. But, as the horses move
on. he felt bound to speak an earnest word for tl

young farmer.
'

I don't see how Boone could have sold you tl

team," he said. " He told me himself it did r

belong to him, but to his father."

' That's his lookout." replied Corkright. "Y<
don't understand business."

(To be continued.)

WILD MICE AND THEIR WAYS.
[Concluded-]

By Ernest Ixgersoll.

The English field-mouse, which is very much
like our own. has "a sweet tooth," and searches

for the nests of the bumble-bees in order to get the

comb and honey.

The Arvicola and

Jaculus seem to be

the greatest diggers,

while the Hcspero-

mys prefers a home
above-ground, and

constructs its dwell-

ing much like the

squirrel's. Some-

times it takes up its

abode in deserted

birds'nests, such as

those of the cat-bird,

red -winged black-

bird, wood-thrush,

and red-eyed vireo.

The cradle-nest of

the last-named bird

( I 'ireo olivaceous),

which had been used

by a white - footed

mouse, was found toward the end of August, 1875,

on the border of a thick forest in the Blue-Ridge

LEAVING HOME.

Mountains, by Mr. Trotter. The nest, which

second tenant and all—is shown in the picture
i

the next page, hung from the extremity of a youi

tree a few feet frc

the ground ; a

the mouse had coi

pletely filled the i

side with dry gra

leaving only enou

room to squeeze ir

a comfortable b

in the bottom. T
mouse was asle

when found, as

its habit in the d;

time, and men

away rather sk

gishly.

Not long ago.

received a pleas;

letter from Mr. Jo

Burroughs, in whj

he said :

'

' The otl

day I found the n

of the white-foot

mouse. Going through the woods, I paused b;

red cedar, the top of which had been brok
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)ff and lopped over till it touched the ground. It

vas dry and formed a very dense mass. I touched

a match to it to see it burn, when, just as the

lames were creeping up into it, out jumped or

umbled two white-footed mice, and made off in

opposite directions. I was just in time to see the

•test before the flames caught it—a mass of fine dry

of the grasses on each side arching over, conceal

the scampering travelers from the prying eyes of

owls, hawks, and butcher-birds, ever on the watch

for them. The mice seem to fully understand their

danger, cautiously going under a tuft of grass or a

large leaf instead of over it, and avoiding bare

places. In winter their paths are tunneled under

'

ss, about five feet from the ground, in the thick-

, part of the cedar top."

"rom their tunnels, nests and granaries, innu-

•able runways, such as I spoke of before, traverse

neighborhood, crossing those from other bttr-

s, and forming a complete net-work all over the

on. The mice do not flock together like the

rie dogs, but, where food is plenty, many nests
'1 often be found close together. They are sociable

i folk, and no doubt greatly enjoy visiting and
aping with one another. The little paths are

r roadways from one burrow to another, anil

;i the places where the tenderest grasses grow to

r store-houses. These tiny roads are formed
gnawing clean away the grass-stubble, and
iing the earth down smooth; while the heads

the snow, so that they are out of sight; and they

always have several means of escape from their

burrows. You know the old song says

—

" The mouse that always trusts to one poor hole,

Can never be a mouse of any soul."

A trotting, gliding motion is the gait of the

Arvicola, but the white-foot gallops along, jumping
small objects, and leaping from one hillock to

another, while the kangaroo-mouse springs off his

hind feet, and progresses in a series of long leaps,

which carry him over the ground like a race-horse.

But the life of one of our favorites is not all frisk-

ing about under the fragrant flowers, or digging

channels through shining sand and crystal snow.

He has his labor and trials and trouble like the rest
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of us. If ''a man mun be ejither a man or a

mouse," it would be hard choosing between them,

so far as an easy time is concerned ! The gathering

of his food, and the building of his house, costs him
" mony a weary nibble," and he must constantly

be on the alert, for dangers haunt him on every

side. One of his enemies is the snake, all the

larger sorts of which pounce upon him in the grass,

lie in wait for him in his highway, or steal into his

burrow and seize his helpless young, in spite of the

Probably our snakes depend more upon catchin

mice than upon any other resource for their dail

food, and they hunt for them incessantly. Most
the mice have the bad habit of being abroad main!
at night ; so have the snakes ; and the mice thu

encounter more foes, and fall an easier prey, tha

if they deferred their ramblings until dayligh

Being out nights is a bad practice ! The prairi

rattlesnakes are especially fond of mice ; mink
weasels, skunks and badgers, eat as many as tin

>

A FIGHT \VI

frantic fighting of the father, and the stout attempts

of the mother to drag her little ones away into

safety. A gentleman in Illinois once saw a garter-

snake pass rapidly by with a young meadow-mouse
in its mouth. Presently, an old meadow-mouse
came out of the tall grass in pursuit of the snake,

which she finally overtook and instantly attacked.

The snake stopped, disgorged its prey, and defended

itself by striking at its assailant, which appeared to

be beating it, when both animals.were killed by the

gentleman watching. I am sorry the incident ended
so tragically. The courage and affection of the

little mother deserved a better reward, and even the

garter-snake is entitled to some sympathy.

H A SNAKE.

can catch, and this probably is not a few ; dome!

cats hunt them eagerly, seeming to prefer them]

house-mice,—no doubt they are more sweet

delicate ; foxes also enjoy them, dogs and woll

dig them out of their burrows and devour the!

prairie fires burn multitudes of them, and farrrl

boys trap them. But, after all, perhaps their ell

foes are the flesh-eating birds. I hardly ever tl

a walk without finding the remains of an owl'sl

hawk's dinner where our little subject has been
j

main dish.

We have in this country two black, white

gray birds called shrikes, or butcher-birds, wl]

are only about the size of robins, but are vl
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strong, brave, and noble in appearance. These

shrikes have the curious habit of killing more game

:han they need, and hanging it up on thorns, or

odging it in a crack in the fence or the crotch of a

ree. They seem to hunt just for the fun of it, and

cill for the sake of killing. Now their chief game
is the unhappy field-mouse, and in Illinois they are

niovvn as " mouse-birds." They never seem to eat

nuch of the flesh of their victims, generally only

>ecking their brains out, but murder an enormous

lumber, and keep up the slaughter through the

yhole year ; for when the loggerhead shrike retreats

outhward in the autumn, the great northern shrike

omes from British America to supply his place

hrough the winter. Then all the hawks, from the

nimble little sharp-shinned to the great swooping

•uzzards, prey upon them, and in winter hover day

fter day over knolls where the mice have been

riven by floods in the surrounding lowlands, and

ounce upon every one that is imprudent enough

3 show his black eyes above ground. As for the

larsh-hawk, it regularly quarters the low fields

ke a harrier, and eats little but mice. The owls,

)o, are constantly after them, hunting them day

rid night, on the prairies and in the woods, estcem-

lg them fine food for the four owlets in the hollow

ee hard by ; while the sand-hill crane, and some
f the herons, make a regular business of seeking

le underground homes,. and digging out the tim-

rous fugitives with their pick-ax beaks. In addi-

011 to all the rest, the farmer everywhere perse-

ites the mouse, as a pest to his orchards and crops.

Has the poor little animal, then, no friends what-

er ? Very few, except his own endurance and

inning
;

yet he is already so numerous, and

creases so rapidly, that all his enemies have not

:en able to rid the earth of him, but only to keep

m in check, and thus preserve that nice balance

nature in which consists the welfare of all.

It may not be of much interest to the lively

aders of St. Nicholas to hear how destructive

ese pretty wild mice are to the farmer's grain and
lit, but an important part of their history would

untold if I were to say nothing about their mis-

iief. From the story I have related of the little

thieves in the night " who stole my friend's rye,

d of their underground stores, you may guess

w they make the grain fields suffer. It is done
quietly and adroitly, too, that few are ever

tight at it, and much of the blame is put on the

lies, squirrels and woodchucks, that have enough
is of their own to answer for. The meadow-
)use of Europe, which is very like our own, forty

fifty years ago came near causing a famine in

rts of England, ruining the crops before they

could get fairly started, and killing almost all the

young trees in the orchards and woods. More than

30,000 of the little rascals were trapped in one

month in a single piece of forest, beside all those

killed by animals. Only last spring, again, a simi-

lar disaster was threatened in Scotland, where mil-

lions of mice appeared, and gnawed off the young
grass at the root just when it should have been in

prime condition for the sheep ; and when that was

all gone they attacked the garden vegetables. The
people lost vast numbers of sheep and lambs from

starvation, and thousands of dollars' worth of grow-

ing food; but, finally, by all together waging war

upon them, the pests were partially killed off. The
mice did not in either case come suddenly, but had

been increasing steadily for years previous, because

the gamekeepers had killed so many of the "ver-

min" (as owls, hawks, weasels, snakes, etc., .are

wrongly called) which are the natural enemies of

the mice, and keep their numbers down. Farmers

are slow to learn that it does n't pay to kill the

birds or rob their nests; but the boys and girls

ought to understand this truth and remember it. In

this country, the greatest mischief done by the field-

mice is the gnawing of bark from the fruit-trees, so

that in some of the Western States this is the most

serious difficulty the orchardist has to contend with.

Whole rows of young trees in nurseries are stripped

of their bark, and of course die; and where apple-

seeds are planted, the mice are sure to dig half of

them up to eat the kernels. This mischief is mainly

done in the winter, when the trees are packed away
from the frost ; or, if they are growing, because

then the mice can move about concealed under the

snow, and nibble all the bark away up to the sur-

face. Rabbits get much of the credit of this naughty

work, for they do a good deal of it on their own
account. The gardener has the same trouble,

often finding, when he uncovers a rare and costly

plant in the spring, that the mice have enjoyed

good winter quarters in his straw covering, and

have been gnawing to death his choice roses. Mil-

lions of dollars, perhaps, would not pay for all the

damage these small creatures thus accomplish each

year in the United States, and I fear they will

become more and more of a plague if we continue

to kill off the harmless hawks, owls, butcher-birds

and snakes, which are the policemen appointed by
Nature to look after the mice, and protect us

against them.

In captivity the wild mice, especially the white-

footed Hcspovmys, make very pretty pets, and one

can easily study all their ways by giving them earth

in which to burrow, and the various sorts of food in

which they delight.
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THE PETERKINS CELEBRATE
OF JULY.

THE FOURTH

By Lucretia P. Hale.

,% HE day began early.

A compact had been

made with the little boys

the evening before.

They were to be al-

lowed to usher in the

glorious day by the

blowing of horns ex-

actly at sunrise. But

they were to blow them

for precisely five minutes only, and no sound of the

horns should be heard afterward till the family

were down-stairs.

It was thought that a peace might thus be bought

by a short though crowded period of noise.

The morning came. Even before the morning,

at half-past three o'clock, a terrible blast of the

horns aroused the whole family.

Mrs. Peterkin clasped her hands to her head and

exclaimed :
" I am thankful the lady from Phila-

delphia is not here !
" For she had been invited to

stay a week, but had declined to come before the

Fourth of July, as she was not well, and her doctor

had prescribed quiet.

And the number of the horns was most remark-

able ! It was as though every cow in the place

had arisen and was blowing through both her own
horns

!

" How many little boys are there? How many
have we?" exclaimed Mr. Peterkin, going over

their names one by one mechanically,- thinking he

would do it, as he might count imaginary sheep

jumping over a fence, to put himself to sleep.

Alas ! the counting could not put him to sleep now
in such a din.

And how unexpectedly long the five minutes

seemed ! Elizabeth Eliza was to take out her watch

and give the signal for the end of the five minutes

and the ceasing of the horns. Why did not the

signal come ? Why did not Elizabeth Eliza stop

them ?

And certainly it was long before sunrise ; there

was no dawn to be seen !

" We will not try this plan again," said Mrs.

Peterkin.

" If we live to another Fourth," added Mr. Peter-

kin, hastening to the door, to inquire into the state

of affairs.

Alas ! Amanda, by mistake, had waked up the

little boys an hour too early. And by another mis-

take the little boys had invited three or four of thei]

friends to spend the night with them. Mrs. Peter

kin had given them permission to have the boyi

for the whole day, and they understood the day a<

beginning when they went to bed the night before!

This accounted for the number of horns.

It would have been impossible to hear any ex

planation ; but the five minutes were over, and thi

horns had ceased, and there remained only thi

noise of a singular leaping of feet, explained per

haps by a possible pillow-fight, that kept the familj

below partially awake until the bells and cannoi

made known the dawning of the glorious day—tin

sunrise, or " the rising of the sons," as Mr. Peter

kin jocosely called it when they heard the littl'

boys and their friends clattering down the stair

to begin the outside festivities.

They were bound first for the swamp, for Eliza

beth Eliza, at the suggestion of the lady fron

Philadelphia, had advised them to hang some flag

around the pillars of the piazza. Now the littl

boys knew of a place in the swamp where they ha

been in the habit of digging for "flag-root," an
where they might find plenty of flag flowers. The
did bring away all they could, but they were a littl

out of bloom . The boys were in the midst of nailin

up all they had on the pillars of the piazza, whe
the procession of the Antiques and Horribles passe

along. As the procession saw the festive arrange

ments on the piazza, and the crowd of boys, wh
cheered them loudly, it stopped to salute the hous

with some especial strains of greeting.

Poor Mrs. Peterkin ! They were directly unde

her windows ! In the few moments of quiet durin

the boys' absence from the house on their visit t

the swamp, she had been trying to find out whetbf

she had a sick-headache, or whether it was all tl:

noise, and she was just deciding it was the sicl

headache, but was falling into a light slumbe!

when the fresh noise outside began.

There were the imitations of the crowing of cocl

and braying of donkeys, and the sound of horn

encored and increased by the cheers of the boy

Then began the torpedoes, and the Antiques ar

Horribles had Chinese crackers also !

And, in despair of sleep, the family came dow

to breakfast.

Mrs. Peterkin had always been much afraid i

fire-works, and had never allowed the boys to bnr

gunpowder into the house. She was even afraid <|
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torpedoes ; they looked so much like sugar-plums,

she was sure some of the children would swallow

them, and explode before anybody knew it.

She was very timid about other things. She

was not sure even about pea-nuts. Everybody ex-

claimed over this :
" Surely there was no danger in

pea-nuts ! " But Mrs. Peterkin declared she had

,Deen very much alarmed at the Exhibition, and in

:he crowded corners of the streets in Boston, at the

oea-nut stands, where they had machines to roast

he pea-nuts. She did not think it was safe. They

night go off any time, in the midst of a crowd of

(

>eoplc, too !

Mr. Peterkin thought there actually was no dan-

ger, and he should be sorry to give up the pea-nut.

Te thought it an American institution, something

sally belonging to the Fourth of July. He even

onfessed to a quiet pleasure in crushing the empty

hells with his feet on the sidewalks as he went

long the streets.

Agamemnon thought it a simple joy.

In consideration, however, of the fact that they

ad had no real celebration of the Fourth the last

;ar, Mrs. Peterkin had consented to give over the

•jm, this year, to the amusement of the family as a

entennial celebration. She would prepare her-

lf for a terrible noise—only she did not want any

:inpowder brought into the house.

The little boys had begun by firing some tor-

does a few days beforehand, that their mother

ight be used to the sound, and had selected their

; irns some weeks before.

Solomon John had been very busy in inventing

'me fire-works. As Mrs. Peterkin objected to the

: of gunpowder, he found out from the dictionary

lat the different parts of gunpowder are—salt-

ier, charcoal, and sulphur. Charcoal he dis-

/ered they had in the wood-house ; saltpeter they

uld find in the cellar, in the beef-barrel ; and
phur they could buy at the apothecary's. He
olained to his mother that these materials had
rer yet exploded in the house, and she was

eted.

Vgamemnon, meanwhile, remembered a recipe

had read somewhere for making a " fulminating

te" of iron filings and powder of brimstone,

had it written down on a piece of paper in his

ket-book. But the iron filings must be finely

.'dercd. This they began upon a day or two

ore, and, the very afternoon before, laid out some
he paste on the piazza.

in-wheels and rockets were contributed by Mr.
erkin for the evening. According to a pro-

rime drawn up by Agamemnon and Solomon
:<n, the reading of the Declaration of Independ-

; was to take place in the morning on the piazza

er the flags.

The Bromwiches brought over their flag to hang

over the door.

" That is what the lady from Philadelphia

meant," explained Elizabeth Eliza.

" She said flags of our country," said the little

boys. '• We thought she meant ' in the country.' "

Quite a company assembled ; but it seemed no-

body had a copy of the Declaration of Independ-

ence.

Elizabeth Eliza said she could say one line, if

they each could add as much. But it proved they

all knew the same line that she did. as they began :

" When, in the course of—when, in the course

of—when, in the course of human—when, in the

course of human events—when, in the course of

human events, it becomes—when, in the course

of human events, it becomes necessary—when, in

the course of human events, it becomes necessary

for one people "

They could not get any farther. Some of the

party decided that " one people " was a good place

to stop, and the little boys sent off some fresh tor-

pedoes in honor of the people. But Mr. Peterkin

was not satisfied. He invited the assembled party

to stay until sunset, and meanwhile he would find a

copy, and torpedoes were to be saved to be fired

off at the close of every sentence.

And now the noon bells rang and the noon bells

ceased.

Mrs. Peterkin wanted to ask everybody to din-

ner. She should have some cold beef. She had

let Amanda go, because it was the Fourth, and
everybody ought to be free that one day, so she

could not have much of a dinner. But when she

went to cut her beef, she found Solomon John had

taken it to soak, on account of the saltpeter for the

fire-works !

Well, they had a pig, so she took a ham, and
the boys had bought tamarinds and buns and a

cocoa-nut. So the company stayed on, and when
the Antiques and Horribles passed again, they were

treated to pea-nuts and lemonade.

They sang patriotic songs, they told stories ; they

fired torpedoes, they frightened the cats with them.

It was a warm afternoon ; the red poppies were out

wide, and the hot sun poured down on the alley-

ways in the garden. There was a seething sound

of a hot day in the buzzing of insects, in the steam-

ing heat that came up from the ground. Some
neighboring boys were firing a toy cannon. Every

time it went off, Mrs. Peterkin started, and looked

to see if one of the little boys was gone. Mr.

Peterkin had set out to find a copy of the " Dec-

laration." Agamemnon had disappeared. She had

not a moment to decide about her headache. She
asked Ann Maria if she were not anxioifs about

the fire-works, and if rockets were not dangerous.

i
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They went up, but you were never sure where they

came down.

And then came a fresh tumult ! All the fire-

engines in town rushed toward them, clanging with

bells, men and boys yelling ! They were out for a

practice, and for a Fourth of July show.

Mrs. Peterkin thought the house was on fire, and

so did some of the guests. There was great rushing

hither and thither. Some thought they would better

go home, some thought they would better stay. Mrs.

Peterkin hastened into the house to save herself,

or see what she could save. Elizabeth Eliza followed

her, first proceeding to collect all the pokers and

tongs she could find, because they could be thrown

out of the window without breaking. She had read

of people who had flung looking-glasses out of

window by mistake, in the excitement of the house

being on fire, and had carried the pokers and tongs

carefully into the garden. There was nothing like

being prepared. She always had determined to do

the reverse. So with calmness she told Solomon

Johji to take down the looking-glasses. But she

met with a difficulty,—there were no pokers and

tongs, as they did not use them. They had no

open fires ; Mrs. Peterkin had been afraid of them.

So Elizabeth Eliza took all the pots and kettles up

to the upper windows, ready to be thrown out.

But where was Mrs. Peterkin ? Solomon John
found she had fled to the attic in terror. He per-

suaded her to come down, assuring her it was the

most unsafe place ; but she insisted upon stopping

to collect some bags of old pieces, that nobody

would think of saving from the general wreck, she

said, unless she did. Alas ! this was the result of

fire-works on Fourth of July ! As they came down-
stairs, they heard the voices of all the company
declaring there was no fire—the danger was past.

It was long before Mrs. Peterkin could believe it.

They told her the fire company was only out for

show, and to celebrate the Fourth of July. She

thought it already too much celebrated.

Elizabeth Eliza's kettles and pans had come down
through the windows with a crash, that had only

added to the festivities, the little boys thought.

Mr. Peterkin had been about all this time in

search of a copy of the Declaration of Independ-

ence. The public library was shut, and he had to

go from house to house ; but now as the sunset

bells and cannon began, he returned with a copy,

and read it, to the pealing of the bells and sound-

ing of the cannon. Torpedoes and crackers were

fired at every pause. Some sweet-marjoram pots,

tin cans filled with crackers which were lighted,

went off with great explosions.

At the most exciting moment, near the close of

the reading, Agamemnon, with an expression of

terror, pulled Solomon John aside.

" I have suddenly remembered where I reac

about the 'fulminating paste' we made. It wa
in the preface to ' Woodstock,' and I have bee:

around to borrow the book, to read the direction:

over again, because I was afraid about the ' paste

going off. Read this quickly ! and tell me:

Where is tliefulminating pasteV
Solomon John was busy winding some covers o;

paper over a little parcel. It contained chlorat

of potash and sulphur mixed. A friend had tol

him of the composition. The more thicknesse

of paper you put around it, the louder it would g
off. You must pound it with a hammer. Solomo

John felt it must be perfectly safe, as his mothe
had taken potash for a medicine.

He still held the parcel as he read from Ag;

memnon's book :
" This paste, when it has lai

together about twenty-six hours, will of itself'tat

fire, and burn all the sulphur away with a bh
flame and a bad smell."

" Where is the paste ? " repeated Solomon Johi

ill terror.

" We made it just twenty-six hours ago.

Agamemnon.
" We put it on the piazza," exclaimed Solomc

John, rapidly recalling the facts, " and it is in fro

of mother's feet !

"

He hastened to snatch tha paste away before

should take fire, flinging aside the packet in 1

hurry. Agamemnon, jumping upon the piazza

the same moment, trod upon the paper pare

which exploded at once with the shock, and he f

to the ground, while at the same moment t

paste "fulminated" into a blue flame directly

front of Mrs. Peterkin !

It was a moment of great confusion. Thf

were cries and screams. The bells were still rir

ing, the cannon firing, and Mr. Peterkin had ji

reached the closing words :
" Our lives, our fortui

and our sacred honor."
" We are all blown up, as I feared we sho

be," Mrs. Peterkin at length ventured to say, fii

ing herself in a lilac-bush by the side of the piaz

She scarcely dared to open her eyes to see ij

scattered limbs about her.

It was so with all. Even Ann Maria Bromw
clutched a pillar of the piazza, with closed eyes

At length, Mr. Peterkin said, calmly: " Is a:

body killed ?
"

There was no reply. Nobody could tell whet

it was because everybody was killed, or beca

they were too wounded to answer. It was a gij

while before Mrs. Peterkin ventured to move.

But the little boys soon shouted with joy ;

cheered the success of Solomon John's fire-woi

and hoped he had some more. One of them 1

his face blackened by an unexpected cracker.
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'Elizabeth Eliza's muslin dress was burned here_ and

here. But no one was hurt ; no one had lost any

imbs, though Mrs. Peterkin was sure she had seen

1 ome flying in the air. Nobody could understand

i'iovv, as she had kept her eyes firmly shut.

k No greater accident had occurred than the singe-

ng of the tip of Solomon John's nose. But there
1 /as an unpleasant and terrible odor from the

•' fulminating paste."

F Mrs. Peterkin was extricated from the lilac-bush.

*Io one knew how she got there. Indeed, the

i
Hindering noise had stunned everybody. It had

housed the neighborhood even more than before.

(Answering explosions came on every side, and

aough the sunset light had not faded away, the

Si

1

little boys hastened to send off rockets under cover

of the confusion. Solomon John's other fire-works

would not go. But all felt he- had done enough.

Mrs. Peterkin retreated into the parlor, deciding

she really did have a headache. At times she had

to come out when a rocket went off, to see if it was

one of the little boys. She was exhausted by the

adventures of the day, and almost thought it could

not have been worse if the boys had been allowed

gunpowder. The distracted lady was thankful

there was likely to be but one Centennial Fourth

in her life-time, and declared she should never

more keep anything in the house as dangerous as

saltpetered beef, and she should never venture tc

take another spoonful of potash.

A TALK ABOUT SWIMMING.

By Sanford B. Hunt.

Hanging in the shrouds of a sinking ship on a

id November afternoon, the engine-room flooded

11 the leak, the steam-pumps not able to work,
; back tortured beyond endurance with hard
tor at the levers of the hand-pump, the deck

ipt by the bursting seas, a wild and angry sky

tve, the lee shore perfectly horrible in the tem-
;.t of its waves and the thunder of the surf that

; it rolling and charging by squadrons of billows

r a half mile of low sandy bottom, I asked
Self whether, if the ship broke up, I could man-
the under-tow,—that merciless drag backward
ae sea, the topmost wave washing the swimmer
lively toward the shore, the undermost sucking
down and out. I said to myself an emphatic
es !

" But the experiment was spared me, and
Dt ashore next morning in a life-boat. Ever

1 e that awful hour and night, I have had a

sincere respect for the science and art of swim-

ming, in which, next to God, then rested all my
hope and trust.

But before we talk about fighting an under-tow

in a wicked sea-way, let us discuss the principles

and methods of swimming. To drown in a

river, with the shore only a few yards away, when
any dog or donkey would reach the land, must
involve a feeling of personal humiliation as well

as despair. To be self-trustworthy is the first

thing in moments of danger ; but the art of swim-

ming has a high value in the saving of other

lives, and is, besides, a luxury and accomplishment
worth the having, for the mere fun of the thing.

In our civilization, swimming is an acquired ac-

complishment. It is understood to be a natural

function with nearly all kinds of animals, hogs and
humanity being the leading exceptions. The in-



6o8 SW I M MING. [Jul-,

ability to swim is in all cases a defect of educa-

tion. If we do not know already, let us learn how.

THE PROPEK POSITION.

/'"

To an expert swimmer, sinking is impossible, ex-

cept from cramp or exhaustion. The weight of a

human body is just about that of the water it dis-

places ; but the body weight is unevenly distributed,

the lungs being the bladder and the head the sinker,

—so that the first rule in swimming is to keep the

head well back on the shoulders, where it will rest

immediately above the lungs. But before this, the

beginner should observe a few rules of safety.

Get accustomed to the shock of water. Wade
slowly into a smooth shallow place, turn and face

toward the shore, duck under in water deep enough

to cover the body, get your head wet, hold

your breath when under, snort as you come
to the air again, resisting the inclination to

breathe in first ; and then, in a depth of a

foot or two, lie down, face downward, and

touch the tips of your fingers on the bed of

the stream. You will find that a very slight

lift, hardly two ounces, will keep your head

afloat, but not your heels. Use them as

oars. Drop out backward into deeper water,

walking on your finger-tips, and you will

find that the more of your body is under

water the less weight you have to carry.

The only parts to keep in the air are your

lips and nostrils. Make these the only ex-

posed surface ; hollow your loins, and carry

your head well back, so as to have it per-

pendicular to the lungs.

All this is mere paddling ; but you will

soon find that keeping afloat is no trouble,

unless you keep too high and try to swim as

much in the air as in the water. You must

remember that you have to displace as much
weight of water as the weight of your own
body. You cannot walk upon the waves or

climb out of them without a support. In

swimming you must lie low. The legs should

well under, and so should the hands. The atti

tude should be as in the first illusi

tration,—the chin in the water, th

legs at an angle of thirty-thre

degrees. The theory is that yo
should use the feet as a counter

poise to the head,—the chest, th

buoyant part of the body, bein

the fulcrum of the lever. If you

heels go up, your head will g
down. Now stop paddling, abar

don the grip of your hands on th

bottom, keep your head toward th

shore, and strike out. The fir:

illustration will show the attitudi

Two feet depth of water is enoug

for the lesson.

Keep both hands well und<

water. You can't swim in the air. Hold yoi

fingers together, the palms of the hands slight

hollowed, the head well back, the chest inflate!

and strike with all four limbs in unison of mov
ment. The hands and the feet will act as pr

pellers, the hands moving backward and dow
ward as low as the hips, and well outside of tl

body, the feet drawing together and pushing dov

at the same moment. Give full spread to yo
hands and feet. Their resistance to the water

your propelling force. Then gather, frog fashio

and repeat the motion. You rid yourself of t

sense of danger

keeping in shalk

water and strikii

toward shore.

Work in til

way a while, al

the temptation v|

be irresistible

swim from shor|

but it should

carefully indulgl

until you feel sil

of yourself.

When you h;|

thus learned

swim a half-do;|

strokes, all

rest is mere prl

tice in a delig

ful school, whl

there is more I

than work. WeI
frolics are hi

sport, and the 11

frolic of all i|

good dive.
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The fun of a good dive is fun indeed. I have

ften " fetched bottom " at fifteen feet, and brought

p a big stone to prove to my comrades that I had

een " clean down. " But once, in water like crystal,

1 the Upper Lakes, where the pebbles could be

:en at the bottom, I came rushing up with my
'sad cracking, and saw an old fellow grinning at

lecture of the same length were too much to pay

for that one dizzy, sidewise rush through the air.

If I had taken my leaden head for a plummet, I

should have been spared the blisters on my body.

I ought to have dived.

"Floating" is the best illustration of the real

buovancv of the human body. It needs only self-

HE INFORMED ME THAT THE WATER WAS TWENTY-SIX FEET DEEP.

.1 I hung breathless to a wharf-pile, and he

ally informed me that the water was twenty-six

deep, ," thar or tharabouts.

"

mping from a height is a doubtful job. Recol-

ithat in everything connected with swimming
ire top-heavy, and that water is incompressible.

>u get off your balance while dropping, and
m your side, either you will be drowned or

mother will need, next day, all the cold cream
s neighborhood. I have painful recollections

Iiat
subject. Two days in bed and a maternal

i
r
OL. IV.—40.

possession and still water. There are two attitudes,

one of which seems the more scientific, but which I

never worked with any considerable success. It is

accurately shown in the first illustration on the

following page, in which the position pictured is

theoretically correct. I have seen such floating

done with not the motion of a muscle, except as

the lungs were kept inflated. Only the mouth and
nostrils are out of water, and the arms, extended

backward, balance the legs, the lungs being at the

fulcrum. But as a personal habit I float better
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with my legs deeper in the water, and my hands

wrapped under the small of my back, the body in

a semi-perpendicular position. You have plenty

of time to breathe if you are only self-confident.

In "treading water" there is a nice illustration

of buoyancy. It is a great rest sometimes. The

propulsive force of the tread of the soles of the feet

against the water below them, with the buoyant

power of the lungs supporting the head perpen-

dicularly above them, carry the head clear out of

water, and make a lazy but secure support. The
hands should rest quietly on the hips, as shown in

the picture below. There are a dozen other feats

in swimming, such as swimming on the back, which

is lazier than any other method.

Life Rescue.

The true plan to follow, when safety is the call,

is to swim with everything below the chin well

down under water, the head well back and resting

centrally on the floating power of the lungs. But

what will you do when your comrade is tired out

and drowning? That depends. If he is cool and

reliable, get in front of him, let him place his hands

on your hips (not your shoulders), and you can

carry him quite a distance. That supposes that

both parties, rescued and rescuer, understand fair

play. The weaker party is the one that ought to

drown, if he shows any disposition to drown his

friend by a miserable, cowardly death-clutch at the

only floating thing around him. In the case of the

death-clutch, go to the bottom with your man and

leave him there. There may be an unpleasant

wrestle, but the real drowning man is ready to quit

his prey when he strikes bottom. The better man has

his right to come to the surface and swim ashore.

But in a considerable swimming experience, and

some rescues, there comes one absolute rule

:

Never face a drowning man. He welcomes rescue

so eagerly that he will hug you around the neck

and take you down. The safest and best thing to

do is to get behind him, and, unless you are lef

handed, put your left hand under his right arm-pii

The lift you give him will be enough in ordinal

water. He can be coaxed to help himself, and if r

is a reasonable being you can bring him to shor

If he is insane with fright, recollect that you are

be both prudent and heroic. G
away from him, clutch his anl<

with one hand and tow him ashor

If the bank is near, he is not like

to drown on the way. If he dot

it is not your fault. But a bra

swimmer is master of his elemet

I saw two lads— I saw one of thei

at least—carry a companion, W:

could not swim, across a deep, bro:

and rapid river, just for a frol

It was a reckless thing to do,

the three were used up when th

staggered to the shore. They
crossed from a point up the riv

where they found a good light pi

slab, and towed John across on that.

But those same two young scamps once rescu

a drowning comrade in a way that was remarkai

for its neatness. The poor fellow was in m
stream, cramped and exhausted, and barely able

keep afloat. Which was first was never decid'

but in the critical moment each was behind hi

TREADING WATER.

each with a hand under an arm-pit

a dead-weight on their hands, and
; he was alrl

they swam
|



877-

J

SWIMMING. 611

\

— r
-

-

ore, more dead than alive. It was a Strug

II they were the masters of the situation.

The Under-tow.

SAVING A COMRADE.

Sle,

began this gossip first with a mention of the

nder-tow." It is by no means a "phenomenon,"
something to be read up and studied. Either

the sea-beach or at the great lakes, all the water

: is tumbled ashore in heavy waves must go back

in. The top-sea rolls in and the under-sea rolls

Trust to the former. Keep clear afloat and
ligh as you can. Abandon the rule I have

•n you about deep swimming. Secure the

idship of the

ewardwave.
i erwise, if,

n you are

iln ten feet

ishore and

:y, you drop

legs to the

e of thirty-

; degrees,

:h is the

-swimming
tion, you
hid that the

der-tow "

—

inder water

flows out THE UNDERTOW.

to replace the waves that run in—will grab you by

the ankles and pull you out and down again. Keep
clear afloat, your head well down, your heels feel-

ing the topmost of the impelling wave ; keep your

lungs well filled, and wash ashore. You are not safe

until you can easily fasten your hands in the sand

or gravel and pull yourself to land. But in shallow

water, with a long surf rolling in behind you, the

drag of the under-tow can only be avoided by

swimming high and letting the waves "buck" you

in. The rules for still water and rapid river cur-

rents, in which deep swimming is safety, do not

apply to mastering an under-tow. Swim shallow

and trust the

topmost wave.

Perhaps I

ought to add a

word about ice

rescue, where a

fellow skatingon

thin ice breaks

through, and,

heading toward

shore with a

pair of skates on

his heels, cracks

off successive

chunks of ice

until he is sur-

rounded by
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' WELL, FELLOWS, YOU DID THAT NICELY !

"

them. It is the coldest kind of a baptism, and
the hardest kind of a rescue. I was an actor in

one when a college chum "slumped" through.

The ice was unsafe, and we fished him out by
knocking off fence-boards, sliding them out. lying

face-downward on the boards, other fence-boards

being slid out to us. He got hold of one, clim'l

to the surface of the ice with the ready skill (I

practiced swimmer, and said, with rattling teetrl

the zero atmosphere :
" Well, fellows, you did l|

nicely !
" The remark was rather impathetic.

|

it was literally true.

THE LITTLE BROWN SEED IN THE FURROW.

By Ida W. Benham.

A little brown seed in the furrow

Lay still in its gloomy bed,

While violets blue and lilies white

Were whispering overhead.

They whispered of glories strange and rare,

Of glittering dew, and floating air,

Of beauty and rapture everywhere,

—

And the seed heard all they said.

Poor little brown seed in the furrow !

So close to the lilies' feet,

So far away from the great, glad day,

Where life seemed all complete

!

In her heart she treasured every word,

And she longed for the blessing of which she hi

For the light that shone, and the airs that stin|

In that land, so wondrous sweet

!



(377.1 THE STARS IN JULY. 613

'he little brown seed in the furrow

* Was thrilled with a strange unrest

;

II. warm new hope beat tremblingly

In the tiny, heaving breast

;

/ith her two small hands clasped close in prayer,

I
She lifted them up in the darkness there

;

p, up through the sod, toward sun and air,

Her folded hands she pressed.

O little brown seed in the furrow,

At last you have pierced the mould !

And, quivering with a life intense,

Your beautiful leaves unfold,

Like wings outspread for upward flight

;

And slowly, slowly, in dew and light,

A sweet bud opens—till, in God's sight,

You wear a crown of gold !

THE STARS IN JULY.

By Richard A. Proctor.

'

The northern sky below the pole is now chiefly

narkable for the absence of large stars. It has

I

./ays seemed to me that this large, desolate re-

. n of the sky is full of meaning, and that when

I' architecture of the heavens comes to be rightly

ierstood, we shall find why it is that this region

finis barren. That the feature is not accidental

jTi satisfied, from a number of experiments I have

de on the random scattering of points,

"he head of the Dragon is now almost exactly

"ve the pole. Not far from the point overhead

les the beautiful steel-blue star Vega,

ilthough the map shows a part of Auriga (the

'irioteer), and notably the bright star Capella,

only the star of this constellation can be

• in America at the hours named below the

1; nor can even this star be seen from places

h of the latitude of Nashville (Tenn.), or there-

its.

urning to the south a splendid star is seen, far

tuning all his fellows. This star, as I mentioned

month, is the planet. Jupiter. He is not shown
lr southern map for this month, simply because

map is not meant for this year, 1877, alone;

I

-
for i878-'79-'8o, and onward. It will, indeed,

:nt the aspect of the southern skies at the

s named for many years after you, and I, and
children, and grandchildren, are dead and (let

ipe) buried. But in order that Jupiter's present

to this region may not confuse the learner, I

given elsewhere in this number a picture of

ath, and a sketch of the planet himself, which

I hope, be interesting to you.

e ruling constellation of the zodiac this month
;ittarius (the Archer). In the second figure for

nonth, his bow-arm, bow, and arrow appear,

lot think it is necessary to give a full picture of
:."

this worthy. He is commonly presented as a cen-

taur, though it is not easy to imagine the figure of

a centaur among the stars of this constellation.

The bow, however, is fairly well marked.

Admiral Smyth tells us that, in the days of

Eratosthenes, the constellation Sagittarius was

pictured as a satyr ; and so it appears on the

Farnese globe.

From places in the latitude of New Orleans, the

constellation Ara, or the Altar, can be partly seen.

In England, as you can see by the position of the

horizon of London, we not only see no part of this

constellation, but a large part of the curved tail of

Scorpio is hidden from our view. We see more,

low down toward the north, than you do at the same
time in America. But, on the whole, you have

the advantage. For, while all the northern stars

which we see in England at hours when they are

invisible to you are at other times well seen by you,

we never see the southern stars which are shown in

the southern maps of this series as lying below the

horizon of London. Thus, comparing London with

New Orleans, a zone of the stars, about twenty-one

degrees and a half in width (extending, in fact,

from 38 26' south of the equator to 6o° 3' south)

is visible from New Orleans beyond the portion of

the heavens visible from London. This zone is

equal in extent to more than a sixth part of the

entire celestial sphere.

The constellation Ara, though now so far south

that it cannot be seen from the latitude of Philadel-

phia, nor entirely from any latitude north of 29° S.,

belongs to the 4S of Ptolemy's time, and was for-

merly well raised above the horizon of places in

latitude 40° S. That reeling of the earth, like a

top, of which I have already spoken.—a move-
ment having for its period nearly 25,900 years,

—
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has, within the last 4,000 years

or so (the probable age of the

old constellations), so shifted

the position of the earth's axis

in space,* that this constellation

has been thrown out of view

from places whence, at the be-

ginning of these 4,000 years, it

could be well seen. Probably it

was some later astronomer, who
had never seen this constella-

tion, who first made the mistake

of drawing it upside down. As
the constellation was never seen

except when due south, just

above the horizon, it is certain

that it must have been imagined,

by those who formed it, as stand-

ing an upright altar in the south.

But modern pictures draw it so

that, at the only time when it

was visible, it would have had to

be imagined as having its top

with the flaming wood upon it

just touching the horizon, while

its base would have been above.

This is so absurd that I vent-

ured, some eleven years ago, in

a set of drawings of the constella-

tion figures, to set the altar on its

base again. I was confirmed in

my opinion that this was right,

by the fact that on the Farnese

globe, and in a chart by Geru-
vigus (Harleian MS., 64) the

altar is represented in this up-

right position. Besides, the old

astronomical poet, Aratus, de-

scribes the Centaur as laying o>i

the altar (not applying to its in-

verted base) the body of some
beast unnamed,—the modern
Lupus ; while Manilius, a Latin

poet (who wrote probably in the

reign of Tiberius), speaks of the altar as

ing fire of frankincense, pictured by stars
!

O is thepoint overhead
for the latitude ofPhiladf

' 0verheatl
o is t/ie'poiiitomheadjort,

J] -^-^-JtitofBostoiifiJhrlat.ol'/Midoin

*StarorMimqp/^CU\-ZSl jo

v;/ ;!

4* URSA\
MINOR *

pole \fl

Pole Star

URSA
MAJOR

i[!!'ip!:ri:;:™Ti'"; iVhw?;:!

l|;l
lj

,;
lifl

'

lil!i ,
„;;;.' ";!'

:

TheJ^orthernSkYaU0?M.Jaly2Ziat9puAuj.7,andatSp.yiAuaA

u bear- ferens thitris stellis imitantibus igneni). An
J

(Ara, verted altar cannot "bear" anything. Besides,

*The young reader must not here fall into the mistake of supposing that the position of the axis in the earth itself has changed in this

This mistake is commonly made, and not by young learners, who may well be excused for falling into it, but by persons who suppose
selves in a position to teach. For instance : In Jules Verne's entertaining story, " Captain Hatteras," the following passage occurs, in

this error is introduced :
" ' I told you,' resumed the doctor, who took as much pleasure in giving as the others did in receiving instruct!

' I told you that the pole was motionless in comparison with the rest of the globe. Well, that is not quite true !

'
' What !

' said Bell,

that got to be taken back ?
'

' Yes, Bell, the pole is not always exactly in the same place ; formerly the North Star was farther froi

celestial pole than it is now. So our pole has a certain motion ; it describes a circle in about 26,000 years. This comes from the preci

of the equinoxes, of which I shall speak soon.' " The actual effect of the precession of the equinoxes may be thus illustrated. Imaj

top shaped like a ball, spinning rapidly on its axis, and very slowly reeling, iL<; axis being inclined about 23J4 degrees from the vertic

toward a point rather more than one fourth of the way from the point overhead toward the horizon. I.et this spinning and reeling b

carried around a much larger globe, glowing with light and heat, to represent the sun. Then, if the ball turns 365^ times on its axis

it is going once around the large globe, and reels so slowly that it could be carried 25,868 times around the large globe in making a

complete reel, it would illustrate the earth's motion of rotating (or spinning) once a day, of revolution (or of being carried around the

once a year, and of precession (or reeling) once in 25,868 years. The poles of the earth no more change than the position of the axis of

within the wood; but the pole of the heavens (that is, the point toward which the axis is directed) makes a circuit once in 25,868

just as the point of the sky toward which the axis of a top is directed circuits once around the point overhead in each reel of the top.

III
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' SAGITTA

ClWiL

:an see how the smoke of the

(ire really is pictured by the

Milky Way, when once the top

)f the altar is set toward a, or

ipward.

Overhead are the Lyre and

Hercules ; but neither is well

jlaced for observation.

We have now reached the

nost southerly part of the eclip-

marked by the symbol ii,

vhich indicates the point where

he sun, moving in the direction

hown by the arrow, enters the

ign Capricornus, which he does

ii or about December 20.

The Milky Way toward the

outh at this season is well worth

tudying. It is strange when we
>ok at those complex branches,

>ops, and curdling masses, to

nd most of our books of astron-

my still asserting that the Milky

/ay is a faint stream of misty

ght circling the celestial sphere,

id divided into two along half

5 length. Remembering, too,

lat the Milky Way is entirely

iade up of clustering stars, as

nds on the sea-shore for mul-

:ude, each star being a sun

owing with its own inherent

*ht and heat, startling thoughts

e suggested respecting the int-

ensity of the universe when we
iid clouds of these stars strewn

rough space.

Not far from the star 4 of

ahiuchus is shown the place

tere, in 1604, a new star ap-

ared, which shone for a while

ore brightly than any of the

ed stars. "It was exactly,"

ys the account, " like one of the

:.rs, except that, in the vividness of its luster and
i quickness of its sparkling, it exceeded anything

pier had ever seen before. It was every mo-
at changing into some of the colors of the rain-

w, as yellow, orange, purple, and red, though
vas generally white when it was at some distance

m the vapors of the horizon." These changes

O is ihe'poml overhead' " e a
is thefpointdverheadMtke

for Hit lalitiifleofPIiiladt^- n —MofSostunfl'for Ifil.ofXUrkwis

«-* • ? b ;.*

r a.
,,
4"' 1,

67 VTK~~~ +

OPHIUCHUS

.**-!* V

,; yj Ecliptic

The Southern 3kyat10?M.July22,at9 p. mAug 7,-andatS p. \aAUo23.

of color were, of course, due entirely to our own air.

Similar changes can always be seen in the color

of a star shining near the horizon, as you can see

by observing Antares. Kepler's star only pre-

served its full luster for about three weeks, after

which it gradually grew fainter, until toward the

end of 1605 it disappeared.
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A BOY'S LIFE ON A MAN-OF-WAR.

By a Naval Officer.

A MAN-OF-WAR is a world ofwonder and romance

to a boy. Everything about it has a charm for him.

The imposing hull, hundreds of feet long ; the

mazy net-work of rigging ; the frowning battery

;

the officers, in trim, flashing uniforms, pacing the

decks and giving orders to the active men,—these

bring his curiosity and admiration to the highest

pitch. In looking upon it all he feels that he would

like to go with it to the ends of the earth.

It was a rare event in the life of the boy about

whom I am to write, when he came to live on

board such a ship. Unlike most boys in naval

vessels, he was under no restraint, having no

drudgery and but little work to do. His father,

a captain in the navy, when ordered to command
the ship, brought his little son with him to teach

him the ways of sailor life. The boy was named
after Admiral Porter, and he loved the sea.

The ship to which he came lay, at the time of

this writing, in one of New England's most beauti-

ful harbors. From the shore, she presented a fine

appearance. Her freshly painted hull shone like

enamel in the bright sunlight, and her yards and

spars glistened almost like marble shafts. Sixty

massive guns projected from her ports, and hun-

dreds of officers and men filled her decks and

rigging with life and movement. The American

navy could boast of no more stanch and handsome
frigate. Besides, she had a history. She was one

of the ships present at the capture of Fort Fisher

during the late war, when her bows were badly

shattered. That she had been in battle, covered

her with glory in the eyes of our young friend, and

he stepped on board proudly and reverently.

Before many days, Porter had gained a good

knowledge of the ship and of the routine of life on

board, and had made many warm friends among
the men. They explained the use of everything he

saw, and told him such sea "yarns" as only old

man-of-war's men can "spin." He followed the

sailors aloft, and with the machinists and firemen

visited strange depths, where he spent much time

wondering at the huge machines and furnaces.

Dressed in woolen from .head to foot, with not

even a penknife in his pocket, he went into the

magazine. In entering such a store-room of gun-

powder, not even cotton clothes may be worn, and

no metal in any shape is allowed about the person.

The magazine was lighted from without by a lan-

tern shining through thick glass. The powder was

stowed in little closets on either side, so made that

in case of fire they could be flooded in a momen
Air-tight tanks contained in other tanks, with tl

spaces between lined with packing, held the po\

der. Had one of the tanks fallen into a modera :

fire, it could have been easily gotten out before tl

flames should have reached the powder. The neo

of all this precaution was explained to Porter, an

after this visit to the magazine he had but litt

wish to play with gunpowder.

It was not long before Porter could describe tlj

different parts of a ship as easily as he could tl

ON GUARD.

rooms of his father's house, and then he turned

attention to the men. On a man-of-war, the cr

is arranged into divisions, watches, and messc

each man knowing to which he belongs, as well

a boy knows his classes in a school. It took Por

some time to learn these ; but at length he beau
familiar with them all, and even knew the dut

of the petty officers, from " Jack-of-the-dust
"

the captain of the main-top.

So well were the men drilled that in the lei

possible time each one could be at his post. Th
had been trained so as to be ready for all sorts
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vents. Sometimes, at night, the cry of fire would

ing through the ship, and in a few moments every

ump would be hard at work, and every pipe spout-

lg water furiously. This was done to prepare the

ien for prompt action should a fire really break

at. At other times the men would be aroused, at

.jad of night, to fight sham battles, and then volley

iter volley would shake the sea, and to vessels

iling near, a terrible sea-fight would seem to be

. king place. Of course Porter joined in these

ii:casions with the utmost enthusiasm.

i Every war-vessel of any size has a marine-guard.

he men making up this guard are sea-soldiers.

iey wear the uniform of United States' soldiers,

it do duty in the navy. They are a dread to

)uld-be mutineers ; for in all their history marines

ve never been known to join in a mutiny. The
3wy appearance of these men, in full uniform,

der the command of a dashing officer, captivated

rter's fancy, and he longed to join the guard.

s father let him do this, had a little uniform

.de for him, and gave him a small rifle and a

apsack. Thus equipped, Porter proudly took

place in the ranks, as much according to regula-

!i, as he thought, as any man of the company,

one ever told him that he was not regularly en-

=d and actually in the United States' service.

n a few weeks, Porter could drill, and did well

parade. He insisted, from the first, upon being

gned to the usual duties of marines ; and while

lis post he was as grim as the oldest veteran,

mitting no familiarity from any one—not even

n lady friends who might come to visit the ship,

ter shirked no duty on account of its hardship,

eed, he seemed rather proud of being called on
lo hard or unpleasant work. On cold days he

would stand and drill, with only thin gloves to hold

his rifle, and he would patrol the decks with his

hands so numb that he could scarcely handle the

weapon. Only when on the sick-list would he

yield his place to a fellow-marine.

At times, some of the guard would come on

board tipsy from "leave" ashore, and would have

to sober off in the "brig"—the ship's prison. So,

on one occasion, Porter feigned to be tipsy, claimed

his right to be put in the brig, and was led to prison

by the master-at-arms, while the crew pretended to

be awfully shocked ! On pay-days Porter would ap-

pear with the men to receive his month's "salary,"

—ten silver dimes, which, in his eyes, counted as

ten dollars. Part of his money went to pay his

" mess-bill," and what remained went anyhow.

In one thing Porter greatly excelled,—true cour-

age, and what always goes with it,—fortitude. Like

other boys, he was always meeting with accidents.

Once he fell overboard, and was rescued with diffi-

culty ; another time, he fell and broke his arm.

Afterward, by exposure, he became very sick, so

that his life was almost despaired of. Yet not a

word of fear or complaint did he utter. One day,

he cut three of his fingers so badly that the ship's

surgeon at first thought they would have to be

amputated. His mother and sister were much
frightened, which seemed to move the boy a good

deal, and, looking up to his father, he said, "This
is no place for women, is it, papa ? " And while

the surgeon sewed up the wounds Porter did not

even whimper.

For good conduct, Porter was promoted time

after time, until now he is sergeant of marines

and still actively employed on one of the finest

ships in the American navy.

WHAT MADE MR. TOMPKINS LAUGH.

By Abby Morton Diaz.

I

:re afternoon, when those funny little twins, the

nyjohns, were playing in the back yard, Mr.

'—the funny man, as we sometimes call him

—

jogging along. When he saw the little boys,

opped and began to push his hat up on one
'and to scratch his head, and to twinkle the

:rs of his eyes. Then he began :

)h ! You 're out here. So you are. What
3u doing ?

"

/Iaking a flow," they answered, looking

the mud and water in which they stood.

up

" Hem !— well—why don't you go somewhere ?"

" Ma wont let us."

"Wont she? Oh! No she wont, will she?'

Well ! Hem ! Why don't you have a party ?
"

" 'T is n't our birthday yet," cried Johnny, hop-

ping up and down with the pump-handle.
" Well ! Why not have a cocoa-nut party ?

"

" We have n't got any cocoa-nut."

"Oh, I'll find a cocoa-nut" (holding up one).

" See here ! Where you going so fast ?
"

" To ask ma !
" they shouted, running indoors.
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The funny man's eyes twinkled, and up went his

hand to scratch his head again. Presently they

popped their heads out and asked :

" When shall we have it ?
"

" Have it now," said Mr. Doty.
" Have it now," they told their mother.
" Where ? " asked Mrs. Plummer.
" She says, ' wheref" shouted the Jimmies.
" Out here on the grass," said Mr. Doty.

" Out here on the grass," the Jimmies repeated.

"Who's to be invited?" asked Mrs. Plummer.
" Who 's to be invited ? " asked the Jimmies.

"Invited? Well! Hem! Invite—anybody,"

said Mr. Doty. " I '11 come ; that makes one."

"And I'll make two !" cried Annetta, looking

out of the window.

"What is it?—a party?" asked Hiram, step-

ping down from a high wood-pile with his long

legs. "Oh, I'll come! I '11 make three and a

half! What kind of a party is it ? A birthday

party ?

"

" Oh no, indeed ! " said Mr. Doty. " Nothing of

that sort. 'T is a cocoa-nut party."

Just then, little Effie came trotting along with

her arm-basket. Effie always carries her arm-

basket. At meal-times it hangs on her chair ; at

night it is hung on a post of her crib.

" Can you come to our party ?" asked Mr. Doty.
" No, I tant turn," said Effie, very soberly.

"What! Not come to a cocoa-nut party?"

cried Hiram.
" No, I tant, tause my tittens' eyes have n't turn

opened 'et," said Effie.

"Ask the Jimmyjohns to wait till your kittens'

eyes come open," said Hiram.

Little Effie went close to the Jimmies, looked up

in their faces, and said: " Dimmydons, will oo

wait till my tittens' eyes turn opened ?
"

The Jimmies laughed ; and so did another little

fellow who was then coming out of the house.

This was Clarence, a poor boy who came every day

with his basket to get anything in the shape of food.

Some people called him " the little gentleman,"

because he had very good manners.
" Do you want to stay to the party ? " Mr. Doty

asked Clarence.

" If the Jimmyjohns will let me," he said.

" Yes ! yes ! You may come !
" they shouted.

" Can't cousin Floy be invited ?" asked Annetta.
" She's here playing with me."

"By all means," said Hiram. "And there's

Mr. Tompkins—may be he '11 come to the party."

Mr. Tompkins, the lobster man, had dropped his

wheelbarrow and come to look over the fence.

" Mr. Tompkins can't leave his lobsters," said

Mr. Doty.
" Party ? Yes, yes. Always go to parties. Boy '11

mind wheelbarrow," said Mr. Tompkins, in 1

short, quick way. " When is it going to begin ?

" Right off," said Mr. Doty.
" What do you do first ? " asked Hiram.
" Set the table," said Mr. Doty.
" The girls must set the table," said Hiram.
" Where is it ? " asked cousin Floy.

"There it is. Don't you see it?" Hiram
pointing to a wagon body which lay there withe

its wheels. He turned it upside down. " There

your table !
" said he.

After the pieces of cocoa-nut were placed on t

table, Mr. Doty told the Jimmyjohns to ask th

ma if she did n't want to come to their party
" I am longing to come," cried Mrs. Plumm

appearing at the door. " I have thought of nothi

else ever since it was first mentioned. Would hi

disturb the party, do you think ?"

"Not at all," said Hiram. "Pray invite

sephus !
" While waiting for a name to be gi

him, the baby was called "Josephus." Hew:
big, bouncing baby, with a big, round face.

" 1 wish some of you would be kind enough

bring him out," said Mrs. Plummer. " He is

tened in his straw chair."

" I will," said Hiram ;
" and I '11 bring chair:

Hiram brought out Josephus, then a rocki

chair, and then some common chairs for Mr. L
and Mr. Tompkins. The children ran in

crickets. Caper capered after the Jimmies e\

step they took, and came near being trodden o:|..

There were seventeen sat down to table—tw

that were in plain sight, and five that could no

seen very plainly. The twelve who were in
fj

sight were Mr. Doty, Mr. Tompkins, Mrs. PI

mer, Josephus, Hiram, cousin Floy, Annetta, E|

Clarence, Jimmy, Johnny, and Caper. The
who could not be seen very plainly were the

ard her four kittens. These were invited on E
account, and came in their own private box.

Just as the cocoa-nut was being passed aro

Mr. Plummer appeared. He was coming froir

orchard, and asked what was going on.

" A party !
" shouted the children.

" Well," said Mr. Plummer, " I must say tl

is rather strange my not being invited !

"

"Wont you come?" "Oh, do come!",

children called out.

" In my own yard, too ! Very strange inde

said Mr. Plummer.
" But wont you come ?

"

" I have n't had any invitation.'
1

" Take one !
" "Do come !

" they shouted

Mr. Plummer laughed and went and sat

on a roller cart close by Josephus.
" Will the party be done right away after

per?" asked Hiram, as they all nibbled cocoa

11

:;

s

I
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" Oh, not so soon !
" cried Annetta.

" It has n't lasted five minutes," said Mrs. Plum-

ler.

" Play charades ! Do ! Please do !
" cried Floy.

I went to a real party last night, and they played

larades. One charade was ' Mother Goose.' "

" How do you play it ? " asked Annetta.

"Oh, easy enough ! Somebody has to be

Mother,' and then somebody has to be 'Goose,'

id then somebody has to be ' Mother Goose ' and

y,
' Sing song a sixpence, pocketful of rye.'

"

" I speak not to be the ' Goose,' " cried Hiram.
" Who '11 be ' Mother ?

'
" asked cousin Floy.

" You be ' Mother,' " said Annetta.

""Well, I'll be 'Mother,'" said cousin Floy.

"Who '11 be my little girl ? There must be a little

rl to keep coming in and saying ' Mother,' and

king me for things."
'

" I '11 be little girl !
" said Hiram.

" Hoo, hoo ! He, he ! You don't know how !

ju 're too tall !
" shouted the children.

" Oh yes, I know how. Come, Floy, let 's get

idy." And away they went into the house.

In about three minutes, cousin Floy came out,

;ssed in Mrs. Plummer's things,—shawl, bonnet,

i skirt,—and, with a serious face, took her seat

a chair which had been placed upon the wagon,

en came Hiram, with Floy's hat on—the elastic

^er his chin. For a sack he had turned his coat,

'ich was lined with red, wrong side out ; and he

1 pinned a shawl around his waist in a way
ich made it look like a dress-skirt.

Toy told him he must keep coming in to ask

something, and must call her " mother " every

'e. He did just as she had told him. He kept

.ting out of the house and back, taking little,

rt steps, asking a question each time, and lini-

ng the voice of a small child.

! Mother, may I have a cent?" " Mother, may
out to play?" "Mother, may I wear my

-• shoes ? " " Mother, may I make corn-balls ?"

'[other, may I have a doughnut ?
"

.t each question, the " Mother" would shake her

i very soberly and say. "No, my daughter,"

"Not at present, my daughter."

Good !
" cried Mr. Tompkins. " Very good for

jther !
' Now who 's going to be ' Goose ?

'

"

I will," said Clarence.

Come, then," said Floy. "If cousin Hiram
help me, I '11 dress you up for ' Goose ' the way
dressed up their 'Goose' last night."

lien they took an old light-colored calico

3 of Mrs. Plummer's, and held it bottom up,

told Clarence to put his legs through the

es. Next they gathered the skirt around his

, keeping his arms inside. Then they tied a

pocket-handerchief over his head, covering

face and all. Then they fastened a tin tunnel to

the front side of his head, and called that the "bill

of the goose ; " and then pinned on two feather

fans, for wings. Floy told him he must stoop over,

and go waddling around, pecking with his bill like

a goose.

The instant the "Goose" appeared, all the people

began to laugh ; and when they saw it waddling

around in the grass, pecking with its bill as if it

were pecking at little bugs, they fairly shouted :

"Oh, what a goose ! Oh, what a goose !
" Josephus

shouted, too, and made his feet fly, and his hands
fly, and patted cakes enough for his supper. Caper
barked, and ran this way and that way, keeping

away from the " goose," though.

The next thing was to put the two words together,

and act " Mother Goose."

"Mr. Tompkins," said Mr. Doty, "why don't

you be ' Mother Goose ? '
"

" I don't believe Mr. Tompkins could keep from

laughing," said Hiram.
" Oh yes, I could ; I could keep from laughing,"

said Mr. Tompkins, "but my nose is too short."

" That Mother Goose's nose last night," said

Floy, " had wax on it, to make it long."
" Nice way that," said Hiram. " But, Mr. Tomp-

kins, are you sure you can keep from laughing ?

"

Hiram had a reason for asking this question.

" Oh yes, perfectly ! Perfectly sure," said Mr.

Tompkins. " Make me laugh, I '11 pay forfeit."

Mr. Tompkins was so eager to show that he could

keep from laughing, that he agreed to pay any kind

of forfeit, and to dress in any kind of way.

Hiram dressed him. First, he lengthened out

his nose with a piece of warm wax. 'Then he tied

a handkerchief over his head for a cap. For a cap-

border he pinned on some strips of newspaper, in

great clumsy plaits ; and then he put a large, round

cape over his shoulders. A black shawl served for

a skirt. When all this was done, he told Mr.

Tompkins that he might sit down and wait a few

moments. He had a reason for telling him that.

Cousin Floy, a little while before, when the

" Goose " was being dressed, told Hiram of a way
by which one of the actors was made to laugh at

the " real party " she went to ; and Hiram thought

it would be fun to try it with Mr. Tompkins.

So, while Mr. Tompkins was sitting down to wait

a few moments, they got a pillow and dressed it up

to look like an old woman. First, they tied a string

around the pillow, near one end, to make a head.

On one side of this head they marked eyes, nose

and mouth with a piece of charcoal. Then they

took a waterproof, stuffed out the sleeves, for arms,

and put that on. Then they went up into grandma
Plummer's room and borrowed an old cap, black

bonnet, and spectacles, and put those on.
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When the pillow-woman was ready, Floy ran

and told them all to be sure and not laugh loudly

when they saw what was coming, for fear Mr.

Tompkins might hear them. The pillow-woman

was then taken out by Hiram, and seated in a chair

among the other people. He introduced her to

them as "Mrs. Mulligachunk." He pinned to-

gether the wrists of her stuffed arms, and let them

drop in her lap, and placed a bundle on them, to

cover the place where there should have been

hands. The bundle was tied up in a handkerchief.

Then he stood an umbrella by her side, and tipped

her head back just a little, so that when Mr. Tomp-
kins should be standing on the wagon, she would

appear to be looking him in the face.

" Come, Mother Goose !
" cried Hiram ; and Mr.

Tompkins, in his funny rig, walked from the house,

took his stand upon the wagon, and, with a very

sober face, began :

" Sing song a sixpence, pocketful of rye,

Four and twenty blackbirds baked into a pie.

When the pie was opened, the birds be
"

At that moment his eye fell upon " Mrs. Mulliga-

chunk." There she sat, in a row with the others,

and seemed to be listening just the same as any-

body. Mr. Tompkins stopped. The people, who
were all on the watch, burst out laughing, and he

had to laugh, too, in spite of all he could do.

Hiram sprang up. " Mother Goose," cried he,

" let me introduce you to Mrs. Mulligachunk !

"

Mother Goose replied by taking off her thin;,

and throwing them at Mrs. Mulligachunk.

Then Hiram asked the Jimmies if they did h
want to take Mrs. Mulligachunk to ride.

" Yes, yes I
" " Yes, yes !

" they shouted.

Hiram then put Mrs. Mulligachunk into tli

roller cart—bundle, umbrella, and all. The Jinj

mies caught hold of the handle, and away the

ran, like two smart little ponies, Caper barkin

behind with all his might.

Mr. Tompkins was about to follow, when A;

netta and cousin Floy suddenly called out, " Fo
feit ! forfeit ! You '11 have to be judged !

"

Mr. Tompkins gave his penknife for a forfeit.

" Then judge me quick !
" said Mr. Tompkin

•'
I 've been here 'most half an hour, now !

"

" To dance a jig !
" cried Hiram.

" To tell a story !
" cried cousin Floy.

" Yes, yes ! That 's it !
" cried Annetta.

" Oh no ! No, no ! Take too long !
" said M

Tompkins.

But Mr. Plummer and Mrs. Plummer, and

the rest, kept shouting, " Story ! story ! story !

'

" Well, well ; story 't is !
" said Mr. Tompkii

" But a small one, though."

And then Mr. Tompkins began to tell a sm,

story about a hen named Tudleroodlum, who liv

in a far-away country, the name of which couni

was so strange that not one of the people cot

remember it five minutes afterward. Next mor
you shall have Mr. Tompkins's story.

GOING A-GYPSYING.

By John H. Peel.

At some time in his boy-life, everybody who has

the true boy-spirit yearns to go on a tramp— or, as

the newspapers say, to ''undertake a pedestrian

excursion." The free, airy, changeful life, with its

risks, its joys, and its hardships, has a wonderful

charm. If wisely set about, it will bring rest,

health, good temper, and a wider mental outlook,

and teach one the luxury of doing for one's self and

standing alone.

But, of course, one can blunder in this as in most

other matters that at first sight seem simple. So

St. Nicholas would offer a few hints about walk-

ing-tours, suggesting how to make them most easy

and profitable.

The first thing to be done in planning a gypsy

trip is to choose the kind of country and the season

* How to Camp Out. By John M. Gou

you can enjoy most. Then decide whether to tra

with your baggage on your own back or to

drawn in a horse-wagon ; whether to camp in

spot, or move from place to place ; and whethe

spend much money or little. If the party is lar

or contains ladies and little ones, the very t

thing to be done is to study Mr. Gould's new bo
" How to Camp Out."* This will give you all

hints, advice and caution you are likely to ne.

We now can treat only the question of walki

tours for parties of six or seven young men, ab

twenty years of age or younger.

It must be taken for granted that the compan
made up of good-humored persons, that maps

the route have been studied thoroughly, that

leader's word is law, and that each comrade

Id. Scribner, Armstrong & Co., N. Y.
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THE PACK.

ive up his own wishes and comfort for the good of

11. The captain will try to set each man at the

•ork he can do best. At first, things may not run

noothly ; but, in a day or

vo, everybody will have

iund his place, and will

ive learned to do his own
chores " first and then

:lp, rather than find fault

ith, his comrades. So

!'uch in a general way.

It will be safer on a first

amp to choose a country

irly well settled, and, in

!ity case, a company setting

t to cook its own meals

d do its own work must
sure that food can be

ught along the route.

Clothing.

This is a rare chance to

ar out old outer clothes

fore throwing them away. Long, loose woolen

rts, with collar-bands of silesia on which separate

olen collars can be buttoned, are the best ; wear

's, and carry one or two more, for change and to

'ar double in cold spells. Use loose woolen

twers, worn inside out to keep the seams from

ifing you, and shoes that lace up well above the

des and have been thoroughly treated with neat's-

t oil. Let them have iron, not steel, nails. Use
e soles, if you like, and wear socks or stockings

wool or merino rather than of cotton. Panta-

ns should be loose, high at the waist, and

rather heavy cloth. If you have been in the

lit of wearing suspenders, don't leave them off

v; you can hide them very well by passing them
3Ugh holes cut low down in the outside shirt.

ar what you please, if it be comfortable

will last, and do not be worried at what
:ople" say.

The Pack.

» Ton't try to carry more than twenty pounds
ce, or to go more than ten miles a day on \

. This is fully hard enough work if you

1 to enjoy yourself without risk of illness.

iou will find the "roll" better than the

psack in the long run, and it is lighter by
sast two pounds and a half. To make
roll, lay out the blanket flat, and roll it

'.ghtly as possible without folding it, put-

in the other baggage as you roll ; tie

ral places, to prevent unrolling and the

if the things inside, and tie or strap the ends
' ther. Wear the ring thus made as shown in

the picture. You may find it better to fold the

rubber blanket about the roll, or roll it by itself so

as" to carry it linked in the other roll
;
you may

need it before camping, and will thus save undoing

the big roll.

The roll is easier to carry than is the knapsack,

and is readily shifted from shoulder to shoulder or

taken off; then, too, you can ease the burden a

little with your hand. Beside this, you save carry-

ing the weight of the knapsack. But, if you take

a knapsack, let it have broad straps. A haversack

of course you must have.

Beside a rubber blanket, half a shelter tent, and

ropes, you must have a good stout woolen blanket,

with a lining sewed to it along one side but but-

toned on at the ends and other side. You can dry

it, when wet, better than if it were sewed all around.

The items of personal baggage are as follows :

Rubber Blanket ?]4 pounds
Woolen ljlanket and lining 4% "

Haversack and Canteen 1 1/2 "

Drawers, spare Shirt, Socks and Collars 2
"

Half a Shelter-tent, and ropes 2
"

Towel, Soap, Comb, Tooth-brush, Salve, }

air-tight Match-safe, Knife, Fork, Spoon, > 2^2"
"

Dipper, Stationery, a good Book, etc . . . )

Food for one day 3
"

18 "

Beside these, each must carry his share of the

company baggage :

Frying-pan, Coffee-pot, and Pail 3 pounds
Hatchet, Tent-pins, Sheath-knife, case and belt. . 4 "
Clothes-brush, Mosquito-netting, Strings, Maps, \ ,1

Guide-books, Compass, Song-book 3
-*

10 "

Cooking.

You can do a great deal of good cooking with a

frying-pan and a coffee-pot, after a little experience.

Have a coffee-pot with a bail as well as a handle,

and with a lip rather than with a spout. Of course

you will know enough not to put your pot or pan

on the burning wood, and not to use pitchy fuel or

THE .MODE OF BOILING THE COFFEE.

it in

shift-

let the handles get hot or smutty. Study a good

cook-book, and practice well at home as long as

you can before starting, or you may have to go

hungry when you least expect it.
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You will have to guard the food you carry, from

rain, fog, dew, cats, dogs, and insects ; and you

will find it best to clean your cooking utensils at

once after every use you make of them.

The March.

Start a short time after breakfast, while the day

is yet young and cool, but don't hurry or work
hard at it. On the march, it is well to rest

often for short spells, say ten minutes out of

every hour. Drink good water as often

as you feel thirsty, only don't take large

draughts oicold water when you are heated,

and bear in mind that often you can stop

thirst by merely rinsing the mouth.

Bathing while upon the march is not

good if you are tired or have much farther

to go. Oil or salve, before starting, the

parts of the skin reached by sun and air

;

and, to prevent foot-soreness, treat the feet

plentifully in the same way, and keep them

thoroughly clean. Eat laxative foods the

first few days, but don't dose with medicine.

Take time, be cheerful. " take it easy," and

you will keep well. Alcoholic liquors will

leave you in bad condition, if used ; you

will find coffee or tea far better.

Let each comrade end his morning nap. Avoid

nonsensical waste of strength and gymnastic feats,

before and during the march ; and play no prac-

tical jokes that will make the day's work more
burdensome.

The Camp.

Camp in a dry spot near wood and water. If

you have a good axe-man in the party, he will

know how to use the hint given in the sketch

of a simple hunter's-camp frame. The easiest

tent to carry, and perhaps the best in the long run,

is the army shelter-tent shown in the engraving.

Each man carries half the tent ; the pieces are

joined with holes and buttons along two corre-

sponding sides, and the tent, when set up as

sketched, is five feet and two inches long, by six to

seven feet wide. A third man could button his

piece across one of the open ends ; four men could

join two tents at the ends ; and a fifth man could

add an end piece. The sharper the angle at whic

the sides are pitched, the better will the tent she

rain.

General Notes.

Never sit still when wet ; in changing, rub tr

body dry ; and off with muddy boots and sodde

socks at once. Don't bathe after a full meal,

when very warm ; and in drinking at a brook

Open end.

hunter's-camp frame, opening toward fire.

the march, wet the face and hands, and taste 'I

water, before taking a full draught. In walkil

under a hot sun, put green leaves or grass in \
hat ; wet them if you like, but not so that

water will drop about the ears. At the first

of dizziness, stop; get into the shade, if possibl

bathe the head, face, chest, neck and hands,

rest until the cool of the day. Always have sorl

thing to eat in your haversack, and never i|

starvation on any account.

Be polite to all you meet ; don't let any
cheat you at a bargain, and don't take undue
vantage yourself. There is no reason why a pel

of young fellows on a gypsying trip should not|

manly and courteous.

The foregoing hints are as full as space allo'j

but any reader who wishes ampler advice,

readily find it in Mr. Gould's book, already refeil

to, from which we have been permitted to borl

freely in the present article.

"^i'
£^r^^^^fS

SHELTER-TENT.
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GEORGE THE THIRD.

By Noah Brooks.

One fine October morning, in the year 1760, a

jung English prince set out for a horseback ride

>ar Kew. Presently a messenger came riding

ter him bringing a note from a German valet who

as employed in the palace of the king. The

mug prince checked his horse, opened the note,

lad it without showing any sign of emotion,

id rode on for a space. Then, declaring that

5 horse was lame, he turned and rode back

Kew. Dismounting, he said to his groom, who

d appeared to doubt the lameness of the steed

:

[ have said this horse is lame ; I forbid you to

y to the contrary."

This was George, Prince of Wales. The note

3Ught to him was about an affair of no moment,

t it bore a private mark, previously agreed upon,

ich told him that the king, his grandfather, was

hd. So, George, Prince of Wales, was now George

., King of England. His father, son of George

, was long since dead. The young prince had been

ught up very strictly by his mother ; a hard,

[d, and ambitious woman, who had taught him

jt princes must not show themselves moved by

same emotions which sway other people. So,

n he learned in this irregular way that he was

iig of England, he doubtless enjoyed secretly his

y knowledge of that great fact, but gave no

1 of his thoughts to those about him. And
:n due proclamation of the death of George II.

le to him, he was, if possible, more than ever

cely in his outward indifference to the sudden,

not unexpected, change in his state and condi-

t this time George was twenty-two years old.

had a pleasant and genial countenance, and

portrait, taken about that period, herewith

ted for the readers of St. NICHOLAS, gives one

er a favorable impression of the young king,

pite of his big cocked hat, comical wig, and

lace, he looks like a very pleasant fellow. It

said of him by " a noble lord of high degree,"

knew him well, that he was '"strictly honest,

wanting in that frank and open behavior which

;s honesty appear amiable." The same author-

rys that he had " great command of his pas-

, and seldom did wrong except when he mis-

wrong for right." The bright readers of this

will see that Lord Waldegrave did not over-

: the young king. Indeed, these few words

give us a key to the character of George III.,

whom our forefathers so cordially detested as an
obstinate and wrong-headed tyrant.

George desired to be married before his corona-

tion. So a confidential agent was sent about

among the Protestant courts of Europe seeking

for a suitable princess. It was forbidden that he

should take to wife any but a Protestant ; accord-

ingly, the choice of eligible young princesses was,

as now, somewhat limited. In the list of names
brought back to the king was that of the Princess

Charlotte of Mecklenburg-Strelitz. This young
lady once had written a letter to Frederick of Prus-

sia, complaining of the ravages which his troops

were committing in the territory of her cousin, the

Duke of Mecklenburg-Schwerin. The letter, which

depicted the horrors of war and the blessings of

peace, with all the ardor of a girl of sixteen, might-

ily tickled Frederick. He sent it to George II.,

grandfather of the young prince who afterward

succeeded him. The letter then fell into the

hands of George, and made such an impression on
him that when he found Charlotte's name in the

list recommended to him, he declared that her only

would he wed.

It is related that the Princess Charlotte was one
day amusing herself in the palace garden at Meck-
lenburg-Strelitz with her young companions. Sin-

gularly enough, these girls were talking about

marriage. Charlotte said: " But who would take

such a poor little princess as I ? " Just then the

postman's horn was sounded, and Ida von Bulow
said: "Princess, there is the sweetheart !

" Sure

enough, it was a letter from the handsome young
King of England, saying to Charlotte that because

she had written such a beautiful composition the

king must have her for his wife. It was like a

fairy tale. We can imagine how joyfully the little

maid packed up her wardrobe and sailed away to

England in the royal yacht, surrounded by a grand

fleet of ships-of-war. Her voyage was a great event

for England, as well^s for her ; and so much anxi-

ety was felt about it, that the king desired a notable

physician to compound such remedies for sea-sick-

ness as were deemed of high merit. For it is

recorded that the future queen-consort was deathly

sick when on salt water. One of these recipes was

printed not long ago. If Charlotte's attendants

followed directions, she must have dieted on carda-

mom seeds, cloves, anise, ambergris, and a great

variety of high-flavored things. Historical gossips
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GEORGE THE THIRD.

insist that King George winced a little when he
saw his bride. She was small and very plain. He
beheld her first when she arrived at St. James's

Palace, September 8th, 1761. They were married

that afternoon, and on the 22d of the same month

they were crowned with great pomp and ceremo

The " poor little princess " lived to be a very f

cise, exacting, and ceremonious queen. For fi

seven years was she queen-consort, and, dur

her after-life, she demanded all the homage
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itrict etiquette due to one born to the throne.

)nce, on the occasion of a royal christening, word

ras brought to her that an aged and titled lady,

fho held the babe, was so fatigued with standing

hat she desired to be allowed to be relieved.

' Let her stand," said the rigid little queen, who,

erself, would have died rather than abate one jot

r tittle of the rpyal rules.

Nevertheless, the family life of this couple was

lain and simple. We get some edifying glimpses

f it in the diary of Miss Burney. This young lady,

1 ho was the friend of Dr. Johnson, Mrs. Thrale,

ad other famous people of those times, made for

erself much reputation by writing several novels,

i
tupid reading we should now consider them ; but

I
ondon was wild over her " Evelina" and ''Cecilia."

D it was thought a good thing to honor such

nius by giving her a place in the royal housc-

)ld. To her fond father this was like calling her

to a sort of heaven. The poor little girl found it

tiresome and dull captivity. She tells us of the

rly hours and punctual habits of the king and

leen. They had their little country dances, card-

rties and tea-drinkings, to which a few favored

jrtals were invited. It was tragically whispered

out that the queen was of a frugal mind, and

netimes the guests grumbled because they had

supper. But the king enjoyed himself, and he

d Charlotte used to go about among the neigh-

ring villages, when they lived at Kew or Wey-
iuth, and behave very much like common people,

all their royal state. On one occasion they met

outhful son of one of the royal retainers.

1 Whose little boy are you ? " asked the king.

'I am the king's beefeater's little boy," said the

, who doubtless thought himself a much more

3ortant personage than the strange gentleman

ore himself.

I'j' Then kneel down and kiss the queen's hand,"

V.i the royal command.
\t

: No," stoutly said the candid infant beefeater,

wont kneel, for if I do I shall spoil my new
ches."

t another time, the king took refuge from the

1 in the cottage of an old woman. She, darkly

jrant of his high quality, left him to turn a

e of meat which hung by a string before the

When she returned, the king was gone,

he had left some money inclosed in a note in

:h he had scribbled, "Five guineas to buy a

," that useful article of domestic furniture be-

n his opinion a more labor-saving contrivance

a string. In the same fashion he poked his

into the cottage kitchens ; asked how the

5 could possibly get inside the dumpling; and
ired about the prices of turnips, beef, and hay,

the rates of rent. There was nothing too

E§. IV.—41.

small to interest him. He knew all the common
folk about Windsor ; all the family history of the

nobility and gentry ; all the traits of the bishops

and clergy; how many- buttons and how much
braid each officer in his army and navy was allowed,

and what was the pay of the highest functionary or

the lowest servant in the royal establishment.

For one, I love to think of the pure and simple

life of George III. As kings go, he was decent,

reputable, and well disposed. His palace life must

have been dreary and humdrum to the last degree;

but it was clean and wholesome, which cannot be

said of the life of some of the kings and princes

who came before him, or who have lived in England

since his day. His daughters were handsome and
accomplished : that is to say, they played the piano,

worked elegantly in floss silks, painted impossible

flowers on white satin, and furnished whole suites

of rooms with their own needlework. The sons

were big, rough, unmannerly, and much given to

rude sports. Of these the king loved Frederick,

the Duke of York, the best ; and when York visited

Weymouth, where the king was living for a while,

a portable house was built for him close by his

father's. The fond father clung to the arm of his

dear Frederick, but the boisterous young prince

was stupefied by the dullness of the little court cir-

cle : he broke away and fled, after staying only one

night in the house which his father had been at

such pains to provide. The Princess Amelia was

her father's darling, and in all the history of George
there is no more pathetic picture than that of her

sickness and early death. When her father was
old and blind, she was attacked by a lingering ill-

ness. The poor, sightless monarch spent hours by
her bedside, passing his fingers, from time to time,

over her face, as if to assure himself that she was
there. She loved him with unalterable affection

when he was deserted by others, and on her death-

bed he was more than ever assured that she loved

him for himself alone. A touching sight it was
when the king, one gloomy day, told of the death

of Amelia, threw up his clasped hands and cried:

" It is too much. This was caused by poor Ame-
lia ;

" and so parted in agony from his reason.

This is a dark picture. We like better to think

of the charming little princess in her father's arms,

prattling and smiling as he walked up and down
the grand saloons at Windsor. Or we may fancy

her at the head of a royal procession, which Fan-

ney Burney describes, when the family took an

after-dinner walk on Windsor terrace,—"the little

princess, just turned of three years old, in a robe-

coat covered with fine muslin, a dressed close cap,

white gloves and fan," as says Miss Burney. " She

walked on alone and first, highly delighted with

the parade, and turning from side to side to see
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everybody as she passed ; for all the terracers stand

up against the wall to .make a clear passage for the

royal family the moment they come in sight. Then
followed the king and coieen, no less delighted

with the joy of their little darling." This is a

bright glimpse into the life of the king who, years

before, sent what seemed a fairy postman to ask the

hand of the " poor little princess " in the garden of.

Mecklenburg-Strelitz.

To set forth, in the briefest possible space, the

chief events of the reign of George III., would be

to write out, as it were, the headings of many
important chapters of English history. During his

time the star of Napoleon flashed like a baleful

meteor in the skies of Europe, wavered, and went

out in darkness. During his time the royal power

of England had a sharp contest with the aristoc-

racy ; and during his time, too, the peace of

England was put in danger by a persistent refusal

of the Catholic claim for emancipation. To us

Americans the reign of George III. is forever mem-
orable as that during which we gained our inde-

pendence. The king steadfastly refused to change

the policy which wrought so much wretchedness in

the American colonies. He would hear no counsel

from those who believed that his system of taxation

was oppressive, and sure to result in rebellion. He
firmly believed that only worthless people sympa-

thized with the American colonists. He was a fine

illustration of the truth of the saying of Thackeray,

that nine-tenths of the tyranny of this world is per-

petrated by people who believe themselves to be in

the right.

In his earlier years George had so commended
himself to the people of New York that they set up
in his honor a leaden equestrian statue of him in

the Bowling Green, near the foot of Broadway.

When the king's obstinacy finally provoked the

colonists to wrath, they overturned this statue with

great derision. Man and horse were cut up and

melted into bullets ; and these were fired into the

king's troops in the hot struggle which soon came
thereafter. You will find, however, a portion of

the king's leaden saddle in the museum of the New
York Historical Society ; and it is said that one of

the royal ears was carried off by a bold rebel lad

who lived in New Jersey. So King George disap-

peared utterly from this country. In 1812-15, wbile

the king was in his dotage, England had a second

war with America, during which a disgraceful

attack was made on Washington. Later, the battl

of New Orleans was fought. So we have abundan
reason to remember obstinate King George III

and his ministers, Bute, North, Liverpool, ;

Castlereagh.

But we like far better to recall the crowd

illustrious names adorning the long reign of Kin
George III., and in whose fame all English-speal

ing people have some share. Of the poets of the

period we must remember Cowper, Crabbe, Burn;

Wordsworth, Southey, Coleridge, Scott, Byror

Shelley, Keats, Campbell, Leigh Hunt, Roger:

and Moore. Then, too, flourished such novelis

as Godwin, Burney, and Scott—the long-mysteriot

"Wizard of the North." Of other famous me
there were Herschell, Davy, Wollaston, Johnsoi

Flaxman, Charles Lamb, Hazlitt, Chantrey, Be
jamin West, Copley, Wilkie, Haydon, Bewicl

and a host of others eminent in art, literatur

science, and war.

The life of George III. was clouded with insanit

He was first attacked by this terrible malady wh(

he was twenty-seven years old. This soon passi

away; but, in 1788, when he was about fifty yea

of age, he was again prostrated. It is sorrowful

read of the madness of a king ; it is pathetic

look at the few pictures of this portion of the life

George III. which history gives us. He bark

and howled like a dog, attempted to throw hims<

from the windows of the palace, and was so violei

that it was necessary to put him in confinemei

He recovered his reason, and was again and age]

smitten with madness. At last he became a o

firmed maniac, and during the last ten years of

life, his son George, Prince of Wales—aftervvjl

George IV.—was regent, or temporary king. C<i

fined in a padded room in Windsor Castle, the

king passed his years, blind, deaf, deprived of n

son, and shut out from all the pleasures of t

beautiful world. Charlotte, his queen, and 1

Frederick of York, his beloved son, died with(

his knowing it ; and still he lived on until Janu:

29, 1820, when the great bell of St. Paul's, boo

ing out on the air of the winter night, told the ai

struck people of London that George III., afte

reign of nearly sixty years, was dead. The hai

some young prince, who came to the throne wl

just turned of twenty-two, endured through nea

four ordinary generations of men, and passed av

in his eighty-second year
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DUMB ORATOR.

By C. P. Cranch.

Some people are so hard to take

A joke, I should n't wonder

If every jest and pun you made
Appeared a sort of blunder.

At Farmer Brewster's once I met
A party of grave people,

Each sitting stiffly in a chair,

As prim as a church steeple.

All seemed to be afraid to smile,

Much more be caught a-laughing.

Their faces made me think, " What fun

To do their photographing !

"

Agreed," said I. "But I would speak
' Marco Bozzaris ' rather.

They 'd think your gestures ridiculed

The pious Pilgrim Father."

So 't was agreed,, and so announced.

We took our corner station.

He sat behind, I stood in front,

And made my peroration.

His hands beneath my shoulders peeped,

Queer as a spirit-rapper's,

And moved as if they were a sort

Of human penguin-flappers.

The evening grew so long, so dull,

—

No music, song, or talking,

—

I whispered Spriggs, who came with me :

"I say, Ned, let's be walking!"

Said Spriggs, "Don't go; we'll have some fun

Better than ' crops and weather,'

I For I '11 propose that we shall act

Dumb-Orator together.

You 'II make the speech, the gestures I,

Up in this corner standing

;

They '11 surely laugh to see my hands.

Give them 'The Pilgrims' Landing.'"

1At midnight, in his guarded tent"

And so forth—you all know it.

I did my prettiest to declaim

The verses of the poet.

Meanwhile Spriggs, underneath the cloak,

His funniest gestures showing,

—

I scarce could keep my countenance

To see those fingers going.

But not a laugh in all the crowd :

They stared and smiled in pity.

'T was plain we had not made a hit,

—

We fellows from the city.
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And when we left our corner there,

Perspiring with exertion,

Our unappreciated fun

Received a cold immersion.

Then Spriggs and I together laid

Our heads in some confusion,

Quite disappointed and abashed,

And came to this conclusion :

That I should speak again

—

alone,

With gestures gravely suited.

And so I did. And as I closed,

Applause my ears saluted.

Then some one said, " Miss Sarah Jane,

D' ye think them speeches clever ?
"

" The first," says she, " I did n't like.

Such gestures ! No, I never!

"All up and down, and fingers spread,

And playin' with his collar !

Fumblin' his handkerchief and watch !

Does that become a scholar ?

" It did n't suit the speech at all.

The second one was better.

He fitted, as the deacon says,

The spirit to the letter."

So when you joke, there will be folks

Suspect the craft you sail in.

They will not feel the point, although

You drive it like a nail in.

THE GIANT PLANET JUPITER.

By Richard A. Proctor.

We have been rather fortunate, so far, in our

monthly observation of the stars, in having had no

planets (at least none of any brightness) in the

parts of the heavens which we have been examin-

ing. Even the eastern and western skies, toward

which we have not specially turned our gaze, have

been free, at the hours chosen for our survey, from

conspicuous planets. So that none of my young

friends have had occasion to ask why some bright

orb in the sky has been left out, apparently, from

the monthly maps and descriptions of the heavens.

This month, and hereafter for several months, the

planets will come more into our field of vision
;

and I think it will be well for me, when this hap-

pens, to show where they are. My readers will thus

not only learn the stars, and the seeming daily and

yearly motions of the stars, but also the planets

and those strange movements from which the

planets derive their names,—the word planet being

derived from a Greek verb, signifying " to wan-

der."

In passing, I may notice the strange mistake,

often made in works of fiction, of describing the sky

at night as though the planets could always be

seen. Mr. Hepworth Dixon has recently written

a novel,—his first, I believe,—in which the hero

and heroine count the planets and watch the planets

at all sorts of times and seasons, as though it were

the business of all the planets to shine all nigl

and every night, whereas one seldom sees mo
than two or three planets at a time ; and often r

planet can be seen. I may remark, also, that v

owe to Pope, and not to Homer, the errors in th

most incorrect description of night in Popf
" Homer's Iliad :

"

" As when the mooii, refulgent lamp of night

!

O'er heaven's clear azure spreads her sacred light,

When not a breath disturbs the deep serene,

And not a cloud o'ercasts the solemn scene

;

Around her throne the vivid planets roll,

And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole ;

O'er the dark trees a yellower verdure shed,

And tip with silver every mountain's head.

Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise,

A flood of glory bursts from all the skies."

There is not a word in the original about t

planets ; nor, assuredly, did Homer, cause the sti

either to gild the pole, or to silver the mountai

heads. Tennyson's translation is far more corre

and (naturally) far more beautiful

:

\

1 As when in heaven the stars about the moon
Look beautiful, when all the winds are laid,

And every height comes out, and jutting peak

And valley, and the immeasurable heavens

Break open to their highest, and all the stars

Shine
"

The planet which adds at present to the glor ;

of the southern skies, and (as mentioned last mon
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has for some few weeks past been conspicuous in

the heavens, is Jupiter. His path during the year

is shown in the accompanying map (Fig. 1). Only,

as you will easily understand if you consider that the

part of the heavens shown in the map, now nearly

opposite the sun, was in January, and will again be

in December, close by the sun, the planet could not

be seen as it traversed the parts of its path on the

right and left of the map. He was lost in the

Greater glory of the sun. Jupiter began to be visible

is a morning star in the spring, traveling onward

)ver the starry sky to the place marked for April 20.

trhat was what is called his stationary point (or

iometimes it is called the first station). Since

19, when he was exactly opposite the sun, and
came to the south at midnight. I will not here

explain how these peculiarities of his motion, and
his changes of seeming brightness, are brought

about,—because, to do so, I should want more
space than could well be spared. Nor will I show
in a picture the size of Jupiter's path ; because I

think the nature of the planets' paths would best be

shown in a picture giving all the paths ; and for

this, with the necessary explanation, there is not

room here. I may perhaps mention, that in a

little book of mine called " Elementary Lessons in

Astronomy," written specially for young learners

of astronomy, the scale of the planets' paths is
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ien, he has been traveling toward the place marked
r August 20, where he will again be stationary,

at being his second station. During this part

his course he is traveling backward, the arrows

1 the ecliptic showing the direction of the sun's

vance along that track, and the general direction

I the planets' motion. Only, they do not, like the

'n and moon, advance constantly, but, as you see

jstrated this year in Jupiter's case, they alter-
:,tely advance, retreat (over a short arc), then

vance again,—or, as Milton poetically expresses

1 the peculiarities of planetary motion, they pursue

" Their wand'ring course, now high, now low, then hid,

Progressive, retrograde, or standing still."*

Jupiter was at his brightest on the night of June

Milton adds, that "in six" planets these motions are seen,—"what
I

lly true of five bodies known in his time, viz : Mercurv, Venus, Mars,
em, is always progressive, never retrograde or standing still.

shown and described. Let us turn to the planet

itself.

Jupiter is the fifth of the great planets in order

of distance from the sun ; our earth being the

third. Mercury is the first, traveling nearest to the

sun. Venus, which I described a few months ago,

is the second, and travels inside the earth's path.

Next outside the earth's path is that of Mars.

Outside his track there come the paths of a num-
ber of very small planets traveling in a ring around

the sun. More than 170 of these have already

been discovered ; but all these together (besides

hundreds more of the family not yet discovered)

do not weigh so much as the tenth of our earth.

Outside this family of many congregated planets,

all together scarcely enough to make a single

if seventh to these,—the planet Earth, etc. ? " But the description
Jupiter, and Saturn. The moon, the sixth planet of the Copernican
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respectable planet, comes Jupiter, outweighing not

only all these,—not only these with our earth, Mars,

Venus, and Mercury thrown in,—but all the other

planets taken together, no less than two and a half

times. Yes ; if Venus and Mars, Terra and Mer-

cury, Saturn, Uranus, and Neptune, could all be

put in the scaled of a mighty balance, as in Fig. 2,

and Jupiter in the other scale, a, the arm C B,

carrying the scale b, would have to be two and

a half times as long as the arm A c, carrying

the scale a, in order that the weights should bal-

ance each other. (I do not know where the exper-

iment could be tried, unless on the sun ; but without

trying it, you may rest assured that the fact is so

;

for there are few things about which astronomers

are more exactly informed than about the relative

weights of all the chief planets.

)

Jupiter exceeds our earth 300 times in mass

or quantity of matter. But, enormous though this

excess of mass may seem, it is small compared

with his excess of size ; for he exceeds the earth

1.233 times in volume. It is only because he travels

so much farther away than either Venus or Mars,

that he appears less bright than Venus, and not

many times brighter than Mars. For these two

planets are utterly insignificant compared with him,

both in size and mass. But he travels more than

five times farther from the sun than the earth goes,

so that even at his nearest and brightest, his dis-

tance from us exceeds four times our distance from

the sun ; whereas, when Mars is at his nearest,

his distance from us is not much more than one-

third of our distance from the sun.

It was formerly thought, or rather it was formerly

said in the books, that Jupiter is a planet like our

earth ; but when we think about all that has be-

come known to us respecting this giant planet, we

find strong reasons for believing that he is in quite a

different state.

In the first place, it is now known almost cer-

tainly that every planet, including our own earth,

has in long-past ages been intensely hot, and has

cooled down after millions of years to its present

condition. Now, large bodies take a much longer

time in cooling than small ones; and Jupiter is

many times larger than our earth. Therefore, he

is not likely to have cooled to the same degree,

unless he was made many millions of years earlier,

which is not probable. There are reasons for think

ing that he is nearer thousands of millions than ten

of millions of years behind the earth in cooling

whence it would follow that he is still very warn
indeed. Probably his real surface is as hot as red

hot iron.

This will explain—and I know no other way oi

explaining—his seeming to be so much largei

than he ought to be by rights. I am not no«
speaking of his actual bulk or mass. I know nc

reason why a planet should not be ten, or twenty

or a hundred, or a thousand times larger than ou

earth. But Jupiter is swollen, one may say, mucl
beyond the size we should expect from his mass
It is as though he were made of lighter materia

than our earth. But we have every reason to be

lieve that all the planets are made of similar mate
rials. Jupiter's mighty mass attracts every por

tion of his substance toward the center, tending tc

make his whole frame very compact and dense; ye

his frame is not compact or dense, but much mon
swollen than that of our earth. If our earth swelle<

to four times its present volume, it would, in th

respect be in the same condition as Jupiter. Only

he is so much mightier in attractive energy, tha

the same heat which would thus expand or swe!

our earth would not suffice to expand Jupiter t

the same degree. It so chances that our sun

expanded (no doubt by intense heat) to about th

same degree. In his case, a tremendous heat is

course wanted. In the case of our earth, a con

siderable heat would (we know) be required. Ii

Jupiter's case, we may safely infer a very great hea

is required, and exists.

Only, instead of supposing that the solid mas

of Jupiter is swollen in this degree, I think we ma
conclude that owing to the intense heat of his soli'

mass, enormous quantities of gas and vapor are gen

erated, and form a very deep atmosphere all aroun

him, in which float great masses of cloud. It i

this atmosphere, laden with immense layers

cloud, that the astronomer sees and measures, nc

the real body of the planet, which can no more b

seen than a peach-stone inside the perfect fruit.

In Fig. 3, you have a picture of Jupiter (as see

on February n. 1S72). Does not the planet a

thus seen show itself to be inwrapped in a very dee

atmosphere, laden with mighty cloud-masses? Fo

my own part, I have long believed that thos

rounded clouds, which you see floating along th

planet's equator, are not only rounded, but globt

lar; have not only length and breadth, but dept

also ; and not only so, but I believe that thes

rounded masses of cloud have been thrown up fror

a great depth below their present position. Now

if you remember that on the scale of the pictut

the white disc in the corner represents our eartl
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.nearly 8.000 miles in diameter, you will see that if

these views of mine are correct,—and there is a

great mass of evidence in favor of them,—the at-

mosphere in which these great rounded masses of

;loud are floating, and into which they are driven

by mighty currents carrying them from yet lower

..evels, must be at least eight or ten thousand miles

n depth.

A curious thing happened on June 26, 1828,

ji'hich can easily be explained if the atmosphere

)f Jupiter is thus deep and kept in constant turmoil

FIG. 3 —JUPITER AS SEEN FEB. II, 1872.

irough the intense heat of the planet within, but

annot possibly be explained if Jupiter is supposed

) be in the same state as our earth. Admiral

'•myth was observing one of Jupiter's moons,
ilaced as shown in the picture (to which, however,

lis satellite does not properly belong). It was

bout to cross the planet's face, traveling toward
Me left. He saw it make its entry on the disc,

nd went to record the time in his note-book.
Jbserve that at this moment the planet's outline

ias entirely outside that of the satellite, which in

ct could no longer be seen. Returning a few

minutes after to the telescope, Smyth saw the sat-

ellite outside again, or to all seeming just as it

had been before the entry, when he had pictured it as

in Fig. 3. The same strange thing was seen by Mr.

Maclear at Biggleswade, with a rather smaller tele-

scope, and by Dr. Pearson at South Kilworth, with

a much larger one. Now, a moon cannot possibly

stop in its course around its planet ; still less, if

less could be, could a moon retreat and anon ad-

vance. Nor could the whole frame of Jupiter shift.

Out of all question, the outline of Jupiter changed,

and not by a little, but by two or three thousand

miles. There would be nothing beyond belief in

this if the atmosphere is thousands of miles deep,

and the outermost cloud-layers eight or ten thou-

sand miles above the true surface. For a cloud-

layer might easily be dissolved into the invisible

form by the warm breath of some current of Jovian

air. But that the surface of a planet like our earth

should change in level even by ten miles, is utterly

incredible, far more that there should be an alter-

nate swelling and shrinking through two or three

thousand miles. Such a disturbance of the crust

would turn all that part of Jupiter into vapor, so

intense would be the heat produced by the move-

ment.

The great belt shown dark in the picture is often,

perhaps generally, of a creamy-white color. But

of late it has often shone with a ruddy color, as

though lit up by the fiery heat of the hidden sur-

face below.

The spectroscope, the instrument mentioned in

my paper on Venus, shows that the deep atmosphere

of Jupiter contains enormous quantities of the vapor

of water. It seems to me not improbable that all

the water of the planet, its future seas and oceans,

now hang suspended in the form of cloud and
vapor in the planet's atmosphere. Jupiter, in fact,

may fairly be regarded as a young though gigantic

planet,—not young in years, but young in devel-

opment,—a baby planet, the fullness of whose
growth will not be attained for hundreds of millions

of years, when our earth perhaps will have been
for ages a decrepit or even a dead world.
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JAMIE'S RABBITS.

These rabbits belong to little Jamie, who lives in the city almost all

the year. A year ago last winter he was very sick, and, when spring

came, his mamma took him to the country on a farm, so that he might

grow well and strong.

The old farmer was very fond of Jamie, and one day brought home a

large basket with a handle at the middle and a lid at each side of the

handle.

All the folks soon came around to see what was in the basket, but

the farmer said that Jamie must have the first look. Then he set the

basket down on the floor, and told Jamie to lift up the lids, and what he

should see he could have for his very own ! Jamie took a peep with

great care, and what do you think he saw ? Why, two lovely bunnies,

—

one all black and the other all white, and the white one had pink eyes

Jamie was so glad that he let fall the lids at once and gave a cry of

joy. Then he jumped up and down and clapped his hands, and put his

arms about the old farmer's neck, and gave him a good hug and a kiss

After that he took the bunnies to show them to his mamma, and she

was glad too, and kissed him, and said he must take great care of their

and be kind to them.

Before very long, the old farmer made a small house or hutch tc

keep the rabbits in, and he and Jamie fed them day by day. They were

fond of carrots and turnips and cabbage, and Jamie would go with the

farmer into the garden and get these things, and put them in a little

basket, and take them to the hutch. Soon the rabbits knew it was meal

time when they saw Jamie come with the basket, and then they wouk

prick up their long ears, and look as if they would like to be polite anc

say, " Thank you !

"

One day, Jamie found them just as you see them in the picture

There was a strange doll with them in the hutch, but he did not know

who had put it there. The rabbits did not feel quite safe with the doll

Blackie feared it might hurt, so he kept behind his friend, out of harm':

way. Whitey eyed the doll a long time, as if he hoped it might at las

prove to be good to eat.

The doll was bald, but he did not look old or worn by care. He

did not seem to mind the rabbits at all. If he had known how hungr
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ley were, he might have wished to run oft", and not stay there and

mile, and hang his head and arms and legs in that loose way.

Jamie loved his little bunnies very much, and when the time came for

him to leave them and go back to the city, he was very, very sorry.

JAMIE S RABBITS.

'

't his mamma said her little boy could go to them again next summer,

i the old farmer said he would do his best for them through the

iter.

-So Jamie tried not to fret. He is a good boy, and deserves to have

i:tty bunnies, for he takes fine care of them.

And—what do you think ? Three weeks ago, Jamie was taken to the

• intry to see his bunnies, and he will stay with them till cold weather

J ties again.
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JACK- IN -THE -PULPIT.

Oh, my poor birds ! Little they think of what is

coming. But their Jack knows it and trembles for

them in secret.

Yes, the Fourth of July in this part of the world

is a hard day for the birds. You see, the poor little

creatures know very little, if anything, about
American history, and even if they did know all

about it, the July racket is dreadful, and they

have n't the firmness and majesty of the American
eagle to enable them to bear it.

Never believe that your Jack does not rejoice in

the thought of this great and glorious nation, or

that he would have you overlook its honorable

birthdays, or fail to keep them in grand, joyful

ways. No, no. But gunpowder is for war. not for

peace. If you wished to honor the birthday of a

noble and revered grandparent, you hardly would

do so by exploding a fire-cracker in his ear, would
you ?

Ah, well ! may be Jack does n't quite understand
these things.

AN UNDERGROUND FOREST.

DEAR, dear, what queer things folks dig up in

these days ! Why, it was only a little while before

school closed that the Little Schoolma'am was tell-

ing the children about a real buried city, a part of

which some person with a German name had un-

earthed after it had lain under the ground for hun-

dreds and hundreds of years.

And yesterday I heard a fussy lot of sparrows

quarreling over news that an ocean gull had brought

to them from the home of their forefathers in

England. It was about a buried forest, ever so

many thousands of years old, that had been dis-

covered lately in Hampshire.
Beside beech, oak, elm and laurel trees, like

those to be seen growing in England to-day, there

were found in this forest such plants as the palm'
the cactus and the aroids, that now belong only tt

tropical lands. As the aroids are akin to the Jack
in-the-Pulpit family, I tried to learn from the spar
rows how this news was to be explained. But the-

made such a chatter, I could n't. So, I '11 thani

some of my chicks to inquire into the matter.

JULY EVENTS.

Dear Mr. Jack : Our "little schoolma'am" told us some thing

about July, and u-e wrote them down. Here they are. Wont yo
please pass them on ?

Julius Caesar was bom in this month, so Marc Antony called
after Caesar's family name, "Julius." May be on this account, S
John Suckling, the poet, thought he could give the name of tt

month a similar sound. In his "Wedding" poem, of which 01

schoolma'am gave us some verses to copy, be says of the bride

:

" Her lips were red, and one was thin,

Compared with that was next her chin,

Some bee had stung it newly

;

But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face,

I durst no more upon them gaze
Than on the sun in July."

So, you see, he calls July, "Jew-ly." It doesn't seem to a

much of a rhyme.
Now I will tell you the names of some great people who died, ai

of some who were bom, in July. I know when and where, but wo
you please ask the St. Nicholas boys and girls to write and tt

you. for me. if they know, too?
Petrarch died in July, and so did the Admirable Crichton, Chf

lotte Corday, Jean Jacques Rousseau, Robert Bums, Richard Brir.

ley Sheridan, John Adams, Madame de Stael, '1 homas Jefferso

Hahnemann, Zachary Taylor, Beranger the French poet, and Mt
garet Fuller Ossoli.

John Calvin and the famous Marie de Medici were born in Jul
so were Blackstone the great lawyer, and Flaxman the sculptor.

don't know any more.
Learning dates by themselves must be dry work, but our scho>

ma'am tells us about the things and people also, and we like tl

ever so much. I hope all the boys and girls will have a good tir

this Fourth.—Yours truly, Beatrice B.

THE COST OF WET FEET.

Some boys and girls were playing near the por

where my friends the water-lilies grow, when an o

New York gentleman came along and cried out

the children: " Don't wet your feet,— it costs ti

much !
" Then he went on, reaching out so vigc

ously for the lilies, that at first he did not seem
hear the cries of the children for an explanatio

. At last it came, when they ran to him with tin

hands full of the beautiful flowers. He told the

that in New York City, in winter, when the
'

cleaned streets are covered with pools of watt

the cost to the citizens in time, doctors' and si

geons' bills, physic, boots, clothes and funei

expenses, would amount in one day to two millio

seven hundred and fifty-four thousand two hu

dred and twenty-five dollars ($2,754,225) ! ! Tliii

of that, my youngsters ! In my opinion, this wat<

soaked old gentleman from New York was rath

shaky in his facts, though he certainly was stro:

enough in his statements.

FOUR LEAVED CLOVERS.

Dyersburg, May n, 1877

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit : Did the fairies ever whisper in y

car, that a four-leaf clover brought good luck to the finder? .
I *

a little girl when I heard it. and having strong belief in fairies

good luck, I was determined to find one. Two years ago, on

bright sunshiny morning,— the very best day of the year to me, fo

was my tenth birthday,— I was playing on the deep grass, and 1

mv hand directly on a fourdeaf clover, and—oh, joy of joys!—it*

followed by a five-leaf one. The fifth leaf proved to be a beaut
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I
een chalice, just to hold my good luck, as I thought. And, dear

i r. Jack, ifyou could see my little blue-eyed sister, that came soon
! ter, you would think with me that the fairies were right. I send you

1 e identical clover found on that day, and a cluster of four-leaved

wers found about a week ago, thinking that, perhaps, such things

ight be new to some of the readers of the St. Nicholas, and that

J 'ti would like to tell them about these.—Yours truly,

Madge Child.

.

Jack i

cadge

k is very glad to see these beautiful specimens,

je, and he hopes you may live to enjoy many
id many happy birthdays.

So far, so good. Now, who can find Jack two

ades of ribbon-grass exactly alike ?

can. They hop into the stables, hop, hop along

the stalls to the horses' ears, tell them all about the

grass, the trees, and the cool, sweet shade ; then

they hop, hop to the floor, and the pails, eat their

little "fill," and hop, hop out again. Bless the

little sparrows !

ALL THE ALPHABET.

Dear Jack : Did the Little Schoolma'am ever see a verse that

contains all the letters of the alphabet? Here is one, which I did

not make, but a girl gave it to me in school. I think it contains

every letter.—Yours truly, Lizzie Green.

FIRE-CRACKERS.

San Francisco, May 2, 1877.

Dear Jack : The other day I did wish I. lived in China. Father

s reading out of the paper. As near as I can remember this was
at he read

:

In Canton, and other Chinese cities, one hears tire-crackers on
days and at various hours of the night, not fired singly, but by
ridreds and thousands at a time. It is a part of their religious

;ervances, and they expect that the din will drive off evil spirits."

father said he wished they would drive the evil spirit of mischiet

of us boys; and I told him if he would buy us a lot of crackers

would try. But he has not yet.

rhere is a Chinese boy comes to school with us, and he is right

irt at learning. He said those smashed-up letters on the packages
:rackers mean all manner i>f things. I said, so they might, but I

/. :w about them, because St. Nicholas told me. Then he looked
'red and said, "Is that an evil spirit?" I told him no, it was a

k. Next day I showed it to him, and how it translated the funny
i labels, and he said, " That 's so !

" Please tell the St. Nicholas
s.—Yours truly, Robert W. Hall.

1'. S,— It was in the St. Nicholas for July, 1874.

SPARROWS AND HORSES.

SPARROWS are good-hearted little creatures after

though they do wrangle a little among them-

' God gives the grazing ox his meat,

He quickly hears the sheep's low cry;

But man, who lakes His finest wheat,
Should lift His joyful praises high."

CAN A DOG THINKP

Stratford, Ontario, April 3, 1877.

My dear Jack: I send you a couple of true anecdotes of
" Buff," a four-footed friend of mine, which may interest your young
folks. Good-bye, Jack ! May your shadow never grow less !—Yours
truly, C. W. Y.

Can a Dog Think ?—Of course not, you will say; but just wait

till you hear about Ruff. Ruff is a heavy mastiff, and a great per.

On Sundays, and when there are visitors, his toilet consists of a stiff

white collar and a black neck-tie, which are quite becoming, and of

which he feels very proud. One night, a gentleman came to the house,

and inquired for his brother Clarence, who was stopping with us.

He had never seen Buff, so he was formally introduced as Clarence's

brother. Ruff accepted the acquaintanceship, and immediately
became very friendly. It so happened that Clarence was spending
the evening at a friend's house, " Atholecot," that evening; and as

the gentleman wished very much to see him, he decided to go there.

But how to find the way? It was pitch dark, there were no street-

lamps, and the road was very winding As soon as "Atholecot"
was mentioned, Buff pricked up his

ears,—probably visions of good 'things

Milled through his mind,—and when
told that the gentleman wanted to

go there, he could hardly be kept
in the house " Follow Buff," I said,

"and he will take you there." And
so he did, and by the straightest

road.

Ruff's "bump of benevolence" is

largely developed. When he has
more provisions than lie cares for,

he hides them away, and when he
sees a poor, miserable, half-starved

dog-tramp, he brings him into the

\\ifjv'

'"""'
garden, digs a bone out of the snow,

J^'-
'- '''''-—

_.-.--_ and tells him, in dog-talk, to "pitch
*«Ss^' '/"'^f^---/' in." When he thinks the stranger

has had enough, he tells him so;
and if he does n't accept the hint

and leave, he gives him a good
shaking and sends him about his busi-

ness.

II Buff can't think, he does some-
thing very like it.

-es. I heard two or three of them holding a joy-
'ting over the good deeds done by some of their

>ws in New York—how they make a habit of
lg to the great town stables where the car horses
kept, and comforting the tired beasts with their

jry voices and nimble, playful ways. Some of
e horses, it seems, have to jog back and forth

t
y day along their rail-tracks for nearly the
iih of the great city, touching the Battery at

end of the route and Central Park at the other,

out ever once being allowed to go into either.

i r
, that must be pretty hard. Never to run over

..grass or rest under the green trees ! But the
^rows make up for the privation as well as they

BLACKSMITHS IN AFRICA.

Dear Jack : In reading Dr. Livingstone's "Last Journal," the

part about native blacksmiths in Africa interested me very much.
Imagine a big negro, with no other clothing than a waist-cloth,

squatting before the large, earth-imbedded stone which forms his anvil.

Two pieces of stout green bark furm the tongs by which he holds
the bit of iron that his companion—the master blacksmith—is ham-
mering into shape. The hammer which this master smith is wielding
with all his might, is a large stone, bound around with bands made of
the strong inner bark of a tree. Of this bark are formed the loops
which serve as handles. The hammer thus made bears a rude resem-
blance to a traveling-valise. The bellows, which is worked by still an-
other assistant, is made of two goat-skins with sticks at the open ends.
With so few tools, and those <>f the rudest sort, the African black-

smiths hardly could be expected to produce articles of fine workman-
ship ; yet Dr. Livingstone says they have made articles of excellent
quality that would have been very creditable to even the best English
or American smiths, with all the latter's advantages in the way of
fine tools and workshops.—Yours truly, E. G.
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MISS LOUISE'S MOUTH.
(Translation of French Story in May Number.)

By A. R. T.

Miss LOUISE'S mouth is very large. When one
sees it, one always has a desire to say, " What an
enormous mouth !

"

Well, it is not a misfortune. A large mouth is

very convenient. This was the opinion of the wolf

who so well crunched up Little Red Riding-Hood,
and it is also the opinion of Miss Louise. She
always has a very good appetite, and she does not

find her mouth too big for all that she has need to

put into it.

A big mouth is also very convenient for prattling.

This one is never tired of talking and saying droll

things. And when it has prattled enough, it sings:

it is then that it opens well !

And for screaming, too 1 It is no longer a mouth
—it is an oven, a cavern, a resounding gulf. When

it is open, like that, the best thing its hearers can c

is to stop up their ears and make their escape.

The cries do not last forever. Laughing com
again— a good laugh, which shows pretty little ve

white teeth ; they are not all there yet, for Mi
Louise is hardly more than a baby.
And when it has laughed well, what good b

kisses it knows how to give—that mouth !

Mamma does not find it at all too big, and lov

it as it is.

And later, when Miss Louise will be older, wh
she will have become very reasonable, very wit

and very good, her mouth will say things so sen:

ble, so pretty and so amiable, that everybody
love it, and no one will have an idea of thinking

too big.

Good translations of "La Bouche de Mademoiselle Louise" were received before May 18th from: Arnold Guvot Cameron, Amy
Reynolds, Annie Rider, W. F. Dana, Milton Hopkins. Fannie Freeman, A. B. W., Grace M. Hall, E. W. B. 'P., "Helen of Tro
Hattie K. Chase, "Cupid bereft of his Chow-chow," Adele Grant, James E. Whitney, George B. McClellan, Jr, Nellie Emerson, A
Soil, A. Wayland Cutting, Wm. Weightman Walker, Thos. Hunt, Louisa B., Caroline Chase, Harold Steele MacKaye, Lucy S. Bim
Maude E. Boswell, J. Lilian Doty, Kitty Stebbins, Hallie P. Adams, Seelye Bryant, Blossom Drum, J. P. C, William A. King, Jen
B. Kizcr. Harriet A. Clark, Madge Wilson, Francis Irving, Angie Courts. William L. Smith. A. Jennie McNeil, Louise H. Kii

Bella Robinson, Mabel Curtis Wright, Leslie W. Hopkinson, Nellie Chandler, Marian Otis, Frances M. Woodward, Mac Fiske, Kathar
Spalding, Eleanor N. Hughes, Bessie Van Rensselaer, Frederick Eastman, Constance Grand-Pierre, " Bob White," Edith R. Smith, M,'

Richardson, Emma Disc-sway, Jennie E. Beal, Fannie F. Hunt, Mary Hawley, Fannie P. Blake, Mary H. Sharpe, Lois L. Howe, Salli

Macallister, G. Frederick Harwood, Grace Foster Scwall, Kate E. Dimock, Louise W. Ford, Frank A Eaton, May Parker, Lodio
Porter, Arthur W. Underwood, Win. H. Parker, Fannie R. Safford, L. E. P., Bessie L. Barnes, Lillie L. Preston, Julia H. George, ]

A. Wilkinson, Alice Ashmoie Walker, Agnes Frances Walker, G. C. W., Hattie G. Merrill, " Vulcan," Harriet Langdon Pruyn, " Louis
Alice S. Moody, B. M. P., Ella L True, and May Harwood.

THE LETTER-BOX.

Our readers will remember that, in the June number of St.

Nicholas, Mr. Ingersoll told them about three species of our native

American wild mice, namely, the white-footed mouse, called scientifi-

cally Hesperomys leucopus ; the meadow-mouse, A rvicola ripariits ;

and the jumping or deer-mouse, Jacuius hudsoniits. They will re-

member also that he told them these mice were not uncommon
throughout the United States; lived in open fields and prairies for

the most part, rather than in the woods, where they dug burrows or

built nests, ate seeds, roots and bark, and were themselves eaten by

many animals and birds of prey. Having been reminded of these

particulars, it will be easy to study more carefully some further points

in the life of these entertaining little creatures, as given by Mr.

Ingersoll this month.

Covington, Ky., April 2, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas : I am a little boy ten years old, and am one
of a family of five children. We have taken you ever since you were
first published, and we like you very much. We also have three

nice bound volumes in regular order. December gth last we organ-

ized a society to save and make the proper use of our money. The
officers are as follows: Papa, President; Mamma, Vice-President;

Del, my elder sister, Secretary; J. Wade, Treasurer; Kate, another

sister, Mag, another, and John, my baby brother, are members. In
the society, or in another apartment, we have a mission-box, and out

of the society money we give it fifteen cents a week. Good-by.
Yours truly and respectfully,

By order of the society. Wade Hampton.

San Francisco, 187;

Dear St. Nicholas : I am ten years old, and of course am
expected to write as well as an old girl. I often see letters in y
columns from little boys and girls, so I thought you might lik<

hear about a pet goose I had.

A little while before Christmas my uncle Charles gave my gra

mother a goose. When he was brought to us his legs were tied

and it hurt him very much. My cousin Ernest made a cage for !

and he slept very nicely. In the morning when he woke up,

made such a racket that it woke us all up For a while he
quite lonesome, and would call after everybody who passed his ca

but by-and-by he got over it and seemed quite contented. Tl
being no pond for him to swim in, we gave him a bath in a tul

often as we could. I think you will laugh at his name. It

" Misery," because he loved company so much. The raLs cam
such numbers after his food that it became necessary to set a a

My cousin Olive and I used to put him on a box and sit on e

side of him and feed him, or we would sing to him. He was very 1

of biting the buttons on our dresses, and one day he bit one oft",

nearly swallowed it. We were very careful to protect our bull

after that

But " Misery " grew thinner and thinner, and seemed so unha
in spite of all we did for him, that my grandmother thought it vH

be best to kill him. So one morning before we were up she had
killed. We had him for dinner, but he was very tough. We
going to have a little dog soon, and perhaps I will tell you al

him.

I like the St. Nicholas better than any other magazine I

"

read.—Yours truly, Pearl Hobar'
P. S.— I did not eat any of the goose.
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Cleveland, O.
)ear St. Nicholas : I am a little girl eight years old. Having
d some about birds in my St. Nicholas, I thought I would tell

1 about a little canary that I have. Missing its sweet notes the

er day, I looked into the cage, and found it lying at the bottom,

d, as we supposed: but papa took it in his hands and said it was
quite dead; he then mixed some red pepper with milk ; then he

ned its little bill with a pen-knife and made it take some. I then

apiece of flannel and put it into a collar-box. Then papa put in

birdie. Mamma said it probably would be dead before morning,
when I got up the next morning and peeped into the box, my

die had its eyes open, and I am now happy to tell you that at this

.jient it is singing again as sweetly as ever. I thought this simple

ledy might save the birdie of some other little girl or boy — I am,
r little reader, Irene L. CoREV.

Jrace Johnson, a little girl, ten years old, sends us this verse

ut her poll parrot:

POLLY.

We have a funny polly,

He 's 'most as smart as you,
If you stoop down under his cage.

He'll call out, "Peek-a-boo."
If you should come and sec me,
He'd say, "How do you do?"

And sing "Pretty Polly Hopkins"
In a cheerful voice for you.

Fort McKavctt, Menard Co.. Texas, May 2, 1877.
EAR St. Nicholas: My letter in the March number of your
azine has been the means of giving me two kind little friends in the

a of New York. They rather felt for my lonely situation, I sup-

, and I thank them for their kind-heartedness. They are anxious
now about my army home, so I will tell them, and the rest of
young folks, as best I can, how we live in the army :

'e have no grand, tine houses like you town and city girls and
;have; but our houses arc built of rough stone one story high,

1 contain but three or four rooms, sitting-room, bedroom, dining-
.1, and kitchen. No matter how large a family an officer may
\tj he is limited to this number of rooms; in fact, we are entitled

1 to one room and a kitchen ; but this is seldom strictly adhered
s in that case we should have to live more like pigs than human
gs. Army officers, too, are generally supposed to live like gen-
:n; but I am sure it would not look very gentlemanly or lady-
to steep, eat, and sit in the same room
le officers' and soldiers' quarters are all built in line and around
quare; " we have a little plot of ground in front and at the side
XT quarters; wc have vines trained over our porches, making
look pretty. Fort McKavelt is situated on a hill, and is sur-
ded on all sides by hills; the scenery is varied and pretty. A
y stream called the San Saba runs near the post; it is full of
tiful, clear springs; from one or two in particular is obtained all

'ater used in the garrison, brought up in large water-wagons, each
:n by eight mules; the work about the garrison is done by the
^r prisoners. There is a fine hospital building for the sick, and
doctors to attend them. It would seem strange to you, no doubt,
1 scarcely any one but soldiers about ; but I am used to it, never
ig seen anything else, for I was not quite two years old when I

jknew anything about army life; we were then living so near

f
>co that mamma and papa often took me across the Rio Grande
to Matamoras, we could get so many nice things over there ;

lay be I will tell you about that place another time.
: have a delightful band here belonging to the Tenth Infantry
m plays in the open air three times a week, in the evening, in the

|3
stand, and every morning at guard-mounting, and on Sunday
ngs at dress parade, which is the soldiers' church ; for we have
aplain. I have not been inside a church for four years; is not
dreadful? Some foolish persons think army peop'e live in ease
-ixury, and do not sacrifice anything ; but just ihink of not hav-
school, or a church, or anything of that kind to go to, seeing
tme faces every day and ihe same things—nothing to amuse us.
et tired of playing the same games even. The only things I

without tiring of are riding on horseback, and that I do love
ly, and taking care of my numerous pets. I study every day,
is not like going to school ; I am afraid I am dreadfully behind
girls of my age. But I fear, dear St. Nicholas, you will be
of reading so much; so my letter shall stop right here. I

i I think more of you every year, and just long for the end of
m. onth to come.- Your affectionate little reader,

Janet G. Larke,

\R St. Nicholas: My little boy, Bertie, just three years old,
id St. Nicholas sent him by his dear grandma, for "his birth-

I ift, and we are perfectly charmed with it. Weare in the " back-
" now, so it is a double pleasure. The last number came yes-

, and Bertie went to bed hugging it in his arms at night. Of

course I intend he shall lake good care of the numbers and have
them bound, and 1 hope he will be a subscriber for years to come.
He thinks "Cluck-a-Luck's Strange Children" very funny, and I

have, to read it over and over to him. Last summer I took him to the
country for a day, and he slipped away from nurse, and when she
found him in the poultry-yard, the little fellow, in his delight, had
killed three of the loveliest litlle white chickens just hatched, and was
in the act of " hugging" another when nurse found him. He said

he "just loved 'em up light." He knows better now, and if I had
lime, I would tell you about his pet canary and red-bird, which love
him so much.
He never saw a pig until we came here a few months ago, and

when he saw the great black fellow, he came running to me, saying:
"Oh ! mamma, I 'spect it is a bear." Do you think any of your little

folks would make such a mistake? Bertie sends love, and says I

musl tell you about " the three piggies ;
" but I 'm afraid our loiter is

too long now for the Letter-Box.— Yours truly, " M."

Agnes Frances W., Alice Ashrhore W., and G. C. W., three

little sisters, of Winchester, Virginia, send us three capita! translations

of "La Bouche de Mademoiselle Louise," published in our May
number, and beg us to give them " something a little more difficult in

French, and also a German story for translation." It is very evident

that they are new readers of St. Nicholas, or they would know that

our back numbers have anticipated their request. ' But we welcome
them heartily, and hope in future to give them a goodly share of

pleasant work.

Richmond House, Reading, England, May 5, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas: I am very glad my dear papa lets me take

your magazine. I like it very much, and I read some of it almost
every day. I am reading now " Pattikin's House," and think it a
very pretty story.

I went to Southsea the other day, and found such a lot of shells

and sea-weed and little crabs on the beach. And I saw the "Vic-
tory," the ship on which Lord Nelson was killed many years ago.

I shall be eight years old in a few days.—Your friend,

Aldin White.

The long article on " Gunpowder " in this number, written by an
ex-officer of the U. S. army, cannot, we think, fail to interest our
boy-readers, and give them a useful hint or two.

Philadelphia, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas: Will you please tell me in your next num-

ber who is Saxe Holm, who wrote the story, "The First Time," in
the May St. Nicholas? I looked in Drake's "Dictionary of
American Biography," and in Allibone's " Dictionary of Authors,"
but they did not say anything about the person. —Your little reader,

Jennie March.

The real name of" Saxe Holm " is not known, nor is it likely to be.

1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : Last summer, about the first of August,

Ed and I had planned to camp out for a few days. I was to furnish
the necessary articles, which were bread, tea, butter, plates, knives,
spoons, towels, blankets, a tent, and cooking utensils.

While, on the other hand, Ed, who did not like tea, brought choco-
late, crackers and herring. I also borrowed of my grandmother a
large, heavy, buffalo robe, on which we were to sleep. The next
morning we got up early, and got the things ready for our trip.

At half-past nine we were ready, and proceeded to the boat-house.
Our tools were a spade and an ax, which we took along in case of
emergencies. We also took some money to buy milk with.

Once fairly started we put up the sail, for wc did not fancv the
idea of rowing sixteen miles in the hot sun. A good wind favored
us, and we reached our destination about four o'clock.
We encamped ort a beautiful beach facing the north-east. After

we had pitched our tent, we went to look after the baggage. The
provisions were packed in a large basket, which we put in the tent.

I then brought the butter can, and dug a hole in the gravel, two
feet deep, and about four feet from the water, so as to keep it cool.

After that we got supper, which consisted of tea, chocolate,
crackers, and herring.

After supper wc got boughs and laid them on the ground under the
tent—over these we spread the buffalo robe. This was our bed. We
were then ready for night. After gathering up the things, and put-
ling them in the tent, we got into the boat and rowed a mile farther
on, where we met some friends, with whom wc spent the evening.
After rowing back, and shutting the Haps of the tent, we went to bed.
We had some trouble getting to sleep; a bug bit EJ and stung him
very badly. 1'he next mornmg we got up early, built our fire, and had
breakfast, which we ate with a good relish. After washing the dishes
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and setting things to rights, we took a row. When we got back
there were some boys around the Lent. They were the friends we
had visited the previous evening, and as they h;id brought potatoes
and other things, we were glad that they had come. So we invited

them to stay to dinner, after which we took a sail, and saw some
more of our friends, bupper over, we spent the evening as before,

and then went to bed; but we could not get to sleep. Mosquitoes
were very thick, and about twelve o'clock we made up our minds to

get up, tear down our tent, pack up, and start for home. When we
had got everything ready we pushed oft. Alter rowing about two
miles we put to shore, and set up the sail, and then steered for the

middle of the lake. We had a fair wind at first, but after a while it

died down. As we sat waiting tor a breeze to spring up, the sky
began to get very dark, and with it came what we wanted, a good
wind ; but before long we found we h;id got ourselves in a fix. for the

wind began to blow harder and harder, and the waves were so high
that they splashed into the boat. As quickly as we could we seized the

oars, and pulled for the nearest shore. The motion of the waves had
made me rather Faint, so Ed made me lie down on the blankets. We
then took turns in rowing till we-had rowed about five miles, when I

again lay down. This time I fell asleep. Ed did not wake me, as

he should have done, but let me sleep on. At last I awoke of my
own accord, and 1 was surprised to find we had gone so far. I tried

to take my turn at the oars., but the more 1 moved the sicker I got.

In half an hour we reached the boat-house, and a happier pair of

boys could not be found. When we reached the house I found it to

be five o'clock, so that it had taken us just five hours to row eighteen

miles.

Having told you the event of the summer, I will bid you good-by.
—Yours truly, R. R B.

Venice, April, 1877.
_

Dear Old St. Nicholas: I will tell you some things about this

Italian city. It has no horse-cars or stages, so we have to go around
in boats called gondolas, because nearly all the streets are water, like

canals, but without tow-paths. The only good place for walking is

the great square in front of the cathedral of St. Mark, where the

bronze lions are. You will think boys can't run about much or have
many games here, but there are lots of boats and plenty of water,

to get fun out of.

We shall stay here for a whole year, and papa says you shall come
to us every month just the same.

I must tell you the carpenters here pull their planes toward them,
like the Japanese carpenters that we see in pictures, instead of push-

ing them as our carpenters do at home, in America. I saw this in

a workshop, and there was a hollow at each side of the plane, to

give a good hold. Please tell this to the St. Nicholas boys —Your
true friend, Willie S.

The following startling and original fairy-tale—an awful warning

to kings—comes to us with this note from the author:

Syracuse, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas : I am going to write a story, and would like

it very much if you would publish it in the St. nicholas. If you think

it worth while printing. 1 am only eight years old.

The Magic Carpet.

(A fairy tale.)

Once upon a time there lived a king. One day he was walking in

his garden, looking at the flowers, he thought how rich he was, and
how poor some people were. Suddenly it became very dark, at last

he distinguished three figures, on the ground. He asked them what
they were. They said they were three fanes. Each of them gave
him a wish The first one said he would find ten dollars every time

he put his hand in his pocket. The second one said when ever he
was in trouble to call for them they would come. The third one said

she would give him a magic carpet, she would not tell him what good
it was, they went away, in a second he found himself in his palace

with all the people around him. He could not find out what good it

was. He had it put on his floor.' One day he was walking on the

carpet he wished himself in Cincinnati he found himself in Cincinnati.

He called for the faries they came he said what shall I do, they told

him to be contented with what he had, they vanished, he felt in his

pocket, and got one hundred dollars. He spent it for whisky, and got
drunk. At last he found that he had to work for his living, every cent

he got he spent for whisky, after a while he got so drunk that he was
put in prison, and he died there. A. T. E.

Birmingham, Ct., April 22, 1877.
Dear Mrs. Dodge: I had a little kitty that looked something

like the picture in the new (May) St. Nicholas, and played just

like it. I think the poetry by it is awful pretty. I think the fairy

story is nice loo, especially the funny old giant, Dundernose.
This is a beautiful St. Nicholas. All the stories are nice. I like

them every one. I can read them all. I can't write nor print well,

my mamma writes letters for me. I am 'most eight years old. Good-
by. That 's all I 'm going to say. Pauline P.

San Francisco, April 5, 1877.
Dear Editor of the St. Nicholas : The other day I went to

silver wedding, where a Russian nobleman, named Baron von Oste
saken, gave the following riddles in French:

First: Mon premier est le premier de son cspecc ; mon second
seul de son espece, et mon tout est ce que je ne veux pas vous dire
Second: Mon premier est un animal domestique ; mon second t

ce que les dames n'aiment pas decouvrir en elles-memes, et mon to

est une union.

Third: Pourquoi rimperatrice a-t-elle quitte Paris avec un de
tiste?

These are all I can remember.—Yours truly,

Jt li \ H. George.

The answer-; to these riddles will be given in the next number
St. Nicholas.

Pittsfield, May 23d, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I was very glad to see my name in 1

" Letter-Box " for translating the French story in the April numb
Last week I went out every clear night to find the different constel
tions, with the help of Professor Proctor's maps. " His Own Maste
is very exciting, I think, in this number. I am sorry " Pattiki;

House" ends so soon ; I was so interested in it.—Your reader,

Nellie Emerson.

H. Starkweather's problem in arithmetical-alget
(for it is not properly an algebraic problem) in the Ju
number of St. Nicholas, page 574, may be easily t

plained by the accurate use of a rule which he us
inaccurately. We shall refer to the first example givi

the explanation being equally true for the others.

The solution is correct until the last equation, whi
should be

J- (7 - |) = J- (2 - |)

or, as it is usually written,

7 - 1= ± (2 i).

according to the rule that the square root of any quant
is "ambiguous," as the books say; we would say

either -\- or — ; not both -f- and — ; nor yet, -f- or

just as you choose; but -J- or — , according to the c<

ditions of the problem.
In this case we must take the — sign for the secc

member of the equation, and we then have

7- I
= - (2- |), or,

7 -\ = - 2+ f»or,

2 Bi

which is correct.

The example, then, does not prove that 7=2,
that \ = f.

To illustrate the necessity for a choice between thel

and — values of a square root

:

Given the algebraic equation x -f- \/* =6. By ;

tion x = 9 ;
' tfx%

we might say, = -^ 3. But it c|

not = + 3, for 9 -f- 3 = 12, and not 6 ; it does =
for 9 -f- (— 3) or 9 — 3 = 6, as in the original equatil

This we should not have discovered by squaring

members of the given equation, and then finding x\
if we had solved 'the equation as it stands, we shcl

have found the value of \/~v, = — 3, first, and then .'|

9; which explains the reason why, though x = 9,

in this equation, i/x cannot = 3.

It may be noticed of the " other examples " in the I

St. Nicholas : If it were proved that 2 = 1, of coil

4=3 without further proof.

We would commend to our young readers a varial

of Davy Crockett's advice :
" Be sure you 're right, 11

go ahead." Be sure yon. are right (particularljl

mathematics), then stand by your results.

Martha L. Cox sends the only correct solution to this prol

received up to present date (May 25th).

R. \V. M. is mistaken in saying that each member of the 5th (1

tion is negative. He will see, by examining the problem, thatH

of them is positive.
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PICTOIUAI. PUZZLE.

m pfssn

ind in the picture: 1. The Ettrick Shepherd. . 2. The plant " Equisetum arvense." 3. A nickname for Boston. 4. A part ofa church
a rascal. 5. A member ofa society. 6. A military command. 7. A story. <j. An arrow. 9. A colloquial name for an English servant.

!
tVrath. 11. A fine yellow wood. 12. A period. 13. Storms 14. A verb meaning "to weary." 15. A verb meaning

"

(J. 17. Over sixty gallons. 18. Something under every eye. 19. Blows with a hatchet. 20. A kind of wine.

Chick-

NUMEKICAIi ENIGMA.

I
imposed of sixteen letters. The 1, 7, 14, 9, is a company. The
8, 11, is a girl's name. The 10, 15, 4, 13, is a number. The
5, 6, is an examination. The whole is good advice from

ncspeare. isola.

EASY R1DDEE.
Mv first is in cat, but not in dog;
My second is in plank, but not in log;
My third is in rat, but not in mice;
My fourth is in pleasant, but not in nice;
My fifth is in Kdith, but not in Mary;
My last is in light, but not in airy;
My whole is a very useful thing,
Found with the poor man, found with the king.

K. u.

DIAMOND PUZZLE.
' 1 is a consonant. My 2 is a verb in the present tense. My 3
! who acts for another. My 4 our forefathers fought for. My
} bestow. My 6 is obtained from flax. My 7 is a consonant.

C. G. T.

ABBREVIATIONS.
1. Behead and curtail a division of a poem and get an insect. 2.

Behead and curtail a very small piece and get a liquor. 3 Behead
and curtail a sign of grief and get a knock. 4. Behead and curtail a
place of justice and get a pronnuri. 5. Behead and curtail a fool and
get abject. 6. Behead and curtail disgrace and get an article of food.

7. Behead and curtail a line and get a journey. S. Behead and cur-

tail 3 beggar and get an animal. 9. Behead and curtail some ani-
mals and get to gain. 10 Behead and curtail to look intently and
get a thick substance, n. Behead and curtail a kind of meal and get
a girl's nickname. 12. Behead and curtail an account book and get
a border. a. b.

PREFIX PUZZLE.

Prefix the same svllable to— 1, A contemptible dog, and make to
agree. 2. A kind of beetle, and make one of the largest of birds. 3.

Strong, and make to ratify. 4. A fish, and make to comfort. 5. A
region, and make an agreement. 6. Worn out, and make penitent.

7. An edge, and make to incline together. 8. A shelter, and make
satisfaction. 9. A searching trial, and make a dispute.

STALLKNECHT.
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
The initials and finals name one of Dickens's characters.

1. A soft metal. 2. A Shakspearean character. 3. A deity, for

whom a day of the week was named. 4. A ferocious wild animal. 5.

A man's name. 6. A young bird of prey. isola.

EASY PICTURE-PUZZLE.

A PAIR of hoppers gay are we;
Look sharp, and soon our forms you 'II see.

HIDDEN FRENCH PROVERB.
Find in the following sentence a French proverb—a warning 1

persons making secret communications:
Walking among brakes and thistles, I saw some odd-looking birds

a large emu, rail (less than the emu—don't despise the procession)
and two or three more ill-esteemed birds, marching toward the shore

CHARADE.
Mv first in radiant rubes arrayed,
Or draped in gloom, or drowned in tears;

My next, as Holy Writ hath said,

Dwells in the sunlight, moon'i^ht, stars.

My whole, a flaunting beauty bright,

Born for the morning's festal ray;
Floating in colors, bathed in light,

Dancing the gayest of the gay.
But when dnrk hours come stealing on,
My airy graces all are gone

;

The frail, brief vision of de'ight
Shrinks fainting, tainting out of sight, .

Phantom of beauty, quenched in night. ;

OMNIBUS WORD.
In a word of five letters find, without repeating the same wor

and without repeating the same letter in a word, the following

:

I. —A word-square: 1. The juice of a plant. 2. A verb,

plant.

II.—Another word-square : 1. A small venomous serpent.

large body of water. 3. A nickname.
III.—One diamond puzzle, the central letters of which form

word-square: 1. A consonant. 2. A monkey. 3. An implement
war. 4. A part of the budy. 5. A consonant.

IV.—A word meaning to fight with fists, and which, spelled bac

ward, means quick, smart blows.

V.—Ten words: 1. A fruit. 2. To peal. 3. To gather. 4.

scorch. 5 Lean 6. To level with the ground. 7, A grammati
term. 8. An epoch. 9. A term used by merchants. 10. To file.

What is the word ? N

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JUNE NUMBER.

i. Mother, other.

6. Cover, over.

Numerical Enigma.—Dromedary.
Incomplete Sentences.— i. Waver, aver.

,. Jaunt, aunt. 4. Bother, other. 5. Maid, aid.

Double Acrostic.—Genius, Talent.

G —arne— T
E —nigm— A
N -icke— L
I —r— E
U —nicor— N
S —carle— T

Charade.— Dolphin.
A Name Puzzle.—Charlotte, Orlinda, Rosabclle, Adelaide.

Diamond Remainders.—
S—O—

T

F—A T E—

S

M—O THE R—

S

R—E E L—

S

D—R—

V

Geographical Double Diagonal Puzzle. -

H o l v k K
C O L O G N E
B O L O G N A
N A N L I N G
A L A B A M A
I N D I A N A
DetmolD

-Holland, England.

Abbreviations.— 1. Bevel, eel. 2. Maple, ape. 3. Towel,
4. Eagle, ale. 5. Ebony, boy. 6. Abbey, Bey. 7. Chart, hat.

Farce, ace. o. Prune, rue. 10. Thumb, hub.
Half-Square.— cradles

repaid
apple
dale
L I E

Easy Rebuses —Beethoven, Landseer, Millais.

Square Remainders.— s

—

t e a l
l—e a s E
C—A S K S

B—L EST
Rhomboid Puzzle.—

SLIPS
OVINE
YEAST
RIPEN
LYNCH

Puzzle.—Alone.
Anagrams — 1. Kerosene. 2 Troopers (there was a mistakl

this anagram; the words contained an extra "s"). 3. Expei|
4. Panoramas. 5. Lectures. 6. Procrasiination.

Rebus.—" Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air."

Mary Seymour, Cora M. Wesley, Marion Abbott, and "A. B. C ," answered correctly all the puzzles in the May number.
Answers to Special Puzzles in the Same Number were received previous to Mav i£th from Arnold Guyot Cameron, Carril

Bigelow, Henry C. Lee, Louie E. Hill, Edith Wilkinson, " Bob White," Nettie C. Howell. Bessie T. B. Benedict, " White Rose," C. I
Nicholson, Florence E. Hyde, Lester Woodbridge, Alice T. Booth, N. Dalrymple, Maude Calkins, Minnie E. Hobart, Geo. H. FeI
Florence Wi'cox, Edwin E. Slosson. E. R. Piatt, A. Carter, Dee L Lodge, George Moffelt, Mary C. Warren, C. V. K., L. Ford, A|
C. Smith, Nellie Chase, M. E. Adams, Emma Elliott, "Alex.," James j. Ormsbee, H. B. and E. Hall, Mabel H., M. S. H., Pa
Schloss, Harry Richards, Martie and Aggie Irwin, Rachel E. Hutchins, Jennie B. Rizer, Alice Reisis, Nessie E Stevens, W. Creitl

Spencer, Harriet A. Clark, E. H. Hoeber, Clarence Hoffman Young, Ella G. Condie, George W. While, " Telemachus," Katie f
Robert M. Webb, Herbert P. Robinson, Nellie Emerson, Fannie E. Gushing, B. P. Emerv, Arthur Stuart Waicott, Jennie Piatt, Hen
Fetter, S. Decatur Smith, Jr., Willie Wright, Bessie W. Frothineham, Maxwell W. Turner. Howard S. Rodgers, Fred. M. Pease, HuJ
Carney, Blanche Moulton, Edith Lowry, O. T. Farnum, Eddie Vultee, "Vulcan," Bessie MacLaren, Helen Green, Elinor Louise Pmil

" Dorkin," " Minerva," " Alma," and Angie Courts, sent correct answers to some of the puzzles, and also to the charade by Madciil

in "Letter-Box" of May number.
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THE CORAL-FISHER AND HIS WIFE.

By Kate Brownlee Horton.

JISEPPI Barto and his wife Francesca were

ery happy people. To be sure, they lived in

e thatched hut that had scarcely anything in

ept a square table, two wooden benches, and

thing that looked very much like another

(a long one, with short legs), but it was a

Hfor on it were a straw mattress, with a dark-

Hcover, and two straw pillows, not very much
M than good-sized pin-cushions.

H: what did it matter about the inside of the

Hjdien outside was the glorious Bay of Naples ?

Blruiseppi had built his house just on the shore

Harm of the bay, so close to the water's edge

Hhe waves came almost lapping in at the door.

I he brought his wife and their baby boy Paolo.

mtil the little home was ready, had lived with

esca's mother in the Santa Lucia, one of the

' streets of Naples.

in hardly tell you what a delight the new
was to Francesca. All her life she had lived

ip in close, dusty, noisy streets, only getting

HLth of pure, fresh air once in a while, when
id time to run away into the country for a

)urs. For she was a good daughter, and

1 very hard to support her poor, feeble father,

I lighten her mother's burdens. She plaited

lite straws, and made beautiful little baskets,

|{ the merchants were glad to buy from her.

jines she plaited a few bonnets: but it was

I easy to sell these, even for a very small

erhaps only a carlino* or two), though the

merchants who bought them could easily get a

piastra \ for them from English travelers, so fine

and beautiful were the) -

.

Now that she was married, and had some one to

work for her and little Paolo, besides helping the

old mother in the Santa Lucia, the days seemed like

one long, happy dream. No more straw-plaiting;

no more tiresome steps to climb (like the majority

of Italian city houses, the one in which her mother

dwelt was six stories high, and they had lived on

the top floor). She had but to step outside her

cottage door, and behold ! on one side lovely green

fields stretched far away till they joined the deeper

green of the hill-side slope ; on the other hand
lay the glorious bay—blue, calm, and bright ; while

far in the dim distance was grand old Vesuvius,

whose lofty head is always crowned with a shim-

mering, wavering smoke-wreath.

Guiseppi had built a kind of little wooden plat-

form outside the cottage door, and there, safe from

the approach of the waves, Francesca would sit for

hours in the dolcefar niente% so dear to the Italian

heart. Little Paolo played beside her, at the

water's edge. His bare feet were always ready for

a ''wade," and his only garment, a little white

linen shirt, was not very much in the way when, as

often happened, he wanted to take a bath and a

roll on the sands.

When evening came and he grew tired, and per-

haps a little cross, as tired babies are sometimes,

he would creep into his mother's arms, and there

all silver coin, worth eight cents of our money.

)L. IV.—42.

t Large silver coin, worth about ten carlini. 1 Sweet do-nothingness.
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rest while she sang her evening song in a sweet,

rich voice that floated far away till it fell, soft and

low, on Guiseppi's ear. And this was the heart-

song the fisher's wife sang :

" Far o'er the sea I watch for thee

!

Winds, blow gently !—O waves, be still

!

Love, return to thy boy and me !

Quick ! for the night grows dark and chill.

Moon, shine out with a silv'ry ray

;

Guide his bark safe over the bay
!

"

Then she ceased, and soon Guiseppi's clear, bell-

like voice came ringing across the bay ; and as she

listened, her heart was glad,—she knew he would

soon be beside her, for he sang :

" Soft o'er the sea thy voice I hear

;

Now I forget the weary day.

God holds the waves, so have no fear

;

He '11 bring me home safe o'er the bay

!

Sing to my boy, and sing of me,

While soft winds waft me home to thee."

Guiseppi's companions called him " fortune's

fisherman." Everything prospered with him, but

no one envied him his good luck, for he was so

friendly and charitable, always ready to share with

his less fortunate companions what he earned. He
was a handsome fellow, tall and lithe, and brown

as an Indian almost. His usual dress was a white

linen shirt, and short white linen trousers ; on his

abundant black curls he wore a little brown cap,

and his bare feet and legs looked almost as if they

were carved from some polished stone, so firm and

smooth were they.

Before he was married he had slept in his boat,

like most Neapolitan fishermen, drawing it ashore

and turning it over on its side at night ; then, when
the sun-rays came dancing westward in the morn-

ing, he was ready for his work before lazy city-

people were even dreaming of waking !

He made ready all his own simple meals, and

was so expert in preparing macaroni and making

onion soup (the sea-shore was his kitchen, a pile

of sticks his stove, and his only cooking utensil a

little iron pot), that even Francesca could not excel

him. He lived principally on fruit, however, which

is very cheap in Naples. Great luscious oranges,

fresh picked from the trees each morning, delicious

melons, rosy-cheeked apples, and sweet little green

lemons can be bought for a few centimes* each;

and the majority of Italian peasants live almost

entirely on these, rarely tasting meat or wine, ex-

cept twice a year—at Christmas and at Easter.

Even at Christmas they do not care so much for

meat as they do for their eotone ; that they must

have, or Christmas would not be Christmas to

them. And what do you think this wonderful

H

pieces

and t£

cototie is ? Just an eel fried brown, with his ta-

in his mouth, and three little green lemons insit

the circle he makes ! But every one who can bo

or borrow or earn a grano\ has this delicacy

his Christmas dinner.

Curious fish came to Guiseppi's net. Gre

pieces of red and white coral ! For he was a cor^

fisher, and often went far from home seeking tli

treasure of the sea. He had even been as far

Capri, and there, in the wonderful "blue grott

—the water of which is as blue as indigo, and cole

everything that touches it,—had dived far do

beneath the waves, bringing some rare and valual:

pieces of coral which were worth many a scitdo.%

But this was dangerous work, and Frances

wept so bitterly when he spoke of diving, that

promised never more to go, but to content himsi

with the coarser pieces which clung to the roc

near the shore, readily seen beneath the clear bl

of the water. This kind he loosened easily wit

kind of spear, then deftly caught in a large

before it sank.

When Guiseppi had gathered many
coral, he would give himself a holiday.

Francesca and little Paolo into the city for a da

pleasure. First, he would go to the different deal

to dispose of his coral, leaving it only where

could get the most scudi for it.

His next visit was always to the jeweler's to X

something pretty for Francesca, who, like all of

countrywomen, must have jewelry, if she

nothing else in the world.

Ear-rings and bracelets are worn even by

poorest peasants, and often a necklace as v

Guiseppi loved to see his wife's beautiful brcj

neck and arms so adorned ; and once, when

went to Rome , to dispose of some rare pieces,

coral that he could not sell in Naples, he brou

her home a necklace of Roman coins, which (

after made Francesca shine in the eyes of her pot

neighbors, whose necklaces usually were only strij

of great yellow or blue beads.

After the jewelry, the next purchase was fn

Guiseppi would hail some pretty dark-eyed pea:

maid bearing a sporta (a flat tray-like basket

her head, filled with fruit and roasted chestnj

and buy the whole of her stock perhaps. Thi

and Francesca carried to the mother's (the
]

father was dead now), where they had a royal

)

which even the baby enjoyed. But his spi

" treat" on these holidays was as much pure, (

milk as he could drink, for that he did not

every day by the sea-shore.

I must tell you about the Neapolitan milkr

for they are funny fellows. They do not ha

: A French coin (copper), but used in Italy, worth the hundredth part of a franc (twenty cents). t A very small copper coin,

two-fifths of a cent. \ A large silver coin, worth a dollar of our money.
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milk-wagon and horse as our milkmen have, or

even a pail and dipper. They have only little

three-legged stools tied to themselves (so that when

they want to sit down they are all ready), and they

drive their cows and goats before them to the differ-

ent houses, and milk them at the door in a bowl

provided by each customer. No chance of watered

Tvilk there, you see.

That is not the queerest part of it, though. As
! have said, Italian houses are very high— five, six,

jind seven stories often, with a different family

1, iving on each floor. Even the palazzos (palaces)

I,
if the rich arc divided in this way. To the first floor

spire in die world), there is an immense dome,

whence a most glorious view of the city can be

had ; but leading up to it are many scores of stone

steps, too many to climb, so at the foot of these

steps are ciceroni (guides) with little donkeys sad-

dled, which carry people safely and easily up to the

dome for a few granos apiece. Is not that a novel

kind of elevator ?

In the afternoon, Guiseppi would go to the bar-

ber's, to make himself spruce. A curious place it

was, too ; decorated like a church, with an altar in

the center—a real altar, but with brushes, razors,

and pomade on it instead of incense ; and out at

ot the ground floor) there are sometimes from

»hty to one hundred marble steps leading up.

1 this floor perhaps a duke may live ; on the next

ove, some one lower in rank, till it would not be

possible that the noble duke's laundress might

e in the seventh story of his palazzo. These
permost families usually take goat's milk, because

: goats can go upstairs, even to the very top

3r, and be milked in full view of the customer !

Part of little Paolo's pleasure was in patting the

it that came up to his grandmother's door, rub-
• g its little nose, and giving it roasted chestnuts

at. After it was milked, the goat would turn

I skip down the stairs so briskly that the milkman
.Id not begin to keep up with it.

"lever animals they have in Italy, I think. At
' Peter's, in Rome (which has the second highest

the door hung two large brass basins, instead of

the red, white and blue painted poles our barbers

have for signs.

Afterward, he would take Francesca, her mother,

and little Paolo for a drive in a corricolo out into

the country. A corricolo is a curious kind of open

carriage on very high springs, large enough to hold

fourteen people, but so lightly built that one horse

can draw them all. Beneath it is swung a strong

netting for luggage ; when there is a superabund-

ance of children, the boys delight in getting into

this net and having a swing and a drive, both at

the same time. One often sees a corricolo driving

rapidly along, with a curious great bundle beneath

it, which, if examined, would prove to be three or

four boys, all jumbled together but having a glori-

ous time. If the driver is good-natured, he will



644 THE CORAL-FISHER AND HIS WIFE. [August*

take his passengers as far as they want to go for

two carlini each, and one carlino for biwna-mano

(drink-money).

Guiseppi's favorite drive was through the Chiaja

(the Broadway of Naples) out to the Camfio Santo,

the beautiful cemetery on a hill-side not far from

the city. It did not make them sad to go there,

for the drive was a most delightful one.

Great trees, among them orange and Indian fig

trees, lined the road ; and lovely flowei's grew close

up to the very wheel-tracks, giving forth sweet per-

fumes— all the sweeter if, perchance, some of them

were crushed in passing. Sometimes a hearse

would be at the cemetery gate ; then Guiseppi

would bow his head reverently while he softly said

an ave (prayer) for the dead.

I am almost afraid we would smile if we should

see a Neapolitan hearse. It is usually painted

white, or some bright color, and heavily gilded.

The undertaker, who walks beside it, is dressed in

scarlet from top to toe ; while, instead of the nod-

ding black plumes we often see, on each of the four

corners sits a rosy-cheeked live boy, in short blue

trousers, white cape, and curious peaked brown

cap ; his bare feet dangling over the sides, and h
bright black eyes fairly dancing with joy at th

prospect of the feast before him ! For it is a fixe

rule that, on returning from the Campo Santo, thes

boys shall have a feast at the first small waysid

inn. And what hungry little fellows they are !

would seem as though they ate nothing from on

drive to another.

One often sees the four sitting in a row on

little wooden bench, devouring basins of macaron:

brown bread and melons ; while the poor inr

keeper looks on in despair, for he does not alwav

get paid for all he gives.

When the evening shadows began to fall, 01

pleasure-seekers were ready to drive gayly back I

the Santa Lucia, where a supper of brown bre;

and fruit was enjoyed. Then, wishing the mothi

fclice no/to (happy night), Guiseppi, Francesc:

and little Paolo (who was as good as good can b

would return, in the lovely, soft Italian twilight,

their little home by the shore, glad to seek tt

quiet and rest they found there. So we leave the

to their simple, happy life beneath the sunny skii

of their own beautiful Italy.

HAPPY DAY

!
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MR. TOMPKINS' SMALL STORY.

By Mrs. Abby Morton Diaz.

ll of you remember that

we left Mr. Tompkins
last month, at the cocoa-

nut party, just as he was

about to tell a story.

" It must be a small

one," said Mr. Tomp-
kins.

"Oh yes; we've agreed

to that," said Mr. Plum-

mer.

Mr. Tompkins then

asked if they were will-

ing it should be merely

a hen-story.
•' We'll take the vote

on that," cried Hiram.

Then, turning to the

company, he said

:

" Ladies and gentlemen, it is known to you that

our friend Mr. Tompkins has paid his forfeit, and

:hat he has been judged to redeem it by telling a

story. It was no more than right for him to pay a

brfeit, for he laughed at a quiet old lady who
lever did him any harm, and treated her in an

inkind manner. Mr. Tompkins now wishes to

mow if his small story may be merely a hen-story.

^11 who are willing that Mr. Tompkins' small story

hould be merely a hen-story, please to say ' Aye.' "

"Aye! aye! aye! aye!" was shouted many
imes by young and old ; and what with the shout-

ng and the laughing and the hand-clapping, there

/as such a racket as set Caper a-barking at the top

f his voice. Josephus crowed, and made his feet

„y, and patted cakes, and tossed up so high that

e nearly threw himself over backward. The cat

opped out of her private box, her tail standing

:raight in the air ; and it is more than likely that

le kittens' eyes came open with wonder, which

ould have been a very great wonder indeed, see-

ig that the nine days were not much more than

alf over

!

1 Mr. Tompkins then told the following short and
mple story, which was written down upon the

>oi by the only person present who had a lead-

;ncil

:

There was once a hen who talked about another

!n in a not very good way, and in not at all a

endly way. The hen she talked about was
imed Phe-endy Alome. Her own name was

Teedla Toodlum. They both belonged to a flock

of white hens which lived in the far-away country

of Chickskumeatyourkornio.

Now, the one that was named Teedla Toodlum
went around among the other hens, making fun of

Phe-endy Alome, on account of her having a

speckled feather in her wing. She told them not

to go with Phe-endy Alome, or scratch up worms
with her, or anything, because she had that speckled

feather in her wing.

One of the hens that Teedla Toodlum talked to

in this way was deaf, and therefore could not hear

very well. She had become deaf in consequence of

not minding her mother. It happened in this way:

A tall Shanghai roost-cock crowed close to her

ear, when she was quite small ; when, in fact, she

was just hatched out of her shell. She had a

number of brothers and sisters who came out at

almost the same time. The Shanghai stood very

near, and in such a way that his throat came close

to the nest, and he crowed there. The chicks

wanted to put their heads out from under their

mother, and see who was making such a noise.

Their mother said

:

"No, no,—no! Keep under! You might be

made deaf! I 've heard of such a thing hap-

pening."

But one of the chicks did put her head out, and
close to the Shanghai's wide-open throat, too

!

and when he was crowing terribly !

Then her mother said :

"Now, I shall punish you! I shall prick you

with my pin-feathers !

"

And the chick was pricked, and she became
deaf besides; so that, when she grew up, she

hardly could hear herself cackle. And this was

the reason she could not understand, very well,

when the hen named Teedla Toodlum was telling

the others that the hen named Phe-endy Alome had
a speckled feather in her wing.

One day. the hen named Teedla Toodlum
scratched a hole in the sand, beneath a bramble-

bush, and sat down there, where it was cool. And
while she was sitting there, a cow came along at

the other side of the bramble-bush, with a load

of "passengers" on her back. The cows in the

country of Chickskumeatyourkornio permit the

hens to ride on their backs, and when a great many
are on, they step carefully, so as not to shake them

off. In frosty weather they allow them to get up

there to warm their feet. Sometimes hens who
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have cold feet fly up and push off" the others who
have been there long enough.

The cow passed along at the other side of the

bush, and by slipping one foot into a deep hole

which was hidden with grass, and therefore could

not be seen, upset the whole load of passengers.

She then walked on : but the passengers stayed

there, and had a little talk together—after their

own fashion, of course. The deaf one happened

to be among them, and after a while, seeing that

the others were having great sport, she wanted to

know what it was all about. Upon this the others

—those of them who could stop laughing—raised

their voices, and all began at once to try to make
her understand. And this is what they said

:

' Think of that goose of a hen, Teedla Toodlum,

telling us not to go with Phe-endy Alome, because

Phe-endy Alome has a speckled feather in her wing,

when, at the same time, Teedla Toodlum has two

speckled feathers in her own wing, but does n't

know it !

"

Teedla Toodlum was listening, and heard rather

more than was pleasant to hear. She looke

through the bramble-bush and saw them. Som
had their heads thrown back, laughing ; some wet'

holding on to their sides, each with one claw; art

some were stretching their necks forward, trying t

make the deaf one understand, while the deaf or

held her claw to her ear, in order to hear the bette

" Ah ! I feel ashamed !
" said Teed'.a Toodlum 1

herself. " I see, now, that one should never spe;

of the speckled feathers one sees in others, sine

one can never be sure that one has not speckk

feathers one's self !

"

"That's the way our cow does!" cried tl

Jimmyjohns, as soon as Mr. Tompkins had fi

ished.

" What ! Talks about speckled feathers?'' ask<

cousin Floy.

" No. Lets hens stay on her back."
" Her parents, or grandparents, or great-gran

parents, then," said Mr. Tompkins, " probab

came from Chickskumeatyourkornio."

HOW A TURTLE TAUGHT A LESSON.

By E. S Thayer.

ABOUT thirty years ago, there was a little boy
whose name was John,—a pretty boy, with thick

golden hair, large brown eyes, red cheeks, and
freckles. One day in summer he was playing by
the side of a brook in one of the pastures near his

home in the country. This brook resembled the

boy in some respects. It was in its first light-

hearted youth, and went on its way, leaping and

sporting, like all blithesome young rivulets,

do not think in the least that they are fast runnl

from the green meadows and cool mossy forest:|

the burdened rivers and tossing seas.

This active little boy first built a dam of nil

and turf and stones ; then he rolled up his trouJ

and sailed his little schooner-rigged boat; a|

finallv, waded aimlessly over the smooth
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[,
through the cool, running water, dashing the spark

u ling drops to right and left with his frisky feel

" Ah ! I see there has been a freshet, and my
mill is damaged. A clear loss of two thousand

lC
.Jn this way, he came to a large flat rock, over a dollars, and only insured for eight hundred ! It

j,
portion of whose smooth surface the stream flowed must be repaired to-morrow, and I shall have to

in a broad, crystal current. A mud-turtle sat on

the rock, half out of the water, enjoying the pleas-

ant sunshine, apparently as contented and happy

as a turtle could be. But when he saw the boy

splashing along at such a rate, he thought it high

time to be gone ; perhaps he had previously had

j^some experience of the tender mercies of boys,

for he made great haste to reach the protecting

mud of the bank.
" Ah, ha, you rogue ! you think you can get

away, do you?" shouted the youngster. The

next instant he was kneeling on the slippery

sjirock, with both outstretched hands over the

frightened prisoner. John had been carrying

his shoes—his stockings stuffed into them—with

...one hand ; but now, in his eagerness to secure

i||the turtle, he dropped them upon a part of the

rock covered by the stream, and, turning side-

wise as they fell, the water rushed in, filling

them to the very toes.

"There !" exclaimed John, half in real and

half in affected vexation, " you have made me
jet my stockings wet, and you must be punished

"or it. I shall turn you over on your back, and

you may stay there, sir, until I come back from

school to-night."

That night, John came home from school,

,vith a group of school-fellows, over the village

•oad, instead of across the pasture, forgetting

ill about the turtle he had left on the rock.

Vacation began the next day, and John was

:o spend a whole month with his brother, who
ived in Boston. You can understand the excite-

ment which attends a boy's preparations for his

irst journey ; but a country boy's first visit to

Boston exceeds, perhaps, any experience of yours

n that line.

The month passed swiftly away, and John re-

urned home with brighter eyes and prouder step.

The world had been revealed to him on a broader

^cale. What had he not seen ? He was a hero in

he opinion of his school-mates. He had enough

tories to tell of his adventures to last through the

vinter, besides having brought home the most

nteresting book and the handsomest knife that

Boston could furnish. If possible, it was a merrier

>oy than before who now bounded through the

lear old pasture. There were several dams to be

'isited by their young proprietor, one somewhat

:xtensive, with a miniature water-wheel and mill

it the side. The dam had been partially washed

1 iway by a violent rain, and an accumulation of

hire a hundred workmen ! These freshets

terrible things for manufacturers, I declare !
"

Leaving the scene of this disaster, he ap-

proached the smooth white rock, which was always

a favorite resort, and near which, on the bank of

the stream, there was a structure of brick about

HE SAILED LITTLE SCHOONER-RIGGED BOAT."

two feet high, which this young man called "my
summer residence on the Hudson."

Six yards from the rock, he paused suddenly,

with his eyes intently fixed upon some object before

him. Step by step, he drew nearer without once

moving his eyes, which were now full of horror

mingled with a hopeful doubt ; but as he proceeded

the doubt vanished, and the horror spread over

his whole countenance. There lay the turtle on

the rock, upon its back, as he had left it,—its ex-

tended legs and protruded head shriveled and
dry, scorched by the blazing suns of four August
weeks.

There was no need of gentle pity now.—no

opportunity for showing humane kindness to a

dumb, helpless, harmless creature. No more
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would it gladly hide itself in the protecting earth,

or hasten in fright from the dreaded hand. What
vain struggles to regain its feet ! What weariness

and despair ! What agony when the noon suns

beat down ! What pangs of slow starvation ! As
all this passed through John's mind, the rock

seemed no longer the old familiar pleasant spot,

but like a haunted place.

With pallid face, he turned away, and hurried

homeward in the gathering twilight, nor stopp

until he reached the cheerful room in which
mother sat sewing and Ills father reading.

That boy has long been a man, but the ye;

that have passed have by no means worn away t

remembrance of this scene, or the impression

made on his mind; and on that memorable
ing John took his first lesson in thoughtfulness a

kindness toward dumb animals.

evi

OPENING THE LILY.
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KING TRISANKU.

By Henry w. Longfellow.

Viswamitra the Magician,

By his spells and incantations,

Up to Indra's realms elysian

Raised Trisanku, king of nations.

Indra and the gods offended

Hurled him downward, and descending

In the air he hung suspended,

With these equal powers contending.

Thus by aspirations lifted.

By misgivings downward driven.

Human hearts are tossed and drifted

Midway between earth and heaven.

A DREAM ABOUT FAIRIES.

By H. H.

I SUPPOSE none of you, dear children, believe in

fairies. When I was a little girl, I used to believe

in them just as much as I believed in my father or

mother. In those days (it was a great many years

ttgo) children did not know so much as they know
now. It almost frightens me sometimes to see

how very quickly boys and girls are expected to

learn things now, how many books they have, and

aow much they are like grown people in everything

except their size. I think that the old-fashioned

.vays were best ; that we had a better time than

you have. We had only a very few books, and used

:o read them over and over and over again, till we
Scnew them by heart ; and we used to go in calico

jowns to afternoon parties that began at three and

eft off, with a good supper of bread-and-milk and

)aked apples and caraway cookies, at six ; and we
tad just one present at Christmas and one at New
dear's, and one on our birthday, and that was all.

And last, but not least, we believed in fairies.

"Vlany is the time that we have been out in the

TOods on Saturday afternoons to look for fairies ;

we used to take hold of hands and make a circle

around the biggest toadstool we could find, and walk

slowly around it, and all say out aloud together :

" Fairies ! fairies ! fairies ! we
Have come here fairies to see."

But we never saw a single one. Yet that did not

shake our faith in the least. We only thought that

we had not gone to the right wood, or that the

fairies did n't like us well enough to show them-
selves.

Now, I dare say you will think that all this is

very silly, and that your ways and plays to-day are

a great deal better than our old ways and plays ;

and that it is very stupid for old people to be always

saying that the old times were best ; and. at anv

rate, that I would better go on and tell my dream,

if I am going to tell it at all. As a general thing,

it is not worth while to tell one's dreams : but this

dream was such a pretty one. I thought I would

write it out. Even if we do not believe in fairies,

they are very nice to dream about ; and I really
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did dream this whole pleasant dream, this very

last night, just as I am going to tell it to you this

morning.

I dreamed that I and several of my friends were

in a most beautiful wood. The trees were all pines

and firs, and were so high that we could not see

the tops of some of them. There were also beauti-

ful gray rocks piled up one above another in great

ledges, so high that the trees growing on their tops

looked like little bushes. Almost all the pine-trees

had clusters of shining brown cones on their upper

branches. They were so high that nobody could

reach them. Yet they were low enough for us to

see distinctly how pretty they were. They were

not like any pine-cones I ever saw before ; they

were as large as a good-sized tumbler, and looked

as if they were made of dozens of bright brown little

marbles knotted together.

"Oh, how pretty they are !" we all exclaimed.

" How nice it would be to pile up a great pile of

them and set it on fire ! They would burn splen-

didly !

"

" You shall have all you like, ladies and gentle-

men," said a queer little piping voice close by ; and
when we turned, there we saw a little man, who
was dressed in common clothes, and had no coat

on. He looked like any common laborer in his

shirt sleeves, except that he was only about three

feet and a half high, and had an old wrinkled face,

with a gray beard ; so we knew at once he must be

a fairy.

" I can give you all you want," he said in a most

friendly tone. " I '11 have my people throw them
down to you from above there. But stand away,

while I let the water on !

"

Dear me, how we all jumped ! Before the words

were out of his mouth, down came a great roaring

water-fall from the top to the bottom of the rocky

ledge I told you of. I really think it was the most

beautiful water-fall I ever saw, for the water was so

deep that it came up nearly to the tops of the

shorter trees and bushes, so that their leaves made
a lovely green fringe on each side of the water.

We stood on one side and watched. We were a

little afraid of it, it roared so and was so swift ; but

it all sank into the ground at the bottom of the

ledge, and disappeared. The little fairy-man, in

his white shirt sleeves, stood at the foot of the fall

and caught the cones, one by one, as they came
bobbing down on the water.

" Throw faster ! Throw faster !
" he called up ;

and faster and faster came the cones. We could

see them falling down into the water from the tops

of the high trees, as fast as if they were raining

down. There must have been a hundred little

fairies up in the tree-tops breaking them off and

flinging them down. In a very few minutes there

was a pile of them on the ground as high as o

heads, and we cried out to the fairy:

" Oh, enough ! enough ! Don't let them bre;

off any more."

''Enough!" he said, "have you really g<

enough ? That 's the first time I ever knew any c

your race to get enough." Then he called o

something in a very loud tone, in words we cou
not understand, and what do you think began
come down that water-fall then !

Beautiful china dishes, and, on them, all soi

of good things to eat—oranges and apples ai

bananas, and cake and nuts and raisins, and
great many things that we never had seen befor

and did not know the names of. It was the oddc

thing to see the dishes come sailing down th

water-fall, never spilling a single apple, or orang
or nut; and when they reached the bottom,
almost seemed as if each dish gave a jump into tl

fairy-man's hands. He gave them to us so fast \

could hardly find places to set them ; there w
only one small table, and how that got there I dor

know, for I am quite sure it was not there whs
we first went into the wood. On this table

piled the dishes one above another, and then unci

the table, and then all around on the ground, a

pretty soon we cried out again, "Enough! enoug]

Don't give us any more."
" Enough ! I should think so," said the litl

fairy-man. " If you had n't been pigs, you 'd ha
called out ' enough ' long ago."

This mortified us dreadfully, and we were jt

beginning to explain to him that the only reas<

we had not called out "enough" sooner, was th

we were half frightened, when he exclaimed :

" Never mind ! never mind ! Leave all y
don't want ; my people '11 come and get it. Sor

they 're too busy to-day to come and wait on you

and up he ran on the water-fall, like a spider on

wall, quick as a flash to the very top of it, and th

in another flash, the water-fall seemed to turn ink

sort of sheet of silver, and he drew it up after hi

as a sailor draws up a rope, hand over hand ; ai

in less time than I have taken to write the wore

there stood the ledge of rocks all bare and dry, j

as it had been before ; and we began to wonc
whether, after all, there had been any real watt

fall there. Then we thought we would taste sor

of the good things on the table, and we all sto

up around it, and I took off the cover of one oft

biggest dishes, and just as I was taking out
|

orange, dear me, if I didn't wake right up out

my dream, and there I was all alone in my o\

little bed, just as usual, and the moon was shini

into my room about as white and silvery as t

fairy water-fall had looked.

I was so vexed that I had waked up before I h
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\
taken one bite of the fairy-man's good things !

Was n't it provoking ? Seeing that it was nothing

but a dream after all, it might just as well have

lasted till morning, and given us a good feast.

Now, go to bed early to-night, and see if you

can't dream a dream as nice as this. Even if we

don't believe in fairies, they 're lovely to dream

about.

A PRETTY little boy and a pretty little girl

Found a pretty little blossom by the way;

Said the pretty little boy to the pretty little girl :

" Take it, O my pretty one, I pray !"

Said the pretty little girl to the pretty little boy

:

" I must hold my little dolly, sir, you see ;

So, I thank you very kindly, but I 'd very much prefer

You should carry it, and walk, along with me."

A VILLAGE OF WILD BEASTS.

By Frank R. Stockton.

Not long ago I paid a visit to a tiger. I did not

>we this tiger a call, for I am very glad to say that

le had never been to see me ; but I wanted to see

lim, and so I went to his house.

He did not live alone. He had a room in a large

f'milding, where there were a good many other

marders. Some of these were leopards, others

!- Panthers or lions ; there was another tiger, and on

he premises might be seen almost every kind of

Vild animal, from alligators to zebras.

" '! I particularly desired to see this tiger, because he

Ivas a very large royal Bengal tiger, and I know of

'io beast so powerful and handsome as one of these.

'Jut there was not an animal in the establishment
5aat I would not have preferred to him as a close

acquaintance.

. It was near his dinner-time when I called, and I

iliink he would have been very glad to have me
-ome in and dine with him, but I had two objec-

ions to this. In the first place, the beef he always

Pad for dinner was too rare for me, for it was not

- I ooked at all; and, besides, there were some things

i
'hich I wanted to do the next day.

I

So I stood and admired his magnificent coat of

\

striped fur and his graceful movements as he sat

close to a great iron door which led into the next

cage, pawing and biting at his reflection in the

smooth iron as if he had been a playful kitten in-

stead of one of the most savage animals on the face

of the earth ; and then I left him, and went on a

little farther to see a lion.

The place where these animals lived, and still

live, is the Philadelphia Zoological Gardens, which

I mentioned last year when I wrote about " Amer-
ica's Birthday Party."

These gardens are in Fairmount Park, on the

western side of the Schuylkill River (which runs

through Philadelphia), and as they cover thirty-

three acres, you can easily see that a great many
animals can be accommodated there. The grounds

are very beautiful, and are shaded by many fine

large forest trees. There is a lake where the swans

and the ducks and geese swim about, and where

the cranes stand on one leg and watch for little

fishes and frogs. Here and there are large houses

for the different kinds of animals or birds, and there

are a number of smaller buildings; but a great

many of the inhabitants of the gardens live out-
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of-doors in fine weather. Altogether, there are

houses and inhabitants enough to make up a good-

sized village.

And now 1 will tell you what I saw that day, after

I had finished my visit to the tiger.

When I reached the lion's cage he was hard at

work, roaring. What there was to roar at I could

not see. Perhaps he was hungry, or perhaps he

wished to attract attention. If the latter was his

object, he certainly succeeded, for all the visitors in

the house, and all the animals in the cages, seemed

to be excited by his noise. The visitors crowded

up close to his cage to get a good look at this great

beast, standing there, throwing up his head and

roaring exactly as he would roar if he were in

some African forest, roaming about in the dark-

ness of the night and hunting for a bullock or deer

or man, upon whom he might satisfy his bloody

hunger. But what a different position he now

occupied ! Not six feet from his nose were ladies

and gentlemen, boys and girls, and even some very

little children; and although a few of the children

shrank back a little as roar after roar came from

the lion's throat, nobody seemed to be much afraid.

Most of the people there had heard of the roar of

wanted to go see how he did it, or it might haJ

awakened memories, in some of them, of nights

their native land when they had heard that roa

while they had been out on hunting expeditioif

on their own account.

This lion was a very fine fellow—one of the fine|

I ever saw. He had an enormous head and
'

splendid mane, and although the rest of his boc

looked a little too thin and lanky for the size of h

head, he was a very grand-looking animal, at

when he stopped roaring and lay down, there vv.

something about him which seemed to say : "la
very strong and very dangerous to my enemies ai

to my prey, and if you were out with me on one

my native deserts, I could frighten you nearly

death just by roaring at you. But I am quite mi

and gentle now, although I do occasionally mal
a good deal of noise. If the keeper will let yo

you may come into my cage and stroke my mane
There was nothing about the tigers or the beail

or any of the smaller animals, which seemed to s;

this, and it may have been a mistake to suppo

there was any such thing about the lion, but

certainly looked as if he would disdain to harm ai

living creature—except when he was hungry,

THE TIGEK

the lion, and they were very anxious to see how it

was done.

The animals in the other cages—the leopards,

the hyenas, the panthers, the lynxes, the wild cats,

and even the Bengal tigers— seemed disturbed

while the lion was roaring. Perhaps they, too,

annoyed, or angered by an attack, or anxious abo

his dinner when it was a little late, or cross i

account of having his room put to rights by tj

keeper, or in a bad humor, or excited from ai

cause whatever.

In a cage not very far away from the lions was
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)ear—not a very large fellow—whose name seemed

puzzle a good many of the visitors. He was

:alled " The Sun-bear," and many persons sup-

THE LION.

losed this name was given him because he has on

is breast a yellow place which looks something

ke a rude picture of a sun-rise. But the reason

ir his name is his habit of lying in the sun like a

og. He is a native of Borneo, and is different in

is disposition from most bears, especially the

'olar bear, who adores ice and snow, and would

uther never see a menagerie than be obliged to

ike a nap in the sun on a warm day. But animals

ave their little peculiarities, just as we have.

This building, which is called " The Lion and

'iger House," contains a great many animals,

lost of them savage, meat-eating beasts. There

as a lioness there who had a very different dis-

osition from her grave and dignified husband,

he was very uneasy and cross, and as I was stand-

ig looking at her, she sprang at me with a growl,

'here were strong iron bars between us, but I

(voluntarily stepped back. I don't like wild beasts

) spring at me.

In the next cage to this lioness was her son, a

'tie lion-cub, with "bandy legs," and the separa-

1011 from him may have soured her temper. I am
Dt sure but that when her husband was roaring,

e was telling her that there was no use in her

towing such a bad temper. She just worried her-

:lf by it, and the people laughed at her—after they

lad jumped back once or twice. There were three

'alf-grown lions near by, but they were very quiet

id sleepy-looking.

Half a dozen leopards—some black and some
lotted—occupied different cages in the building,

ome of these were very fine animals, bounding

aout in their large cages in the most graceful
!

ianner. I also particularly noticed a large puma.

which is, as you may know, an American animal,

and is sometimes called panther, catamount, or

cougar.

Near the Lion House is a smaller building, which

is appropriated entirely to monkeys, and is there-

fore a favorite resort for the children, many of whom
learn a lot of curious tricks by watching these funny

animals. Here are monkeys of all colors, and all

sizes, and all kinds. There are about fifty of them

in a great high cage in the middle of the room,

and here you may see them climbing up swinging-

ladders, hanging from ropes, dropping down on

each other's heads, pulling each other's tails, and

doing everything that they can think of to tease and

bother each other—all skipping and jumping and

tumbling and chattering as if they had been in

school all day, and had just got out for a little play.

Some of these monkeys look like little old men, with

gray hair and beards, and you might suppose that

they were much too grave and reverend to ever

think of cutting up monkey-shines. But if you

watch one of these little old fellows, who is sitting,

looking wisely and thoughtfully at you, as if he

were just about to explain the reason why the sun

gives us less heat in winter, when it is really much
nearer to us than it is in summer, you will see

him suddenly get up, and instead of taking a piece

of chalk to show you on a blackboard the relative

positions of the sun and the earth at the different

seasons, he will make a tremendous jump, and

% ^

THE LIONHS

seizing some other monkey by the tail, will jerk

him off a swinging ladder quicker than you could

say "pterodactyl."

It would be fun to stand and watch the monkeys
for hours, for they are continually doing some new
and ridiculous thing ; but there is so much to see in
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these gardens, that I did not stay very long in the

monkeys' house.

The next building I visited was the Aviary, or

bird-house. Here are gathered together hundreds

of beautiful and curious birds. There seemed to be

birds from all parts of the world, who would cer-

small fry as may be found on shore. Then, agair*
he is peculiar because he acts more like a cat thaB
a bird in hunting for small game. He will sit ani
watch a mouse-hole just like a regular old tabbvl

cat, and when the mouse ventures out, he wil
pounce upon it as quickly as any puss you eve^

LAUGHING-JACKASSES.

tainly never have seen each other—at least, most

of them never would— if they had not been brought

together in this house.

Among the birds which interested me most was

an enormous pigeon, the largest of the pigeon tribe.

This fellow, who is about as big as a small turkey,

is called the crowned-pigeon, and comes from

Java and some of the neighboring islands. He is a

splendid bird, with a wide-spreading crest on his

head, which gives him a very distinguished and

imposing air. If size and appearance count for

anything, this should be the king of pigeons.

Some other birds which attracted my attention,

not on account of their beauty but because of their

oddity, are called " laughing-jackasses." The
name may strike you as a very strange one to give

to a bird, but there is a reason for it. In Australia,

where these birds come from, the early settlers used

to hear in the woods strange noises which sounded

as if they were made by a jackass who had heard a

good joke, and was laughing heartily at it. The
people could scarcely make up their minds that a

jackass could hear enough jokes to keep him
laughing such a time, and so they searched for

the merry individuals and found that they were

these birds, who would sit on a tree and at regular

intervals burst into this braying kind of laugh.

There are several peculiarities about the laugh-

ing-jackass. In the first place he is really a king-

fisher, though he seldom goes near the water.

Therefore, of course, he cannot carry on his regu-

lar business,—or what ought to be his regular busi-

ness, if his name is correct,—and so he contents

himself with catching lizards and mice, and such

saw. It may be that he laughs so much becau--

he continually sees for himself what an utter

absurd kind of bird he is.

On a long perch, in a very wide cage, sat a lon|

row of dear little birds of different colors and size

but all very small. These were African finche

and it was very amusing to see them sit there pe

fectly quiet until some one came to one end of tl

cage. Then every one of these little birds turnc

its head to see who it was. When the person we

to the other end, they all turned their heads, at tl

same moment, in that direction. They moved
quickly, and in such perfect order, that you migl

have thought they had been drilled by a militai

officer.

As I had not time to look at all the birds,

passed around among the long-legged heron

bright-colored pheasants, gorgeous chattering pa

rots, pretty little paroquets, finches of all kind

—black, white, red, green and purple,—grossbeal

(which are finches with broad, thick beaks, ar

some of them with beautiful scarlet and blac

plumage) ; mino-birds, which come from India, ar

talk as well as, or even better than, the most co

versational parrots ; and the weaver-bird, of whic

you may have heard under the name of the sociab

grossbeak, and which seems to be a very good so

of bird, although nothing like so much of a cut

osity as its nest must be.

There were also some toucans, about as big ;

crows, with enormous bills as large as the claws <

lobsters, and of very much the same shape. Sou

of these great bills, half as big as the bird, we;

red, and others were dark-colored. Some of tl
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cockatoos were of a beautiful rosy color, and one

kind, from Australia, looked exactly as if it had

been rosy once, but had been washed and had
''

I faded. The cock-of-the-rock, from Demerara, is

a handsome bird. He is of a bright orange color,

'"and must look like a ball of fire when he is flying

in the sun.

I also noticed a lot of American birds : wood-

peckers, robins, thrushes, bluebirds, blackbirds,

and many other small chaps with whom most of us

are well acquainted.

Outside, swimming in the lake, or rambling

about on the shore, are a great many water-fowl,

such as swans, both black and white, ducks of

various kinds, a great goose from New Holland,

cranes, herons, and most other birds who care for

[aquatic sports.

A little farther on were some handsome giraffes.

These animals, although they were not all full-

grown, could easily reach up to the top shelf of any

closet you ever saw. And I think they would do

it, if they had a chance, for they seem, most of the

time, to be poking their heads up in the air to see

"j'if there is anything in the upper part of the build-

"j'ing which they have not noticed before.

There are a great many strange things about

'•'(ithis long-legged, long-necked creature, but he has

BB

k i

cumstances. So, if this story be true, we may class

these creatures among the mutes of the animal

kingdom. They have not the advantages possessed

by human mutes, for they cannot talk with their

fingers. But perhaps animals who hold their heads

so much higher in the world than any other living

creatures, do not feel the necessity of making sounds

to express their sentiments. There are some sen-

timents which they can express admirably with

their heels.

I did not spend much time at the Elephant

House, where not only elephants, but some other

large animals, who do not care for meat, seem to

be enjoying themselves in a quiet way. There

were two large elephants and two little fellows

—

one of them just about big enough for a boy and

his little sister to ride. He was about as high as a

table, and would have been very glad, I expect, to

have had some boys and girls to play with him.

But I had seen many elephants, and so I passed on

to another animal with whom I was not at all

familiar.

This was the rhinoceros, and an enormous creat-

ure he was. His body is nearly as big as that of an

elephant, though he is not so tall, for his legs arc

very short. He is of a muddy mouse-color, and

his skin seems as thick as a board floor. He has

LEOPARDS.

>ne peculiarity which is not, I think, generally

aiown. It is said that the giraffe is one of the

[uietest creatures on earth, for he has never been

mown to utter a sound of any kind, under any cir-

very small eyes, a big head and nose, and one of

the most dreadful mouths you ever looked into. I

happened to look into it, for he yawned just as I

stopped in front of him, and I assure you that
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that mouth would hold a bushel of potatoes. I may
slightly overrate its capacity, but I will not take

back more than two or three of

the largest potatoes.

When you look at the cage or

den in which this huge creature is

confined, you will get an idea of

what the keepers think of the

strength of a full-grown rhinoc-

eros. The apartment, which is

quite large and commodious, is

inclosed on each side by strong

stone walls, so thick that even a

rhinoceros cannot break through

them. In front is a row of iron

bars,—I might say tall iron posts,

—standing about a foot apart,

which are many times stronger

than those used for any other

animal on the grounds. At the

back of the den is a strong wall,

and so Mr. One-horn is shut in

pretty securely. At each corner

of the den, at the back, there is an iron ladder run-

ning up to a little gallery which leads outside. In

front of each of these ladders isi

a tall iron shield, fastened at such

a distance from the ladder as to I

allow room for a man to slip behind
it, but not enough room for a

rhinoceros. So, if the beast gets

bad-tempered, when his keeper is:

cleaning his room or making his

bed, the man can jump behind the

screen, and ''scoot," as the boys

would say, up the ladder. With-
out some protection of the kind

few men could climb a ladder fasti

enough to get out of the reach of a

rhinoceros at their heels.

In regard to the horn of this ani-!

mal,—that formidable weapon of;

which we have heard so much,—

I

would say that you must not ex-

pect to see, on a rhinoceros in a

menagerie, a horn such as you will

find in most of the pictures of the

animal. In captivity, the rhinoce-

ros rubs his horn against all the

stone walls or iron bars that he can

reach, and so keeps it pretty well

worn down. It looks more like a

horny lump on his nose than any-

thing else. I suppose it is the

natural business of a rhinoceros

to work with his horn, just as a

gardener feels it his business to

work with a spade or hoe, and if the animal cannot

have succulent reeds and canes and young trees

THE RHINOCEROS.

to rip and tear, he uses his horn on what he|

can find, even if it be stone or iron. While
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1 was watching him, he began banging his great

head against his iron bars, and the concussion

seemed to shake the building. "Bang! bang!

bang !
" he went, like a great sledge-hammer, and

if the bars had been no thicker than those which

confined the lions and tigers, that rhinoceros would

,have walked out of his cage and would probably

have had a good time, strolling about the grounds,

looking at the monkeys and the squirrels, so dif-

ferent from himself.

But of course I went to the bear-pits. These are

i:hree large round pits, with stone walls and floors,

lind quite deep. They are built in the side of a

uill, so that visitors can go up the hill and look

lown at the bears in the pits. In the middle of

;ach pit is the trunk of a stout tree with a good

Innany short branches left on it, for the bears to

1 :limb up and get a better look at the good people

vho come to see them. If you go down the hill to

he back part of the pits, you can stand on a level

lith the bears, and look at them through a grating.

iut the best view of them is to be had from the top

f the pits. Here were the grizzly bear, the most

javage and powerful wild beast on this continent;

lie black bear, not very ferocious, and common
nough in the forests of some of the New England

nd Middle States ; the cinnamon bear, who looks

Ice cinnamon, but does not taste like it, although

lis flesh is said to be very good indeed, and
«ich better than any other kind of bear-meat

;

^hd the brown bear, who is a cross fellow, and next

3) the grizzly in point of ferocity.

Among the smaller houses on the grounds is a

;llo\v two-storied edifice which looks much older

tan the buildings I have already mentioned. It

much older and possesses an historic interest.

was built by the grandson of William Penn, and

tiled by him " Solitude," because it then stood,

1 by itself, out in the wild woods, miles away from

e little city of Philadelphia. This gentleman,

Jihn Penn, was of a poetic disposition, and wanted

I

me quiet spot where he could be free from all

)ise and disturbance. So he built his house here.

be house now belongs to the city, and is perma-
;ntly leased by the Zoological Society. And who
1 you think have been living there until a short

ne ago ? Snakes !

'Yes, rattlesnakes, and black snakes, and boa-

nstrictors, and ever so many other kinds of

iiakes, were lying about there in cages, and some
I them were formidable looking fellows. These
akes have a new house now, built expressly for

:m. I saw them once before, when they lived

" Solitude," but they seemed just as comfortable

their new home, although it possessed no his-

'ic interest whatever. In a cage in the center of

: house were several boa-constrictors, the largest

Vol. IV.—43.

of all snako-kind. One of these fellows was five or

six inches thick, and probably twelve or fifteen feet

long. That is a good size for a snake, as you

-dpi'JB

TAKING A CLIMB.

know ; but I have always been disappointed in the

size of boa-constrictors. I read so much, when a

boy, about their swallowing goats and sheep,

—

and I have even known an ox to be mentioned

in this connection (though this was probably a

"stretcher").—that I want my boas very large

—

as thick as barrels, or nail-kegs, at the least.
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The rattlesnakes were the most wicked and spite-

ful-looking creatures there, and they are really the

most dangerous, although there are copperheads,

•**"« &&>$
A PRAIRIE-WOLF.

and moccasins, and other poisonous snakes in the

collection.

All the cages are made with glass sides, so there

is no danger in going quite close to the rattlesnakes,

though they may spring their rattles, and dart out

their forked little tongues at you, as they did at me.

Besides the snakes, there were in this house some

turtles, some young alligators, and an enormous

frog.

All these creatures lead very quiet lives, and as

far as noise is concerned, none of the recent inhab-

itants of "Solitude" would have disturbed John
Penn had they lived there in his time. But they

might have made it lively for him in other ways.

There is a house for eagles, owls and hawks,

where these grave birds sit all day and think.

They do not seem to care for exercise (though they

might be willing to take a good long fly if they had
a chance), and if they do not pass their time in

thinking, I am sure I have no idea of what they do.

Here is our national symbol,—the " bird of free-

dom,"— called the bald eagle, because the top of

his head is white. Here are the golden eagle, the

Australian wedge-tailed eagle, and other kinds.

Did you know that eagles are particularly fond of

cats as food ? This taste is said to prevail among
all classes of eagles, and shows that these birds are

of brave and determined natures. For it can be

no great fun to fly away with an angry cat.

Among the owls, the great horned owls are very

conspicuous, and the hawks—chicken-hawks, spar-

row-hawks, etc. — are interesting, especially to

farmers' boys, who have spent many an hour hang-

ing about the barn-yard, waiting to get a shot at

one of these keen-sighted, swift-swooping creatures.

Here and there are small houses for rabbits, wolves,

foxes, raccoons, and other animals, but I did not

visit them all. It would take at least a day to get

a good look at all the animals on the grounds.

One of the most interesting features of this ani-

mal show, and the one which distinguishes it from

ordinary menageries, and gives its founders the

right to call it a Zoological Garden, is the numb'

of animals who have their quarters out-of-door

There are many large inclosures where animals i

various kinds roam about almost as comfortably ;

if they were at liberty in their native land. To I

sure, they cannot take such long walks as they cou

at home, but as they are here safe from the attacl

of all enemies, and have all the good food that tin

need, it may be that they are just as happy as the

ever were.

The prairie-dog village is quite a curiosity, as

is the only place where prairie-dogs can be seen

home, except in their native habitations out We:
No other zoological garden, or collection of ar

mals, possesses anything of the kind. This villa;

consists of a good-sized piece of land, inclosed by

wire fence, where a colony of prairie-dogs ha

made their underground houses. They are gre

burrowers, and although a wall was built arour

their inclosure extending ten feet below the surfai

of the ground, some of the little fellows dug dou

under the wall and made their appearance outsi<

of their bounds. So a deeper wall had to be bui

The houses of these dogs are long, and sometim

roomy, tunnels under the ground, and at the e

trance of each the earth is generally thrown up

a mound, with a round hole at the top, just abo

big enough to let one dog pass in or out by itse

In fine weather the dogs (so called because the

FLYING FOXES (LARGE EAST INDIAN BATS).

bark is something like a dog's) take great delig

in sitting a-top of these mounds, or peeping out

the doors. They are lively little creatures, abo

as big as rabbits, and seem perfectly at home.

We are told that in the West the houses of t

prairie-dogs are frequently occupied, not only 1

the dogs themselves, but by certain small o»
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which like to live in holes in the ground (if they

can find them ready-made), and by rattlesnakes !

These three animals seem to live peacefully to-

gether in one hole, although it may be that the owl

and the dog take turns in watching the snake. But

as the prairie-dogs here look very fat and happy

without the rattlesnakes and owls (for the society

has not furnished these), it is probable that they

' are very well satisfied to live by themselves.

Not very far from the prairie-dog village there

•is a wide stream emptying into a pond, and part

of this stream has been fenced off for a colony of

beavers. Beavers are such wise and industrious

-creatures, working so hard and with such skill to

ugly creatures can wander about all day and never

feel obliged to kneel down to have a load packed

on their backs. By the way, a camel is never so

ugly as he is when he is very young. One of the

ugliest infants on earth is a baby camel.

There are several large inclosures surrounded by

high fences, and with nice little houses for bad

weather, where different kinds of deer, elks, ante-

lopes, etc., have plenty of room to stroll about and

enjoy themselves. There are also smaller yards for

wolves, foxes, and other animals of the kind that

are used to our weather, and can live out-of-doors;

and there is quite a field for the bisons (or buffaloes,

as they are called out West), There is a herd of

A BABY CAMEL.

nm up the streams in their native forests and
iild their houses, that almost every one would be
ad to see them at work, cutting down trees with
eir teeth, and hauling little loads of clay and
.rth on their broad, flat tails. But 1 saw only two
tavers out of the water when I was there, and one
emed to be amusing himself by swimming about
th sticks in his mouth, while the other was taking
walk on the little beach. A large tree had been
led so that it lay across the stream, and there

lis every' opportunity for the beavers to go to work
len they got ready. At any rate, although I did

't see any of them hauling clay, which I very
ich desired, I was glad to know how beavers
iked when they were swimming or walking about

;
a natural way.

There is an inclosure for camels, where these

half a dozen or more of these, and some of them

are very large and fierce-looking. I watched a big

fellow come up to a tree with his great head down,

his fiery eyes glancing out from under his shaggy

mane, and a general air of determination about

him, as if he had made up his mind that he would

put his horns into that tree and tear it up by the

roots ! But he only rubbed himself against it,

although he rubbed so vigorously that, if he had
been rubbing against some frame-houses that I

know of, I think he would have shaken them down.

The truth is that, although the buffalo is one of

the fiercest-looking animals on earth, he is really

of a very mild disposition, and the biggest one

would probably run from a very small boy, if the

boy had a stick and the buffalo a chance to get

away. So you must not judge these animals by
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their appearance. Indeed, you could not engage

in a poorer business than to go around the world

judging animals by their looks.

The kangaroos have several long yards, with a

little house at one end and plenty of room in front

to skip and play. I never thought the kangaroo

was a funny animal until I saw these fellows. In a

cage they have no chance to show what a comical

way they have of getting over the ground. Of

course I knew that when they are pursued they

bound away with great leaps, but I did not know
how queerly they bounce themselves along when
they are not in ^i hurry.

One big fellow, who was sitting near his house

on his hind-legs and his tail (you know they use

their tails to prop themselves up with), took it into

his head to come down to the front fence where a

group of visitors was standing. So he straightened

himself up, with his head high in the air ; held up

his little fore-paws under his chin, and came dow
the yard in a series of funny hops that made even
body roar out laughing. I never saw an anims

act so comically,—though he did not intend it,-

and I am sure that there is not a church in th

world where all the congregation—even the olde;

bald-headed members and 'the Sunday -scho<

teachers—would not burst out laughing if a bi

kangaroo came gravely hopping down the middli

aisle.

I have not told you about all the animals in th

place. I have said nothing about the condor—tli

largest bird in the world ; the great bats, calle

flying foxes, because they have fox-like heads an

red hair, and which sometimes measure four fee

from tip to tip of their horrid leathery wings,

have said nothing about the pair ofhandsome your;

Polar bears, but I have said enough for the presen

and must stop.

READY FOR A SECOND COURSE.
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ROBIN'S RAIN-SONG.

By Celia Thaxter.

j*i^ O ROBIN, pipe no more of rain !

'T is four clays since we saw the sun,

And still the misty window pane

Is loud with drops that leap and run.

Four days ago the sky was clear,

But when my mother heard you call,

She said, " That 's Robin's rain-song, dear

Oh, well he knows when rain will fall !

"

Fair was the morning, and I wept

Because she would not let me stray

Into the woods for flowers, but kept

My feet from wandering away.

£pfc

And I was vexed to hear you cry

So sweetly of the coming storm,

And watched with brimming eyes the sky

Grow cold and dim from clear and warm

It seemed to me you brought it all

With that incessant, plaintive note

;

And still you call the drops to fall

Upon your brown and scarlet coat.

How nice to be a bird like you,

And let the rain come pattering down,

Nor mind a bit to be wet through,

Nor fear to spoil one's only gown !

But since I cannot be a bird,

Sweet Robin, pipe no more of rain I

Your merrier music is preferred ;

Forget at last that sad refrain !

And tell us of the sunshine, dear

—

I 'm wild to be abroad again,

Seeking for blossoms far and near

:

O Robin, pipe no more of rain !
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THE BLUE-COAT BOY.

Bv Aunt Fanny.

The first time Aunt Fanny was in London she

lived in some nice lodgings in a house in Hen-

rietta street, Cavendish square. It is quite neces-

sary to mention Cavendish square in connection

with this Henrietta street, because there are nine

other Henrietta streets in different parts of London.

Opposite the house was a brick wall. On top

of this brick wall was another high wall of ground

glass. They inclosed the garden of the Duke of

Portland, whose mansion was just around the

corner and opposite the square. The duke was a

great invalid ; he could take exercise only in this

garden, and he had put up this ground-glass wall

to keep out curious and intrusive staring from the

people who live on the opposite side of the street.

One day a bright, handsome boy of twelve—the

nephew of Aunt Fanny's landlady—came from his

school to spend some days with his aunt. Except

his handsome face, he was comical-looking enough.

He had on deep yellow stockings, and shoes with

big buckles. His velveteen trousers were fastened

at his knees ; he wore a yellow petticoat, and over

this a dark blue coat which came down to his

ankles. This was buttoned only from the chin to

the waist, leaving the skirt to fly open like a lady's

polonaise. A broad red-leather belt with large

brass buckle, and white bands at his neck, com-

pleted this droll costume, which every boy must

wear who enters Christ's Hospital—the strange

name of the school. In the very first number of

St. Nicholas (November, 1873) there is a most

interesting account of this school, which is situated

in the heart of Old London, close to St. Paul's

Cathedral, the General Post-office, and the sad

and grim-looking Newgate Prison.

This account gives you the history of the "Blue-

coat school," as Christ's Hospital is called by the

boys, and so Aunt Fanny need only tell you about

her own dear blue-coat boy. Arthur's rosy cheeks,

brown curling hair, wide-open honest blue eyes,

and pleasant manners, soon made her forget all

about his yellow legs and comical petticoats, and

they became the best of friends ; for, of course,

she made his acquaintance at once by shaking

hands, and saying

:

" I am very glad to meet a blue-coat boy. Do
you know that Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, and
Coleridge—three great authors—were blue-coat

boys as well as you ?
"

" Oh yes, ma'am; every fellow in Christ's Hos-

pital knows that !
"

" How long have you been a blue-coat boy ?

"

" Two years, ma'am. I was entered when I was

ten years old."

" What happened to you when you first entered?

'

Arthur's eyes snapped, and the color deepenec
in his cheeks. He pulled down the waist of hi;

coat, and said, indignantly

:

" The boys put me in the middle of a circle, anc

locked hands. Then they asked me, ' Did you
mother ever wash her face and hands ?' and when
said, ' Yes, of course she did !

' they danced arounc

and hollered, ' His mother is a washerwoman
don't speak to him—she washes !

' I doubled u]

my fists, and was going to fight them ; but the

held me tight, and made dreadful mouths at me
and buzzed like blue-bottle flies, to ' soothe me.

they said. As I could not help myself, I did stan*

quiet after a moment, and then they asked me
'What does your father do for a living?' and
said he was a teacher of languages ; he coul

speak ' and before I could get out anothe

word, they were all bowing down, and shouting
' His father was a speaker ! make way for the so

of the Honorable Speaker of the House of Corr

mons !
' and oh ! I had such hard work not to cf

when I said, ' My father and mother are dead

And then some of the boys cried, ' Shame ! let hii|

go !
' and I got off. Two or three of them askel

me if I had any sisters, and if they were prett;[

and begged that I would give their love to theil

when I wrote, and then we had a jolly game c|

leap-frog together."

" But what did you do with your long petticoa

when you played leap-frog ?
"

" Oh, we tucked them up under our belts."

" Arthur," said Aunt Fanny, with a smile in hi

eyes, but the rest of her face quite serious, " d|

you torment any boys that entered after you ?
"

His face flushed high, but he confessed in

honest, outspoken way, " Why, certainly I did.

asked all the new boys if their mothers washil

their faces and hands, and when they said, ' Yej

I shouted out, ' She 's a washerwoman !
' ail

made the dreadfullest faces I could; and I sent rj|

love to all their sisters."

Aunt Fanny laughed a little, and thought to h(|

self, "Well, boys will be boys; there's no htl

for it; " but she said, "Arthur, I think you wel

very mean
;
you did not observe the golden rule I

at which he blushed again for a minute ; then

brightened up, and said : " I licked a fellow \v|
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;alled me Miss Arthur, and said I was a beggar's

Daby. Was n't that right, ma'am ?
"

" Well—yes," she answered, " if he was as big

is you are ; but what made him call you ' Miss' ?
"

" Why, he was going to bury a rabbit alive, and
'. burst out crying, because when I tried to get the

joor rabbit away from him he flung it against a

itone and killed it."

" Well—I 'm glad you whipped him, then ; such

ihocking cruelty deserved a sound thrashing."

Arthur and Aunt Fanny liked each other so

j
(
nuch, that they went out together on all hershop-

i )ing expeditions, and to see the sights of the huge

r :ity. The first time she asked him to walk with

»er, they had gone a few steps from the house,

(rfien Aunt Fanny turned around and exclaimed,

n astonishment, •' Why, Arthur, what on earth

nade you forget your hat ? Run back for it ?
"

" But I have no hat," he said.

il

" No hat ? What do you mean ?
"

Arthur laughed. "We blue-coat boys never

rear hats," he said, " summer or winter."

As soon as his companion understood this, she

tughed too, and then they went merrily on to

ixford street.

But the little vagabonds in the streets would

fever let Arthur alone. They ran after him, point-

ig and crying, "Seethe bloocut boy ! Look at

is yaller legs ! Ouack ! quack ! quack ! Where 's

our hat, ducky ? Where 's your top-knot, ducky?

•uy a pork-pie, and wear it home on your head !

"

, > which he paid no attention, because it was an old

ory. He said that when he was first "chaffed,"

si he called it, he flew into a passion, and picked

p stones to throw at his tormentors. But he did

|ot care now, though Aunt Fanny was very indig-

ant, and wanted to call a policeman, or, as Arthur

ititled him, a "bobby."
1 They went first to Marshall & Snellgrove's, a

rge shop in Oxford street, which looked very much
te our shops in New York, with the exception

jiat the floors were nicely carpeted. There Aunt
,anny bought an aqua scutum, which is nothing

ore nor less than a water-proof cloak. The clerk

tiled it by this Latin name, thinking that it

.»unded finer. Then they went into a little haber-

j
fishery shop, where Aunt Fanny said, politely

—

"I want some spool cotton, No. 40, if you

lease."

"Beg pardon, ma'am," said the clerk, "but
hat is it you want ?

"

I

j
" Spool cotton, No. 40."

" Beg pardon, but I don't think we have it."

"Why, yes you have, any quantity of it, just on
e shelf behind you."

The clerk looked around perplexed, and then,

, rning back, said : " Oh, it 's reels of thread, per-

haps, that you mean. Really, now, it 's very odd !

I never heard them called ' spool cotton' before."

Aunt Fanny laughed, and said that it was only

one more of the little differences between English

and American ways of speaking the same language.

She bought the reels of thread, and' out they went

into the beautiful warm sunshine ; and London

sunshine does seem the most beautiful ever made,

except October days in our country,

—

" Where, through a sapphire sea, the sun

Sails like a golden galleon !

"

She was admiring the lovely weather, when

Arthur said: " Oh yes ; but just wait till Novem-

ber—we have wonderfully nasty days then."

" Arthur, what do you mean by a ' nasty ' day ?

"

" A nasty day—why, don't you know? It rains,

and the clouds and fog make the day so dark that

we have to light candles to study by."
" We should call that a stormy or foggy day ; we

never say a ' nasty ' day ; it is too bad a quality to

give to rain water. But we offend you as often, or

oftener perhaps, by a misuse of words. I called a

pretty baby in the park the other day, ' a cunning

little thing,' and the nurse said, very angrily,

' She never did a cunning thing in her life,

ma'am—she's as good as gold.' So I looked into

an English dictionary, and found that the word
' cunning ' meant ' deceitful, artful, fraudulent,

crafty, and sly.' Just see howl had insulted that

innocent little lamb ! and quite unintentionally

;

for I meant by using the word 'cunning' to imply

that she was pretty, and bright, and winning, and

lovely, and good."
" How very odd !

" said Arthur.

By this time they were walking in the broad,

beautiful Regent street, and soon they came to a

large, handsome shop, where " American cream

soda-water " was sold. Aunt Fanny went in, fol-

lowed by Arthur. " I am going to give you a glass

of soda-water, such as we have in New York," she

said. " What sirup would you like with it ?
"

Arthur carefully studied all the labels above the

silver faucets, and then chose raspberry sirup, and

Aunt Fanny chose the same. The clean, pretty

English boy foamed the soda up high, while Arthur

watched with curious eyes. When the boy handed

him the glass, Arthur took a moderate sip, and

immediately exclaimed, "Oh, my! how awfully

good !
" Shutting up his eyes, he drank his cream-

soda, drawing a quick breath or two, with a face

expressing such delight, that Aunt Fanny, in watch-

ing him and laughing, herself forgot to drink!

" What do you think of it ? " she asked.

" I never had anything half so nice in all my
life !

"

" Well, I don't care much for cream-soda myself,
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so I will just take a sip of mine, and perhaps you

will oblige me by drinking the rest."

" Oh, now, that would be awfully mean in me,"
he said, looking with longing eyes at her glass.

" Not at all
;

" and handing it to him, Aunt
Fanny soon saw the bottom of it up in the air, for

Arthur did not like to lose a drop.

When they went out of the shop, Arthur turned

to Aunt Fanny with an earnest face, and said: " I

want to tell you something. When I grow up and

get married, I intend to take my wife to the Amer-
ican soda-water shop, and give her a glass of rasp-

berry cream soda-water," and then those little

yellow legs of his walked off with an air of manly

dignity, for he felt that he could not possibly bestow

upon his future wife a greater gratification.

Such pleasant times as they two had !

The last day these two friends spent together

seemed especially delightful. Aunt Fanny's trunks

were all packed, ready to go on the morrow to

Brighton, a great stone-built city on the edge of the

Atlantic ocean ; and so this last day was to blaze all

over, so to speak, with glory and enjoyment.

Early after breakfast they left the house for the

British Museum, where you can see everything you

have, or have n't, heard of, from a mummy 4,000

years old to a book published only yesterday. As
they were walking along Oxford street, talking

merrily, a rough-looking boy, just in front of them,

stopped for an instant before a fruit shop, where

apples, oranges, and lemons, were set in tempting

array outside of the door. Giving a quick, furtive

look within the shop, the boy took an apple and

went on, whistling.

"Oh! did you see that?" asked Arthur, in a

horrified tone, " he stole an apple !

"

" How dreadful ! I 'm afraid he has never prayed
' Lead us not into temptation,' " said Aunt Fanny.
" I should think that every mouthful he ate would

choke him."
" Aunt Fanny," whispered Arthur, his eyes danc-

ing, his hands clasped, '"just you wait a moment;
I 'm going to scare him awfully !

" and before she

could speak, those yellow legs made a rush up to

the bad boy, and, with a sudden slap on his back,

Arthur yelled at the top of his voice, " Boo ! ! !

"

That stolen apple went into the middle of the

street like a flash of lightning, while the boy, with

a bounce in the air, and a louder yell, shot off at a

regular English steeple-chase speed. He stopped at

nothing, leaping over dogs, boxes and babies, with

Arthur after him like an express train; the blue

coat flying out behind, like the smoke from the

funnel, the yellow legs twinkling and winking like

the fiery sparks, while Aunt Fanny, vainly trying

to keep up with them, laughed and laughed till her

sides and temples ached again.

With a wild whoop from Arthur, both boys dis

appeared around the next corner, and when Auni
Fanny got so far, she saw Arthur coming back
breathless, flushed, and laughing, but the othei

boy was out of sight.

"He thought the bobby was after him, sure!

said Arthur, as soon as he could catch his breath.
" He never looked around, but dived down ar

area, and there I left him. That apple wont choke

him now, will it ?
"

" I think not. The omnibuses must have turnec

it into apple-sauce by this time."

After this adventure, Arthur and Aunt Fannj
had a serious talk about the wickedness of stealing

even a pin, and soon after they arrived at the grea

museum, where the boy amused himself by making
faces at the mummies, the enormous stone images,

and the stuffed wild beasts, while Aunt Fannj
lingered over the illuminated prayer-books whicl

had been used by poor Mary Queen of Scots

Queen Elizabeth, and other queens and kings, anc

read many letters,—some of them very sad ones

written by the hands of great personages long

since turned to dust.

All these things were very delightful to see, bu
also very fatiguing ; and so, when they left th<

museum, Aunt Fanny called a Hansom cab, whicl

one can do at almost any moment in the streets ot

London. These cabs, when empty, go slowly alonj

the streets, waiting for customers to hail them,

The driver sits on a little seat high up behind, s(

that the passenger inside has nothing before hin

to intercept his view.

Arthur was delighted with the grandeur of a ride

though the cab was very shabby, and the poor oh

fiddle-headed horse a sight to see. His shaky, bon

legs paddled out to right and left in a ridiculou

manner, like oars, and his tail was nothing but

,wisp. But Arthur declared that he was a regula

"two-forty," by which he meant that he could rui

a mile in two minutes and forty seconds ; and

jumping up, he opened the little trap in the roo

of the Hansom, and called out to the driver:

" Cabby, just whip up ! and run a race with th

first horse and Hansom that comes along."

" No, indeed ! " cried Aunt Fanny. " Have som

pity, Arthur, on the poor thing. We are going t

Kensington, and it's a long drive."

So the old horse paddled along, and was dismiss©

at Kensington, with an extra sixpence to the drivei

After a nice lunch at a restaurant, they wen

through the South-Kensington Museum,—whos

wonders it would take many pages to tell of,-

and then another Hansom brought them back t

Regent street, where it was dismissed, instead c

taking them home, because Arthur had give

Aunt Fanny a very strong hint that a glass c
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cream soda-water would be the crowning delight

to this " awfully jolly day."

The fixed air must have gone down into his heels,

for, instead of walking quietly by Aunt Fanny's

side, Arthur took flying leaps over the curb-stones

when they came to a crossing, waiting for her to

" Blues" playing leap-frog, with petticoats tucked

up. All this he told dancing around her and talk-

ing in the most animated manner.

When they arrived near the house, Arthur ran

forward to ring the bell, and at the same time

he intended, with a light spring, to seat himself

THE BLUE-COAT BOY SCARES THE THIEF.

lalk over, with his eyes shining like diamonds.
nd how fast his tongue ran ! He told Aunt
;anny how, on every Easter Monday, the blue-coat

>ys walked in procession to the Royal Exchange

;

id on Easter Tuesday paid a visit to the Lord
ayor; and how the street boys looked through
e iron railings of the fence in Newgate street,

here Christ's Hospital is situated, and watched the

upon the iron railing of the low stoop. But he had

sprung too high and too far back, and he lost his

balance. With a desperate but unavailing clutch

at the railing, he fell back, and over, into the arms

of the plump, red-faced cook, who was standing

just below, and who, with a howl of astonishment,

immediately sat down on the stone flags very

much more quickly than she liked, while Arthur,
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with his head twisted up in his petticoats, was saw-

ing the air with his yellow legs, like a duck trying

to swim upside down.

"You owdacious boy!" screamed the cook,
" do you mane to murther me ?

"

Aunt Fanny had screamed, too, when she saw

Arthur fall, but now she was fast getting another

terrible pain in her side from laughing at this

topsy-turvy rigadoon which Arthur was dancing.

At last, when the cook, with a good shaking, had
placed him on his feet, and he with many chuckles

had helped Aunt Fanny to pull her up, and had
begged her pardon, and all three had sobered down

a little, they began to feel thankful that the merry,

frolicsome boy had escaped what might have been
a very serious accident.

" You can't have a stout cook always waiting to

catch you, Arthur," said Aunt Fanny ;
" so don't

try so many monkey tricks in future, I beg of you.

The next day Arthur helped his "American!

aunt," as he called her, into the cab which was to

take her to the depot, kissing her good-by with an
energy which knocked her bonnet over her ear.

She kissed her hand to him as the cab turned the

corner, and that was the last she saw of her dear,

merry, winsome blue-coat boy.

HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XXXI.

THE DISADVANTAGE OF BEING A WITNESS.

The colonel talked with Jacob in a bland and

flattering way, and proposed, among other things,

to pay his fare to Cincinnati, by railroad, from the

town they were approaching.

Jacob listened, but did not for a moment give

over his resolution to save Boone's team for him,

if he could. The cautious colonel, however, gave

him no chance for that. He kept the boy con-

stantly in sight at the hotel where they stopped,

the team having been put into the hands of the

ostler ; and finally started with him to take the

train, accompanied by a friend he had sent for,

named Hampton, and a waiter with the baggage.
" He has fooled me somehow," thought Jacob,

wondering what had become of the team.

He now remembered that Corkright's friend had

twice been to see him at the hotel, and that, the

second time, money had passed between them.
" He has sold the team for the colonel," was the

conclusion he came to ; and it now seemed to him

that he could do no better than to go on by the

train to Cincinnati. It was only three or four

hours' ride ; and, after all his weariness and anxiety,

it was a relief to think his journey's end so near.

But just as they were stepping on board the cars,

two men walked rapidly up to the platform, the

foremost of whom exclaimed, " Here he is !—this is

the man !
" and made a rush at Corkright.

He reminded Jacob strongly of somebody he had

seen ; but it was a moment before he recognized,

beneath the excited gestures and determined air

the jolly young farmer of the night before.

At the same time, the second man, coming up,

courteously informed the Kentuckian that he had ;

warrant for his arrest.

" On what charge ? " said the colonel.

" Taking a wagon ar J pair of horses that did n'

belong to you," replied the officer.

Jacob trembled with joy.
•

' This fellow sold me his horses," said the colonel

"and I can prove it."

"You '11 have a chance to do that before the

magistrate," said the officer. " Sorry to interrup,

your journey." Then, turning to Jacob, " Is n'

this the boy ?
"

" Yes, he's in league with him !
" cried Boone

very much excited. " He must come too."

Jacob was astonished at Boone's manner towan

him. But it was no time to make explanations.

The office of the magistrate was near by, ant

soon the constable and his prisoner, Boone an<

Jacob, Hampton and a crowd of spectators, enterei

and filled it nearly full.

The prisoner was arraigned on the charge of tli

larceny of a pair of horses and a wagon, to whicl

he replied that he had bought the property o

Boone the night before, and exhibited a bill of sal

to that effect.

" Did you give him this ? " asked the judge.
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Boone stared at the paper in blank dismay.

'•Never! It is not my handwriting. I never

saw it before."

" It is in my handwriting," said the colonel,

—

" all but the signature ; that is his."

Boone scratched his head with a lugubriously

puzzled look.

"I have a faint recollection of signing some

paper. But I have n't the least idea what. I

~;ould n't have been myself, if this is it ; for the

team is n't mine, and I could n't have sold it."

" This places the matter in a somewhat different

light," observed the judge. " The charge of larceny

:an hardly be sustained without more evidence,

ind I advise you to settle with the prisoner."

"All I ask is that he '11 restore the property—my
ather's property," said Boone. " I make no charge

igainst him for winning my money ; but the team
'. must have."

"I regret to say that you speak too late," said

he colonel. " It has passed out of my hands."

"Then I '11 bring a charge of swindling," cried

Soone. " That man and this boy are leagued

ogether. They go about the country, and the

ittle one helps the big one. The little one asked

ne to let him ride last evening, and found out I

,'iad money. Then he met the big one at the

avern, and went off with him and my team in the

niddle of the night."

Jacob listened to this accusation in the greatest

imazement.
!' " May I say a word ? " cried he, aware that all

yes were on him, that he was very pale, and that

verybody must regard him as guilty.

1 "Certainly," said the judge. "But it must be

nder oath. Hold up your right hand. You do

olemnly swear that the evidence you are about to

' ive shall be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing

lut the truth."
: " I do," said Jacob, in a firm voice, but with pale

ps and a white face.

1 " What 's your name ? " said the magistrate.

"Jacob Fortune."
1 " How old are you ?

"

" I was fifteen in March."

By the time he had answered a few such ques-

ons as these, the boy had pretty fully regained

is self-possession.

" Do you know this man ?
"

"I have seen him—once or twice too often,"

icob added, with a faint and pallid smile.

' He then, in answer to questions, told the story

f his first meeting with Corkright on the steam-

oat, and of his adventure with him the night
; sfore.

"He offered me money," he said, "if I would
old my tongue about the horses. But I told him

they belonged to Boone's father. And I only waited

a chance to say so, if he went to sell them."

"This is important evidence," said the judge.
" It appears that the prisoner must have known
that he had no good title to the team when he

sold it."

The colonel now asked to have the case post-

poned until he could bring witnesses and procure

counsel.

" When will you be ready ? " asked the judge.
" To-morrow," replied the colonel.

" Say to-morrow morning at ten o'clock," said

the judge, and proceeded to put the prisoner under

bonds to appear then.

" My bail is ready, your honor," said Cork-

right, his friend Hampton offering to stand as his

surety.

Papers were drawn up and signed, and the

prisoner was released. The judge then turned to

Jacob with :
" Can you find bail, my boy ?

"

" What do you mean ? " said Jacob. " I am not

charged with any crime, am I ?
"

" No ; but you are suspected of being this man's

accomplice. What is to prevent your running off,

if the court lets you go ? You may have told a

correct story ; but it is necessary that such singular

evidence should be sifted. Can you get anybody

to be surety for you—that is, give bonds to the

amount of two hundred dollars that you shall ap-

pear when the case comes up again to-morrow ?
"

The boy's breath was taken away for a moment.
Then he gasped out

:

" If I—can't—find anybody?"
" Then the court must provide for your safe-

keeping. According to your own account, you are

a stranger here. You 've no money, no friends.

So I don't see that you can do better than take

nice, comfortable lodgings at the public expense."
" You mean— I am to—go to jail !

" stammered
Jacob, astounded.

"It is no such dreadful thing in your case.

Where else would you go while you have to wait ?
"

" I don't know," replied the boy, swallowing a

great lump in his throat. " But it seems to me a

strange country, where rogues are let go free, while

honest folks who expose them are sent to jail."

The judge and some of the remaining spectators

smiled. Others—and among them Boone, eager

to find and recover his father's property—were

following the released prisoner out into the street.

" Well, it does work rather curiously some-
times," remarked the judge, filling out a paper

which he presently handed to the officer. " But

you wont find it so bad as you imagine. Mr.

Constable, you will please take charge of the

witness."

And Jacob was marched off to jail.



668 HIS OWN MASTER. (August,

Chapter" XXXII.

OUR HERO IN JAIL.

It was with a dreadful sinking of the heart that

the boy saw the jailer with his keys come to receive

him from the hands of the officer, and then go to

opening the great locks and iron doors, which soon

closed and clanked behind him. He had not

thought that ever he could come to this.

He had asked for his bag, and the officer had

promised to have it brought. Meanwhile, the

keeper—a plain, genial, easy sort of man, who did

not by any means come up to Jacob's ideas of a

cruel jailer—showed him the room and bed

where he was to sleep.

The room was in fact a cell, communi-
cating with the main hall of the prison

through a grated door.
'

' Am I to be locked up in there ? " the

boy asked, starting back.

" I trust not," said the jailer. " You are

not a very desperate character, I fancy.

You can go into the hall, and I '11 see that

you 've all the privileges ever allowed to

anybody. We 've no very bad cases now

—

none you need be afraid of."

Jacob had noticed a man lying on a

bench in the hall, reading a newspaper,

and two others playing checkers, while one

or two more looked on. But the dejected

lad did not care to have anything to do
with society met in such a place. So, after

the jailer left him, he sat down on his

narrow bed, and, looking dolefully at the

bare walls and floor, indulged in dismal

thoughts.

" There 's no honesty and no justice in

this world," he said to himself. " I 've tried

my best to do right, and get along as well

as I honestly could—and here I am ! The
rogues are free, and I am locked up in jail.

What would Friend Matthew and his wife

and good little Ruth say, if they knew ?—and Florie

and her mother ?
"

Thinking of these excellent people, whom he

could not hope ever to see again, Jacob gave way
to grief, and buried his face in his hands.

While he was thus plunged in bitter despondency,

a voice in the open door of his cell spoke to him.
" Jacob, my boy, how are you ?

"

It was a strangely familiar voice ; but if one had
spoken to him from the grave, he could not have

been more astonished. It did indeed speak to him
from the grave of friendship. He looked up.

" Don't you know me, Jacob ?
"

" Yes, I know you," said the boy, trembling

with violent emotion, "but "

'

' Ha, ha ! You take me for a ghost, eh ?
"

" No, not that !
" said Jacob, in a choked voice.

And yet the figure before him seemed more,

ghostlike than real, a good deal. The vivacious

countenance, the coat buttoned jauntily at the

waist, the dainty mustache and ringlets—all were

the same as he remembered them so well, and yet

not the same. He did not know that the change

was chiefly in himself. From the crowded experi

ences of the past two weeks, he had gained an
insight into men and things which revealed to

him what he had not dreamed of before. He
saw through that shallow, smiling face ; and the

JACOB LED TO JAIL.

being who had stood to him for all that was

charming and graceful and generous in man, now

appeared false and affected, and, somehow, sadly

faded.

But even then he did not mean to be unjust to

Mr. Pinkey.
" You are kind to come and see me," he said,

" How did you know I was here ?
"

"Why, I saw you; didn't you notice me? i

was reading a newspaper when you came in."

" Then you have n't—just come—to visit me?"
Jacob stammered, as the truth began to dawn

upon him.
" Let it pass that I have," cried Pinkey, gayly,

coming into the cell and seating himself beside
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;
[acob. " To go about visiting the fatherless and

vidowed, the sick and imprisoned, is just my style,

, you know. But the truth is, beloved,— I 'd disguise
1

1 or have it different if I could, but I can't,—the

Nad truth is, I 've been here longer than you have.

. really feel like an old inhabitant. My cell is the

lext but one to yours."
" You in jail !

" exclaimed Jacob, his surprise

:hanging to pity at finding the brilliant professor,

lis once admired friend, in such a place. " How
'lid it come about ?

"

•'All on your account, all on your account,
:''acob, my boy !

" said Alphonse, shaking his ring-

ets with affected seriousness.

' On my account ! How so ? What is the

:harge against you ?
"

" Selling goods at auction without a license

;

hat 's all. Officers have been after me ever since.

They came up with me three days ago, and, as I

:ould n't pay my fine or find bail, the inhuman
Teatures of a tyrannical law clapped me into jail."

There was a time when Jacob would have be-

ieved every word of this story, coming so glibly

rom the lips of the accomplished deceiver. He
ras not so credulous now.
" That's what made me escape from the steamer,

found there was an officer aboard. He came on
t the last landing-place, and was only waiting till

/e should get to the next, when he was going to

rrest me. The upsetting of the boat gave me a

hance, you see, and I What do you look at

tie that way for, my boy ?
"

He was looking steadfastly, with an expression of

ioubt and trouble, more sorrowful than angry.
' "Oh, Mr. Pinkey !

" he said—and that was all.

Alphonse quailed, in spite of himself, before that

ad, searching glance.

" What 's the matter ? You are not the boy
ou were."
" No, I am not," said Jacob.
" Now don't ! please don't !

" cried Mr. Pinkey.

II It 's too depressing to have you look at me so,

Vhile I 'm doing my best to raise your spirits and
: eep up my own. It's perfectly disheartening !

"

1 " You can't raise my spirits in that way ; it 's

isheartening to me," said Jacob.
' " Why, how so, my boy ? I would n't for the

•orld ! What do you mean ?
"

' " If you please, Mr. Pinkey, don't try to deceive

le any more !

"

" Deceive you, Jacob !
" protested Alphonse,

ith an air of insulted virtue.

" You have done it enough—too much already.

'ou nearly broke my heart, leaving me to think

ou were drowned,—and that partly by my fault,

' >o ! Oh, Mr. Pinkey !
"—and the boy's lips quiv-

red at the recollection of that wrong and that grief,

Alphonse bent down his head, and his features

worked in an unusual manner for a moment.

Their expression was changed when he looked up.

" Well, Jacob, I wont lie to you any more."
" No, don't !

" said Jacob. " It 's no use. You
can't make anything more out of me, and I don't

expect anything of you. I don't ask anything

—

except that you will tell me the truth now. You
can afford to do that, I think."

Chapter XXXIII.

PINKEY MAKES A CONFESSION.

"WELL, by Jove, Jacob," said Pinkey, resuming

his air of cheerfulness, " that 's an idea ! But you

speak of something that touches my honor when
you hint at my making something out of you."

" Your honor !
" repeated Jacob, with some

scorn. " Do you mean to say that you did n't

deliberately get me to sell off my aunt's goods so

as to raise money for yourself?

"

" I own," replied Pinkey, " that I was hard up;

and it did strike me as a neat way of setting my
fortunes afloat again."

" And all that story about the money you carried

in your belt
"

" Pure invention, I confess, Jacob, my boy ! I

had no belt and—what was worse—no money.

Yours went into my pocket-book for current ex-

penses. I hoped it would bring me to a streak of

good luck, and I meant—honestly meant—to pay

you back every cent, with a large bonus, at my
earliest convenience."

" I remember your ideas of paying debts at your

convenience," said Jacob. " I think, for my part,

it would be better to care a little more for your

obligations. How could you lie to me so, and get

my money, and lose it, and then forsake me in the

mean and cruel way you did ?
"

" Reproach me—blame me—pitch into me with-

out pity or remorse—I deserve it !
" replied Al-

phonse. " But, my dearest boy, you must believe

one thing— I did n't anticipate losing your money;

that was my confounded luck. Neither had I the

slightest idea of forsaking you ; that was my neces-

sity."

" I don't see the necessity," said Jacob, with a

stern and gloomy countenance.
" Then let me explain. I had lost every cent of

your mor.ey and my own—to Corkright, you under-

stand. Then I sold him my violin and fine shirts,

and lost again. Think of the dreadful situation !

How could I say to you,—arrived at Cincinnati, for

instance; you, full of hope and anticipation, going

to meet your uncle ; a shilling wanted, perhaps, to

invest in a clean dickey for that occasion
;
you ask

me for it ;—I repeat, how could I stand up and
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face you, and say, ' Jacob, my boy, I 'm busted !

'

Why, you see, for any gentleman of a fine sense

of honor it would have been just awful !

"

And Pinkey really seemed to think that he had

made a sufficient excuse for himself.

" Did you imagine," said Jacob, " that your de-

sertion of me would help the matter ?
"

" Well, no, not for you : but it certainly prom-

ised to make the thing a trifle easier for me. With
all due benevolence for our fellow-creatures,"

Pinkey added, with the air of a moral philosopher,

" we are bound to look out for number one,"

" Oh, Mr. Pinkey ! if you had only come to me
and told me your trouble, I could have forgiven

you ! But to leave me to suffer as I did ! Oh,

that night when I thought you were drowned ! If

you—but you have no heart," said Jacob, passion-

ately, " and you don't know anything about it, and

you never will !

"

" Have n't I a heart, indeed !
" cried Pinkey, a

few drops of bitterness wrung from him by these

words of Jacob. " I '11 tell you now another thing

that drove me to despair. Those lovely sisters

—

you remember them ?—the charming Dory and

Doshy in green and pink ; though which wore the

green and which the pink I can't for my life re-

member now. But no matter. I relied upon them

—one of them, I did n't care which—to repair my
ruined fortunes. And will you believe it ?—can

you look at a gentleman of my cut, and say it is

possible that both those beautiful but misguided

creatures, that day in the woods, declined the offer

of my hand—in short, jilted me ? That reduced

me to despair, you know. After parting with my
fiddle and fine shirts, what was there for me on

board the steamer—what had I left to live for ?

An empty valise, empty pockets, you to satisfy,

and our fares still unpaid ! Then, when such a

chance occurred for me to slip out, or rather swim

out, do you wonder that I quickly made up my
mind to subtract one from the total number of

passengers on board that boat ?
"

" I do wonder !
" exclaimed Jacob. "A swim-

mer like you, to make off so, and leave the women
and girls to drown, for aught you cared !

"

Alphonse winced, but shook his curls, shrugged

his shoulders, and replied

:

" To explain that, I must confess another thing.

I am a man of a good deal of moral courage,—or

immoral courage, perhaps you would prefer to call

it,—what is technically termed brass. But when it

comes to matters of life and death, I am— I blush

to own it—a coward. So when the boat upset, I

obeyed a natural instinct, and made a lunge for

the tree-tops. I had got into them, when—I am
ashamed to say it—I saw you help one of the

twins to the boat, and then rescue that pretty little

.

s:

Fairlake girl. Somebody else was rescuing twi

number two. I saw I had missed a chance to dig

tinguish myself, and perhaps win one of the lovel

ones, after all, by an act of heroism. The dange

of such a thing, even to a good swimmer, yo>

know, is immense.
" Yes, I know," said Jacob, who rememberei

well his own peril. " But how could you think o

that the first thing ?
"

"That's it; how could I? But I did. The
how could I come down from my perch and she
myself? You might have seen me there in th

fallen tree, at one time, if you had n't been other

wise engaged ; and I might have been seen agai

when I went through a gully up the bank, if i

had n't been for the storm and the turmoil in th

water. The truth is, I had no idea anybody woul
take my loss very hard. I hoped the hearts of th'

twins would be wrung, but I was n't sure. As fo

you," Alphonse continued, more seriously, " I wa
really solicitous that you should continue to thin

well of me. You loved me, and believed in me
more than anybody ever did before. I suppose*

you would prefer to think me even drowned,

knowing just the truth about me."
" Oh, Mr. Pinkey !

" Jacob burst forth again

this time with an irrepressible sob.

" But when I found how hard you took it, I mus
own," said Alphonse, "I was mightily cut up
Did you know I slept in the same bed with yo

that night at the Quaker's, and heard from th

woman a most touching account of your distress a

the loss of me ? It was sad ; but just think of th

condition I was in. Cast on an inhospitable shore

so to speak,—only a few dimes in my pocket,

—

tell you, it was rather rough on Professor Alphonsi

P. ! Then, to crown all, I got lodgings here."
" How did you ? Tell me true !

"

" Well, trying to pick up an honest living, I a

last resolved to go back to my old business

portrait painting. Strictly speaking, that fa
nothing more than throwing up and coloring

photographs in a highly pleasing and life-like

manner. Having no specimens to show, I fount

it up-hill work. To get help, I called on Mr
Bottleby, a photographer here in town. He wa'

at work upstairs, and I sat down at his desk to wai

for him. I was amusing myself with a pen, whei

in steps a blundering, stupid boy, and says, ' Mr
Bottleby, I 've called to pay Mr. Loring's bill,' anc

lays twelve dollars and forty-five cents on the desk.

Now, twelve dollars and forty-five cents was pre

cisely the sum I wanted—till I could get more:

Can you wonder at my wish to borrow it ? ' Verj

well,' I said; 'I am not Mr. Bottleby, but he wil

be in presently ; leave the money, and I will attenc

to it.' He left the money accordingly ; and I maj
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[ dd that I attended to it accordingly. Not pre-

cisely in a way that pleased Mr. Bottlcby. Hence

Uie trouble I am in. For, will you believe it,

1, iottleby had me arrested, and no explanations on

k« part could convince him that I took the money

j
s a temporary loan, to be repaid at my earliest

Convenience ? There 's a frightful prejudice in the

Lommunity against a man's borrowing the most

isignificant sums in that way. Think of a gentle-

lan of my manners and accomplishments being

1 Jgged for twelve dollars and forty-five cents !

"

Chapter XXXIV.

SOMETHING SUDDEN FOR JACOB.

The dinner hour for the inmates of the jail had

ow arrived, and Alphonse proposed that he and

icob should mess together.

The boy consented, and, over their coarse but

holesome dinner of boiled corned beef and veg-

:ables, related, at Pinkey's request, his own ad-

:ntures since they parted.

Alphonse had already learned from the jailer, as

; was going out after leaving Jacob in his cell,

lat the boy had been committed for no offense,

it simply as a witness in some case. More he had

jt learned, and he was now surprised to hear how
;ar he had come to seeing Corkright in jail.

He was mightily indignant when told how easily

>e colonel had got off by giving bail.

" Think of citizens of the place coming forward

!• be surety for a man like him, while I, with all

y arts of pleasing and powers of persuasion, was
,immitted like the basest felon ! There 's one

.an I want to see, and that is Loring. Bottlcby

,could do nothing with ; he was hard as a rock

—

human ! But Loring, I judge by what I hear of

m, might be softened."

Pinkey had already opened his heart a good deal

Jacob, and during the remainder of the time

ey passed together he made such frank confes-

y)ns of his various youthful adventures, that the

,iy got to know him more intimately, and to judge
im better, than he ever could have done under
(fferent circumstances. Somehow, instead oftreat-

ig Jacob as an inferior, Alphonse was beginning
^respect him as an equal, and to show more and
ore anxiety to secure his good opinion.

.

'•' But, for heaven's sake," remonstrated the pro-

misor, after they had been talking together for a

.lg while the next day, " don't look at me in that

iy any more ! What are you thinking of when
u do that ?

"

" I was thinking just now," replied Jacob, " that

,s such a pity—such a pity !

"

" What 's a pity ? Don't mystify me ; don't

irk on the feelings of a sensitive man like me !

"

"A pity, Mr. Pinkey," Jacob continued earn-

estly, " that a man of your talents could n't learn

to. make a better use of them. Suppose you had

settled down to some serious business, instead of

roving from place to place,—given half the time

and ingenuity to any honest pursuit which it takes

to live from hand to mouth as you do,—what a

man you might be ! what a fortune and position

you might make for yourself !

"

Strong feeling concentrated Jacob's thoughts and

gave him words, so that his eloquence would have

astonished himself if he had thought about it.

"Jacob, my boy," said Alphonse, " every word

you say is a nugget of gold ! Nobody in the world

works so hard for such poor pay, so little real satis-

faction in the long run, as a man of my habits. I

don't know whether I can change them now—it

may be too late. I mean to try. But—talk about

my talents ! Why, Jacob, my boy, for solid suc-

cess in life, I 'd give more for your slow, sure-footed

common sense and sincerity of purpose than for all

my showy accomplishments. I 'm speaking hon-

estly now, if never before."

Jacob had a good rest in jail, and his talks with

Alphonse made him glad, after all, that he had had

this taste of prison-life.

At the time appointed for Corkright's examina-

tion, the boy was taken to the court ; but the case

was again postponed, and he returned to jail.

That evening, however, the keeper came to say

to him that Corkright had made terms with Boone's

family ; and that, having recovered the horses and
wagon, Boone had withdrawn his complaint, and
the case had been dismissed, and Jacob was free.

Much as he would have liked to give his testi-

mony against the colonel and see him punished,

the boy was rejoiced at the news of his own libera-

tion. But the thought of quitting his really com-
fortable quarters and recommencing his struggle

with the world sobered him not a little.

" You can remain here overnight, if you like,"

the jailer said to him, " and then take a fresh start

after breakfast,"—a proposal which Jacob gladly

accepted.

" I would n't have believed the time could ever

come," he said with a smile, "when I would will-

ingly stop in jail, even for one night !

"

" There are worse places than this, Jacob, my
boy," said Alphonse. " In fact, I 'm horribly afraid

there 's a much worse one preparing for me."

For he well knew that, unless some way of escape

were opened, the penalty for his offense against the

law would be a term in the penitentiary.

Jacob did not like to think of such a fate for his

friend. So he promised to see Mr. Loring next

day, and try to induce him to visit the prisoner. .

In the morning, when he came to part with the
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boy he had so cruelly injured, the airy and shallow-

hearted Alphonse showed some real feeling.

" I 've done you an uncommonly ill turn," he

said, " while you 've treated me with perfect mag-
nanimity. I owe you a debt of gratitude which I

can never hope to wipe out—to say nothing of that

other debt, which, depend upon it, Jacob, my boy,

I mean to repay at my earliest convenience."

Jacob smiled. Alphonse actually blushed, and

Jacob drew back. " Thank you, Mr. Pinkey,

he said, "but I can't take any of that money.
And it was in vain that Alphonse endeavored t

urge it upon him.

"Queer boy, you are—a mighty queer boy!
said Pinkey, who could not understand how any

body, under any circumstances, could refuse sue!

an offer.

Jacob next parted with the jailer, who told hin

THE JUDGE SURPRISES JACOB.

added: "Oh, you'll hear from that when you
little expect it !

"

" That 's so," said Jacob, " if I hear at all !
"

Alphonse winced, but shook his ringlets, and
continued

:

" I can't let you go out of this place without any
money. You shall share what little I have."

He took a pinch of fractional currency from his

vest pocket, and began to unfold it. Poor Jacob
regarded it wistfully. A few quarters and tens

would help him so far!—perhaps pay his fare to

Cincinnati.

" How did you get so much ? " he asked.
" Tell it not in Gath, publish it not in the streets

of Askelon," whispered Alphonse :
" it 's the last

of that fatal twelve dollars and forty-five cents."

that he was wanted, for some slight legal formality

at the office of the judge. Then once more th

heavy doors clanked behind him. He was free.

But what was he to do ? Without friends

means, and with a toilsome journey before him, h

had good cause to feel but a troubled and anxiou

joy at his release.

He was far from downhearted, however. H.

went out into the world again with fresh knowledg

and enlarged views of life. He felt now that h'

could bear up bravely under every trial, and neve

again be tempted to cry out bitterly that there wa

no justice on earth. There may be triumph for thi

wicked—or what is supposed to be triumph ; bu

justice lies deeper than that. The boy was begin

ning to see this truth.
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Not finding the judge at his office, Jacob next

r vent to hunt up Mr. Loring, who proved to be a

) autious, deliberative sort of man, slow to make up

lis mind, and slower still to promise, what he would

[•' Lo. Jacob pleaded earnestly the cause of his friend,

fiut went away at last without knowing whether his

! .ppeal had made any impression, and still uncer-

ain as to Pinkey's fate.

The justice was again absent from his office when
acob returned to it, and he had to wait.

"Gone to dinner, has he? I'd like to go to

tinner too, if I had any to go to !

"

The day was passing, and it was with ever-

ncreasing uneasiness that he saw himself subject

3 these delays. At last he said to himself:

" I 've done my part ; I 've come here twice to

ee the judge, and wasted precious time ; now I

; m going !
"—going he scarcely knew where.

He had extorted from Alphonse a confession that

ne picture of his uncle which had been impressed

pon his mind resembled one of that artist's highly

olored photographic portraits. But Pinkey had
ssured him that there was a plain, prosaic basis of

let beneath the glowing tints he had laid on ; and,

jot knowing what else to do, or where to go, Jacob

ad resolved to continue his tramp to Cincinnati.

Grim necessity stared him in the face. He would

e obliged to find work, in order to earn a little

iioney, the first thing. But he had a vague notion

,iat, if he started at once on his journey, every-

rcing he actually required would somewhere, in

jme way, be provided for him.
" I don't believe I shall starve !

" thought he
;

nd he smiled resolutely spite of his forebodings.

But just as he was going out of the office he met
the judge coming in.

The magistrate received him kindly, and took

some money from a drawer.

" I sent for you to give you the witness's fees,"

he said, and pushed the money across the table.

Jacob looked at it and at him, astonished, in-

credulous, overjoyed.

" This is mine ? " he said, with sparkling eyes.

" Certainly. A person can't be called as a wit-

ness for nothing, and you have appeared twice.

The law allows nothing for your detention in jail,

and that seems hard ; but I persuaded Corkright,

who finally paid the costs of court, to add some-

thing to your fees. He did it with a bad grace, for

it was your evidence that made the case a serious

one for him, and forced him to come to terms."

Jacob could still hardly believe his eyes.

" Is here enough to pay my fare to Cincinnati ?"

" Yes, and a trifle to spare."

" I don't know that I thank Corkright very

much ; but I thank you !
" said Jacob, earnestly.

"Oh, it's all right," laughed the judge. "A
pleasant journey to you !

"

Still wondering at his good fortune, which hardly

seemed real to him yet, the boy took up his bag

and walked away.

The "trifle to spare" went for a lunch at the

nearest grocery. Then, grateful, happy, triumph-

ant, Jacob went over to the railroad station and

bought his ticket.

" Corkright pays my fare, after all !
" he said to

himself, as he stepped aboard the train.

That evening he was in Cincinnati.

(To be continued.)

JOHN'S FIRST PARTY.

By Charles Dudley Warner.

)i It turned out that John did not go after all to

ynthia Rudd's party, having broken through the

e on the river when he was skating that day, and,

* the boy who pulled him out said, " come within

'l inch of his life." But he took care not to tumble

sto anything that should keep him from the next

irty, which was given with due formality by
elinda Mayhew.
John had been many a time to the house of

;eacon Mayhew, and never with any hesitation,

en if he knew that both the deacon's daughters

Vol. IV.—44.

—Melinda and Sophronia—were at home. The
only fear he had felt was of the deacon's big dog,

who always surlily watched him as he came up the

tan-bark walk, and made a rush at him if he

showed the least sign of wavering. But upon the

night of the party his courage vanished, and he

thought he would rather face all the dogs in town
than knock at the front door.

The parlor was lighted up, and as John stood on

the broad flagging before the front door, by the

lilac-bush, he could hear the sound of voices— girls'
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voices—which set his heart in a flutter. He could

face the whole district school of girls without flinch-

ing—he did n't mind 'em in the meeting-house in

their Sunday best ; but he began to be conscious

that now he was passing to a new sphere, where

the girls are supreme and superior, and he began

to feel for the first time that he was an awkward boy.

The girl takes to society as naturally as a duckling

does to the placid pond, but with a semblance of
sly timidity; the boy plunges in with a great

splash, and hides his shy awkwardness in noise and

commotion.

When John entered, the company had nearly all

come. He knew them every one, and yet there

was something about them strange and unfamiliar.

They were all a little afraid of each other, as people

are apt to be when they are well dressed and met
together for social purposes in the country. To be

at a real party was a novel thing for most of them,

and put a constraint upon them which they could

not at once overcome. Perhaps it was because

they were in the awful parlor, that carpeted room
of hair-cloth furniture, which was so seldom opened.

Upon the wall hung two certificates, framed in

black—one certifying that, by the payment of fifty

dollars, Deacon Mayhew was a life member of the

American Tract Society, and the other that, by a

like outlay of bread cast upon the waters, his wife

was a life member of the A. B. C. F. M.—a por-

tion of the alphabet which has an awful significance

to all New England childhood. These certificates

are a, sort of receipt in full for charity, and are a

constant and consoling reminder to the farmer that

he has discharged his religious duties.

There was a fire on the broad hearth, and that,

with, the tallow candles on the mantel-piece, made
quite an illumination in the room, and enabled the

boys, who were mostly on one side of the room, to

see the girls, who were on the other, quite plainly.

How sweet and demure the girls looked, to be sure !

Every boy was thinking if his hair was slick, and
feeling the full embarrassment of his entrance into

fashionable life. It was queer that these children,

who were so free everywhere else, should be so con-

strained now, and not know what to do with them-

selves. The shooting of a spark out upon the

carpet was a preat relief, and was accompanied

by a deal of scrambling to throw it back into

the fire, and caused much giggling. It was only

gradually that the formality was at all broken,

and the young people got together and found their

tongues.

John at length found himself with Cynthia Rudd,
to his great delight and considerable embarrass-

ment, for Cynthia, who was older than John, never

looked so pretty. To his surprise he had nothing

to say to her. They had always found plenty to

'

talk about before, but now nothing that he couli

think of seemed worth saying at a party.
'• It is a pleasant evening," said John.
•' It is quite so," replied Cynthia.
" Did you come in a cutter?" asked John, anx

iously.

" No
;

I walked on the crust, and it was perfectl

lovely walking," said Cynthia, in a burst of confi

dence.
'" Was it slippery?" continued John.
" Not very."

John hoped it would be slipper)'—very—whei
he walked home with Cynthia, as he determinei

to do, but he did not dare to say so, and the con

versation ran aground again. John thought abou
his dog and his sled and his yoke of steers, but hj

did n't see any way to bring them into conversation

Had she read the "Swiss Family Robinson?
Only a little ways. John said it was splendid, an

he would lend it to her, for which she thanked him
and said, with such a sweet expression, she shouli

be so glad to have it from him. That was encour

aging.

And then John asked Cynthia if she had see]

Sally Hawkes since the husking at their house

when Sally found so many red ears; and did n

she think she was a real pretty girl.

"Yes, she was right pretty;" and Cynthi;

guessed that Sally knew it pretty well. But di^

John like the color of her eyes?

No
; John did n't like the color of her eye,

exactly.

" Her mouth would be well enough if she did n :

laugh so much and show her teeth."

John said her mouth was her worst feature.

"Oh no," said Cynthia, warmly; "her moutl

is better than her nose."

John did n't know but it was better than he

nose, and he should like her looks better if he

hair was n't so dreadful black.

But Cynthia, who could afford to be generou

now, said she liked black hair, and she wishec

hers was dark. Whereupon John protested tha

he liked light hair—auburn hair—of all things

And Cynthia said that Sally was a dear, good girl

and she did n't believe one word of the story tha

she only really found one red ear at the huskinj

that night,' and hid that, and kept pulling it out a

if it were a new one.

And so the conversation, once started, went 01

as briskly as could be about the paring-bee and th<

spelling-school, and the new singing-master wh(

was coming, and how Jack Thompson had gone t<

Northampton to be a clerk in a store, and hov

Elvira Reddington, in the geography class a

school, was asked what was the capital of Massa

chusetts, and had answered " Northampton," anc

i

-.
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'ill the school laughed. John enjoyed the conver-

sation amazingly, and he half wished that he and

Synthia were the whole of the party.

But the party meantime had got into operation,

'und the formality was broken up when the boys

ind girls had ventured out of the parlor into the

Wire comfortable living-room, with its easy-chairs

ind every-day things, and even gone so far as to

lenetrate to the kitchen in their frolic. As soon as

hey forgot they were a party they began to enjoy

hemselves.

But the real pleasure only began with the games.

The party was nothing without the games, and

'ndeed it was made for the games. Very likely it

Vas one of the timid girls who proposed to play

lomething, and when once the ice was broken, the

'vhole company went into the business enthusi-

stically.

' But John was destined to have a damper put upon

is enjoyment. They were playing a most fasci-

nating game, in which they all stand in a circle and

'ing a philandering song, except one who is in the

enter of the ring, and holds a cushion. At a cer-
:dn word in the song, the one in the center throws
i;ne cushion at the feet of some one in the ring,

idicating thereby the choice of a mate, and then

ie two sweetly kneel upon the cushion, like two

leek St. Johns, and so forth. Then the chosen

'me takes the cushion and the delightful play goes

n. It is very easy, as it will be seen, to learn how
-j play it. Cynthia was holding the cushion, and
t the fatal word she threw it down, not before

ohn, but in front of Ephraim Leggett. And they

vo kneeled, and so forth. John was astounded.

;[e had never conceived of such perfidy in the

-male heart. He felt like wiping Ephraim off the

ce of the earth, only Ephraim was older and
igger than he. When it came his turn at length,

-thanks to a plain little girl for whose admiration

e did n't care a straw, he threw the cushion down
'efore Melinda Mayhew with all the devotion he
'i>uld muster, and a dagger look at Cynthia. And
lynthia's perfidious smile only enraged him the

^ore. John felt wronged, and worked himself up

j pass a wretched evening.

When supper came he never went near Cynthia,

but busied himself in carrying different kinds of pie

and cake, and red apples and cider, to the girls he

liked the least. He shunned Cynthia, and when
he was accidentally near her, and she asked him if

he would get her a glass of cider, he rudely told

her—like a goose as he was—that she had better

ask Ephraim. That seemed to him very smart

;

but he got more and more miserable, and began to

feel that he was making himself ridiculous.

Girls have a great deal more good sense in such

matters than boys. Cynthia went to John, at

length, and asked him simply what the 'matter

was. John blushed, and said that nothing was the

matter. Cynthia said that it would n't do for two

people always to be together at a party ; and so

they made up, and John obtained permission to

" see " Cynthia home.

It was after half-past nine when the great festiv-

ities at the deacon's broke up, and John walked

home with Cynthia over the shining crust and
under the stars. It was mostly a silent walk, for

this was also an occasion when it is difficult to find

anything fit to say. And John was thinking all

the way how he should bid Cynthia good-night

;

whether it would do and whether it would n't do,

this not being a game, and no forfeits attaching to

it. When they reached the gate, there was an

awkward little pause. John said the stars were

uncommonly bright. Cynthia did not deny it, but

waited a minute, and then turned abruptly away,

with " Good-night, John !

"

" Good-night, Cynthia !
"

And the party was over, and Cynthia was gone,

and John went home in a kind of dissatisfaction

with himself.

It was long before he could go to sleep for think-

ing of the new world opened to him, and imagining

how he would act under a hundred different cir-

cumstances, and what he would say, and what

Cynthia would say; but a dream at length came,

and led him away to a great city and a brilliant

house ; and while he was there, he heard a loud

rapping on the under floor, and saw that it was

daylight.

I
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THE STARS IN AUGUST.

BY Richard A. Troctcr.

*k Starof/;tMag&.

* „ „3rd „/

The Great Bear is now approaching the north

again, low down. The two forward stars of the

Dipper, a and /?, can be seen in

our northern map for the hours

named, low down on the left

;

but I remind the learner that so

far as the Dipper is concerned,

the picture illustrating my arti-

cle called "A Clock in the Sky,"

in the December number (the

second number of this volume)

is the one to be studied. The
Little Bear is now descending on

the left or west side of the Pole,

and according to our modern

pictures is on his back, 7 and y

representing his feet ; whereas

the Great Bear's feet are under

him at k, 1, and at «, /.. Next

month I shall have some remarks

to make about the Great Bear,

the shape of which constella-

tion has, I think, been greatly

changed by the map-makers
since the shepherds, who were

the first observers of the heavens,

placed their enemy, the Bear,

among the stars.

In the southern heavens we
find two ecliptical constellations

dividing the honors of the night,

Sagittarius (the Archer) and
Capricornus (the Sea-Goat).

Sagittarius needs no special

mention this month after what

I said of him last month. I must
remind you, however, that Jupi-

ter has not yet left the constella-

tion. His position for every

night of August will be readily

inferred from the map ofhis path,

with dates, in the last number.

Capricornus was formerly the

constellation entered by the sun

on the shortest day of the year,

when he is farthest south of

the equator, and about to begin

his return toward it. You will see that at pres-

ent the constellation includes the ascending sign,

marked -.- for Aquarius (the Water-Bearer). (The
symbol is placed on the right or west of the

division of the ecliptic to which it belongs.) A

strange superstition was entertained by the old

astrologers that, whenever all the planets come
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together in Capricornus there is a deluge. Some

said, indeed, that the Flood had been occasioned

by such a conjunction ; and that when all the

planets come together in Cancer the world will be

destroyed by fire. I suppose the origin of the
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O is tlie'point overhead'

forOic latitude ofPhi/ad",

1(t:Starof/?tMag*yV

iperstition was somewhat on this wise : Tliey saw

lat when the sun, one of the planets of the astro-

•gical system, was in Cancer his rays were warm-

it; when he was in Capricorn, his rays were

eblest, and the air usually damp and cold. If

ich effects followed when one planet was in these

>nstellations, much more might heat be expected

hen several of the planets were

igether in Cancer, and floods

rain when several were to-

;ther in Capricorn. But when
'I were together in either con-

cllation, then the greatest heat

I • the worst floods possible

ight be expected. The tra-

tion is a very ancient one
deed. Admiral Smyth attrib-

:es its invention to the astrolo-

:rs of the middle ages ; but in

•ality it was due to the Chal-

:an astronomers, and is found

company with a statement

.at they had observed the heav-

is for 470,000 years, during

hich time they had calculated

.e nativity of all the children

liich had been born. It is not

isolutely necessary, however,

lat you should believe this,

or my own part, I think it quite

jssible that they omitted some
the children born during that

ng period.

Capricornus is usually repre-

mted as a fish-tailed goat, the

:ad and horns where the two
ars a and ft are marked, the

et (fore-feet) at V, the tail

ourishing off toward 7 and 6.

Higher up in the heavens we
e the fine constellation Aquila,
• the Eagle, usually represented

modern maps as shown in
;

g. I on next page. Formerly
figure of the Bithynian youth,

ntinous, was included in this

instellation ; but he is now
merally omitted. Parts of the
.ilky Way, near and in this

instellation, are very bright,

'id even with a small telescope

em to be crowded with stars.

Close to Aquila is the pretty little constellation

e Dolphin, called Delphlnus, or perhaps better,

—

in my atlas,—Delphin, which is as good Latin,
id shorter. This little group really shows some
:gree of resemblance to the animal whose name has

been given to it, though our modern maps do not

picture a real dolphin, but a creature, as Admiral

Smyth well remarks, resembling rather "a huge
periwinkle pulled out of its shell ; and certainly not
' very like a whale.' " He quotes a curious blunder

of certain Orientalists, who, finding the old Hindu
name of the group to signify a sea-hog, considered
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it was not meant to be a fish at all ; but the Hindu
" sea-hog" was the porpoise. Indeed, the French
name, from which our word porpoise is derived,

shows that the resemblance has struck others be-

sides the Hindus—that name being porc-fioisson, or
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hog-fish. Smyth himself has made an amusing
mistake about the two stars Alpha and Beta of the

Dolphin, which bear the pleasing names Svalo-

cin and Rotanev. Of the first epithet, which he

calls ^cacophonous and barbaric," he remarks that

^m JmA&ttir,

V. p*r^ =

'I
-

i
^ +

+

W:.
•

-f

-*- 1
FIG. I. AQUILA, OR THE EAGLE.

"no poring into the black-letter versions of the

Almagest, El Battani, Ibn Yiinis, and other au-

thorities, enables one to form any rational conject-

ure as to the misreading, miswriting, or misappli-

cation, in which so strange a metamorphosis could

have originated." Of Rotanev he simply says that

this barbarous term " putteth derivation and ety-

mology at defiance." If he could but have found

Arabic meanings for these words, as delightful a

story might have resulted as that about Mr. Pick-

wick's great prize, the stone bearing the inscrip-

tion,
BILST
U M PSH I

SMARK

or the true story of " Keip on this Syde," men-
tioned in the "Antiquary" in connection with the

stone inscribed A. K. L. L. for Aiken Drum's Lang
Ladle. The real explanation of the names Svalocin

and Rotanev is very simple. The names first appear

in the Palermo Catalogue. The name of the chief

assistant there was Nicolo Cacciatore, or Nicholas

the Hunter, the Latin for which is Nicolaus Vena-

tor. Reverse these names and you get Svalocin

and Rotanev. Mr. Webb (whose "Celestial Ob-
jects for Common Telescopes" every student should

possess) seems to have been the first to explain

Signor Cacciatore's little puzzle. He truly says

that if the above account is not the right key, it is

certainly a marvel that it should open the lock so

readily.

Above Aquila we see Sagitta (the Arrow), the

smallest of the ancient constellations. The present

appearance of the stars forming this small group

does not very startlingly impress the idea of an

arrow upon one. Possibly the stars have somewhat
changed in brightness and in relative position since

the group was named. In fact, we know that all

.:

-

the stars are rushing with enormous velocity

through space, and though they seem to change

very slowly indeed in their position in the heaven

so that most of the constellations have changed
very little even during the 4,000 years which have

passed since they were mapped, yet a small group

like Sagitta would show the effects of such change-

readily enough after a few thousand years. It is a(

least two thousand, and probably four thousand,

years old.

The neighboring constellation, Vulpecula et An-

ser, or the Fox and Goose, on the other hand,

not an old one, but was formed by Hevelius (smal

thanks to him). "I wished," he says, "to place

a fox with a goose in the space of sky well fitted tc

it; because such an animal is very cunning, vora-

cious and fierce." (This is a reason, indeed.)

"Aquila and Vultur " (Lyra, the Lyre, was some-

times called Vultur Cadens, the Swooping Vulture)

"are of the same nature, rapacious and greedy.'

He might have reasoned equally well that Anser,

the Goose, was fitly placed near Cygnus (the Swan),

and that the Arrow (Sagitta), which had passed over

the Eagle's head, might be regarded as fairly

aimed for the Fox. The real fact is, I suppose

that Hevelius was determined to fit in a constella

tion of his own in this space between Sagitta and

Cygnus, and was prepared to be content with

any argument, bad, good, or indifferent, in favor

of his plan.

For shortness, the constellation may be conven

iently called Vulpecula, or, as in my large atlas

Vulpes—that is, the Fox, instead of the Little Fox.

In Vulpecula there is a remarkable object called

the Dumb-bell nebula, or star-cloud. It cannot be

seen without a telescope, and a powerful telescope

is required to show the object as pictured in Fig. 2,

It was formerly thought to consist entirely of small

stars, so remote that they could

not be separately discerned

but it has lately been discov-

ered that the greater part of

this nebula's light comes from

glowing gas. The vastness of

the space occupied by this

cloud of luminous gas will be

understood—though no mind

can possibly conceive it—when I mention that at

the distance of the nearest of the fixed stars the

whole of our solar system would appear but as

a mere point, even in a powerful telescope. The

Dumb-bell nebula covers quite a large space as

seen in such an instrument. It is also, probably,

much farther away than the nearest fixed stars,

It must, therefore, occupy a region of space ex-

ceeding many times that through which the planets

of our solar system pursue their paths. Yet the

THE DUMB-BELL
NEBULA.
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pan of our earth's path around the sun is fully

me hundred and eighty-four millions of miles,

diile Neptune—the remotest planet of the solar

ystem— travels thirty times farther from the sun,

i'iaving thus an orbit spanning more than five

housand millions of miles. A globe just fitting

he path of Neptune would contain many quad-

illions of cubic miles,—and probably the Dumb-
pell nebula exceeds such a globe in volume (or,

speak more exactly, occupies a space exceed-

ng such a globe in volume) many millions of

imes.

; Very strange is the thought that astronomers

hould have been able to find out what this mighty
nass of glowing gas consists of. Placed yonder

mid the glories of the Milky Way, lost to human
Vision through its vast remoteness, only brought

vithin our view at all by means of powerful tele-

copes, and only revealing its true shape when seen

rith the most powerful telescopes men have yet con-
' tructed, what at first sight can seem more amaz-
ing than that men should be able to tell what kind

'<{ substance it is which gives out the misty luster

'if that cloudlet in space ? The very light which

omes to us from the Dumb-bell nebula has prob-

\bly taken hundreds of years in crossing the tre-

mendous space separating us from that object,

/et that light has conveyed its message truly.

Examined with that instrument, the spectroscope,

—whose office I lately described in a paper on the

planet Venus,—the light of the Dumb-bell nebula

presents, not the rainbow-tinted streak which comes
from glowing solid and liquid bodies, but three

bright lights only. At least three lines are seen

if the nebula is examined through a fine slit ; if

the field of view is opened, there are seen three

faint images of the cloudlet. The correct way of

describing what the spectroscope tells us about this

object is to say that, instead of its light presenting

all the colors of the rainbow, it is found, when sifted

by the spectroscope, to contain three colors only,

all of them greenish, but slightly different in tint.

One of the colors is precisely such a tint of green as

comes (with four other colors) from glowing hydro-

gen gas, and shows us that there are enormous
masses of hydrogen in that remote cloud ; another

tint shows, in like manner, that there are immense
masses of nitrogen ; but the third tint has not yet

been found to correspond with a tint emitted by

any known substance. The skein of light from

that double fluff-ball has thus been unraveled by
the spectroscope, after journeying millions of mil-

lions of miles, and has been sorted into three tints,

two of which have been matched against the known
tints of earthly gases, but the third remains as yet

unmatched.
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AROUND THE A TELEGRAPH-WORLD ON
WIRE.

By E. L. Bynner.

IMMY and Johnny and Susy Highflier,

As fine a young trio as heart could desire,

They flew 'round the world on a telegraph-wire:

O Billibald—bunkum—bamboo !

For they went out to play

On a sunshiny day,

When jumpty-jump Jimmy, what does he do

But skip up a pole like a young kangaroo.

Up a pole, a tall pole, clambered Jimmy Highflier,

Till he got to the top and could clamber no higher,

And found running through it a long slender wire:

Cliticlack—clutterbuck—cray !

Then he cried out, "How queer!

Oh, just look a-here !

"

When, tugging and kicking and scrambling away,

Up went Johnny and Susy to see "what's to pay."

Whereupon—guddy zooks !—lo ! each infant Highflier

Was seized and possessed with the reckless desire

To leave the stout pole and get out on the wire :

Daffy—down—dilly—heigh—oh !

And at once, when they did it,

Without quip or quiddit,

Whizz ! br-r-r ! like an arrow shot off from a bow,

Away like a flash these three infants did go.

Hilly-ho, hilly-ho ! past wind, steam, and fire,

'Round the world, 'round the world on a telegraph-wire,

Outstripping swift Thought or fleet-winged Desire

:

Hi—diddle—diddle—dum—dee !

Over country and town,

Now up and now down
;

Up high in the air and down under the sea,

Huzzah ! hillv-ho ! what a ride this will be !



AROUND THE WORLD ON A TELEGRAPH-WIRE. 68 I

Far down in the south, on their course wild and free,

They see the broad Amazon roll to the sea,

Where sport the iguana and -gay manatee

:

Whack—fol—dc—ruddy—heigh—oh !

In that sunny clime

Where the orange and lime

And banana and olive and cocoa-nut grow,

And purple-tailed paroquets sit in a row.

Down into the sea with a dive and a dip

;

How the walrusses, whales, and the porpoises skip,

And the mermaids stick out their green tails for a grip

!

Tit—ti—late—tammani—tin !

Susy loses her bonnet

;

A shark seizes on it.

And adjusting it deftly by aid of his fin,

Swims away with it snugly tied under his chin.

Away, o'er the lands of Celt, Saxon, and Scot,

Through the realms of the Gaul and the Teuton, they shot

Past Magyar and Sclave, till they came to the Ot-

-Toman Empire—Co—co—coric—o !

—

Where the Sultan and Czar

Were having a spar;

While the crowned heads of Europe looked on at the show,

Each crying, "Look out now!—don't tread on my toe!"

Then eastward o'er Asia they sped like the light

;

Off went Johnny's cap in their hurricane flight,
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While Susy, enraptured, cried out in delight,

" Oh—bitti—bat—buttercup—ban !

"

Next they came to the "Japs,"

Those queer-looking chaps,

Who turned out to look at them, every man,
Each shaking his pigtail and fluttering his fan.

jg%hkm^

How they flew through the Tropics and regions of snows !

Saw all sorts of folks, dressed in all sorts of glothes,

And some without any at all, I suppose !

Oh—Pillicot—pimpernel—plock !

Till at last, safe and whole,

They came back to the pole,

—

Which, alas ! sliding down, Susy tore her new frock,

—

Having only been gone just an hour by the clock.

THE "SWOOPING EAGLE'S" FIRST EXPLOIT.

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

The " Swooping Eagle," you must know, was

a boat—a row-boat. She was the property of

De Witt Clinton Yotman, familiarly known as

Clint Yotman. This gentleman was thirteen years

and three months old.

The "Eagle" was a handsome little vessel,

white as a swan, and trimmed with lines of navy-

blue—strong and light, buoyant and graceful

;

"the prettiest bird that swims," Clint declared

And certainly none of his boy-mates could nami

another boat on the river and call it handsomer, o

a better swimmer.

Though it carried the United States flag, an(

looked spry and gallant enough for heroic action

the "Eagle's" career up to the time of its "firs

exploit," had not been at all dramatic. There hat
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>een a good deal of paddling about, near the bank

;

ind two trips across the river to " the other shore,"

vhich, until we cross over there, always looks so

nuch more pleasant and more beautiful than " our

lide." There had been some fishing expeditions

I irhen a great deal of noise was made, and very few

lish were caught ; and besides, a trip to the " Upper

sland " had been effected, where the yellow lotus,

r sacred bean, rises from the shallow bay in dense

anks, so gorgeous as to seem like a transplanted

! it from the tropics. But the life of the " Swoop-

's
lg Eagle "—there was no doubt about it—had

een very quiet. It had never taken part in a

;gatta; it had never engaged another vessel in

ambat ; it had never run down a pirate ; it had

ever encountered a whale or an iceberg ; had

lever met the sea-serpent ; had never rescued a

eing from a watery grave. Indeed, it had never

een upset, or even threatened with an upsetting,

ir it knew nothing of cyclones,—nothing about

ding waves mountain high. Altogether, it was a

ry inexperienced, ignorant little thing. But it

ghed, in the person of its owner, for a sensation

—

r a career. Yet the quiet city of Keokuk, on the

'ississippi River, was scarcely the place for thrilling

Iventure, though it is situated at the foot of the

,apids.

" Boys don't have half a chance these days,"

linton said one day to his crony, Will Atkinson.

There are n't any bears and lions to hunt, and

lere are n't any Indians around to fight, and

'psies don't ever run away with a feller's little

iter."

I That 's so," assented Will. " We don't have

good show. There is n't even any chance of get-

ig lost in the woods or on the prairie. And a

dy can't run away, on account of telegraphs,

ilroads, and police."

"' I wish that skiff down there would upset," said

int, resting on his oars, and allowing his boat to

ift along slowly with the current. " I don't want

ybody to get drowned, you know," he quickly

.plained, "but I 'd just like to go for somebody
th the ' Swooping Eagle,' and haul him in all

t dead."

"And have your name in the papers," Will

tended.

That very same evening Mrs. Bartlett sat on her

e porch, which overlooked the river. She was
[I'ing to rock her little boy of seven months to

:'ep, and her little boy of seven months was try-

; to keep awake. And it was very well that he

uld not go to sleep, otherwise Mrs. Bartlett

ght have been in gossiping with some neighbor,

i might not have known about the—well, we '11

I

I

it, for want of a shorter name, the antecedent-

the-" Swooping-Eagle's "-first-exploit,—and she

wouldn't have, have,—well, wouldn't have done

as she did, and Clint Yotman and Will Atkinson

would n't have done as they did, and the " Swoop-

ing Eagle" would n't have had the " exploit," and

we could n't have had this story.

Well, the baby would n't go to sleep, so Mrs.

Bartlett kept sitting out there on the porch, rock-

ing, rocking, back and forth, back and forth. She

was singing—"Hush, my dear, lie still and slum-

ber; " and baby, too, was trying to sing, but it only

cooed and grunted, and said, O-u ! and g-0-0 !

—

g-0-0 !

"Baby!" Mrs. Bartlett cried, taking him with

a jerk from her shoulder, where he had been lying,

and setting him on her knee, " if you don't go to

sleep I '11 shake you to pieces," and then she fell to

kissing him as though his conduct had been the

prettiest and most exemplary possible to a baby.

Then she was suddenly motionless—listening.

Did she hear aright ? She lifted her head and
turned it facing the river. Was it the word, h-e-l-p

!

that was borne on that wailing, piteous, human
tone ? Above the solemn beating of the great river

against the rip-raps it came, down the rapids—

a

man's voice, calling over and over, " H-e-l-p ! I 'm
drowning ! H-e-l-p ! h-e-l-p ! I 'm drowning !

H-e-l-p !

"

It thrilled the woman's soul. She wished she

was a man that she might fly to the rescue. She
wished she could leave baby, and run out and rouse

somebody—everybody. But there was no one in the

house with whom she could leave him. How quiet

the streets were ! Why did n't somebody come by
whom she could call to and send to that drowning

man ? But baby or no baby, she could n't sit there

with that agonized cry "H-e-l-p!" piercing her

heart. Gathering baby in her arms, she went with

a swift, eager step into the street, and there she

set up a remarkable screaming, that is remem-
bered in the city to this. day.

" Help ! There is a man in the river drowning !

H-e-l-p ! h-e-l-p ! A man in the river drowning !

H-e-l-p ! h-e-l-p !

"

Up and down the street the distance of her block

she ran, crying out these words, and at every cry

baby said, "O-u! g-0-0—g-0-0!" as though a

very good joke was in the breeze.

For some moments Mrs. Bartlett did not see a

living being on the street, but after a time doors

began to open, and window-blinds, and somebody
would come down the street, and somebody else

around the corner. Then she would scream all the

louder, " Run to the river ! run to the river ! A
man 's drowning ! There 's a man in the river

drowning !

"

And people would ask questions, and listen, and
run oft" down the slope to the river. Yet up and

I
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down the street she continued to run, baby cooing

to be out under the sky, she screaming her story

to every one who came in sight, urging all—men,

women and children—to run, run to the river.

Then came De Witt Clinton Yotman stamping

down the street, whistling " Shoo Fly." When
he saw Mrs. Bartlett running about and screaming,

he stopped whistling, thinking he had encountered

a crazy woman. But when she cried out to him,

"Run to the river! there's a man drowning!"

Clint's heart leaped to his mouth. Here was a

chance for the " Swooping Eagle."

Away he ran, at his tip-top speed, for Will Atkin-

son. That 's what he generally did when there

was an enterprise under weigh.

" We '11 take the ' Swooping Eagle ' and go for

him," Clint said.

" All right," Will answered, and off they went by

a short cut down the bluff to the river, where the

" Swooping Eagle " lay anchored.
•' You get in first," said Clint, breathing hard

and fast as he untied the skiff with eager, trembling

fingers.

Shoving her off into the water, he leaped on

board after Will in an excited way that almost

upset the boat.

A great crowd had assembled and were hurrying

up stream, while boat after boat was putting out

from shore.

" Hear him ! he 's in the rapids ! " Clint cried, in

great eagerness. " There he is, holding on to the

skiff. The skiff upset in the rapids when he was

trying to cross."

" Has n't he got awful lungs, though ! How he

does holler ! " said the more philosophical Will.

" It's awful !" Clint went on, still greatly excited,

and looking as though he was about to leap into

the water and swim to the drowning man's help.

"Hold on to the skiff! I'm a-comin' !
" he

shouted, standing, his face turned up stream,

toward the rapids. " Hold on ! Help 's nigh !

Hold on a little longer ! I 'm a-comin' ! I '11 save

you !
" He felt inspired.

Then Will thought he ought to help Clint shout.

So he stood up and yelled, " Hold on to the skiff

just a minute ! We 're comin' ! We '11 soon be

along ! Don't give up ! We 're comin' !

"

Then Clint shouted some more, and took off his

hat and waved it. Then Will took off his hat and

waved it. Then the pocket-handkerchiefs came out,

and they were waved, while the boys kept up their

encouraging cries of " Hold on ! We 're comin'."

One boat passed them, pulling as for life toward

the rapids and the up-turned skiff, to which the

man was clinging, with only his head above water.

A second boat glided by the " Swooping Eagle,"

and a third.

A wild fear shot through Clint's heart—a fear

that, after all, he might be cheated of the honor of

saving an imperiled life. He resolved to strain

every nerve to overtake and pass those three boats,

and to keep ahead of those that were nearing him
from behind. Then, all on a sudden, he felt like a

fool, and looked like one,—like the blankest of,

blank idiots.

" Will, we have n't any oars," he stammered.
Will looked around the boat in a bewildered way,

then up into Clint's face.

" Well, if that does n't beat the Jews and the

Gentiles! Aren't we a couple of genttses ? " he

said.

It was true. They had forgotten their oars in

their excitement, and instead of "coming," as they

had declared to everybody within hearing, they

were going, going, down the river to—nobody kne
where. Not only would they have to forego the

eclat of rescuing that drowning man, but they must
submit to being themselves rescued from theit

ridiculous situation. They must cry for help,

They looked about them. The "Eagle" was

below the boats that had put out, and the hurrying

crowd had left it behind. The boys marked with

alarm the isolation of their oarless boat on the

" And it 's almost dark," Clint said. " Nobod\
can see us."

" And there is n't any moon these nights," Wil

added. " Let 's wave our hats and handkerchief;

till it 's plum dark, and shout and yell."

This they did till their arms and lungs were sore

Will shouted, " Help ! help !
" as lustily as the mar

with the "awful lungs" had ever dared to. Bu
no help came. Old Mr. Perseverance Smith, ai

ex-ferryman, heard their cries, came out, watchec

them for a moment drifting in the dusk dow
stream, and then went back to his little house oi

the bank.
" Just some youngsters mockin' that poor felle

that was like to git drownded." he said.

(This ferryman, by the way, was called Persever

ance, because he was the last river-man of the sec

tion to stop the fight against the ice-king at tin

on-coming of winter, and the first to re-open th

conflict in the spring. One autumn his boat go

stuck in the ice in mid-river and had to stay ou

there till the spring thaw.

On and on the boys drifted till the lights o

Keokuk were lost to their straining eyes, till the

had passed the mouth of the Des Moines, am

passed Buena Vista, and had begun to reckon con

cerning the hour of the night they would reac

Alexandria and Warsaw. They had stopped shoul

ing and signaling in sheer hopelessness, and Clin

proposed that they should take turns in watching.
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" You turn in and take the first snooze," he said.

" I couldn't sleep in this wet dug-out of yours,"

as Will's reply.

"You needn't lie down in the water. Make that

2at your downy couch," said Clint, trying, poor

:llow, to be funny, for he thought that Will was

:eling depressed, and was sure that he himself was.

"I'm not a snake to coil up on that plank."

Vill spoke with some warmth and some contempt

(i his tone. " Besides, I might get pitched over-

oard, for this sea is n't of the steadiest, and the

1 ind is blowing harder every minute. Besides all

" I 'm more afraid they wont come in gun-shot

of us. We've got to yell and shout with all our

might. And you 've got to do your share, Will.

You must stand up to the shouting like a man."
" You bet," said Will.

Then they sat silent—almost breathless—watch-

ing the approaching lights and listening to the

sounds of labor as the boat came pushing her

broad, brave breast against the strong current.

Before any cries from the helpless skiff could

possibly have reached the steamer, the boys entered

upon their shouting. On came the great vessel in

THE " SWOOPING EAGLE

; rest, I 'm too ticklish to sleep. There aint any-

ng jolly about this ride. Why in the name of

'ise did n't you put the oars in ?
"

''Why did n't you put them in," Clint retorted.

I 'T was n't any of my funeral—you were bossing

B rescue job. A pretty rescuer you are ! A nice

le man to have a boat ! Your pa had better buy
'i a steam propeller and a railroad !"

"See here, Will," said Clint, firing up. "I
t going to stand—what 's that ? It 's a boat !

"

3oth boys rose swiftly to their feet and listened.

>ating up to them was the chuff! chuff! chuff!

a panting steamer, and then a shriek from the

rine.

' See ! there are the lights. Oh ! I do wish I

1 pa's lantern," said Will. " They wont see us.

iat if they should run over us !"

TO THE RESCUE !

their very path, as it were. She seemed to be

making straight for the little shell. The boys were

greatly excited ; the strain was intense, as the

strong boat moved toward them like an on-coming

pitiless fate. One of the lads thought of his home
and mother, but kept on shouting, " Help! help !

"

Will could n't shout for the moment, because

there was a great lump in his throat. Then they

both forgot everything else in the sound that came
over the waters to them from the steamer—a shout,

then another and another. Their cries had been

heard. Men appeared on deck, with lights behind

them, looking out over the waters. The boys

called again, and were answered. Then the

steamer veered to the right, and began letting off

steam; the "Swooping Eagle" had been descried

—that was certain. The bovs cheered and waved
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their hats—the steamer cheered and swung the

lanterns. Then a yawl darted from under the

steamer, as it seemed, like a duckling from the

mother wing. The boys called, "Here! here!"

a great many times, to indicate their whereabouts.

After a little while, the relief-boat came along-

side the " Swooping Eagle," and the boys eagerly

climbed aboard ; then, after another while, the

yawl lay alongside the steamer, and the boys

climbed aboard her, with crew and passengers

crowding and asking questions. This caused the

boys to feel important. Then a free lunch was

spread for the two lions, and they ate something.

Did you ever see two supperless boys eat at about

eleven o'clock P. M. ?

It was after one A. M. when Clint sat down in

his mother's lap, and kissed her with a new happi-

ness ; and then went out to look for his father,

who was out looking for him. Just around the

corner he met Will Atkinson, who was on his way
to police head-quarters to report himself found.

Clint wandered about from one place to another for

a long hour before he encountered his father, so

that it was nearly three when he laid his head on
his pillow. He had slept scarcely two hours when
he heard the newspaper carrier crying " The Gate

City,"—the morning daily,—and then he heard the

thud of the paper against the front door as it was

thrown on the porch. He stole out and secured it,

and then made himself comfortable in bed to look

over the local items. He wanted to know about

that man—the man whom the " Swooping Eagle'

had meant to rescue. Half way down the local

column Clint found the item he was looking for,

A man had attempted to cross in a skiff frorr

the Illinois side of the Mississippi. Midway in the

rapids the skiff had been upturned. But the

man keeping his hold, had clung to the boat foi

thirteen minutes with only his head above water.'

as the swift current bore him on and on to the

neighborhood of the ferry. Clint read with a sigh

that it was one of the ferry company's boats tha'

effected the rescue, drawing the man aboard just a'

his strength had failed him and he had relaxed hii

hold on the skiff. Clint read it with a sigh, because

he had seen that very boat, which now wore th<

ribbon, when it put out; it was a long way be

hind his—the poor, shamed " Swooping Eagle.'

" She'd have beat it," thought Clint. " I kno

she would, and my name and Will's would haw

been right here before my eyes now, if I onl

had n't forgotten my oars."

HOW BIRDS IMPROVE IN NEST-BUILDING.

By Prof. W. K. Brooks.

YOU often will meet with the statement in books

about birds and birds'-nests, that each species goes

on, year after year and generation after generation,

building its nest in precisely the way which has

always been followed by its ancestors. It is said

that birds build their nests entirely by instinct, and

that no improvement ever takes place, but that

each bird selects a place for its nest, and gathers

the materials, and goes through the process of

building in exactly the way which has been fol-

lowed for thousands of generations. It is also

stated that young birds know how to do all this

without any instruction, and make their first nest

as skillfully as those old birds which have had ex-

perience, and have raised several broods of young.

These statements are made so often by writers upon

natural history, that it would seem as if there must

be a good reason for them, and yet not one of them

is true. Birds do not always go on building their

nests in similar places to those in which the

ancestors built, but whenever better places ai

offered them, they soon learn to take advantage c

them ; neither do they stick to the same materi;

for one generation after another, but whenevf

more suitable material is placed within their read

they often learn how to use it, so that their nes

are much better than those built by their ancestors

neither is it true that they never improve the shaf

of their nests, nor that the young birds are as skillfi

architects as the old.

You all know that only a few hundred years ag

there was not a barn or a chimney within tl

United States, unless, perhaps, those singular clit

dwelling people in New Mexico and Arizona, (

whom we know so little, had barns and chimney

At any rate, we know that on the east side of tl

Mississippi, at the time when the white men di

covered and settled the country, there were i
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eople who knew anything of architecture. The
arn and chimney swallows were to be found here

len as they are to-day, but of course they were

impelled to build their nests in hollow trees and

(

ives, or any other suitable places which they were

lie to find. As soon as white men spread over

,>ie country and erected buildings, these birds,

hich had never before seen a barn or a chimney,

(

)on discovered that these places are much more

I

arm and dry than rotten trees and damp caves, as

[ell as better protected from storms ; and it proli-

xly did not take many years for the swallows to

: scover that snakes and birds and beasts of prey

].d not dare to approach such places. These wise

,rds, then, improved upon the habits of their

(
icestors, and gave up their old savage life in the

lods, in order to share the benefits of civilization.

It seems as natural now for a barn-swallow to

-iake its nest in a barn, as for a cat-bird to build in

bush or a tree ; but it is plain that this has not

j^ays been the case, and that these birds have

L;en wise enough to change their mode of life.

As an example to show that birds sometimes

ike changes in the material used in building their

sts we may take the oriole. Many snakes are

id of birds' eggs, and in order to place its nest

yond their reach, as well as out of danger from

ler enemies, the oriole builds far out, near the tip

a branch of some tall tree, upon twigs which are

small that the nest is in little danger from any

emies except those which are able to fly. These

<nder twigs are swayed by every wind, and it

uld not answer to build in such a place an ordi-

ry nest, like that of the robin, supported by a

itform of sticks resting upon the branches; for

: least wind would soon break such a nest to

:ces, or throw it down to the ground. Nor
uld the swallows' plan of gluing the nest into its

^ce be very much better ; for even if it were

urely fastened, and made strong enough to stand

: shaking without falling to pieces, the first heavy

lie would either break all of the eggs by striking

m against each other, or else it would jerk them
,irely out of the nest, and throw them down to

I
ground. It is very clear that an ordinary nest

Juld not answer at all in such a place, and the

ole overcomes all the difficulty by weaving a

pderful hanging nest. This is shaped like a bag
purse, and is suspended between two twigs at

I

point where they unite with each other. The
;es of the mouth of the bag are sewed to the

gs so that the nest hangs down between them,

uth uppermost, and in the hardest gale the eggs

young are perfectly safe at the bottom of this

g, soft, well-lined bag. In weaving this nest

birds make use of every string or thread which

;
y are able to find. They pull the lost fish-lines

out of ponds and streams, and gather up the kite-

strings which they find among the branches of the

trees and on the telegraph-wires. They are often

seen tugging at the edges and worn places in the

carpets which are hung out to be beaten at house-

cleaning time in spring, and they often succeed in

pulling out long threads, especially if the carpet is

old and ragged. They sometimes carry off the

skeins of freshly-dyed yarn which the farmers' wife

has hung out to dry ; they steal the strings which

are tied around the young grafts upon the orchard

trees, and carry off flax, hemp—everything, in fact,

which they think they will be able to make use of

in weaving their nest. Tresses of hair, and bits

of gold lace from a militia officer's epaulet, are

among the things which have been found in their

nests. They are able to use their beaks and claws

very skillfully, and will untie hard knots in order to

gain possession of a piece of string. Hemp seems

to suit them better than anything else, and if you

will take the trouble to hang out a large bunch of

this where they can find it, in the early spring, when
they are gathering the materials for their nest, they

will return to it again and again until they have

carried all of it away, or until the nest is finished.

If the bunch of hemp is tied up loosely, the dexter-

ity and perseverance with which they will untie

and pull out bunches of the fibers is very interest-

ing, and well worth watching. A finished oriole's

nest is a very strange mixture of grass, hay, horse-

hair, thread, string, yarn and carpet-ravelings.

Sometimes it contains long pieces of kite-tail, and I

once found a nest into which the birds had woven

no less than three fish-lines, with their corks and
sinkers, and the rusty hooks, with dried pieces of

the worms which had been used for bait still upon

them.

It is very certain that a few hundred years ago

orioles could have known nothing about string or

carpet-ravelings, and must have confined them-

selves to such stringy fibers as can be found in a

natural state ; and those orioles which build their

nests at a distance from houses, still make use of

grass, flax, the fibres of silk-weed, and other things

which they are able to find ; but of course a much
stronger and more durable nest can be woven from

strong thread and string, and the birds have not

been slow to discover this and to act accordingly.

It may perhaps be said that both the oriole and
the swallow owe their improvement to their inter-

course with man, and that the fact that they have

made great advances in their method of building is

owing to his influence, so that these examples do

not prove that birds have any power to improve

themselves without his help. At first sight this

objection seems to have great weight, but as soon

as we examine it more carefully, we find that it
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does not amount to much. It is true that man
supplies the opportunities of which the barn-swal-

lows and the oriole avail themselves, but this is all

that he does ; and the fact that the birds do take

advantage of the opportunities, shows that they

have the power of improvement within themselves,

them, and their improvement is the result of thei

own efforts ; and there can be no doubt that, if tin

same advantages had presented themselves inde

pendently of men, the birds would have been wis

enough to seize upon them.

We have now seen that birds do sometimes mak

ORIOLES AND TKEIR NEST.

and ready to show itself as soon as occasion arises.

Orioles and swallows are not domestic, like the

various sorts of poultry ; although they find it to

their interest to associate with man, they are their

own masters, and in this respect are as truly wild

as those birds which live in the woods and swamps;
in fact, the oriole is as shy and difficult to approach

as a forest bird. Man has not tamed or instructed

improvements in the places selected for their nes'

and in the materials which they make use of; a:

I will next try to show you that they occasion.i.

make great changes for the better in the shape

their nests.

A few years ago Pouchet, a French naturali

who was then engaged in writing a book upi

natural history, wished to have an engraving ma
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jf the nest of the common European house-martin.

The nests in his collection were nearly fifty years

old, and, thinking that the artist would be able to

uake a much better picture from a new and perfect

lest than from an old one, he employed a man to

collect a number from the walls of the houses in

Paris.

Upon comparing these with the old nests in his

;ollection, Pouchet found that there had been a

rery great improvement in the architecture of these

)irds within the last fifty years. He says that the

)ld nests are globular, or forming a segment of a

iphere with a very small rounded opening, just

arge enough to allow the passage of the birds

inhabiting it ; and the accounts of all the ancient

vriters agree in describing this as the form of the

test in their day. The new nest is in the form of

he quarter of a hollow semi-oval, this giving three

lat surfaces for attachment instead of one, and

iffording much more room on the floor of the nest.

The opening is no longer a round hole, but a long

,ransverse slit, between the upper edge of the nest

i.nd the wall of the building to which it is attached,

hus allowing the young to put their heads out and
njoy the fresh air, without interfering with the

ntrance and exit of the parents. M. Pouchet says

hat, besides the advantages of more room inside

he nest, increased facilities for access and greater

trength, it is also more secure from the invasion

of enemies, and better protected from the entrance

of cold and rain, and is thus a decided improve-

ment upon the old form.

Many of the naturalists who have studied the

habits of birds with the greatest care have satisfied

themselves that young birds are not as skillful as

the old. Nearly one hundred and fifty years ago

Lerory, a French naturalist who spent his life in

studying the habits of the wild animals of Europe,

published a book, which has lately been translated

into English, on the "Intelligence and Perfectibil-

ity of Animals." In this book he says that it is

impossible that a constant and attentive observer

should fail to remark that the nests of young birds

are almost invariably ill-made and badly situated.

He also shows that the best and most complicated

nests are made by those species of birds whose

young remain a long time in the nest, and thus

have more opportunity to see how it is made.

Wilson, the ornithologist, who spent his life in

studying the habits of our birds, reached the same

conclusion—that there is a very perceptible in-

feriority in the nests of young birds.

I should say more upon the progressiveness of

birds, but I already have given enough space to

the subject for this month. There a"re several re-

markable nests about which I must say a few words

in the next chapter, before we leave the subject of

birds'-nests.

A SUMMER RIDE IN LABRADOR.

By Mrs. C. E. Groser.

" Girls, girls ! have you forgotten that the

laspards are going to move to-day?" said Lizzie

Vayne, as she shook her sisters vigorously by the

roulders. " I 've got the loveliest idea, and I

rant you to help me carry it out. Do wake up !

"

te continued, despairingly.

"What's the matter?" said Mary, sleepily.

I 'm sure it is not time to get up yet. It is not

>ven fairly light. If you 've had bad dreams, turn

q your side."

"It isn't bad dreams. It's fun," said Lizzie.

I want to take our own team and kommatic and
with the Gaspards as far as Tucker's. We

ave n't had a dog-ride for ever so long, because,

hen we have been at liberty to go, the crust has

'sen too soft; but this morning it is as hard as

VOL. IV.—45.

ever, and we can be at home again before it can

soften. I will speak to papa and get permission.

Wake Alice and tell her, and hurry as fast as pos-

sible, for every moment is precious."

So saying, the merry-faced girl left the room.

Tapping lightly at her father's door, she asked:
" May we have the dogs and the cruising harness,

please ? The Gaspards are going away to Lac
Salle, and we would like to go with them as far as

Tucker's, while the snow crust remains hard."
" I Ml tell you when I come down-stairs," said

her father.

Back flew Lizzie to her sisters' room.

"What did papa say?" asked both girls in a

breath.

" Oh, he wants to be sure about the crust, but
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I 'm certain he '11 let us go, for he said last week

that the Tuckers had been neglected, and that he

wished it was possible to see them before the ice

broke up altogether. I 'm going to see how the

Gaspards are getting along."

" We will go, too, in a few minutes."

The above conversation took place in the mission-

house of St. Augustine River, in Labrador.

The three girls were the daughters of the mis-

sionary, who had lived there with his family about

four years.

The little settlement which had grown up around

the mission-house was used during the winter only.

In the summer, the people left their sheltered

quarters and lived in cabins on the various islands

along the coast. There they caught, salted and

cured their fish, and also traded with people from

Quebec and Nova Scotia who exchanged dry-goods

and provisions for fish, oil and furs.

The Gaspards, at the time of our story, were

making their spring move. When Mary and Alice

reached the cabin of their departing friends, they

found everything in a state of confusion. The men
were moving and arranging the large bundles, and

articles of furniture. The children were in a state

of happiness and hilarity peculiarly trying to their

tired and long-suffering elders.

' You, Joe !
" exclaimed the exasperated father,

as he discovered his second son carrying out a

bundle containing garments the children would

have to wear on the journey, " if you stir from that

'ere chair, I '11 make you walk half-way to Lac

Salle. So there !

"

Joe was subdued for the time, but soon began to

occupy himself with " washing" the face of a baby
brother, who resented the insult by kicks and

screams. Mary rescued the poor little fellow, and
sent Joe to see if her father was coming,—Just as

that gentleman entered.

"Almost ready to start, eh, Mr. Gaspard?" he

asked.

" Almost, sir."

" You must wrap up warmly," said Mr. Wayne.
" The wind will be blowing very hard on the out-

side bays, I expect."

" Ah, yes, sir; I '11 be keerful."

" Well, papa, have you decided to favor our

scheme?" asked Lizzie.

" Yes. The crust is hard, and you would better

make the most of this chance and call on the

Tuckers. But you must be sure to return early,

before the heat of the sun has spoiled the ice."

" We will be very careful. It is only a little past

four now ; by half-past four we must start from

here. We can get there by half-past five, pass

an hour and a half there, and return in another

hour; allowing half an hour for stoppages, we can

be back easily by half-past eight. You see, I have
reckoned all the pro's and con's, and have all my
plans cut and dried," said Lizzie to her father.

" Come, girls," she added, " we must go and
harness up the dogs."

"Ha, dogs! Hi! hi! hi!" they cried as they

neared home. "Here, Spot! Mona! Black! Leo!

Neptune ! come out ! Come, Douglas ! come
along. Hi ! hi !

"

Out tumbled the dogs, as pleased as if they were

being called to breakfast instead of to work.

They capered and danced about the girls, and
tumbled over one another in a very lively manner

;

and when the "cruising" harness, with its bright

rosettes and streamers of ribbon, was brought

out, they actually howled and yelped with excite-

ment.

They knew, then, that a "cruise" with a ligh

load was before them, and not hard work like wood
hauling. So, instead of running away and hiding

in the bushes, as when the work-harness was

brought out, they each tried to be first in place.

Dog harnesses are very simple,—only two rin

of oxnoe (salted and dried seal-skin), one largei

than the other, joined by two straps of the same

material. The larger ring goes just behind the

fore-legs of the dog, the smaller one around his

neck ; consequently, one of the connecting band

goes between his fore-legs, and the other along hi:

back. The back strap is continued in a long strin<

or " trace," at the end of which is a loop.

The kommatic, or sled, is made by placing twc

boards on edge, the fore-ends being turned up

somewhat like the runners of a child's coasting

sled. These form the runners, and on them ait

"sewed," not nailed, strips of wood called bars

These bars are generally cut in some fancy form a

the ends, and are sometimes very beautifully inlai(

with differently colored woods and white whalebone

The bars are placed "close together," and an

sewed or lashed to the runners, because nails ar<

apt either to start out or to split the wood when the

kommatic leaps from a height upon hard ice, a

sometimes happens. The string or lashing gives

little, and so prevents this danger.

The runners are shod with whalebone : not tin

black material used by corset-makers, but the rea

white bone of the whale. It is scraped and polishec

until it is as smooth as ivory, and makes splendic

shoeing for the kommatics. No shafts are used

The part of the runner turned up is called the nose

From runner to runner, through the noses, is fas

tened a piece of oxnoe, so tied as to leave two end

in the middle. On one of these ends is a largi

whalebone button, and on the other is a loop.

When the dogs are to be attached to th

kommatic, the several loops on their back-strap
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are threaded on this piece of oxnoe, then the

looped end is slipped over the button at the other

end, and the harnessing is complete.

Kommatics have nothing to support the arms or

back. They are simply long flat sleds, varying in

length from twelve to fifteen feet. A buffalo-robe

or bear-skin, to sit and kneel on, is lashed to the

sled with a long piece of oxnoe, which is much
stronger and lighter than thick rope. The dogs

iire driven entirely by voice and whip ; there are

no reins. A good head-dog, or leader, will turn

it once, when ordered, in ordinary circumstances.

When the driver wishes to go to the right, he calls,

' Ouk ! ouk ! ouk !
"—when to the left, " Rarrah !

arrah !"

Very quickly did our friends prepare for their

journey. The dogs were harnessed and fastened

o a strong post to prevent their running away.

The whip was a curious one. It had a very

ihort wooden handle, to which were fastened layers

rpon layers of oxnoe. These were gradually

apered down to a lash of one thickness of oxnoe.

The whip was sufficiently long to reach the head-

flog, whose trace was fully thirty feet in length.

"We are all right now, I believe," said Lizzie,

' so let us go and see if the Gaspards are ready to

tart."

• They found that Mrs. Gaspard was just about to

be packed into her kommatic in the usual fashion

if the Labrador women. On her sled a bottom-

ess box, shaped something like the body of a

leigh, was securely lashed. In this was placed

lit feather-bed, and then she got in, and, half lying

ilown and half supported by pillows, she was ready

OT the journey. Her children were stowed about

ler, and then blankets and comforts were tucked

round them to keep them warm.
The girls packed the children in, and then, pat-

ling Master Joe on the head, and bidding him be

;;ood and not tease his little brothers and sisters,

;hey went back to their own conveyance.

X " Oh, the drags !
" cried Alice. " We are going

I'ithout the drags, and we can't stop the dogs

i.uddenly without them."
' I 'm very glad you remembered them," said

Mr. Wayne, as he brought two large rings of thick

ope and tied them to the kommatic. " Now you
ire all right, I think."

: All this time the dogs had been keeping up a

i:ries of screams, barks, yells and whines, almost

>eafening. At last the word was given to start;

ie dogs were loosed ; and away dashed the kom-
tatic down the bank to the river as fast as the

Itlimals could gallop.

' Hold on tightly until we are clear of the ridges

if ice on the edge of the river, or you will be thrown
iff," cried Lizzie, who was foremost of the girls.

" All right
!

" they cried. " We are enjoying the

bouncing famously."

The other team had started a few minutes before,

and was about half a mile ahead.
'• These dogs are nearly crazy, I think," said

Alice. " They race as if possessed. I wonder

whether we shall overtake the Gaspards before

they get to the Pocashoe River?"
" Indeed we shall ; we are fast gaining on them

now. I don't want our dogs to get mixed with

theirs, or we shall have a fight to quell. All the

dogs are so fresh that it would be hard work to

separate them," said Lizzie.

" Well, let us try to get ahead, out of their

way," said Mary.
" Is not the air delightful—so fresh, clear and

still ?" said Alice.

"Yes, indeed; and see how the sun throws a

crimson glow over the snow, and how the little

particles of ice glitter and sparkle !

"

" Who would imagine that it was the sixth of

June?" said Lizzie. ''Doesn't it seem strange,

when we think of sleigh-riding in June ? They are

eating peas and strawberries in New York, and are

probably complaining already of the hot weather.

Dear, dear! It seems so strange!" and Lizzie

fell into a deep reverie over warmer climes. She

was aroused by the dogs uttering quick, short

yelps as they found they were overtaking the other

team.

"Haw! haw! ha—aw!" cried the girls, en-

deavoring to stop them.
" Quick ! The drags !

" cried Lizzie. " Oh
dear, I do believe that we must let them fight. It

is too bad."
" I can't untie the drags !

" cried Mary. " There,

I 've got them off at last: there they are."

" It 's no use," said Lizzie. " They can't be

stopped now."
" Don't attempt to get off, or they may throw

you down, and kill you in the fight. They don't

care who or what is bitten, so long as they bite

something ! " cried Mr. Gaspard, as he jumped from

his kommatic.
" All right !

" said the girls. " Be careful about

yourself!" they screamed, as the bold fisherman

went into the thick of the fight and dealt vigorous

blows with the thick butt-end of his whip, so forci-

bly as to send several of the dogs howling away

as far as their traces would allow them. The girls

kept these dogs apart by means of their long whip.

At last the fight was over, and sore and howling

the teams started again.

The Waynes now took the lead at a good quick

dog-trot.

Their way lay along the Pocashoe River. It was

only a few hundred yards wide, and was shaded by
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trees of spruce and fir, so it looked more like a

magnificent carriage-way than a river.

All went along peacefully ; the two kommatics

kept within hailing distance, and a stream of merry

jest and banter flowed freely.

" When we get to the portage, I want you to go

first, Mr. Gaspard," said Lizzie. " You know the

way better than we. We will drive a little way up

the river, past the entrance of the portage, so that

remarked. " Me 'n' George drove Spot and Leo,

t'other day, and they turned when we wanted 'em

to. I just called ' Ouk ! ouk !
' and they went to

the right side, and I called ' Rarrah ! rarrah !' and
they went to the left side."

" That was because they were well trained, Joe,"

said Lizzie. " They did what was told them, and;

did n't stop to ask why, as boys do sometimes.

They obeyed at once and asked no questions."

CAPSIZED IN THE SNOW.

you can enter without having to pass our dogs.

When you're safely in, we'll turn and follow you."
" Very well. I guess we wont have much trou-

ble, the going is so good," returned Mr. Gaspard.
" Here you, Joe !" he exclaimed, "where are you

going?" and, catching that young man by the back

of his coat-collar, he hauled him off the edge of the

sled.

" I want to ride like Miss Lizzie and Miss Mary,"

said Joe. " They can jump off and run when they

want to," he added, wistfully.

"Joe!" cried Miss Mary, "would you like to

ride with us through the portage ?"

Joe readily accepted the invitation, and in a few

moments was snugly seated among the girls.

" Miss Mary, I can drive dogs," he gravely

i

i

" How do they drive horses, Miss Man'?" asked

Joe, anxious to change the subject. " Do they

drive 'em like dogs?"
" They put an iron bit into the horse's mouth,

and fasten to it lines called reins. When they

pull on these lines, to either the left or right, the

horse goes in the direction of the pull."

" How funny ! " said Joe. " Is a horse very much

larger than a dog ? I 've seen pictures of horses,

but they are all little sizes."

Here Mary gave Joe a full and minute descrip-

tion of the horse—an animal almost unknown in

Labrador—and the method of driving it.

According to the plan laid down, Mr. Gaspard

entered the portage first ; and as the dogs had lost

their first freshness and settled into their ordinary
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rot, no more fights were feared. The portage was

imply a way through the woods, saving a long

ourney around. Except that some trees had been

.ut down in this road, there was no difference bc-

tveen it and the forest.

The snow was deep enough to cover the stumps

f the felled trees, and as the portage had been

sed all winter and the snow crust was still hard,

ie party had no difficulty in following it.

" Is it not lovely in the woods ? " said Mary.
" : Let the dogs walk through, Lizzie, so that we

an enjoy it as long as possible."

So they traveled more slowly, talking and laugh-

lg and delighting themselves in the free air, and

fell back quite a distance behind the others.

At the end of the portage, leading to the bay,

as a long, steep hill. So steep was it that Mr. Gas-

aid decided to take the dogs from his kommatic,

Snd, letting them scramble down as best they could,

imself guide the sled down, coasting fashion. This

e did, and then, calling his dogs together, he pro-

eeded to hitch them up again.

But the dogs were loath to leave their rolling

pon the snow. Therefore, by the time Mr. Gas-

ard had secured them all, and was fastening them

j the kommatic, the girls had nearly reached the

jp of the hill.

The young people were so engrossed in pleasant

hatter that they did not notice how naar they were

5 the end of the portage.

The first intimation they had of it was a wild

owl of delight from their dogs, who descried their

ite foes and rushed frantically toward them.
" Oh, Mary, hand the drags over !

" cried Lizzie.

: The dogs will be past the top of the hill before we
Ian check them, and we certainly shall be thrown

ff!"

I Mary passed the drags, and Lizzie quickly slipped

;.iem over the noses of the kommatic ; but it was

f no use.

" Hold on as tightly as you can, but have your-

;lves quite free from everything, so as to be able

) jump if the kommatic should be overturned,"

lid Mary. "Joe, hold on to my dress, and I will

]Hit an arm around you," she continued.

( The sled now began the descent. Fast and
ister it went, and Lizzie saw that it was overtaking

ae dogs, and, of course, would be overturned.

"Jump!" she cried, and, suiting the action to
:.ae word, she sprang from her seat into the deep

now.

> The others followed, and, rolling and tumbling,

hey slid down as far as some bushes and felled

rees. Here they stopped, panting and breathless,

>nd reviewed the situation.

As soon as they had recovered breath sufficiently,

ley laughed heartily at their ridiculous appear-

ance. Lizzie still firmly grasped the whip with one

hand. With the other she had caught at a branch

of- a spruce-tree which had broken off, leaving in

her grasp a green trophy of the leap. Mary had

one arm around little Joe, who was kicking vigor-

ously to get loose and help himself. And Alice,

who had rolled farther, was looking ruefully at

a rent caused by^Master Joe's feet.

Mr. Gaspare! saw the accident, and came running

up the hill at a great rate, to assure himself that

they were unhurt.
" We are all right, Mr. Gaspard," cried the girls

when they saw him ;
" not hurt a bit."

" How are we to get down the rest of the hill ?
"

asked Alice.

" Slide down, to be sure," said Lizzie. " The
snow is too slippery to walk on, the dogs and sled

are at the foot of the hill, so we can't ride ; there-

fore nothing remains but to slide."

So they bestrode some loose branches, and down
they went, laughing and enjoying the fun, and in

a few moments had reached the sled.

After more laughing and joking, they regained

their seats, put Joe back with his mother, and bid-

ding one another good-bye, the teams separated.

The Waynes now became very quiet, for " good-

bye," even if said for only a short time, has a

depressing effect upon the spirits. However, as

they neared the island on which stood the cabin of

the Tuckers, they became chatty again, and were

all right when, after giving their dogs in charge of

a boy, they sat around a hot stove asking and
answering questions.

Mrs. Tucker piled the already nearly red-hot

stove full of wood, and set about getting breakfast.

" I 'm sorry not to have anything nice to give

you ; but all our salt pork is gone, and we 've

nothing now but some fresh trout caught t' other

day."
'

"Don't apologize at all, Mrs. Tucker. We're
as hungry as bears, and can eat almost anything,"

said Alice.

The fish was fried in seal-oil, and the tea was

made from spruce-boughs. Still they managed to

satisfy their hunger, even although butter was

wanting and the bread was sour, having been made
with old leaven instead of yeast.

After breakfast, Alice, who had been told by the

children that "down the bay there were lots of

clams uncovered by snow," and knowing her father

to be particularly fond of these shell-fish, deter-

mined to get a few for him ; so, accompanied by

the children, she set out, leaving her older sisters

to be entertained by the other members of the

family.

" Don't stay long," said Mary. " We must start

very soon, or the crust will be soft."
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" I will be very quick," said Alice.

" We will call you in half an hour, and you must
return at once, clams or no clams," said Lizzie.

" All right !
" said Alice.

Half an hour soon passed, and Lizzie went to the

door to call the clam-pickers, but not one was in

sight. She called, but there was no answer.

"Oh dear, it is too bad!" she said. "Mary,
come and help me call them."

So both girls united their voices, and called over

any quantity of clams, and picked a whole bucket-

ful. I 'm sure papa will enjoy them very much."
" Yes, if we are able to get home to give them

to him," said Lizzie. "Good-bye, friends ! we must
start at once."

So our heroines whipped up their dogs and began
their journey in right good earnest.

The going was much more difficult now than
before. The crust was already beginning to melt,

and the dogs had all they could do to get along.

THE DOGS BECAME

and over again until they were almost hoarse, but

to no purpose.
" I would leave her here until to-morrow, if it

were really safe ; but the river may be open by

that time," said Mary.

"Well, we'll put the dogs into harness, so as

not to have to wait when they do come," said Lizzie.

This was done, and both girls were ready to start

;

but still there was no sign of the wanderers.

Another quarter of an hour went by, and just as

Lizzie had determined to go in search of them, they

made their appearance, quite unconscious that they

had been giving their friends such anxiety.

" I 'm very sorry," said Alice, penitently, when
all had been hastily explained to her. " We found

Just as they were nearly across the bay, and the

girls were comforting themselves with the thought

of a nice ride through the portage, where the sun

had not yet been able to soften the crust, their dogs

began to whine impatiently. Raising their noses

in the air, and sniffing eagerly, the animals with

one consent suddenly veered around, and almost

flew over the snow.
" Oh dear ! they have scented something. We

must try to get them turned around," said Mary;

and she applied her whip vigorously, and all cried,

" Ha, ha, ha, dogs !
" to try to stop the excited

animals.

" Now, how provoking !
" said Lizzie. " I wonder

what they have scented—probably a partridge."

P

-•



877-1 A SUMMER RIDE IN LABRADOR 695

1 "No, it is a deer," said Alice, pointing to a

>eautiful stag bounding across the bay before them.

The dogs became frantic at sight of the deer,

tnd the girls, knowing they could not stop them

low, did not even try to put on the drags.

All held on as if for dear life. On, on went the

leer, and on, on went the dogs !

" Where shall we be taken to ? " cried Alice, in

ilismay.

" The deer is going toward the woods," said

izzie, re-assuringly. " If the ice is good, and we

j:an reach there safely, we shall be all right, for we

j:an stop the dogs then."

The ice bore well, and the sled reached the edge

>f the bay in safety.

" Now, hold fast, while we go up the bank into

he woods," cried Lizzie, "and then we are all

Pit."
Up the bank they went, tumble and bump, and

it last reached the woods. Lizzie then dexterously

uteered the kommatic in such a way that it ran with

>ts front bars against a tree, the noses of the run-

Jiers being one on either side of the trunk.

So the dogs were effectually stopped, for they

:ould not pull the tree down ; and, howling with

age and disappointment, they only tugged fruit-

lessly at their traces, while the deer bounded safely

tway into the woods. The girls waited until the

logs had quieted a little, and then turned the kom-
natic toward home.

It was a weary, weary journey. The sun had
nelted the snow so much that in many places it

vas only slush, and the girls were obliged to walk

intil they got to the bank of their own river, on
he other side of which stood the mission-house.

Walked ? Why, it hardly could be called walk-

ng ; it was wading—wading up to the waist in

Hnow slush !

\ Oh, how joyfully they caught sight of the familiar

home buildings !

"I'm sure I can never walk across there," said

\lice, gazing at the river. "It's nearly a mile,

'and I 'm so tired I can hardly stand."

\
" We must none of us try to walk," said Mary,

gravely. " Listen ! The ice is breaking-up farther

wp the river ; we must get across before it breaks-

•]ip here."

' The three girls turned pale. This was more
'than they had reckoned on.

With a silent prayer in each heart, they seated

\

themselves once more in the kommatic, and started.

The dogs, encouraged by the sight of home, quick-

ened their pace and bounded forward.

" Hold on for dear life !
" said Mary. " It is

reallyfor life this time."

Louder and louder grew the sound of the break-

ing ice, and more and more the girls urged on

their dogs. The excitement was now very great,

and two-thirds of the distance was already passed,

when a loud crack behind caused them to turn

their heads. To their dismay, they saw a line of

blue water where the ice had parted. The struggle

began to seem hopeless.

The people on shore now joined in calling the

clogs. Faster and faster they went, but still hardly

fast enough.

"Oh, my clams!" cried Alice. "'The bucket

has been jerked off, and they have been scattered

and lost behind."

"Oh, bother the clams!" said Lizzie. " If it

had n't been for them, we should be all right by

this time."

" Yes," I know," said Alice, penitently. " But

't is too bad, nevertheless !

"

And now, in spite of urging, the pace of the

dogs begins to slacken. All hearts turn chill with

fear. What can they do ? The blue line is grow-

ing wider and wider. Can they get ashore in time ?

Suddenly, the missionary starts forward, and,

seizing an axe that lies near, he runs toward the

scaffold where the dogs' food is kept. Hastily

mounting the ladder, he chops up some meat and
throws it to the ground ; the dogs on shore gather

around and eagerly devour it. Still the missionary

chops and throws down great pieces of the whale-

flesh, shouting to the kommatic dogs all the time.

The panting creatures see him, and see also the

dogs on shore eating as fast as possible ; and, fear-

ful of being too late for their share, they make a

last desperate effort, and reach the shore safe and
sound with their precious freight !

It was a joyful meeting, and everybody felt as if

death had been almost in their midst.

Within ten minutes of the girls' arrival, the river

was a mass of floating ice.

But, in spite of their grave thoughts, they all

teased Alice about the lost clams.
" Well," said she, " if I had not got the clams,

we would all have missed an adventure. So there !

"
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LITTLE PEERY; OR, WHAT IT CAME TO.

It was very funny, and I '11 tell you how it happened. While busy at,

work, I heard a wee little noise, and went to see what it was. After look-

ing a long while, I saw something like picture No. i. What could it be?,

A period ? No, for after getting closer, a little tail peeped out, as you

itl

No. 2. No. 3. No. 4.

see in No. 2. I thought it must be a comma ; but, looking again, it was

like No. 3—one long tail and two short ones. What do you suppose it

was

1;

I looked once more, and—mercy ! One long tail, and one, two,

three, four, five, six short ones. "Perhaps it's alive,"

said little Johnny, and, sure enough, the next minute

out it popped. What ! A cat ? Yes, here is its

true to life, and, oh ! so black it mightpicture (No. 5

have been
No. 5. in mourn-

ing for a whole family. Ethel

named it " Peery," because it

looked so much like a period

when she first saw it ; so we all

called it Peery. Is n't that a

queer name ?

c

I

1

No. 6.

Well, Peery had n't been here long before he crawled into a box like

the one you see here (No. 6). Did you ever

hear of such a very funny kitty ? But when he

fell into the pail (picture No. 7), Johnny burst

a button off with laughing. You will see in

No. 8 how Peery looked in getting out of the

pail, all wet.

Well, this strange specimen of a cat stayed

with us all day, and cut up the oddest little

tricks— rolling on its back, getting under foot,

playing with Johnny's ball, and running off

with mamma's handkerchief. Once it was lost

:
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1 the work-box ; but when grandma thought it was

ball of black yarn, and tried to pick it up, she soon

>und that the ball had claws, and dropped it very

uickly. And then Peery picked up the real ball

f yarn, which had rolled on the floor, and scampered

ff into a corner, where he tangled the thread so
Jmch with his sharp claws, that Johnny had to wind

all up again. When it was all wound, Johnny

began to scold

and tease him,

but Peery ran

away and hid under the book-shelves.

And he would not come out till

Johnny tied a string to a little chip

ol wood, and draped it before

no. 9. the shelves. Then Peery suddenly

imped out at it, as if it were a mouse.

When night came, little Peery looked so much like the dark that we
lought him lost this time, sure

(
enough, until he began meou-meou-

teouing (No. 9), and walking

oout like the Black Prince, when

thel got it some milk ; and here 's

lat funny black Peery eating it

^0. 10). See his tail curled up

tee a letter O. Poor Peery ! he

:e and ate and ate, growing fatter

id fatter, until he could hardly see

kt of his eyes. But you never

puld guess where he went to sleep. Why, right in the saucer ! See him

But Peery had an end, and so must my story. He looks so nice and

nnfortable in the saucer, that we will leave him there sound asleep.
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J A CK- IN -THE- PULPIT.

Warm day ? Yes, indeed,—quite warm ; and
so I '11 give vou a nice cool word to look at

:

As soon as you have looked at it long enough,
and begin to feel chilly, run to the fire, my chicks,

and take all the comfort you can. Then, when
you 'ye taken all the comfort you can, and begin to

feel lazy, prick yourself briskly with the freezing-

point of a thermometer, and rejoice that your

Jack did n't ask you to name the kingdom to which
ice belongs.—mineral, vegetable, or animal.

Why, in my opinion, the Jack who would ask
his chicks such a thing as that during the dog-
days, deserves to be dragged out of his pulpit.

PRESSING FLOWERS.

THE Little Schoolma'am, a few days ago, was
showing the children how to press flowers ; and she
passed around two specimens, in perfect condi-

tion, which were pressed last summer in her
fashion. Perhaps your Jack may as well give you
a hint of it.

Her plan is to take a sheet of thin cotton-batting

and lay the flowers carefully on it, covering them
with another sheet, and then putting the whole
under slight pressure. Sometimes, when the

flowers are thick, and contain a good deal of

moisture, she puts them in fresh cotton the next
day, and after that does not disturb them. But in

pressing nearly all the small flowers, the cotton

need not be changed at all, and not even opene<
until the flowers are preserved.

I noticed that the Little Schoolma'am's pressec

flowers had a soft, bright look. She groups th

long-stemmed ones prettily in vases, or lays then
between sheets of thin glass, and hangs then
in her windows in the winter, she says. The
have n't at all the poor, pinched, faded, flattenei

look of flowers prepared in other ways.

The Little Schoolma'am presses green leaves anc

ribbon-grass in the same way, keeping their cole

perfectly ; and she told the children that when the;

wanted to pile a number of these double cottoi

layers together, it was better to lay a sheet b

blotting-paper in between the seis. Sometimes sh

lays tissue paper between the flowers and th(

cotton ; but it is of the thinnest kind.

DISCONTENT.

"Discontent is not always a bad quality

is well to be contented with some things, but bet
ter to be discontented with others,—contented witt

the good things around you, and discontented wit!

the bad things within you. If there is any hop(
of your being able to improve yourself in any way;

or better any course of action, by all means be dis

contented with your present plan."

That is what I heard the Deacon saying to the

old and young folks the other day. And I could n'l

help nodding when he added:
" Some of the greatest improvements in civili-

zation, and the noblest advances in human inter-

course, have been brought about by a spirit of

active discontent."

But be careful, my youngsters, how you handle

this bit of advice. If you take hold of it at the

right end, and don't swing it too far, it will be use-

ful to you.

ROBIN HOOD CLUBS.

WHAT do you think Jack saw the other day!'

What but a row of little birds perched on the top

of a target? They seemed to be holding a con-

sultation over it. After a while, one of them flew

down and began to peck at the bright red and blue

rings with which it was painted. At length, he

poked his bill into a round hole which had been
made by an arrow ; he seemed to suspect some
thing, for he instantly flew back to the top and

joined his companions. And then such a clatter

as there was ! Finally, they all flew off with a

business-like air, as if something must be attended

to at once.

But they need not have been frightened ; the

boys and girls of the red school-house are nearly

all Bird-defenders. Never a little wing shall stop

fluttering on account of their arrows.

The youngsters have a Robin Hood Club to

which girls as well as boys are admitted, and every

Saturday they bring their bows and arrows and

shoot at the target in a great prize match,—the

prize generally being an orange, or something of

that sort.—and nearly every afternoon they prac-

tice for an hour or so. It is a great delight to the

girls, and no little enjoyment to the boys, although
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J find that the latter often prefer a good race or a
ime of ball, to archery practice.

1 Jack is glad to see that this beautiful sport is

wadays being revived, and so long as the Robin
oods are careful and do not put out one another's

'es, there is no reason why they should not have
'ry amount of fun in the sport.

1 The boys of the red school-house club wear
;*een tunics for uniform, with little green caps.

|ach girl also wears a green cap, with the addi-

'on of a sash of the same color passed over the

'.ft shoulder.

A BOY WITH HIS EYES OPEN.

Dear Jack: I wish some of your little folks could take walks
th a boy of my acquaintance, named Frank. They would find

ire going on around them than they had ever dreamed of.

A while ago wc were out walking, and heard some blue-jays making
1 unusual noise. I thought it was only bird-talk ; but Frank said
(nettling was wrong with ihein, and we soon found four blue-jays
jhting an enormous owl.

.Frank is a bit of a naturalist, and naturalists notice what other
ople would never see or hear. One evening when it was quite
rK, Frank and I were returning from a walk, when he stopped and
tened intently. I did the same, only he heard something and I

i n't. Presently, he went and threw his hat up into a tree, and
1

ien it came down we found that the tree was swarming with beetles.

lank had heard them fifty or sixty feet off!

I wish you could have seen us at another time. We were lying at
1 length in the long grass, and three fine night-hawks (whip-poor-
lls) were sailing over us. Every little while they would swoop
wn quite near to us, like arrows, their fait making a noise at one
ie like the wind moaning, and then quick and clear like the hiss

a bullet ; and then they would rise up again with a loud, sharp cry.

ley were after insects. We found one that had been shot. It was
larger in body than a robin. Its wings, when closed, were longer

'in its tail, its legs were small, its eyes were large and flat, and its

'mth opened wide enough to take in several beetles at once These
ins show that the bird lived on insects, catching them in the air,

d seeing very well and very far.

Frank carries with him a bottle filled with alcohol, and he may be
:jking to some one, when off he will rush after an insect of some
lid to put into his bottle as a specimen. He will tear around the
droom at night for beetles that have flown in.

I do not want to convey the idea that Frank is either odd or a
:y book-worm

; no, he is a tall, athletic fellow, with a love for
idy, and exercise, and sport very equally balanced. He is good
all manly sports, besides being quite a society chap. Above all,

is a keen observer of nature; and so he enjoys himself, and
l,trns something new every day. Tell your boys about him, Mr.
j- ck, and induce all to follow his example, who are not already in
1

" ranks of young naturalists.—Yours truly, T. S.

THE FIERY TEARS OF ST. LAWRENCE.

BEFORE vacation, I heard Deacon Green tell

ime of the big girls and boys that he hoped they
'ould take voyages about the sky during some of
:ie warm summer evenings; for Mr. Proctor's
larts and descriptions made it easy work to get
pquainted with the queer people and grim mon-
gers the professor finds among the stars.

I Then the Deacon got talking about meteors,

—

"remember telling you something about them
Myself in October, 1874,—but here is what the
'.eacon said

:

4
' Showers of meteors fall at certain seasons of

'ie year: about the 9th to the 14th of August,
:
id the 1 2th to the 14th of November. At one
me, the August shower was supposed to have
"iime reference to the martyrdom of brave old
,t. Lawrence, for that good man's death took
"ace on the 10th of the month, and so these me-
ors were called ' the fiery tears of St. Lawrence.'
ut the latest news about them is

"

Your Jack did n't catch the end of the expla-

nation, my chicks, and, as the Deacon is on his

holiday tour, 1 'd be obliged if some of you would
inquire into the matter, and let me know what
you have found out, before this month's shower
actually falls. For, when I have learned the

''latest news" about these meteors, perhaps it

wont be so unnerving to lean back in my lonely

pulpit and watch them darting about the sky.

WHICH ARE THE S Wl M MERS P

Last month, I am told, Dr. Hunt gave lessons

in swimming to all the St. Nicholas readers who
are not swimmers already. I wonder how many
of you know of the great numbers of swimmers
there are in the world besides fishes and human
beings ?

Of course you all are aware that most dogs can.

swim ; but how about other animals ? Have you
ever looked into this matter ?

Once the Deacon, in his travels, saw a tiger

swimming magnificently. (So you may set this

quadruped down among the first on your list.)

The creature, says the Deacon, put one paw first

into the stream, as if to ascertain the direction of
the current, and then plunged in as though water
were his native element.

SEVENTEEN-YEAR LOCUSTS.

Montclair, N. J., July 14, 1877.
Dear Jack: The locusts have made their appearance in our

neighborhood, but I have not yet heard what extent of country they
cover. They are the "seventeen-year locusts," and, correct in their

calculations as to the time promised for another visit, here they are.

We have been very much interested in watching them emerge from
their shells or cases, in which they come up out of the ground, where
they have been all these years.

After the larva has attached itself to a tree, or something to which
it can cling securely, the locust splits the case part way down the
back, and draws out first its head and fore-legs ; these parts it throws
backward almost at a right angle to the grub. Kemaining in this

position several minutes (we thought it must certainly lose its bal-

ance and fall to the ground), the locust moves its legs, stretching
them, and strengthening them by exposure to the air, until it is able
to draw itself up. Then it clings to the almost empty case, and, with
a strong pull, extricates the rest of its body, when it hangs hmpT

and apparently tired i»ut with the exertion. The wings gradually
unfold to their full size, and in a little while the locust is strong
enough to crawl away from its deserted shell.

Locusts are very light in color when they first come out, but they
rapidly change, and become quite dark. The woods are noisy with

their whirring, but we do not
expect any damage from them.
Indeed, some old farmers de-
clare that locusts do not injure

the trees upon which they tnke
refuge, beyond killing a few
twigs ; and it is a common
saying that, after a locust year,

we have next year an un-
usually large apple crop, and
other fruit-trees seem to profit

by the visit.

1 wish I could draw the
locusts in their various posi-
tions. They come out at night,.

as, in their weak state at first,

they certainly would fall a
prey to the birds if they should
come out in the day-time.

Those that we saw. had been brought into the house by my brother
in the afternoon, and we looked at them during the evening, holding
a candle near them, that we might see all the changes. I can't
resist sending you this rough drawing, that you may see how straight
out from its case the locust was for a while. Tlje part marked A is

the wing as it first appeared.—Yours truly, H. M. D.



yoo. THE LETTER-BOX. [August*

THE LETTER-BOX.

Yung Chn, North China, April 4, 1877.

My Dear St. Nicholas : We live in China, fifteen miles from

Peking. One of our aunties sends us the St. Nicholas. We think

it is splendid, and mamma says she does not know how she amused
us before it came. We read it every evening. I have just read .

Susie's letter of July, '74. Will you tell her the Chinese are very

nice. I have some very dear friends among them. I shall be very-

sorry to leave them when I go to America to go to school.

I can use chop-sticks very well. I am eleven years old, my sister

Abbie is nine, my brother Eddie seven, my sister May is five, and
my little brother Tedic is one year old. My oldest brother and
youngest sister have gone to live with Jesus.

Abbie, Eddie and May wish to join the army of Bird-defenders.

We will not let our cats catch birds; we took away five from them
last summer. We feed a large flock of sparrows every day ; they

have staid with us all winter. The poor Chinese women think it a
waste, but mamma says we are taught lessons of trust by the way
they come every day for their food.

I send you a picture which one of my friends gave me. The
Chinese put them up at New Year to make their homes bright.

We studv with mamma every forenoon, and in the afternoon study

a little Chinese. I send you a little book which I am learning to read.

I help teach the little girls who come to Sunday-school.

I can ride a horse, and have ridden to Peking on a donkey many
times.

1 went to America when I was four years old. I hope when I go
next time I shall see you.—Your loving little friend.

Lulu E. Chapin.

Wc thank Lulu for her pleasant letter, and the Chinese paper and

book. We wish all our young readers could see this Chinese

"Reader" from which Lulu studies, and we shall be glad when she

Can send us a translation of one of its pages.

A Letter from Professor Proctor on the
Sea-Serpent.

Dear Mrs. Dodge: I see in your "Letter-Box" a paragraph
about the sea-serpent, inserted at the request of one of your young cor-

respondents. The paragraph does not quite correctly represent what
I actually said ; but that does not much matter. I think it may interest

your readers, however, to jot down a few facts, some of which are not
commonly known, I believe, white others are commonly overlooked
or forgotten. In passing let me remark that the circumstances men-
tioned in the paragraph were quoted from an essay by Dr. Andrew
Wilson, the well-known Scottish naturalist.

1. A great number of foolish stories have been told about the sea-

serpent by anonymous hoaxers, so that

—

2. Persons of known name are apt to be ashamed, rather than
otherwise, to describe any sea-creature (or appearance) which they

supposed to be the sea-serpent. Yet

—

3. In 1817, eleven Massachusetts witnesses of good repute gave
evidence on oath before magistrates (one of whom corroborated the

evidence from his own observation) about a serpentine sea-creature

seventy or eighty feet long, seen in some cases within a few yards.

It presented all the features afterward described by the officers of the
" Daedalus."

4. In 1833 five British officers record a similar experience.

5. In 1848 the captain of a British frigate sent to the Admiralty an
official description of such a creature, seen (by himself and his officers)

traveling past his ship, close by, so that he "could have recognized

the features "of a human person at the distance " with the naked
eye.

''

6. Captain Harrington and his officers saw such a creature in 1858
under such circumstances that he says: " I could no more be deceived
than (as a seaman) I could mistake a porpoise for a whale."

7. The story last related, marvelous though it is (rejected by
myself on that account, when first received, as a probable hoax), has
been deposed to on oath by all who were on board the " Pauline " at

the time. The captain of the "Pauline" writes to me that, instead

of being anxious to tell the story, he, and his officers and crew, were
in twenty minds to keep it to themselves, knowing that they would
be exposed to ridicule, and worse.

8. It is certain that creatures of the kind

—

i. e., not sea-serpents,

which few believe in, but sea-saurians—were formerly numerous.
(See Lyell's "Students' Geology,"

—

Lias, PLsiosaurrts Doliclw-
deirus.)

g. Of other creatures, numerous at the same time, occasional living

specimens are still found. (See Lyeil

—

Lias Chimcera.)
10. Agassiz ("Zoologist," p. 2395) states that it would be in pre-

cise conformity with analogy that such an animal as the Enaliosaurus

(which, see Professor Winchell's " Sketches of Creation," p. 178
would precisely resemble the sea-sepent as described) should exis
still in the American seas.

11. Of several existent sea creatures only very few specimens ha
ever been seen (in some cases only one).
With these, and many like facts before us, we may believe that Eh]

above-mentioned observers were deceived, and doubt whether anj
Enaliosaurs continue to exist. But there is no scientific reason for

denying the possibility of their existing, and being occasionally seen.

The foolish stories told by hoaxers have no bearing on the case one
way or the other ; at least, they sJwuhl have no bearing with tho:

who can reason aright. Yours truly,

Richard A. Proctor.

Indianapolis. Indiana, June 4, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : Speaking of a sentence containing a num-

ber of that's as a " that sentence," as " Stanley " did, I send you one
that excels Lida B. Graves's.

John said in speaking of that "that," that that "that" that that

"that sentence" contained was a conjunction. Thus I put eight

"that's" together.—Yours truly, Albert Porter.

Washington, D. C, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I am a boy only thirteen years of age, and

live in Washington, D. C, right across the street from the Capitol

Park. The day that Governor Hayes was inaugurated there were al

least 1,000,000 people over to the Capitol to see him. It was a glori-

ous sight to see the great building all decorated with flags and to see
the people there. During the day, the procession passing along in

front of the building, left Governor Hayes at the Capitol. They wenl
down Capitol Hill after his speech to take him down to the White
House. When he was going to the White House I was in a great

crowd, and I managed to get clear up in the front; when the crowd
pressed, so as to get a peep at him, they pushed me right up to him
so close that the hack he was in ran over my toes almost. In the

night-time they had a torch-light procession which was a great deal

over a mile long,—say, about one mile and three-quarters long,—and
about six men across. It was the most glorious sight I ever witnessed.
I guess that a lot of the readers of the St. Nicholas would have
liked to see it.—Very respectfully, Walter Dodge.

Alice R.—Your fraud has been discovered in many quarters,

The story was stolen from Mace's " Fairy Tales." You will obli;

us by never again sending anything to St. Nicholas, as we cannot

depend upon your honesty.

Philadelphia, January 21, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas: Can you tell me by whom homoeopathic

medicine was invented and when ?—Yours respectfully, A. E.

The system of medicine known as homoeopathy came from the

experiments and discoveries of Samuel Christian Frederick Hahne-

It had long been known that certain substances, if admini:

tered to persons in health, produced certain symptoms of disease, and

many medical men had experimented in the matter long before

Hahnemann was born, so that it cannot be said that any one invented

homceopathy. Hahnemann was the first to make thorough examina-

tion of this matter, and the first to publish a full account of the dis-

coveries that led to the system of medicine called the homceopathic

treatment. Hahnemann was born in Meissen, Saxony, April io,

1755, and died in Paris July 2, 1843. His first publications on

homceopathy were issued in 1796.

The following are the answers to the French riddles sent by Julia

H. George, and printed in our last " Letter-Box :

"

First : Mon premier est le premier de son espece ; mon second est le

seul de son espece, et mon tout est ce que je ne veux pas vous dire.

(Adieu.)
Second: Mon premier est un animal domestiquc; mon second est

ce que les dames n'aiment pas decouvrir en elles-memes, et mon tout

est une union. (Mariage.)

Third: Pourquoi l'lmperatrice a-t-elle quitte Paris avec un den-

tiste ? (A cause de ses dents,

—

Sedan.}
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Carondelct (or South St, Louis), Mo.
Dear St. Nicholas: My brother has a young setter—he is a

ordon setter. He will bring me a stick, haul a wagon or sled, bold

piece of bread or meat on his nose until we tell him to take it, or

hen we count five, and then he will catch it in his mouth. He will

imp over a stick, through a hoop, nnd play hide-and-seek with us.

.e goes down the street every evening to get my brother's luneh-

isket, and brings it into the house ; and he brings in the paper every

orning. We also have two cats and five chickens. My cousin and
,play Indians; we have wooden guns, pistols, daggers, tomahawks,
id we have bags for blankets; we paint them. We each have a

mmois leather cap with fur, feathers, and beads on; we also have
jws and arrows. We dug a hole in the ground about two feet deep
id built a house over it. We cook eggs, onions, potatoes, battcr-

ikes, and meat in it. We made buckets out of tin cans, and put

ire handles in them ; we made a gridiron out of wire, and plates out

,'the bottoms of tin cans. May be some other fellows and their sisters

ould like to know about it.—Yours truly, P. D. Noel.

The Ridge, Dover Plains, N. Y.

Dear St. Nicholas: I send you a picture of a horse and a scare-

'ow which I have drawn with my pen from memory of what I saw
st summer. I suppose city children hardly know what a scare-crow
, I will tell them. It is old clothes stuffed with straw or hay to

semble a man, and stuck upon a stick in a corn-field to keep the

ows away from the corn when searching for grubs.

One day last summer I saw one of our horses go through open bars

''to our corn-field to examine a scare-crow. You know a horse when
sees anything strange will walk slowly toward it, going nearer and

can readily get at its principle of construction. Instead of Will say-
ing: "Jack, give me a bite of your apple," as Wills sometimes do,
he now says: "Ookja,ivega ema a iteba of oorya oopplea." " Uroad-
way" is " Oodwaybraw." Of course every new language must have
its "poetry, and this one has shown its poetic side. The following"

verse 1 know you will admit is quile touching :

"OoKJA AND ILLJA.

" Ookja and Illja went oopwa the illha

To etga a ailpa of ooterwa,
Ookja fell ownda and ookebra his ooncra,

And Illja came umblingta artera."

Mark. Twain says the Italians spell a great deal better than they
pronounce Unlike the Italians these, these—" Ookja's " and "111-

ja's " pronounce a great deal better than they spell.

The only rule I can give you for pronouncing the words In this

new jargon is to give the final A a prolonged ah sound, like the A in

after. In fact, the language seems to be made up of "oo's" and.

"ah's." Now that the boys have a secret language, I suppose secret

meetings will be in order; and, dear me, I don't know what will

come next. What with their initials, slang, and now this new rig-

marole, why their own fathers and mothers cannot talk to them if it

keeps on. J. B. D.

THE HORSE AND THE SCARE-CROW. (DRAWN BY H. M. R

arer, putting out his head to smell it, and when he is satisfied

ilk away. Our horse did so, and I have tried to draw the scene
ran my pen for the readers of St. Nicholas. Excuse all imperfec-
'}*ns. I am a little girl not yet twelve years of age.—Your young
] ^respondent, H. M. R. L.

Compton, 1877.
'Dear St. Nicholas: We have taken you for some time, and we
jl always glad to see you. I think it is nicer to make butter in a
ttle than in one of those little toy churns. I have made it several
les, and I do not think it takes an hour to churn it. I will tell you
\v to do it. Put some cream (it is not necessary that it should be
ir) into a bottle with a large opening, and after tightly corking it,

ike well until the butter comes. If you have not too large a bottle,

d do not make too hard work of it, it is not so very tiresome. You
'ist shake it until the butter is pretty well gathered together, and
er washing it, etc., as B. H. W. describes in the April number of
'. Nicholas, I think you will have some nice butter. I am thirteen
ars old.—Your friend, Lily M. Cochrane.

Cincinnati, 1877.
,Dear St. Nicholas: Has the new language reached you yet?

,

nean the one that is used only by the boys and girls. I have met very
v " grown-ups " who attempt to speak it at all ; but it is astomsh-

,
; how quickly the younger people take it up. Below I will give a
nple or two of the new "lingo." By analyzing the specimens you

Brooklyn, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas : Will you please tell the Little Schoolma'am
as I was wandering in the cemetery at Riverhead last summer, I

came across the following history written on a tombstone, which I

copied, thinking it might interest her :

" Capt. James Fanning,

" Died 1776, in the 98th year of his age.

" 'He was the great-grandson ofDom-
inicius Fanning, who was mayor of a city

in Ireland (under Charles I ) ; was taken
prisoner at the battle of Drogheda, 1649

;

all the garrison, except himself, put to the

sword. He v, as beheaded by Cromwell

;

his head stuck upon a pole at the principal

gate of the city ; his property confiscated,

because when Charles I. made proclama-
tion of peace, as member of the Irish

Council, he advised not to accept unless
the British Government would secure to

the Irish their religion, their property, and
their lives.'

—

O' Conner s History.
" His son, Edmund, was born in Kil-

kenny, Ireland, married Catherine, daugh-
ter of Hugh Hays, Earl of Connaught,
and emigrated to this country with his

family, consisting of his wife Catherine,
two sons, Thomas and William, and two
servants, Lahorne and Onia. Settled in

Stonington, Ct. William, in a battle with
the Indians, was killed by King William,
who split his head open with a tomahawk.
Thomas had a daughter, Catherine Page,
and one son, James ; this Capt. James Fan-
ning served under Great Britain, which
government was at war with France;
married Hannah Smith, of Smithtown ;

had live sons and four daughters, viz.,.

Phineas,Thomas, Gilbert,Edmund, James,
Catherine, Bertha, Sally and Nancy.

Phineas had a son, Phineas, who graduated at Yale College, 1768,

two of whose sons arc now living, 1850, viz: William Fanning in

New York City, and P. W. Fanning in Wilmington, N. C. His
wife Hannah, son Thomas, and daughter Catherine, buried beside
their father. Gilbert settled in Stonington, Ct. Edmund became
Lieutenant-Governor of Nova Scotia, where he held large estate.

James settled on Long Island, had two sons, John and James; the
latter was a merchant of years, residing three miles east of Riverhead,
had five sons, four of whom are now living; the elder, James, died

at Moriches in his seventy-second year, 1C4S. Nathaniel resides in

town of South Hampton; two—Manasseh and Israel—reside in

Riverhead town, and the fifth son, Joshua Fanning, physician in.

Greenport, Southold town. Sally Fanning married Captain Josiah
Lupton, Catherine married a Mumford, Bertha married a Terry, and
Nancy married Major John Wickham."
Now, dear Litttle Schoolma'am, isn't that a long inscription for a

tombstone? It is said by the old folks of the town that Edmund
Fanning brought over the first summer pear-tree that ever was in this

country, and that he brought it over in a wash-tub. The tree is now
living and bears fruit.—Your friend, Gussie C. De Vinne.

Schenectady, March 12, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas: I thought I would write you a letter, and
tell you about a paper we have in school. I go to a private school

with about five other children. And I thought that perhaps some of
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your readers who go to a private school, or whose mothers teach
them, might like to do the same thing. Our teacher told us (my
school-mates and myself J that she was going to have a paper, and we
were to write for it. The next morning she told us to vote for an
editor and a name. The name chosen was "The Shooting Star."
Our best poet is a little girl ten years old.

My teacher says that the object of the paper is to make us improve
in writing, spelling, and punctuation. I forgot to say that the editor

writes the compositions with pen and ink. The scholars write notes
with their compositions to the editor. The editor reads the notes,

and looks over the compositions, and if they are written nicely, and
she thinks they arc good, she (excusing a few misspelt words) accepts
them. I am afraid I have written too long a letter to be printed, but
hope not. I will now close.—Your faithful reader, Clyde Fitch.

P. S.— I hope and think that Jacob will marry Florie. I have
taken you for about four years from our news-agent here. CLYDE,

Newark, N. J.
Dear St. Nicholas : Our pussy was buried yesterday. We

were sorry she died, but we did n't cry,—Your little reader, Rob
P. S.— I forgot to say that 1 am eight years old. The pussy's name

was Sl Nicholas, after you. She was gray, with a white tail.

Rob.

Camillus, Onondaga Co., N. Y., Feb. 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I have read a great many letters from the

little folk? in your good magazine, and in the .March numher I saw one
from a little girl in Maryland, with a picture of her plav-house, and
as 1 have a play-house of my own, I thought 1 would write another
letter to you telling about it, and perhaps my papa would send it for

me. My play-house is in the front yard of our place, and is five feet

wide, eight feet long, and six feet high. It is divided into two rooms
by curtains, it is all papered and carpeted, and has a large door with

a porch over it, and two windows in it. My grandpa built it for me.

G. is quite at sea in the matter, as she will discover by noting th<

solution given in our June number. Mary A. Buckingham's com,
munication is worth printing in full

:

Newton, Mass., May 30, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I think I have found a solution which wil

satisfy H. Starkweather concerning the problem in algebra which h(

sent to the June " Letter-Box." I give it below:

Now 49 — 63 — — 14, and 4 — iS = — 14, then 4c
— 63 =4 — 18, or 49 — 9(7) = 4 — 9 (

2 ), adding *A to

each member of the equation, we have 49 — 9 (7) -\- yj= 4-9(2) + V-
The square root of 49 —9 (7) -f- ^- = _L.

(
7 — |.

The square root of 4 — 9 (2) -j- &£ = _j_ (2 — tj).

We must take either the positive roots of both mem
bers, or the negative roots of both members.
Now 7 — 2 = 7 — 4^ =2:1, which is a positive quan

tity. Therefore, 7 — ^ is the positive root of 49 — 9(7)+ -
4
L

. 2 — % = 2 — 4^ = — 2!, which is a negative
quantity. Therefore, 2 — | is the negative root of 4 —
9 (2) -j- ^-. If 2 — g is the negative root, the positive

root must be
jf
— 2. Then the equation reads : 7 — |= f — 2, or z\ = 2^, which is correct.

Yours respectfully, Mary H. Buckingham (aged 15 years),

Dear St. Nicholas : In your Christmas number I saw a lettei

about a doll which was one hundred and forty-three years old. I

understood that it was supposed to be the oldest in America. "Wi
1

have one that is one hundred and fifty-eight years of age] w
and is consequently fifteen years older. This doll of ours 1

is wooden. Time has thought fit to deprive it of its arms —
and legs, but its owner kindly substituted cloth ones,

The last time it was dressed was about forty years acoJ
It wears a black silk petticoat, black satin dress, white
kerchief, and carries in one hand a large blue silk hand-
kerchief dotted with white. Its painted wooden head is

covered by a muslin turban Her complexion is sallow,

although she still has considerable color in her cheeks.
Her eyes are large, black, and bulging; her nose is worn
flat and shiny. Altogether, she is so handsome that hei

one compliment is, "She looks like a mummy!" Thiq
little old lady is a model, for she is as straight as thoug
glued to a board. When placed beside her waxen grandJ
children we fail to discover any family resemblance. Ifl

came formerly from Paris. If she could speak, whal
would she tell ? Perhaps she could give the true version!

of George and his little hatchet.—Yours truly,

Rosa B. Dickinson.

New York, May 15, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas: I am a little sick girl, and you

arc such a pleasure to me, I read you over and ovet

aain. I am making "Christmas City."* It has a hotel

called the Katydid House, after myself, and a church

called the church of St. Mucilage, a butcher's shop, a

candy store, a grocer's store, and a dry-goods store, pri-

vate houses, and other buildings, and a paper railway ;..

train made by myself. No two houses are alike. I send
"

you some names for the Bird-defenders. When are

yon going to have another list ? My sister, who is in

Halifax, takes you, too, and we both like you so much.

And now I must say good-bye, from your constant reader,

Katy Uniackb. I te

P. S.—Give my love to Jack and the Little Schoolma'am.

myra's play-house, {from a photograph.)

I have such splendid times in it during the summer. This is the

third year I have taken St. Nicholas. I like it ever so much. The
stories are very nice, especially the " Eight Cousins " and " Pattikin's

House." I will be nine years old in March I go to school every

day and like it very much. I send you a photograph of my play-

house, which you may use if you think it is nice enough to put in the

magazine.
From your little friend and well-wisher. Myra E. Safford.

H. Starkweather's Problem.—Since our July number went to

press, the following boys and giils have been heard from in regard to

Starkweather's problem : "H," Mary H Buckingham, A. L. Mani-

erre ; "B," "John and others" send correct solutions. M. T. F.

sends a very confused and unsatisfactory " explanation," and Mary

Dear St. Nicholas: Here is a tea-song sung by a

Chinese woman to Queen Victoria and copied from a

paper. See if any of your readers can translate it. We take several >;

papers and books. As there arc three of us, we can't all read the same
thing at once very well, and it is better to read to ourselves. We agree

to let each one read a certain paper first. I get to read you nrs^

though my two biothers like you very much indeed. I want to sur-

prise my brothers with this letter if you will be so kind as to print it

Ohc ometo th ete asho pwit lime

Andb uya po undo f thebe st

Twillpr oveam ostex cellentt ea
Itsqua lit yal Iwi lla ttc st

Tiso nlyf oursh illi ngs apo und
Soc omet othet eama rtan dtry

Nob etterc anel sewh erebefou nd
Ort hata nyoth er needb uy.

Mamie C. Raine

V

...

1

-

.

i

:.

* See St. Nicholas for May, 187,1.
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PICTORIAL. PUZZLE.

[ie central picture represents the main word, from the letters of which the words represented by the other pictures are to be formed.

DOUBLE DIAMOND PUZZLE.
The whole is the name of a very popular author.
'.Upper diamond : 1. A consonant 2. A personal pronoun. 3. A
t of a plant. 4. A boy's name. 5. A girl's name. 6. A word
sn used by Scotchmen. 7. A consonant.
jower diamond: 1. A consonant 2. A deep hole. 3. Used in

dicine. 4. A writer. 5. To step. 6. A conjunction. 7. A con-
lant. o'b.

SYNCOPATIONS.
|l Syncopate a float, and leave a small animal. 2. Syncopate
lliness, and leave a fish, 3. Syncopate a metal, and leave con-

j.'-:ted. 4. Syncopate a book, and leave a part of the foot. 5. Syn-
dic to call, and leave a boy's nickname 6. Syncopate solitary,

1 leave a tropical plant. 7. Syncopate a boat, and leave naked.
<;Syncopate a plank, and leave a poet.
rirhc syncopated letters, read downward, give the name of a long-
iged bird of the Tropics. pluto.

EASV CHARADE.
My first of the garden smacks

;

"My second of woodland whacks.
Sturdy and true are these two
Homely, old-fashioned facts.

And my whole would appear
To be sincere,

But is not, for truth it lacks. M. o'b. d.

SQUARE-WORD.
. A place of exhibition. 2. A memorial. 3. Older. 4. A rcla

5. Measures of land. Jackie d. \v.

PYRAMID PUZZLE.

Left slope, downward : A flower. Ri^ht slope, downward : Fruits
of a certain kind Center: An instrument used for boring. Across:
1. A consonant : 2, a constellation ; 3, a simple person; 4, a kind of
triangle; 5. animals one year old. b.

RIDDLE.
I '.\i a word of tour letters, no more and no less,

And what that word is I leave you to guess.
Wherever my first and second you see,

It will surely embrace you, as it always does me.
My first, second, and third, though it well may apply
To the smallest of things that appear to your eye,
Yet, curiously enough, it is so compounded
That with my first and second it might be confounded.
Strange, that what pictures an object so small
Should be big enough to embrace us all.

On hearing my whole, you might think it was meant
To be spoken of one whose vigor is spent

;

But while vigor sustains us, and life is our stay,

My whole will keep coming and passing away. i-. c. A.

HIDDEN FRENCH SENTENCE.
Find in the following sentences an apt remark made by Napoleon

to a French lady in time of great political danger:
Nervous people like Maud, Eve, Zoc and Harriet out-weary me,

and prevent my paying them any devoirs : they are enough to utterly

waken ten dreamers of matrimonial felicity, and cause them, beset
with fear, to utter words of contempt. How old Baron Stoub (lier in

wait, like Foote, for oddities to mimic) would hit off their pecul-
iarities ! b.
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PICTORIAL ANAGRAM-EMGMA.

342522.

Aits. A proverb of five words. Each of ihe figures underneath the pictures represents a letter in the word indicated by the figun

(thus, 5 denotes a letter in the fifth word, 2 a letter in the second word, etc.),—and each collection of figures represents a word which describe

the picture above it. From the seven words thus formed, select and group together all those belonging to the same word of the proverl

(according to the numbering beneath the pictures). Then transpose these letters to form the word of the proverb indicated by the figun

which the leLters bear. (Thus, from the seven words, group together all the letters designated by the figure 3 beneath the different pictures

and transpose them to form the third word of the proverb.) Now, puzzle-solvers, find this familiar proverb!

TRANSPOSITIONS.
1. All started , but to the end of the race long before

the rest . 2. The was poorly rhymed, and yet it was
not . 3 He stood for a , dismay. 4. Before
I engaged in this business comparatively an life. 5.

Why is it abroad, as soon as a good deed ? 6. How-
much du you get, girls, fur a weekly ? , ! B.

METAGRAM.
Whole, I am a poison. Change my head, and I am a grass

again, and I am a native of one of Europe's smallest kingdoms ; again

and I am a girl's name; again, and I am a small road; again, and
am found on horses and lions ; again, and I am of glass ; again, an(

I am not mad ; again, and I show which way the wind blows ; ona
more, and I decrease. sedgwick.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JULY NUMBER.

Pictorial Puzzle.—1. Hogg. 2. Horse-tail. 3. "The Hub"
4. Nave, or Knave. 5. Fellow (Felloe). 6. "Right wheel." 7.

Tale. 8. A shaft 9. "Boots." 10. Choler. 11. Box. 12. Pause
(paws). 13. Rains. 14. Tire. 15. Spoke. 16. Mouse-ear. 17. One
hogshead. 18. Lash. 19. Chops. 20. Ho!
Numerical Enigma.—"Be just, and fear not"
Diamond Puzzle. f

ARE
AGENT

FREEDOM
ENDOW
TOW
M

Abbreviations.—1. Canto, ant 2. Crumb, rum. 3 Crape, rap.

4. Court, our. 5. Clown, low, 6. Shame, ham. 7. Stripe, trip. 8.

Tramp, ram. 9. Swine, win. 10. Stare, tar. 11. Flour, Lou. 12.

Ledger, edge.

Prefix Puzzle.— 1. Concur. 2. Condor. 3. Confirm. 4. Con
sole. 5. Contract. 6. Contrite. 7. Converge. 8. Content 9. Contest
Easy Riddle. — Carpet.
Hidden French Proverb.—" Les murailles ont des oreilles.

Double Acrostic.— L — ea— D
I „aff_ o
T —ho— R
T -ige- R
L -ev— I

E—agle—

T

Charade.—Morning Glory.

Omnibus Word.—Spear.

I.—Sap, Are, Pea.
TI —Asp, Sea, Par.

III.— S, Ape, Spear, Ear, R.
IV.— Spar, Raps.
V,—Pear, Pare, Reap, Sear, Spare, Rase, Parse, Era, Par, Rasp

" Bessie and her Cousin," Jackie D. W., and " M. W*. C." answered correctly all the puzzles in the June number.
Answers to Special Puzzles were received previous to June 18th from Bessie White Frothingham, " Bumpy," Laura Randolph

Jennie Piatt, F. E. Buliard, Emma Elliott, " Daisie," "Mile," Genevieve Allis, Nellie Emerson, F. H. Whipple, Brainard P. Emery
Gertrude Vickery, Jessie L. Hopkins, Ellie M. Stanger, Daisy Hobbs, Alice Boolt, " Bessie, Lucy, and Susy," Ira P. Rowley, " S. S. an*

A. S.," "A. H.," Eddie Brvan. Sadie Duffield, Constance Grandpierre, R. Townsend McKeever, Edith McKeever, "Bob White,'

Zenobia Porter, George H. Williams, Willie E Wright, Mary L. Howard, Allie Bertram, Bessie Dorsey, Florence Wilcox, Elsie L. Shaw
Aclele Mills, Inez and Cadmir, Rene L. Millnau, Jennie Page, A. P. Folwell, Annie S. Longfellow, Arthur C. Smith, Lilla Stone

C S. Riche, Jr., L. Ford, Henry C. Lee, H. V. Wurdcmann, Nessie E. Stevens, "Alex.," Harriet Bradbury, Howard Steel Rodgers
Philip Cheaney, B. O'Hara, Bessie R. Virom, Alice G. Bull, Louisa L: Richards, W. Creighton Spencer, W. Irving Spencer, Scudde
Smith, A. G. Cameron, Hugh T. Carney, George Herbert Whke, Louise M. Corbett, Perry Adams, Milly Adams, Harriet A. Clark, Alfret

Kcehler, Katie Earl, Edith Lowry, Eleanor N. Hughes.
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'HURRAH FOR THE COACH!'
(See page 710.)
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YOUNG FOLKS' FUN IN CENTRAL PARK.

By Charles Barnard.

30YS and girls who live in the country some-

les tell of the rare good times they have in the

ds, by the brook, in the barn among the mounds
hay, and in the woods. There are the lanes

1'dered with berries, the orchard with prizes of

lpped apples under the trees, the spring violets

Ithe meadows, the nuts dropping down in the

Dds, the glorious swims in the pond in the sum-

r, the more glorious skating in the winter. All

poets and story-tellers have told and sung of

jse things many times over, till the city boy and
1 have learned the story by heart,

tfow, really, this is n't fair. Country children do

have all the sport in the world. There is sure

oe fun wherever boys and girls live, even if it is

ity. New York is not all paved streets, stone

ewalks and brick houses, and the children who live

.re have their good times after their own fashion,

ere are no big barns and piles of hay ; berry-

ihes are not very thick on the Fifth avenue, and
•s never go nutting on the sidewalks, but there

t wide and grassy play-grounds, donkeys to ride,

t-carriages with fiery steeds, and swings and
,ts, and swans and monkeys, lions and bears and
ep-dogs, wooden horses that speed around and
und as if they were alive, and—and—why, there

-10 end to the jolly things in New York. It

ery good of the poets to sing about the sports

the country. They should come to town and
I how city boys and girls play, and then they

J ;ht sing a new song of the gay goat-carriage, the

able wooden horse, the lively owls in the deep,

VOL. IV.—46.

dark cave, and the affectionate donkeys that live in

Central Park.

Come, boys and girls ! Let us go to the Park.

Come, Tommy and Ned, Master Charles and
Fred. Come Kitty and Jane,—and baby shall go,

too. The Park is the place for fun. This is the

entrance, at the corner of the Fifth avenue and
Fifty-ninth street. The wide street called the

Fifth avenue spreads out into an open space,

planted with trees, and looking as if the city came
to a sudden end in the country. There is a broad

graveled walk, a wide road, and a little summer-
house and a two-horse carriage drawn up before

it. "Will you have a ride? Only twenty-five

cents." Shall we ride, boys and girls? No. Let

us walk—it will be more fun. Thank you, sir, for

the nice carriage, but we '11 walk at present. But

baby must ride ! Ah ! how very nice ! A baby-

carriage to let. Tuck her in warm, nurse, and
then we will start. Think of that !—a baby-car-

riage all ready at the gate, and only ten cents an
hour.

Now, we will go up the broad path by the roads.

Look at the horses ! How they come prancing

along, with flashing eyes and arching necks ! They
seem to be proud to drag the handsome carriages,

and they canter along in splendid style. After a

short walk we come to a place where the roads

divide. Oh ! look there ! See the sheep ! A
whole flock of them in a field. And a shepherd, too

—a queer old fellow—and—see ! There he goes !

That 's the shepherd's dog. Some of the sheep try
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to cross the road, and the dog scuds after them, bark- in, Kitty and Jane, Tommy and Ned. No, Mast
ing loudly, and they all scamper back again. That's Charles, you're too old for that fun. How y<

a sight you do not often see, even in the country. would look with your legs all doubled Hallo

THE SHEPHERD AND HIS FLOCK.

Hallo ! Ponies !
" Have a ride, young mas-

ter?" The ponies stand, all saddled and bridled,

by the road-side, ready for a run. There is a

boy in uniform standing beside each pony, ready

to help the rider to mount, and to keep the pony
from running away. Our boys think they really

must have a ride. Baby can sit in her carriage

till they come back, and the girls can sit down
under the trees to rest.

What a pretty place this is ! The sheep have

free range over a wide and sunny pasture. There

are broad walks along the road-side, with plenty of

seats where we can wait till the boys come back.

They have a jolly canter, and then we cross the

road and come to a broad, straight walk, with wide

lawns on either side, and four long rows of trees.

There are here a fine sculptured group of an Indian

hunter and his dog, and statues of Sir Walter Scott

and Shakspeare.

Oh ! what 's this ? A pair of goats harnessed

to a little carriage. The driver runs beside the

fiery steeds as they come trotting gayly along.

They wave their horns and wheel around in a circle

and away they go up the broad path. Now, this is

fun ! See ! Here 's an empty carriage coming.

How much for a ride, mister ? "Ten cents." Jump

They 're off ! How fast they go ! The driv

runs beside the goats to keep them steady, ar

Tommy holds the reins. We will follow them.

Hah! What's that? Music? Yes—no. Ma
ter Fred is all excitement. It is the lions. He.

them roar. Let us go and see them. No, yi

may have heard the band playing. It is bot

We can hear the animals roaring, and the soun

of the band. Really, here is too much fun at one

We must follow the goat-carriage now, and a
visit Mr. and Mrs. Lion afterward. What a gre

company of people ! The path is full of boys an

girls, ladies and gentlemen, some looking abou

and some sitting down in the shade of the tree

The children finish their ride, and <we may s

down awhile and listen to the music.

This does not look like the city. Instead <

houses there are sunny fields, a rocky bank covere

with shrubs and surmounted by an arbor overgrow

with vines, and all about us are trees making
pleasant shade from the sun. It is certainly

pretty place, but there are so many more things t

be seen we must go on very soon. See ! There ar

parrots in cages, calling to each other, and bitin

the bars of their prisons as if they would like t

get out. We might stop to look at them, and t
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admire the curious fountains flashing in the sun,

but there are greater wonders just over the road.

There ! Is n't that pretty ? A great fountain

showering down sparkling sheets of water, a broad

walk, and a lake and wooded hills beyond, with a

istone tower, looking like a castle, in the distance.

And there are swans and row-boats on the water.

The boys are all eagerness for a sail on the lake,

and are ready to run down the long flights of stone

steps that lead to the lake. Stop a moment.
Look at this stone-work by the stairs. See

!

It is covered with birds and flowers, carved in stone

in the wall. Do look at the duck with a fish in his

mouth, these quails and snipes ! It is wonderful,

but the boys have seen a boat, and they can't stop

for stone birds and flowers.

I " Can we hire a boat, sir ? " " Yes, indeed."

I A young man in a sailor suit brings up a boat,

Mid we all get in. Baby must go, too, and we can

,eave her carriage here till we return. Now, this is

comes another boat, and in it are two children

and a nurse who is holding a baby aloft. They
sweep past us quickly, laughing and talking as

they go. See ! There 's a swan, with its wings

spread out like a sail before the wind, and the

baby in the other boat is shaking his rattle at it,

and crowing with delight. There are more swans

on the banks,—and ducks, too. How tame they

seem ! They do not pay the slightest attention to

the crowds of people. Here we go under a bridge,

and into a wider part of the lake, where we can

see a number of boats and a whole flock of beauti-

ful white swans.

Hallo ! What is that ? It is a pelican standing

in the water by the beach. Oh ! That is too bad.

That silly boy is troubling him. Ha! ha! Mr.

Pelican could n't stand it any longer, and he opened

his great mouth as if he meant to swallow the boy,

and the boy runs away dreadfully frightened and
frantically chased by the pelican.

KING A DRIVE.

The boat glides swiftly away, and the chil- So we go around the lake, pushing into little bays

on the shore stand looking at us. Here where the trees overhang the water, rowing past
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the beeches where children are playing on the

shore, past rustic arbors on the water-side, and
under a stone bridge that echoes to our voices.

Here is an island, with flocks of ducks on the grass.

See that water-fall leaping with a splash into the

lake. Boats pass every minute, and after a de-

lightful trip we come back to the landing and

get out.

Baby takes her carriage again, and we look about

to see what can be done next. Perhaps nothing

more to-day, for the sun is getting low in the west,

and it is really time we started for home. This is

quite enough fun for one day, and to see more we

would better come another time. The boys have

had a pony-ride, the younger people had a drive in

the goat-carriage, we have seen the sheep and the

shepherd's dog, heard the band play and seen the

parrots, baby had a ride in her carriage, and

we all had a row on the lake. Fun enough for

one day.

As we walk back to the gate we pass the goat-

carriages again. One is standing empty waiting

for riders, and beside it is a company of poor chil-

dren gazing wistfully on the empty seats. Poor

things ! They cannot muster ten cents among
them all, and the little carriage seems a very im-

Central Park. There are the lions, and the jo

monkeys, the ball-ground, the swings, the croqu(

field, the woods and meadows at the upper end
the Park, the tower, the Ramble, and many anoth
charming play-ground free to all, rich and poci

Another day we will come again and see more.

Well, Kitty, what are you thinking abou
Give these poor children a ride ? That 's a hap
thought. How much will it cost? There
six of them in all. What 's your name, lit

girl? " Gretchen, sir, please." And yours, sil

" Mikey Duffy." Well, Mikey and Gretchen, y<

may have a ride. Kitty says she has twenty cen

and Jane has ten, and Tommy fifteen, and Char
offers fifteen. Sixty cents. Just enough. Jur
in, Master Duffy and Miss Gretchen, and the oth

shall go, too. Now, really, we must go horr

We 've had a good time ourselves, and, perhaj

made the gay party in the goat-carriage hap
also. At any rate, they drive away in great gle

as if they were having a royal good time. At
gate we give up baby's carriage, and then

soberly home, well satisfied with our expedition

search of fun.

A day or two after this we start again for

Park, take the baby-carriage at the gate, and go

WMa.
•-"-v P I -'•' i lis.

'

,i»

ON THE LAKE.

possible heaven. It is a trifle hard for them, but once to the lake. Come ! Let us visit the a
there are plenty of things they can do without and the Ramble. We cross a bridge over the la)

paying for them—plenty of fun for poor children in and come to a path through shady woods.
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Donkeys ! A whole row of them standing by end. A boy runs beside each donkey to look after

e path. What queer fellows they are, with their the young rider, and thus we gayly amble along

big ears and shaggy hair! Here is fun! Every under the trees, with baby and nurse to bring up

one, save baby, must be mounted for a ride. The the rear of the procession. Look out ! We are

donkeys are saddled and bridled, and a boy stands coming to a hill. The procession goes slowly down

RIDING DOWN THE STEPS.

by each ready to assist the young rider to a seat.
=

:Kitty shall have the white donkey, and Jane the

black fellow. Get a good seat, and sit perfectly

steady. Why ! Master Charles, your too lengthy

egs nearly touch the ground. You are making a

s^ueer spectacle of yourself. There ! We are off

n a stately procession, the girls in front and the

D
x>ys next, and Master Charles in the rear, on
iccount of his excessive legs, that threaten to trip

lis donkey up and bring the ride to a melancholy

a little slope, and then crosses a rustic bridge,

where a tiny brook foams over the stones into the

lake. There is also a view of the lake, and the

boats and swans. Surely, now, we can't go up-

stairs on donkeys ? The path leads to a short

flight of stone steps just where the bronze bust of

Schiller stands embowered in shrubbery. Ah !

Here 's another donkey party coming down. Per-

haps if Master Donkey can come down-stairs, he

may be induced to go up. It will be easier for
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us to go up on donkey-back than to come down in

that way. Don't you think so ?

Then on, past great rocks covered with moss,

past rustic seats and bowers, through shady paths

and wooded lanes, till

we come to a path lead-

ing down into a quiet

dell among wild, rough

rocks. Here . we dis-

mount and leave our

amiable donkeys to rind

their way back again

with their drivers.

What a queer place !

See that stone bridge

half hid by flowering

vines. And this place ?

What 's here ? A cave !

The boys go into the

black hole in the rock

and the girls timidly

follow. How dark it is !

Stand still a moment
and let us see what we
can find. Is n't that

very queer ? A pair of

solemn owls blinking

and winking in the

gloom. They sit on a

perch behind a netting

and stare and stare, and
never say a word. The
boys find another door

to the cave leading out

to the lake, and a long

flight of steep stone

steps leading to the top

of the high bank above

the cave. The boys may go up that way and we
others will go back, and then they can join us again

by another path.

The place is full of winding paths and lanes, up
hill and down, twisting and turning in every direc-

tion, and the boys soon come back to our party,

and then we go on through the woods and over the

rocks to the stone castle on the hill. Here we stop

a moment to view the wide prospect over the Park,

the city, the Hudson River, and the beautiful

country round about. Now for a walk through the

Ramble. The paths wind in, the paths wind out,

now through fields, now past great rocks and

through deep thickets. Come, follow my leader

through this beautiful garden. Ah ! see him run !

A white rabbit springs across the path and darts

away over the sunny grass. Look ! See the bee-

hives ! And there is a flock of Guinea-hens step-

ping over the grass with the utmost dignity. Keep

IN THE SWINGS.

close together, lest we lose Why ! where
Kitty? Kitty! Kitty! Really we must find he
Boys, each of you take a different path and see

you can find her, and then all come back to th

magnolia-tree by th

little bridge over th

brook

!

The boys searchel

here and searched there

and all through th

tangled paths, till z

last they found he
where four paths me(
undecided which way ti

turn, and crying bitterlj

to think she had los,

her party. She hai

followed the rabbit am
lost her way, and it wa,

really so dreadful thai

she had to cry. A pea
1

,

cock sat on a low tret

and spread his plumes -

and the Guinea-hen;

offered her their sym
pathy, and even the rab

bit paused in wonder

but not one of then

had courage enough ti

show her the way ou

of her troubles. Wha;
a picture,—poor Kitt\

lost in the Ramble ,

;

The rabbit and the pea-

cock and the Guinea-

hens might well have a

sympathetic expression,

to make up for theii;

intense stupidity in declining to help the harmless

little girl. Poor things ! Perhaps they did not

know the way themselves, for, it is said, they never

leave the place, summer or winter.

Now we are all together again, let us take a drive.

Baby can go back to the fountain with nurse, and

the others can go down the hill to the road. Pres-

ently a park carriage comes along, and we get in,

and away we go in fine style. See the horses and

carriages ! How they sweep along in endless pro-

cession ! It is a grand sight, certainly. Hark!

What is that? A horn playing merrily. Oh! it's

the coach. The " guard " winds his horn, and all

the carriages draw up at the sides of the road to let

it pass. Here it comes ! Four horses running at

full speed.* The handsome driver holds the reins

with a grand manner, and the great yellow coach

sweeps past in glorious style. The top is full of

ladies and gentle-men, and the footmen sit behind.

See frontispiece.
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ine raises the long copper horn to his lips, and

te lively notes spring up in merry music. Hurrah !

That was a sight ! They 're gone, and the sound

of the mellow horn grows fainter and fainter.

Then we drive on along the winding road watch-

ing the long lines of carriages, and the pretty

ladies and children, till we come to a great house

On a high bank. Here we get out and go into the

house, for it is a kind of hotel. We find a pretty

room, with open windows looking out on a beauti-

ful garden and over the city to the river, where the

ships and steamers are passing to and fro on the

blue water. Here we have lunch, and after that

we visit the greenhouse and the gallery of statues,

and then take a walk in the woods,—real woods,

—

deep and shady, and just like the country. There

is a brook in the woods, besides water-falls, and rus-

tic bridges, and shady pools under the trees. We
might spend a whole day here, but the boys are

anxious to go back and call on Mr. and Mrs. Lion.

So we take another park carriage, and drive back to

Khe terrace, and there we find baby and

nurse by the great fountain. Baby has had

a milk lunch, and she, too, is ready to visit

ithe amiable bear and the frisky monkeys.

On the way, we meet a little miss just re-

turned from a ride on her pet donkey. She

comes out every day with her mamma for

a ride, and I dare say, by this time, she has

grown quite in love with Mr. Donkey. She
puts her arms around his shaggy neck, and
the pretty lady gives the old fellow a friendly

scratch between the ears. Alas for donkey
love ! The ungrateful fellow never so much
as says " thank you," and he stands there,

the central figure of a pretty picture, in-

different as—as a donkey. The keeper of

the donkeys told me as much as this, and
on the next page you will see the donkey,

the little girl, and the pretty lady.

We follow a winding path through lawns

and gardens, and soon come to the menag-
erie. Here both boys and girls are wild

with delight over the lions, tigers, bears,

and other fierce animals, in watching the

•festive monkeys, the solemn eagles, and all

the other strange beasts and birds. Then
the girls go into the museum and see

the stuffed birds, the cases of butterflies,

and many more queer and beautiful things than
could be described in a week. Were we to tell all

of it, and give pictures of all the strangest curi-

osities, there would be no room for anything else

'.in St. Nicholas for months and months to come.
Leaving the museum, we walked through the

Park until we came to the dairy, and here we all sat

down and each had a glass of fresh milk and a cake.

When we had rested for a few moments, the girls

climbed a steep, rocky bank, and found some
swings, and a great arbor overgrown with vines

and set out with rustic seats and tables, a cool and
charming place where one could spend a whole day

in watching the children at play in this great play-

house. The boys found something else—some
fiery wooden horses that went around and around

in a circle. There were also little carriages for the

girls and others who might not care to trust them-

selves to such skittish steeds. Kitty and Jane
chose the carriage, and the boys, like brave knights,

mounted their noble chargers. The horses shook

their wooden heads and champed their wooden
bits, and around and around they all raced in a

mad gallop. A queer waltz it was, in a great circle,

every horse doing- his best and yet not one out-

running the other. Even the girls in their car-

riage seemed to be swinging swiftly after them, and
never able to catch them. Then the whirling race

came to an end, and everybody found himself just

A BRAVE AND SKILLFUL KNIGHT.

where he started, which was certainly a singular
performance. Then the boys each took a sword in

his right hand, and once more the noble wooden
steeds pricked up their pasteboard ears and started

again, with every leg high in the air. A most re-

markable kind of horse,—but, then, this is Central
Park, and here everything is a trifle uncommon.
There was a post near the race-track, and from it
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hung an arm with an iron ring at the end ; and as

the horses went around and around in furious haste,

the boys deftly thrust their swords into the rings

and carried them off in triumph. Sometimes they

missed the rings, and then the other knights

laughed merrily, as well they might. In the

picture of Master Fred mounted on his fiery steed

then they went back to the great arbor to recoui

their adventures to the girls, who rewarded the

prowess with smiles, and invited them to a prow
enade along the side of the arbor. But by th

time our company felt they really ought to g
home. Baby, too, was tired and sleepy, so we a

marched in procession to the Sixth avenue gaU

A GOOD-MORNING TO THE PET

and charging fiercely at the ring before him, you

will notice the tremendous energy of the furious

wooden horse, and Master Fred's valiant expression

as, with steady aim, he fixes his eagle eye on the

prize.

The boys captured the rings several times, and
proved themselves brave and skillful horsemen and

The baby's carriage was returned, and we took

horse-car and rode gayly home.

Let the poets sing about the fun and sports ol

the country. City children have also their gooc

times in their own fashion. There is not much fun

to be found in the streets, but in the Park are sport

without end.

.
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GONE ASTRAY.

By George Macdonald.

In some parts of Scotland there are a great

many high hills or mountains, crowded together,

only divided from each other by deep valleys.

They all grow out of one root—that is, the earth.

The tops of these hills are high up and lonely,

with the stars above them ; and the wind roaring

and raving among them makes such a noise

against the hard rocks, running into the holes in

them and out again, that their steep sides are

sometimes very awful places. But in the sunshine,

although they do look lonely, they are so bright

and beautiful, that all the boys and girls fancy the

way to heaven lies up those hills.

And does n't it ?

No.

Where is it, then ?

Ah ! that 's just what you come to this world to

find out. But you must let me go on with my
story now.

In the winter, on the other hand, they are

such wild, howling places, with the hard hailstones

beating upon them, and the soft, smothering

snow-flakes heaping up dreadful wastes of white-

ness upon them, that if ever there was a child out

on them he would die with fear, if he did not die

with cold. But there are only sheep there, and as

soon as the winter comes over the tops of the hills

the sheep come down their sides, because it is

warmer the lower down you come ; even a foot

thick of wool on their backs and sides could not

keep out the terrible cold up there.

But the sheep are not very knowing creatures,

so they are something better instead. They are

wise— that is, they are obedient — creatures, obe-

dience often being the very best wisdom. Because

they are not very knowing, they have a man to

take care of them, who knows where to take them,

especially when a storm comes on. Not that the

sheep are so very silly as not to know where to go
to get out of the wind, but they don't and can't

think that some ways of getting out of danger are

more dangerous still. They would lie down in a

quiet place, and stay there till the snow settled

down over them and smothered them. Or they

would tumble down steep places and be killed,

or carried away by the stream at the bottom.

So, though they know a little, they don't know
enough, and therefore need a shepherd to take

care of them.

Now the shepherd, though he is wise, is not

quite clever enough for all that is wanted of him

up in those strange, terrible hills, and he needs

his dog to help him.

Well, the shepherd tells the dog what he wants

done, and off the dog runs to do it ; for he can run

three times as fast as the shepherd, and can get up
and down places much better. I am not sure that

he can see better than the shepherd, but I know
he can smell better. So that he is just four legs

and a long nose to the shepherd, besides the love

he gives him, which would comfort any good man,
even if it were offered him by a hedge-hog or

a hen.

One evening, in the beginning of April, the

weakly sun of the season had gone down with a

pale face behind the shoulder of a hill in the back-

ground of my story. And because he was gone

down, the peat-fires upon the hearths of the

cottages all began to glow more brightly, as if they

were glad he was gone at last and had left them
their work to do,— or, rather, as if they wanted
to do all they could to make up for his absence.

And on one hearth in particular the peat-fire

glowed very brightly. There was a pot hanging

over it, with supper in it; and there was a little

girl sitting by it, with a sweet, thoughtful face.

Her hair was done up in a silken net, for it

was the custom with Scotch girls to have their

hair so arranged, many years before it became a

fashion in other lands. She was busy with a blue

ribbed stocking, which she was knitting for her

father.

He was out on the hills. He had that morning
taken his sheep higher up than before, and Ellen

knew this ; but it could not be long now before she

would hear his footsteps, and measure the long

stride between which brought him and happiness

home together.

But had n't she any mother?

Oh ! yes, she had. If you had been in the

cottage that night you would have heard a cough

every now and then, and would have found that

Ellen's mother was lying in a bed in the room,

—

not a bed with curtains, but a bed with doors like

a press. This does not seem a nice way of having

a bed ; but we should all be glad of the wooden

curtains about us at night, if we lived in such a

cottage, on the side of a hill along which the

wind swept like a wild river, only ten times faster

than any river would run, even down a hill-side.

Through the cottage it would be spouting, and

streaming, and eddying, and fighting, all night
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long ; and a poor woman with a cough, or a man
who has been out in the cold all day, is very glad

to lie in a sheltered place and leave the rest of the

house to the wind and the fairies.

Ellen's mother was ill, and there was little hope

of her getting well again. What she could have

done without Ellen I can't think. It was so much
easier to be ill with Ellen sitting there. For she

was a good girl.

After a while, Ellen rose and put some peats

on the fire, and hung the pot a link or two higher

on the chain ; for she was a wise creature, though

she was only twelve, and could cook very well.

Then she sat down to her knitting again, which

was a very frugal amusement.

"I wonder what 's keeping your father, Ellen,"

said her mother from the bed.

" I don't know, mother. It 's not very late yet.

He '11 be home by and by. You know he was

going over the shoulder of the hill to-day."

Ellen knew that he ought, by rights, to have

been home at least half an hour ago. But at

length she heard the distant sound of a heavy shoe

upon the point of a great rock that grew up from

the depths of the earth and just came through the

surface in the path leading across the furze and
brake to their cottage. She always watched for

that sound—the sound of her father's shoe, studded

thick with broad-headed nails, upon the top of that

rock. She started up ; but instead of rushing out

to meet him, went to the fire and lowered the pot.

Then, taking up a wooden bowl, half-full of oat-

meal neatly pressed down into it, with a little salt

on the top, she proceeded to make a certain dish

for her father's supper, of which strong Scotchmen

are very fond. By the time her father reached the

door, it was ready, and set down with a plate over

it to keep it hot, though it had a great deal more

need, I think, to be let cool a little.

When he entered, he looked troubled. He was

a tall man, dressed in rough gray cloth, with a

broad, round, blue bonnet, as he called his head-

gear.

His face was weather-beaten and quiet, with

large, grand features, in which the docility of his

dogs and the gentleness of his sheep were mingled

with the strength and wisdom of a man.

"Well, Ellen," he said, laying his hand on her

forehead as she looked up into his face, "how's
your mother ?

"

And, without waiting for an answer, he went

to the bed, where the pale face of his wife lay upon

the pillow. She held out her thin, white hand to

him, and he took it so gently in his strong, brown

hand ! But, before he had spoken, she saw the

trouble on his face, and said

:

" What has made you so late to-night, John? "

"I was nearly at the fold," said the shepherd,
" before I saw that one of the lambs was missing.

So, after I got them all in, I went back with the

dogs to look for him."

"Where's Jumper, then?" asked Ellen, who
had been patting the neck and stroking the ears

of the one dog which had followed at the shep-

herd's heels, and was now lying before the fire,

enjoying the warmth none the less that he had
braved the cold all day without minding it a bit.

" When we could n't see anything of the lamb,"

replied her father, " I told Jumper to go after him
and bring him to the house ; and Blackfoot and I

came home together. I doubt he '11 have a job

of it, poor dog ! for it 's going to be a rough

night ; but if dog can bring him, he will."

As the shepherd stopped speaking, he seated

himself by the fire and drew the wooden bowl

toward him. Then he lifted his blue bonnet, or

Scotch cap, from his head, and said grace, half

aloud, half murmured to himself. Then he put

his bonnet on again, for his head was rather bald,

and, as I told you, the cottage was a draught)

place. And just as he put it on, a blast of

wind struck the cottage and roared in the wide

chimney. The next moment the rain dashed

against the little window of four panes, and fell

hissing into the peat-fire.

" There it comes," said the shepherd.
" Poor Jumper !

" said Ellen.

" And poor little lamb !
" said the shepherd.

"It's the lamb's own fault," said Ellen; "he
should n't have run away."

"Ah! yes," returned her father; "but then

the lamb did n't know what he was about, ex-

actly."

When the shepherd had finished his supper,

he rose and went out to see whether Jumper and

the lamb were coming ; but the dark night would

have made the blackest dog and the whitest lamb

both of one color, and he soon came in again.

Then he took the Bible and read a chapter to his

wife and daughter, which did them all good, even

though Ellen did not understand very much of it.

And then he prayed a prayer, and was very near

praying for Jumper and the lamb, only he could

not quite. And there he was wrong. He should

have prayed about whatever troubled him, or

could be done good to. But he was such a good

man, that I am almost ashamed of saying he was

wrong.

And just as he came to the "Amen" in his

prayer, there came a whine at the door. And he

rose from his knees and went and opened the

door. And there was the lamb, with Jumper

behind him. And Jumper looked dreadfully wet,

and draggled, and tired, and the curls had all
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come out of his long hair. And yet he seemed as

happy as dog could be, and looked up in the face

of the shepherd triumphantly, as much as to say,

" Here he is, master !
" And the lamb looked

scarcely anything the worse ; for his thick, oily

wool had kept away the wet ; and he had n't been

running about everywhere looking for Jumper, as

Jumper had been for him.

And Jumper, after Ellen had given him his

supper, lay down by the fire beside the other dog,

which made room for him to go next the glowing

peats ; and the lamb, which had been eating all

day and didn't want any supper, lay down beside

them. And then Ellen bade her father and mother

and the dogs good-night, and went away to bed

likewise, thinking the wind might blow as it

pleased now, for sheep and dogs, and father and

all, were safe for the whole of the dark, windy

hours between that and the morning. It is so

nice to know that there is a long nothing to do!

—but only after everything is done.

Ellen lay down in her warm bed, feeling as

safe and snug as ever child felt in a large, rich

house in a great city. For there was the wind

howling outside to make it all the quieter inside
;

,and there was the great, bare, cold hill before the

(window, which, although she could not see it, and

only knew that it was there, made the bed in which

she lay feel soft, and woolly, and warm. Now,

this bed was separated from her father and mother's

fey a thin partition only, and she heard them talk-

ing.

"It wasn't the loss of the lamb, John, that

made you look so troubled when you came home
:o-night, " said her mother.

"No, it was n't, Jane, I must confess," returned

ler father.

" You 've heard something about Willie ?
"

" I can't deny it."

"What is it?"

'I '11 tell you in the morning."

;
"I sha' n't sleep a wink for thinking whatever

t can be, John. You would better tell me now.

,
f the Lord would only bring that stray lamb back

o his fold, I should die happy,—sorry as I should

(j>e to leave Ellen and you, my own John."
" Don't talk about dying, Jane ; it breaks my

teart."

" We wont talk about it, then. But what 's this

i.bout Willie ? And how came you to hear it ?

"

" I was close to the hill-road, when I saw James
;amieson, the carrier, coming up the hill with his

art. I ran and met him."
" And he told you ? What did he tell you ?

"

" Nothing very particular. He only hinted that

. e had heard, from Wauchope, the merchant,

lat a certain honest man's son—he meant me,

Jane—was going the wrong road. And I said to

James Jamieson, ' What road could the man
mean ?

' And James said to me, ' He meant the

broad road, of course.' And I sat down on a

stone, and I heard no more ; at least, I could not

make sense of what James went on to say ; and

when I lifted my head, James and his cart were

just out of sight over the top of the hill. I dare

say that was how I lost the lamb."

A deep silence followed, and Ellen understood

that her mother could not speak. At length, a

sob and a low weeping came through the boards

to her keen mountain ear. But not another word

was spoken ; and, although Ellen's heart was sad,

she soon fell fast asleep.

Now, Willie had gone to college, and had been

a very good boy for the first winter. They go

to college only in winter in Scotland. And he

had come home in the end of March, and had

helped his father to work their little farm, doing

his duty well to the sheep, and to everything and

everybody ; for learning had not made him the

least unfit for work. Indeed, work that learning

does really make a man unfit for, cannot be fit

work for that man,—perhaps is not fit work for

anybody. When winter came, he had gone back

to Edinburgh, and he ought to have been home
a week ago, and he had not come. He had writ-

ten to say that he had to finish some lessons he

had begun to give, and could not be home till the

end of the month. Now, this was so far true that

it was not a lie. But there was more in it ; he

did not want to go home to the lonely hill-side,

—

so lonely, that there were only a father and a

mother and a sister there. He had made ac-

quaintance with some students who were fonder

of drinking whisky than of getting up in the

morning to study, and he did n't want to leave

them.

Ellen was, as I have said, too young to be kept

awake by brooding over troubles, and so, before

half an hour was over, was fast asleep and dream-

ing. And the wind outside, tearing at the thatch

of the cottage, mingled with her dream.

I will tell you what her dream was. She thought

the)' were out in the dark and the storm,—she

and her father. But she was no longer Ellen
;

she was Jumper. And her father said to her,

"Jumper, go after the black lamb and bring him

home." And away she galloped over the stones,

and through the furze, and across the streams, and

up the rocks, and jumped the stone fences, and

swam the pools of water, to find the little black

lamb. And all the time, somehow or other, the

little black lamb was her brother Willie. And
nothing could turn the dog Jumper, though the

wind blew as if it would blow him off all his four
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legs, and off the hill, as o'ne blows a fly off a book.

And the hail beat in Jumper's face, as if it would

put out his eyes or knock holes in his forehead,

and yet Jumper went on.

But it was n't Jumper; it was Ellen, you know.

Well, Jumper went on and on, and over the

top of the cold, wet hill, and was beginning to

grow hopeless about finding the black lamb, when,

just a little way down the other side, he came
upon him behind a rock. He was standing in a

miry pool, all wet with the rain. Jumper would

never have found him, the night was so dark and
the lamb was so black, but that he gave a bleat

;

whereupon Jumper tried to say Willie, but could

not, and only gave a gobbling kind of bark. So

he jumped upon the lamb, and taking a good hold

of his wool, gave him a shake that made him pull

his feet out of the mire, and then drove him off

before him, trotting all the way home. When
they came into the cottage, the black lamb ran up

to Ellen's mother, and jumped into her bed, and

Jumper jumped in after him ; and then Ellen was

Ellen and Willie was Willie, as they used to be, when
Ellen would creep into Willie's bed in the morning

and kiss him awake. Then Ellen woke, and was

sorry that it was a dream. For Willie was still

away, far off on the broad road, and how ever was

he to be got home ? Poor black lamb !

She soon made up her mind. Only how to

carry out her mind was the difficulty. All day

long she thought about it. And she wrote a letter

to her father, telling him what she was going to

do ; and when she went to her room the next

night, she laid the letter on her bed, and, putting

on her Sunday bonnet and cloak, waited till her

parents should be asleep.

The shepherd had gone to bed very sad. He,

too, had been writing a letter. It had taken him
all the evening to write, and Ellen had watched

his face while he wrote it, and seen how the muscles

of it worked with sorrow and pain as he slowly put

word after word down on the paper. When he

had finished it, and folded it up, and put a wafer

on it, and addressed it, he left it on the table, and,

as I said, went to bed, where he soon fell asleep

;

for even sorrow does not often keep people awake

who have worked hard through the day in the

open air. And Ellen was watching.

When she thought he was asleep, she took a

pair of stockings out of a chest and put them in

her pocket. Then, taking her Sunday shoes in

her hand, she stepped gently from her room to the

cottage door, which she opened easily, for it was

never locked. She then found that the night was

pitch dark ; but she could keep the path well

enough, for her bare feet told her at once when
she was going off it.

So, dark as it was, she soon reached the road

There was no wind that night, and the clouds hie

the stars. She would turn in the direction of

Edinburgh, and let the carrier overtake her. Fo
she felt rather guilty, and was anxious to get on.

After she had walked a good while, she begar
to wonder that the carrier had not come up wit)

her. The fact was that the carrier never left til

the early morning. She was not a bit afraid

though, reasoning that, as she was walking in the

same direction, it would take him so much the

longer to get up with her.

At length, after walking a long way,—longei

far than she thought, for she walked a great par

of it half asleep,—she began to feel a little tired

and sat down upon a stone by the road-side. There
was a stone behind her, too. She could just se>

its gray face. She leaned her back against it, anc

fell fast asleep.

When she awoke she could not think where sh<

was, or how she had got there. It was a dark

drizzly morning, and her feet were cold. But shi

was quite dry. For the rock against which she

fell asleep in the night projected so far over hei

head that it had kept all the rain off her. Sh
could not have chosen a better place, if she hac

been able to choose. But the sight around hei

was very dreary. In front lay a swampy ground
creeping away, dismal and wretched, to the hori

zon, where a long, low hill closed it. Behind hei

rose a mountain, bare and rocky, on which neithei

sheep nor shepherd was to be seen. Her home
seemed to have vanished in the night, and left hei

either in a dream or in another world. And a;

she came to herself, the fear grew upon her thai

either she had missed the way in the dark or the

carrier had gone past while she slept,—either of

which was dreadful to contemplate. She began tc

feel hungry, too, and she had not had the foresighl

to bring even a piece of oat-cake with her.

It was only dusky dawn yet. There was plent\

of time. She would sit down again for a little

while ; for the rock had a homely look to her

It had been her refuge all night, and she was not

willing to leave it. So she leaned her arms on he:

knees, and gazed out upon the dreary, gray, mist\

flat before her.

Then she rose, and, turning her back on the

waste, kneeled down, and prayed God that, as he

taught Jumper to find lambs, he would teach hei

to find her brother. And thus she fell fast asleep

again.

When she awoke once more and turned toward

the road, whom should she see standing there but

the carrier, staring at her. And his big strong

horses stood in the road too, with their carts

behind them. They were not in the least sur
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prised. She could not help crying, just a little, " He thought I was asleep in my bed," re-

fer joy. turned Ellen, trying to smile. But the thought

" Why, Ellen, what on earth are you doing that the carrier had actually seen her father since

here ? " said the carrier.

"Waiting for you," answered Ellen.

Where are you going, child ?

'

To Edinburgh."

What on earth are you going to do in Edin-

: burgh ?

"
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she left home was too much for her, and she cried

again.

" I can't go back with you now," said the car-

rier, " so you must go on with me."
" That 's just what I want," said Ellen.

" Well, put on your shoes and stockings, my

WHOM SHOULD SHE SEE STANDING THEKE BUT THE CARRIER, STARING AT HER.

1

1 am going to my brother Willie, at the col-

lege."

" But the college is over now."
" I know that," said Ellen.

" What 's his address ? " the carrier went on.
" I don't know," answered Ellen.

" It 's a lucky thing that I know, then. But
you have no business to leave home this way."

" Oh yes, I have."
" I am sure your father did not know of it, for

when he gave me a letter this morning to take to

Willie, he did not say a word about you."

dear. Bare feet and this bleak morning air go

poorly together. We '11 see what we can do."

Then he heaped in a corner of the cart some of

the straw with which it was packed, threw a tar-

paulin on top, lifted the little girl upon it, and

covered her with a few empty sacks.

" Is n't this near Edinburgh ? " she asked, wist-

fully, for it seemed to her they were very, very far

from home.

The carrier shook his head, looked puzzled,

chirruped thoughtfully to his horses, and off they

started.

(To be continued.)
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A BUTTERCUP.

By K. C.

A LITTLE yellow buttercup

Stood laughing in the sun ;

The grass all green around it,

The summer just begun
;

Its saucy little head abrim

With happiness and fun.

Near by—grown old, and gone to seed,

A dandelion grew

;

To right and left with every breeze

His snowy tresses flew.

He shook his hoary head, and said :

" I 've some advice for vou.

" Don't think, because you 're yellow now,
That golden days will last

;

I was as gay as you are, once,

But now my youth is past.

This day will be my last to bloom
;

The hours are going fast.

" Perhaps your fun may last a week,

But then you '11 have to die."

The dandelion ceased to speak,

—

A breeze that capered by
Snatched all the white hairs from his head,

And wafted them on high.

His yellow neighbor first looked sad,

Then, cheering up, he said :

'• If one 's to live in fear of death,

One might as well be dead."

The little buttercup laughed on,

And waved his golden head.

DRUMMER FRITZ AND HIS EXPLOITS.

By Howard Pyle.

All these events happened in the reign of good

old King Stephanus of Stultzburg.

That worthy monarch had but one child, and
that child was a daughter. He thanked Heaven
duly for the blessing of any offspring whatsoever,

but would rather have had a son. Notwithstanding

this drawback, however, he would have considered

himself happy, but for one insupportable nuisance

that, like a peg in the shoe of a rich man, made
his existence miserable.

Just outside the walls of Stultzburg, the capital

of his kingdom, there dwelt in a castle, perched

high upon the summit of a cliff, a robber baron of

the name of Todweldt, whose frequent depreda-

tions upon the worthy citizens became in course of

time rather annoying ; and, finally, when a royal

convoy from the court of France—bearing in charge

a dress of the very latest fashion for the Princess

Rosetta of Stultzburg—was attacked, dispersed,

and the dress captured, the princess stirred up her

father, who stirred up the prime minister, who
stirred up the parliament, who bestirred themselves

in the matter ; and a law outlawing the baron was
enacted.

Upon the whole this did not seem to greatly

trouble the baron, who continued the evil tenor of

his ways in spite of the strong disapproval of good
King Stephanus and his parliament; so at length

the monarch, losing all patience, issued a procla-

mation in which it was set forth that whoever would

bring him the head of Baron Todweldt should have

his daughter, the Princess Rosetta, to wife, and

one-half of the kingdom to boot.

This was, of course, a great temptation to the

numerous needy barons, counts, and other nobles,

who infested Stultzburg, as well as other similar

kingdoms, like so many hungry rats; but when
it was recollected that Baron Todweldt, besides

:



1877 DRUMMER FRITZ AND HIS EXPLOITS. 719

being extremely irritable, not to say savage, in his

temper, stood seven feet three inches high in his

jack-boots, they all felt a delicacy in annoying him
about such a matter.

Soon after this time a little drummer, named
Fritz, came trudging across the heath toward

Stultzburg, seeking his fortune. His possessions

consisted of a drum, a knapsack, his clothes, two

farthings, and a hearty appetite, the latter of which

he would willingly have dispensed with had he en-

joyed the opportunity.

Upon reaching Stultzburg he bought him a piece

of bread and a sausage, whilst eating which and

sitting upon the head of his drum, his eyes fell

,
jpon the royal proclamation. This he read over

:arefully, and with a great deal of interest ; then

inishing his repast with some mysterious purpose

»tirring within him, he hurried away toward the

oval palace.

The king was engaged in a game of piquet with

lis prime minister, Count Sigismund von Dollin-

lorff, taking relaxation thereby from the cares of

.tate. The drummer, with .1 military salute, im-

nediately, and without more preface, stated his

villingness to undertake to bring His Majesty

Jaron Todweldt's head.

The king and the prime minister looked at the

ittle chap for a moment with unconcealed astonish-

ment, and then burst into a roar of laughter.

" What is your position ? " said the king, as soon

s he was able.

" A military leader, your majesty."

" Ah ! and of what rank ?
"

" A drummer, if it please your majesty."
' "O Saint Sigismund!" gasped the count, and

nmediately roared again.

' " Well, my bold little fellow." said the king.

ondescendingly, " you may attempt it to-morrow
' you wish, or to-night for that matter,—my deal,

believe, Count." And so the drummer was dis-

missed.

II.

Bright and early the next morning the drum-
ier started on his mission in search of Baron Tod-
leldt's head.

|i On his way toward the robber's castle he sat

f
own to rest beside an old ruin overgrown with

nes and briers. In one place a few stones fallen

it of the wall opened an aperture into a dark,

,ioomy dungeon, the passage being just large

tough for the body of a middle-sized man.
An idea in conjunction with the ruin seemed to

rike Fritz. He carefully inspected the hole, and
en hurried away toward the baron's castle.

At first when he presented himself the attendants

:re of half a mind to throw him over the cliff into

s
e Rhine, but upon his reiterating his demand to

see the baron, they at length thought better of it,

and conducted him into their lord's presence.

" Hilloa ! what do you want here, manikin?"

growled the gigantic baron in a deep and terrible

voice, at the same time scowling down on little

Fritz as a toad might on a cricket.

" O my noble lord !
" answered the drummer,

trembling with an only half-assumed dread, " I

come to seek employment of your lordship."

" Where did you come from, sand-flea !
"

" Stultzburg, my lord."

" Hah !

"

" O sir, King Stephanus has dismissed me from

court, and all because I was supposed to know
about a secret treasure."

" Hah !
" ejaculated the baron again—this time

with a milder accent than before, for the word
" treasure " struck his ears very soothingly; " and

do you know where King Stephanus's secret treas-

ure is now ?"

" Oh yes, noble sir."

" Now observe me, wood-louse !
" said the baron.

" If you are telling me the truth and will conduct

me to this treasure, I '11 make your fortune. If

you are deceiving me—by the great Todweldt that

ate a whole pig ! I '11 have you sewed into a sack

and thrown into the river like a kitten ! Do you

mark me, pigmy ?
"

The drummer nodded.
" And now will you guide me to that place ?

"

The drummer nodded again.

Upon this the baron took down a huge twe-

handed sword from the wall, threw a sack over his

shoulder for the supposed gold, and motioned the

drummer to lead while he followed close behind.

Thus they proceeded to the noble old ruin that the

drummer had noticed.

" My gracious lord," said Fritz, when they had
reached this place, " this is the spot I spoke of.

Follow me." With that he dropped on his hands

and knees, and scrambled through the hole in the

wall. The baron hesitated for a moment, for the

hole was very small, but finally he proceeded with

some difficulty to follow his guide. Now Baron

Todweldt, beside being a very tall man, had, by

the use of much beer and sauerkraut, grown to

be decidedly stout. Accordingly, when about

half-way through the aperture, he found himself

plugged in as tightly as a cork in a bottle. It was

in vain that he kicked and swore ; the kicks tore

his clothes, and the oaths mended nothing. He
roared to the drummer, as he paused for a moment
in his struggles, that as soon as he had extricated

himself he would chop him up into small pieces

and eat him raw, for guiding him into such a tight

place.

" My noble lord," said the drummer, " I did n't
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know that the hole was- so absurdly small. Let

me hold your sword for you while you try again."

THE KING AND HIS PRIME MINISTER.

The baron readily complied, for the sword was

very much in his way ; but no sooner had the

drummer gained possession of it than, seizing the

baron by the hair, in spite of his wrathful bellows,

he chopped off his head. Then tumbling it into

the sack which the baron had so conveniently

brought, and, leaving the body where it was, for it

was wedged very tightly in, he made his way out

of a hole in the ceiling, and so back to Stultzburg.

The king was very much surprised to see the

drummer, whom he supposed to be by this time

utterly demolished ; but he was still more astonished

when, with the words, " Your majesty, your com-

mands and the princess's beauty accomplish won-

ders. I have brought you the baron's head "—the

drummer tumbled it upon the floor without more
ado.

At first his majesty was delighted to see the head

of his old enemy, but then, upon second thoughts,

felt very badly about it indeed; for monarchs,

as a general rule,

disapprove of their

daughters marrying

drummers. Accord-

ingly, he desired Fritz

to go to the buttery,

where he should be

well fed, while he

stayed to consult his

prime minister upon
the matter.

III.

The next morning,

when the drummer
presented himself in

the royal presence,FRITZ GUIDES THE BARON.

the king addressed him thus: "Brave sir, I have

ceded to you the princess and the half of my king-

dom. Of course, you are aware that the crowi

represents the kingdom, and without that a mai
is no king. Very unfortunately, youj

crown is at present in charge of the

civil and military authorities of Stultz

burg. Now," continued the king fur

ther, " these civil and military authori

ties are very jealous of the crown, anc

should you inadvertently show yourl

self to them while endeavoring to ob

tain it, they may accidentally shoot yot

on the spot, or clap you into prisor

for the rest of your natural existence

which would be very uncomfortabli

indeed. If, to-morrow morning, yoi

bring me the crown, the princess i

yours. If you do not bring it, an<

after that time you are discovered ii

my dominions, I cannot answer for your safety

Good-morning."

Now, the truth was, the unprincipled king hai

caused his crown to be locked in a strong box, th

key of which he intrusted to the mayor, and i

" I HAVE BROUGHT YOU THE BARON S HEAD.

charge of these same civil and military authorities

with strict orders to arrest any one who shoul

appear in the council-room where the box was t

be kept, and convey him instantly to prison.

Now Stultzburg was a great sausage manufacl

uring town. Every week whole droves of pig

were driven in, and every week whole miles o

sausage were carried out of it. Everybody owne

pigs, and the more any one owned, of the mor

consequence he was held in Stultzburg. Th
Princess Rosetta herself possessed a drove of th

prettiest little pink pigs in the kingdom, with blu

ribbons on their tails ; and the government own

very extensive sties, the pigs from which, by som

mysterious means, were apt to find their way int

the private pens of the councilors and financier:

All the little school-boys of Stultzburg were taugt

to write as a motto in their double-lined cop

books: "The pen is mightier than the sword;
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and instead of candies, it was customary to give

them sausages, or, it" a boy was very good indeed, a

inicely browned tail of a little roast pig.

In one clause of the constitution of Stultzburg, it

vvas set forth that whenever a pig strayed from its

owner's pen, thus indicating criminal

carelessness upon the part of said

owner, said pig should, if captured

by any citizen, become, after the

payment of nine

farthings to the

government, the

private and per-

sonal property of

THE PRINCESS AND HER PIGS.

aid citizen, taxable according to Clause XXVI.
t is unnecessary to say that this was one of the

nost strictly enforced laws of Stultzburg, and one

that was not likely to be rebelled against, except

>y the unfortunate owners of stray pigs, who, after

ill, always had the consolation of hoping to make
|;ood their loss at an early day. The Stultzburg

)igs, you see, finding themselves so highly prized,

elt that they were no ordinary creatures, and every

lay grew more impatient of restraint.

The civil and military authorities who had charge

if the crown of King Stephanus were composed,

foe one of the mayor and syndics of the city, the

1'ther of a squad of a dozen soldiers, commanded
iy a corporal and sergeant-at-arms. The crown,

lecurely locked in a strong box, the key of which

carved oaken chair, from which dangled his legs,

not nearly reaching the floor. Beside him, on a

lower seat, sat his secretary, a tall, big-jointed,

hungry-looking man, with a huge queue like an
Indian war-club, and around the table the council,

each man with his eyes intently fixed upon the

box, each determining that were the crown pur-

loined it should not be his fault.

Thus they sat and stood all that livelong day,

solemn as a flock of crows mourning the decease of

some horse or dog, while all the time there was

never a sign of the drummer. The crowd outside

the town-house grew constantly more dense and
curious. Little boys perched and sat on the

trees and fences opposite, watching the windows,

and half expecting to see the drummer fly out

through one of them with the crown in his hands.

Matrons ran hither and thither through the crowd,

while the bread was burning in the oven at home,
the soup boiling over on the stove, the baby

tumbling into the fire, or,

scarcely worse, upsetting

the crock of sauerkraut.

At length night drew on
apace, and yet never a

sign of the drummer. The crowd thinned from

around the town-house, and by the time the great

clock in the assembly-room pointed to nine, the

hour at which every good burgher commonly
sought repose, the good men winked and blinked

in the candle-light like so many owls.

But a sound suddenly broke on the ear

!

The mayor was almost in a doze, but at that

sound a glitter of life awoke in his leaden eye. He
started and clutched the arm of his chair convul-

sively, as did each and every one of the town

council clutch his.

The sound was heard again : It was—yes, it was

the squealing of a pig—A STRAY PIG.

The mayor, than whom none ever loved a pig

better, writhed in his chair, as did all the council-

" POOR PIGGY LED THE WAY."

'ie mayor held clutched tightly in his fat, puffy men, squirming in an agony, their duty calling

ttle hand, stood in the center of a table, at the them to watch the crown, their inclination drawing
ead of which the mayor was perched upon a high,

VOL. IV.—47.

them to the stray pig.
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Again the pig squealed- this time a continuous,

long drawn-out squeal, as though some one were

endeavoring to capture him by means of the handle

which nature has so kindly provided. The mayor's

face turned cherry red with excitement, while great

drops of perspiration rolled bead-like down his

pink forehead.

One more squeal and he would stand it no

longer.

" Gentlemen of the council," cried he, sliding

off his chair to his feet, " I am taken suddenly sick

—deathly sick. Guard the crown, gentlemen,

while I am gone, like loyal subjects. There is the

key." And without further ado he threw the key

down upon the table and rushed out of the

council-chamber.
" Gentlemen of the council," cried the secretary,

rising hastily,— for he, too, wished to capture the

stray pig,—"Gentlemen, I am bound in duty to

go and look after my poor master." Thereupon

he, too, bolted out.

" Here !
"— " Hi !

"— " Stop !"— " Stop him,

somebody !"—" I'll go !

"—" No, I will!" Such

were the cries that rose upon every side, and in an

instant all was uproar and confusion. Each one

of the council called upon his fellows to remain

behind while he went to bring back the town clerk,

and as the noise grew louder each shouted and

screamed at the top of his voice to make himself

heard above his neighbors' ; so, with much crowd-

ing, hustling, tearing of wigs and bruising of shins,

each trying to thrust his neighbor back and be

himself foremost, they all struggled toward the

door. In the confusion, little Johann Blitz was

smothered nearly to death, and stout Wilhelm
Stuck almost punctured by the corner of a table

against which he was crushed by the crowd. At

last, each still bellowing to the others to stay back

and mind the crown, they one and all rushed pell-

mell after the pig, the mayor, and the town clerk,

who were just disappearing in the distance. The
soldiers also, being poor men with families, followed

the steps of their superiors, and, headed by the

corporal and sergeant-at-arms, rushed in a double-

quick in the track of the others.

When the council-chamber was cleared in this

manner, the drummer, who had turned loose a

greased pig in the street, walked in, and, finding

the key still lying upon the table, quietly unlocked

the box, took out the crown, locked the box again,

replaced the key, and then made off as fast as his

legs would carry him.

Meanwhile, in the street was uproar and confu-

sion, hubbub and scampering. This way and that,

with shrill squeals, the poor piggy led the way,

and the town council and soldiers rushed helter-

skelter after. Never in the memory of the oldest

inhabitant had such a riot occurred in their usually

quiet town. Windows were thrown up and night-

capped heads thrust forth ; some screamed " fire,"

some " murder," and some " thief; " some shouted

for the night-watch, and vigorously sprung their

night-rattles ; others, seeing the town council and
the soldiers apparently fleeing for their lives from

some unseen foe, supposed an enemy had gained

the town, and shouted lustily for mercy and quarter.

The mayor was a stout, barrel-shaped little man,
with legs that seemed telescoped shortly by the

weight of his ponderous paunch, yet he skimmed
over the ground like a very greyhound, his great

magisterial gown flapping behind him like gigantic

wings, and his enormous wig pushed askew in the

stress of his excitement. Close behind him bounded
the town clerk, finding it impossible, long as his

legs were, to overtake his superior, and imme-
diately after him rushed the clamorous rout of

councilmen and soldiers.

Three separate times did the mayor convulsively

clutch the slippery tail of the pig, and three times

did it glide through his fingers, until at last, in one
abortive attempt, he stumped his toe upon the

curb-stone, and fell heavily and at full length in

the gutter. At the same moment, the town clerk,

leaping forward, fairly clutched the struggling pig

in his arms, and bore it away in triumph to his

own private pen.

The rest of the crest-fallen dignitaries turned

their steps toward the town-house, when, for the

first time, they recollected the crown, and begai

to feel frightened at their neglect of duty ; and in|

direct ratio as they drew nearer, their emotions

grew stronger, until, fairly breaking into a run,

they dashed into the town-hall with a confusion

only exceeded by that with which they had rushed

out.

Great was their relief when the first thing that

met their eyes was the strong box, standing upon
identically the same spot where they had left it,

with the key also lying as before upon the table

They never thought of examining whether the

crown was there or not. In the first moments of

relief, they took immediate measures for discharg

ing the town clerk from office on account of ex-

aggerated neglect of duty, and these were carried

into execution by the unanimous vote of the

assembly. After this act of duty, they sat with

redoubled vigilance around the strong box, which

they supposed to contain the crown.

At the earliest peep of the following day, the,

drummer presented himself at court with the

crown securely tied up in a red bandanna pocket-

handkerchief.

" Your majesty," observed he, as he untied the

handkerchief with his teeth, "I have accomplished

5
I
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! the task you set me. Here is the crown." And,

with these words, he laid it gracefully at his maj-

esty's feet.

1 " Potztausend !
" cried the king, starting up.

'''Am I not rid of you yet? Out of my presence

iind kingdom ! Ho, there ! My guards !

"

The royal body-guard entered.

" But, your majesty," said the drummer, " I

'liave your own royal promise of the hand of the

' jrincess, made in this palace yesterday morning.

"

' " Humph !
" said the king, in a calmer voice.

' Well, I will not arrest you. Retire to the buttery

';br the present. As for you, guards, go and arrest

'-he town council, and throw them into prison."

r The drummer, with much unwillingness, caused

>y his anxiety to see the princess, retired to the

THE ROYAL BODY-GUARD.

iuttery, while the body-guard marched off to fulfill

le king's orders.

Just as the poor mayor and council were beginning
" congratulate themselves upon the excellent

banner in which they had performed their allotted

isk, in marched the body-guard and took them

11 prisoners. Then for the first time they learned

iiat they had been carefully watching an empty
J

;ox all night. They were immediately clapped

dto prison. However, the locks being out of

Irder, and the keeper falling asleep over his news-

aperin the afternoon, they all walked out again,

id joined their bereaved families- once more.

>
, IV.

J .POOR King Stephanus was more annoyed than

rer at the pertinacity of the persistent drummer.
wice had he sent him to accomplish the most

iifficult tasks, and yet here he was again, safe and
mnd. His majesty now concluded to take his

mghter into council on the subject, as well as

le prime minister.

The princess was exceedingly annoyed at the

affair, as one may well suppose, for she was by no

means inclined to enter the matrimonial state with

a mere drummer. She rated her poor papa right

soundly, but that did not in any way mend mat-

ters ; so they presently all three set about cud-

geling their brains for some expedient by which to

escape from their dilemma. At length, thanks to

the princess's ingenuity, one was hit upon which

they proceeded to put into execution.

According to the princess's plan, the drummer
was called to the royal presence, and loaded with

distinctions and honors. He was created com-

mander-in-chief of the armies of Stultzburg, and

Baron of Dumblcbug. The armies consisted of

one hundred and twenty-three men, officers and

privates, and the baronage, of nothing at all.

Moreover, he was created grand equerry, in

place of old Count Wilhelm von Guzzle, who,

besides having the gout severely, was sand-

blind ; and he was decorated with the star and

ribbon of St. Stephanus.

Drummer Fritz was at first intoxicated with

delight, but as this emotion somewhat cooled

his wits warmed, and he shrewdly suspected

that some mischief was afoot. He requested

to be presented to his intended bride, but King
Stephanus politely refused his request, tell-

ing him that he would meet her first at the

church on the morrow. He was then informed,

moreover, that, in compliment to himself, the

bride-maids were to be selected from the most

beautiful burgher-maidens of the city.

The next morning arrived, and the hour for

the marriage. The king proceeded to the church

with his daughter, the princess. The prime minis-

ter, in company with three lords of the court, ap-

peared at the apartments of the newly made
baron, and escorted him to the coach in waiting.

The drummer was attired in a suit of blue velvet

lined with pink satin, which became him exceed-

ingly, and in which he was handsome enough to

win the heart of the most fastidious maiden in

Stultzburg at first sight.

The king met the bridegroom at the church-

door, and himself assisted him to alight.

" Baron," said his majesty, in a playful tone,

" what should be done to you, do you think, if you

should choose one of the burghers' daughters

rather than the princess at the last moment ?
"

" I should deserve to be stripped of all my
honors and whipped out of Stultzburg at the tail

of a cart," said Fritz, boldly.

" Very well. Recollect, gentlemen, in case he

fails to take the princess herself, he has pronounced

his own sentence," said the king.

By this time they had entered the church.
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" Behold your bride!" said the king.

One hundred and twenty-seven maidens, dressed

precisely alike, stood in a row,—the bride and her

bride-maids.

The drummer was rather taken aback at this

sight.

" Which is she, your majesty ? " queried he.

" Recollect, I have never seen, and cannot know
her."

" You should recognize inherent royalty when-

ever you see it," said the king. " Escort your

bride to the altar ; but should you take any one but

the princess, your own sentence shall be surely

performed upon you."

Fritz saw the drift of affairs now.
" Madam," said he, stepping forward and bow-

ing,—"Princess, I salute you."

Here he looked up and down the line of one

hundred and twenty-seven maidens, who one and

all courtesied at the same moment. The drummer
was bewildered.

Collecting himself, he advanced another step,

remembering that the bride-maids were all burgh-

ers' daughters.

" Ladies," said he, " I thank you for the honor

you have done me and my intended bride by your

presence. Yesterday I was but a poor drummer.

To-day honors have been heaped upon me. I have

been created a noble, I have command of the

armies of this great kingdom, and soon it will be

but for me to stretch forth my hand and wealth

will be within my grasp. I am a soldier, ladies, and

have a soldier's heart ; but never in the wildest

dreams of my fancy did I imagine such beauty

could be found in the world as that I now see."

The one hundred and twenty-seven maidens
cast down their eyes and blushed ; and even the

princess began to say to herself:

" He certainly is a very agreeable man, and
quite handsome, too."

"When I came here this morning," continued

the drummer, clearing his throat, " I came with!

the intention of taking the princess for my wife

but when I see her standing beside beauty that so

very far surpasses her own, I feel ashamed of thei

base motives that then actuated me. Royalty

What is royalty ? Royalty is great, but beauty is

greater ; and one lady here, whom I now have my
eye upon,"—here one hundred and twenty-six

maiden hearts went into quite a flutter,
— " has so

far surpassed the princess in beauty, that all my
base intentions I cast aside as worthless dirt, and

ask that one peerless beauty who has so suddenly

yet so completely conquered my love, will she

accept honor, glory, and a soldier's heart ?
"

Here he stopped abruptly, and again looked up
and down the line of one hundred and twenty-seven

maidens.

One hundred and twenty-J7.r maidens, each

taking his words to herself, blushed, trembled,

fluttered, and looked down. One iooked straight

before her, and was very angry.

Fritz stepped quickly forward to the one, and

bowed so low that the curls of his great periwig

touched the floor.

" Madam," said he, " forgive your slave for the

means he used to single you out. It was my only

chance."

It was the princess.
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THE FAIR-MINDED MEN WHO WALKED
TO DONAHAN.

By Joel Stacy.

Two wise men walked to Donahan
Upon a rainy day,

—

Heigho !

With one umbrelP between them.

They hit upon an honest plan

For both to have fair play,

—

Heigho !

I wish you could have seen them.

" Now this we '11 try : Your head poke through

And I will do the same,

—

Heigho !

There ! nothing could be better.

Now one umbrella '11 serve for two,

And neither '11 be to blame,

—

Heigho !

If t' other gets the wetter."

Says one: " I '11 hold it half the way,

And you the other half,

—

Heigho !

And safely we'll go skipping."

But soon his neighbor said: "Nay, nay,

You 're dry, and have your laugh.

—

Heigho !

While I catch all the dripping.

And so they walked to Donahan,

Nor found the journey long,

—

Heigho !

Until they fell a-wheezing
;

" The bargain 's honest, man to man,"
They said; "but something's wrong,"

—

Heigho !

As on they went—a-sneezing.
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ROBBIE TALKS.

By Olive Thorne.

Mamma was very busy that morning. So she

gave Robbie a paper of tacks, and the small ham-

mer, and stationed him away off in the other corner

of the room. Driving nails was his favorite amuse-

ment, and kept his tongue more quiet than any-

thing else. So, as soon as he was busily at work,

nailing away on a piece of board, mamma took her

work, hoping to have a quiet hour. But Robbie

was especially sociable that morning.

"Mamma," he began, after he had driven a grove

of tacks into the board, " I know how to make a

wheel." Mamma said nothing, and he went on:
" Take a hoop just the size you want your wheel

;

then have an axle turned, of course, an' holes bored

in for the spokes ; an' then take sticks, an' stick all

'round, an' tack it on to the hoop. Don't you think

that 's the best way ?
"

" I guess so," said mamma, absently.

" Mamma," said he again, coming up toward

her, "I can turn a summerset. Do you want to

see me turn one over ?
"

" No," said mamma. " Go and play."

" What shall I play ? " he asked. " I 've driven

all the tacks I want to. It's mis'ble driving tacks

all the time."

" Well, then, take your blocks," said mamma.
Robbie ran and pulled out the box where they

were, but then said :
" What shall I build ?

"

"Oh, whatever you like !
" said mamma.

" Would you build—a—street-car ? " said Robbie.
" Yes," said mamma.
" Well, how do you build a street-car?"

" Why, you know how, Robbie !

"

" Not 'ihout any horse, an' my Christmas horse

has got his leg broke off."

" Dear me ! Well, build an engine," said

mamma, " and don't talk !

"

" Well !
" said Robbie, meekly.

For a few minutes he was still, and mamma
became very much absorbed in her work. Pretty

soon he began talking, in a low tone, to himself.

" Oh dear ! This engine 's so loaded it can't go."

Mamma took no notice, and he went on, singing

softly to himself, mixing scraps of songs he had

heard in a droll medley, to the tune of " Lord

Lochinvar," which was a great favorite of his.

" Mamma," said he, suddenly, forgetting that he

was not to talk, " don't you s'pose I know how to

build a house ? You just take some boards, an'

nail 'em up all 'round, an' then get on to the roof

an' nail on the roof."

" Well, never mind now !
" said poor mamma.

" I 've got my engine all done," was the next
piece of information that greeted mamma's ears
" 'cept the smoke-stack an' the break. Oh! an' ]

have n't got any front or boiler."

" Have you got steam-chests?" asked mamma,
knowing that when that engine was done she would

be called on to plan a new play.

" Oh ! I forgot the steam-chests," he said, medi
fating rather soberly for a minute, but suddenly

brightening up. " This is 'nother kind o' engine
;

it does n't have any steam-chests at all. Mamma,
what shall I do now ?

"

" Look at some pictures ? " asked mamma
" Yes ; the rat-tail book," said Robbie.
" The what?" asked mamma.
" The one 'at 's got rat-tails an' fishes," said

Robbie, earnestly.

"Oh!" said mamma, laughing, "the reptile

book ! Well, here it is," and she handed down tc

him one volume of " Woods' Natural History."

He laid it open on the carpet, threw himself down
before it, and for a short time there was peace. Bui

soon he began again :
" Mamma, what 's that?

" A frog," said mamma, glancing at the picture.

" Oh ! Don't you wish you could see a frog?"
" No. I know how a frog looks," said she.

" Well, how big would he be ?
"

" Oh dear !
" said mamma, looking up. " Biggei

than a flea, and not so big as a horse."

She hoped that would be a settler, and it did

quiet him for a minute. But his curiosity soon gol

the better of him, and he said, " Is he big as a dog ?

'

" Depends on the size of the dog."
" As bigas Tige ? " "No."
" Big as half of Tige—the head half ? " " No.

'

" Well, what is a flea?"

"A flea !
" said mamma, thinking how to describe

that interesting object. " If you see a black speck,

and then don't see it—that is, probably, a flea."

That was a poser, and for some time Robbie

stood by the window and pondered this mystery,

Pretty soon he came up to mamma, and whispered

softly in her ear :

" Mamma, there 's something funny over

other side of the room ought to be looked at."

" What does it look like ? " asked mamma.
" I don't know ! Do you think it is a flu ?

"

" A what? What is a flu ? " asked mamma,
" I don't know. You said so."

" Oh, you mean a flea !
" said mamma, laughing.

" I think not. Now, Robbie, you must run away."

Robbie slowly walked over to the window and

the

-
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looked out at the trees, which were tossing about

in the wind. There he broke out, eagerly :
" Oh,

mamma ! just see the trees wiggle ! An' your

g'ranium has all laid down ; I guess it 's tired."

"Well, I know I 'm tired," said mamma, laugh-

ing, "and I wish you would run out in the yard."

Robbie started ; but at the door he met papa,

who was just coming in.

"Robbie, what is that?" asked papa, pointing

to the block structure on the carpet.

" Why, that 's an engine ! " said Robbie, amazed

that one could ask such a question.

" Oh, is it ? I never suspected it," said papa.

" It's a new kind. It is n't like the engines in

this world," said Robbie.
" Nor in any other, I think," said papa.

AN AMERICAN CIRCUS IN BRITTANY.

Bv Wm, M. F. Round.

Look on the map of France and you will see a

•broad peninsula, rugged and mountainous, jutting

out into the sea between the Bay of Biscay and the

English Channel. It is the country of the Bretons,

a people whose history is full of incident, whose

lives are picturesque and wild, and who have an

old-fashioned way of being guided by the ways of

'their fathers. In every part of France the word
r Breton stands for all that is quaint and uncouth in

1 French life. It is there somewhat as it would be

here if the little band of Puritans who came to our

country had kept themselves separated from the

rest of America, holding to their traditions and
superstitions, and had brought the surroundings of

the gallant Miles Standish down to our nineteenth

century unchanged. How they would be studied,

and what an interesting study they would be

!

To-day the Bretons are very much what they

were a century ago,—yes, more than that,—perhaps

two or three centuries ago. They are superstitious,
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bigoted and picturesque. -They come to the markets

clad in skins in winter and in sackcloth in sum-
mer. They cultivate the soil in the rudest manner
with wooden plows, and are content in all the ways

of life to live as their fathers lived.

We often hear of the son standing in the shoes

of the father, and this may be said literally of the

public square, a tremendous yellow-and-red poster

has been displayed for a week past, and crowds of

admiring peasants, more picturesque than tidy,

have stood before it in admiring wonder from

morning till night. Its long trains of mottled

horses, its hump-backed camels and bulky ele

phants, have been commented upon until their

fc

^{TjTkiHS- Jf^^'-r- ~~~

THE PEASANTS BEFORE THE POSTER.

Bretons. It often happens that a pair of leather

shoes is handed down from father to son. These
shoes last a long time, for they are only used on

rare occasions, rude wooden shoes, or sabots, being

commonly worn. Not one in ten of the grown
people can read and write, and newspapers are a

luxury enjoyed only by the rich. The people are

simple-minded and credulous, but in money mat-

ters they are not too simple to make exceedingly

shrewd bargains.

Now, in a country like this, in a town like this

quaint, old-fogyish Quimperle, just fancy an Amer-
ican circus making its appearance. Here, in the

minutest points are known to every peasant within

ten miles. A commotion was created one day by a

cynical old one-eyed beggar declaring that the pro-

prietors of the circus were emissaries of the Prussian

government, and from that suspicion it came to be

pretty generally understood that the man who
drove the triumphal car in the painted cavalcade

was Prince Bismarck, although the bill announced,

in plain English, that it was the Anglo-American

circus that was coming. The people did n't quite

take in the word Anglo ; but American was plain

to such of them as could read French, on account

of its similarity to the same word in that language.

\
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As the writer was known to be an American, he

vas called on many times to give explanations of

he figures on the bill ; and any ignorance regard-

ng them would have thrown doubt at once on his

rationality. Was that like an American elephant ?

Does the President of the United States ride in a

:oach like that ?—pointing to the musicians' car.

-low many ostriches could a good sportsman shoot

n a day in America? Do all the people in America

rear feathers like that red Indian on the bill ?

All these questions, and many more, were con-

inually put and faithfully answered.

At last the circus came. Bright and early, on

hat wonderful morning all Quimperle was up and

iressed in its best clothes to see the grand entry of

ihe circus. Tramp, tramp, tramp into the town,

!-om all quarters, the people came. All the sabots

lattered in one direction toward the great square,

'here busy hands were putting up the tent. Every

own in Brittany has its distinctive coif, or women's

ead-dress, and every variety was here represented,

'he men came with their huge pockets stuffed with

reat buckwheat cakes, and women brought loaves

5 big as the top of a pail, by way of slight refresh-

lent at midday. Every man and woman who
ad children brought them all, from the carefully

They peered into windows, followed carriages, and

stuck to every stranger until he was forced to empty

his pocket of coppers to be rid of them.

And the boys ! Some of them had saved their

sous till the necessary franc had been reached, and

they were happy. Some of them had n't a sou to

their name, and they were plunged into the depths

of misery. In an unlucky moment, remembering

that some half a century back I was a boy myself,

I gave a franc to a bright-eyed little Breton to go

to the circus. In front of my window is a low wall,

about fifteen inches high. It is about one hundred

feet long, and is a good place to sit ; nobody can

go in or out of the hotel without being seen by per-

sons sitting on that wall. I gave the franc at three

o'clock ; at half-past three that wall was covered

with boys from end to end. You could n't have

wedged in one anywhere without shoving one off

at one end or the other. What were they there

for ? I found out when I left the house. Each one

had done me some service—or imagined he had

—

and came to ask for a franc in consequence. It 's

astonishing what memories these boys had—upon
what pretenses they dared to ask me for a franc.

One had handed me a chair in church, another had

asked to go rowing with me, and having volun-

ITH BOYS FROM END TO END.

•apped-up infant to

^ always tumbling

i ie's sabots.

• And the beggars !

iem. They came li

:re blind beggars

1 nd. There were la

' d palsied beggars,

1 t clean beggars.

the gawky boys and girls who
over their own or somebody

It was " corn in Egypt " for

ke bees round a cask. There
at least they said they were

me beggars, and sick beggars,

—in fact, every kind of beggars

They beset one at the doors.

teered to pull an oar for a while, had just thought

to ask pay for it ; another had brought me a daily

plate of strawberries, for which his mother had
already charged me twice their market price.

Those boys were too much for me. I fled.

At last the hour of performance came, and such

a scene as I witnessed within that tent—which, by
the way, was a remarkably handsome tent— I never

expect to see again. On tiers of seats, one above
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the other, were rows of' the broad, velvet-banded

hats, and snowy coifs, and underneath them full-

flushed healthy faces of old men and children,

young men and maidens, who waited anxiously for

the entrance of the ring-master. It was to us,

Americans, simply a very good circus—to them it

was fairy-land. We saw only spangles and bullion-

lace—they saw gold and gems. We saw only

painted clowns— they saw mysterious and wonder-'

ful beings. They were a lot of grown-up chil-

dren. They screamed with delight at the antics

of the clown, and they yelled with admiration

when Mile. Bell rode around the ring on her

fiery charger. They would have enjoyed them]

selves a great deal more but for one drawback
They could n't understand the clown's jokes. SucI

a thing as a French clown is all but an imposst

bility ; and it seems almost equally impossible fo;

an English clown to learn French. So we fe\

Americans and English gathered there were oblige'

to explain the jokes over and over again for th

benefit of our Quimperle friends, who laughed, bu
did not understand. But we did it all very wil

ingly, for we were patriotic enough to wish the be:

impression should be left by the American circus i

Brittany.

THE STARS IN SEPTEMBER.

By Richard A. Proctor.

The Dipper.

I PROPOSE now, in accordance with my promise

last month, to give a brief account of the seven

bright stars of the Dipper, as they really

are, not merely as they appear in the sky.

I take them as the most convenient, and

in several respects also as the best, illus-

tration of what applies in reality (with

changes in matters of detail) to all the

thousands of stars we see, and to thousands

of times as many stars, which only the

telescope reveals to us.

When you look during the evenings of

this month at the stars of the Dipper, seen

low down toward the north, in the position shown in

Map I. for the month, you see seven small points of

brilliant light,—each of them seems like the " little

star" in the familiar nursery rhyme. If the eye

were a perfect optical instrument, and the air were

perfectly transparent and still, and if, also, light,

yonder in space, even the seven little stars we se|

would be very much reduced in seeming size. The
would appear as mere points. The most powerfq

telescope men have yet made, and probably th

most powerful men ever will make, would not shov

these seven stars larger than points, such that th

human eye could perceive no breadth in thos>

minute disks. Such are the stars, even the leadinj

ones, to the natural eye. In the mind's eye, how

ever, these seven stars are very differen

objects. I am not going to draw on m;

imagination in what I am about to tel

you. I am not going to show what thesi

stars may be, but to describe what scienci

assures us that thev are.

-':

-

:

Sizes of the Stars of the Dipper.

In the first place, then, every one of thes« ,,

seven points of light is an enormous globe
el°- ' not only larger than the earth on which w<

instead of traveling to us in waves of many lengths, live, but thousands or rather hundreds of thousand;

gave us an exactly truthful account of what is out of times larger. How large they really are we d(

<
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lot know ; we do not even know how far away they

'ire ; but we do know, they are so far away that

l>)ur sun removed to where the nearest of them

"s would not look so bright as the faintest of the

ieven. They may be so far away that our sun

removed to their distance would scarce be seen at

til, or would even require a powerful telescope to

how him ; but that he would not be so bright as

Delta, the middle one, and the faintest of the

even, is certain. In considering what this means,

'ou should remember that the sun himself looks

inly a small body. We might well believe, so far

s appearances are concerned, that he is no larger

nan the moon, and the moon no larger than

onder hill that hides her from our view as she

ets. But the sun is in reality a globe exceeding

mr earth one million and a quarter times in volume,

f such a globe as our earth, only, were set aglow

fith a brightness so great that every part of her

urface shone more resplendently than the piece of

lime used in the calcium lantern (and one cannot

asily look at that piece of lime so glowing), and
his enormous mass of white-hot fire were set

raveling away toward the nearest star of the

)ipper, it would be utterly lost to view before

: had traversed a fiftieth part of the distance.

ITiink of this when you

Dok at the Charles'

1 Vain

!

I'

1 Their Composition.

Secondly, every one

f the seven stars con-

sists of matter like that

1 our sun, glowing with

utense luster. You will

ismember, perhaps, how
1st October I described

ae method by which the watery vapor in the

itmosphere of Venus makes its presence known to

s when we use the instrument called the spectro-

':ope. I then showed that distance does not pre-

ent us from recognizing vapors of various kinds

1 the atmosphere of a luminous body, so long as

the light reaches us in sufficient amount. In the

case of the stars, distant though they arc, we get

the same sort of information. And thus we learn

that iron, sodium, magnesium, calcium, hydrogen,

and others of our familiar elements exist in the

atmospheres of the stars, just as we have

found that they exist in the atmosphere of

our own sun. These seven stars, like our

sun and their fellow-suns, are great masses

of intensely hot matter, all around which

there lies a deep atmosphere of glowing

gases, including in the vaporous form many
of those elements, such as our metals, which

the greatest heat we can use serves only to

melt, not to burn, into vapor.* You know
that at a certain low degree of heat water

is solid, at ordinary heat it becomes fluid, and at

a great heat—much hotter than the greatest the

hand can bear—water turns into steam or vapor.

Iron only becomes fluid at a heat far greater than

that at which water boils. You can imagine, then,

how intense the heat must be at which molten iron

turns into iron-steam. But in the sun and in his

fellow-suns the stars, iron, and substances still more
stubborn in their resistance to heat, are turned into

the form of vapor. The air of every star is a mixt-

ure of iron-steam, zinc-steam, calcium-steam, and
many other such fiery vapors, besides hydrogen

;

and all these vapors are so hot that they shine with

their own inherent luster. Imagine an atmosphere

such as this, where the clouds which form are

metallic drops, and the rains which fall are sheets

of molten metals !

Their Motion.

But thirdly,—and this is the point to which 1

want chiefly to direct your attention, —every one of

FIG. 4.

these seven suns is in swift motion. It was formerly

supposed that the fixed stars really were at rest,

because year after year, and century after century,

passed without showing any change in their posi-

tion. But gradually—even before the telescope

was much used in observing the places of stars—it

.
' I must mention—without explaining, however—that hy means of electricity, the most stubborn metals can be vaporized in small quantities,

and for a brief space of time. But I am speaking above of such heat as we obtain in furnace--.
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is thr'point overhead
forthelatitut/eofPhiltuk'^i

* Starof/i'Maa*

began to be* suspected that they are slowly shifting

in position on the vault of heaven. Later, very

close attention was paid to the point, the telescope

being used to determine the exact positions of a

great number of stars, and now about 2,000 have

had their slow motions on the star-vaults measured,

and set down in tables for the

use of astronomers employed in

observatories. It occurred to

me, seven or eight years ago,

that it would be interesting to

picture these star-motions in

maps ; for tables, after all,

though very pleasant in their

way, are not very clear in their

teachings. I made, therefore,

two charts, one of all the north-

ern stars, the other of all the

southern stars, whose motions

have been ascertained. These

charts are given in a book of

mine called "The Universe;"

but a sufficient idea of the

method I employed may be

derived from Fig. 1 on page

730, showing the movements of

the seven stars of the Dipper.

The little arrows attached to

the seven stars show the courses

along which these stars are

moving. But the length of each

arrow has a meaning, too, for it

is made proportional to the rate

at which the star is changing its

place. I have said above that

the stars are in swift motion
;

and I have also spoken of the

stars as slo-wly shifting in posi-

tion. I think you will presently

admit that both these descrip-

tions are correct. For, first,

each arrow in the figure has

a length corresponding to the

distance its star travels during

thirty-six thousand years. After

this enormous period, the stars

will have moved from their

present positions to the pofnts

of their respective arrows, so

that the shape of the Dipper

will then be as in Fig. 2.

It will be easy for the young student now to find

the shape of the Dipper at any time, past or to

come. Fig. 3 shows the shape it will have 100,00c .

years hence ; Fig. 4 shows the shape it had 100,00c

years ago.*

Comparing Fig. 2 with Fig. I, it cannot but bt

admitted that the change is small for an interva

so long as 36,000 years. Consider that, according

, Overhecad
o is thepoint overheadfor thk

^~^Jatofltoston O'/orLondonE'n\

„ ^!l~~r^>^tarcf2^/00-1 '
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,+v
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' , Hun/'
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-kaiisalkl

Xftoslon I

Horizon o{I/ont]on,(Enq.)

TfteMftAernSky-atfdPM&pMat9:pMOct.8euidat8PM0ct23

to the usual way of reckoning, less than a fifth of

this interval has elapsed since the very beginning

* It may he well for me, perhaps, to explain that my charts of the motions of stars in the Great Bear, etc., were published before M. Flam-
marion wrote a paper called " The Past and Future of a Constellnlion," in which he made use of my charts, as I have myself done above.
I do not in the least mind any one's borrowing from me without acknowledging the obligation.—an omission which can easily result from
carelessness,—but I do not wish it to be thought that I have myself borrowed without acknowledgment where, in reality, I am only usins
my own material, gathered at the cost of some labor by the way.
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four history, and that all the time these slow stars

ave been creeping over only a sixth part of the

iiort arc -on the heavens which measures their

lotion during 36,000 years, as shown in Fig. 1.

' Yet a very easy calculation will show that the

'irae motion which is so slow when thus measured

, in reality, enormously swift.

you notice the arrows in Fig. 1

,

ju see that the length of each

ffers very little from the dis-

mce between f and the com-

inion star, Jack-by-the-Middle-

{orse. Now, this distance is

jual to about half the apparent

.ameter of the sun. Thus, if

ay of these stars were at the

m's distance from us, its arrow

ould be equal in real length

about half the sun's diame-

, or considerably more than

X3,ooo miles. But the nearest

all the stars is more than

x>,ooo times farther away than

,e sun ; and there is every

ason to believe that each one

r the seven stars of the Dipper

at least five times farther away

an the nearest star, and prob-

>ly farther away still. Thus
He arrow attached to each of

He seven stars represents a

wart distance of a million

nes 400,000 miles, or 400,000,-

1,000 miles at least. So that,

this distance is traversed in

1,000 years, the distance tra-

rsed each year is more than

,000,000 miles. As there are

'out 31 )4 million seconds in a

ar, it follows that the thwart

otion of each of these stars

nounts to at least one-third of

i mile per second. This is

out five times the swiftness of

cannon-ball, and for a giant

ass like a sun, doubtless with

. attendant family of planets,

presents a truly tremendous
ergy of motion. But proba-

y the real distance of these

ven stars is so great that their

wart motion is very much greater. We come
»w, however, to the most wonderful point of all.

The Family of Five.

In all four figures, it will be noticed, the five

IPj /?> 7> <5
j

c
, f, besides the companion star of C,

occupy much the same position. The breaking of

the Dipper is caused by the motions of a and 'i, not

by those of the other five stars, which move as

though they were all connected together and

formed a single system. Noticing this, and finding

that in other parts of the stellar heavens a similar
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phenomenon could be recognized, I was led to

believe that these are really cases of drifting mo-
tions among the stars,—in other words, that there

are sets or systems of stars traveling together, each

as a single family, through space, and that the five

stars 1], y, (!, f, and C, form one of these families.
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Now, it so chanced that a melhod had recently

been indicated for measuring the motions of stars

from or toward us,—not the thwart motions by

which they change their apparent position in the

sky, but the motions by which they change their

distance fr o m
us. I do not

now enter into

an explanation

of this method,

simply men-
tioning that the

light waves as

they come in

fig. 5. from a star show

by their nature whether the star is moving from or

toward us, and at what rate. Here, then, was a

means of testing my theory that five stars of the

Dipper form a single family ; for if they do, then

all five are, of course, receding from us, or ap-

proaching us, at the same rate. The matter was

put to the test two or three years after I had sug-

gested the trial ; and it was found (by Mr. Higgins,

the present president of the Astronomical Society)

that the five stars are all receding at the same com-

mon rate of seventeen miles per second.

Thus, when you look at the Dipper, the seven

points, which you see seemingly at rest, are, in

reality, seven splendid suns, certainly much larger,

and probably very much larger, than our own ; they

are all raging with fiery heat and glowing with the

most intense luster; they are all rushing with

inconceivable swiftness through the depths of space;

and, lastly, five of them, though separated from

each other by millions of millions of miles, form,

nevertheless, a single family (of which the com-

panion of C is a subordinate member), and rush as

one system through space, each attended by its

own family of dependent worlds !

The Stars for September.

And now let us turn to the stars for the month.

You will note that the northern map requires no

explanation this month, all the constellations shown

in it having already been described. The map is

necessary, like the northern map for the next two

months, to complete the series. For the observer

should be able, from his set of monthly maps, to

begin the work of studying the stars, at any part of

the year. But for the description of the various

constellation's shown in the northern map for this

month, he can refer to the account given for other

months, when these constellations were visible, but

differently placed.

The case is different with the southern stars..

These change all the year round,

—

not like the

northern stars by merely circling round the pole,

changing in position only as the hand of a clock

does,—but new constellations coming constantly

into view until the circuit of the year has been

completed.

Yet we shall not have occasion this month for

any lengthened descriptions, even of the southern

stars. It has been for this reason that I selected

this month for the account I have given of the real

nature of the stars in the Dipper. It seems to me,

indeed, that merely to learn the stars is little,

unless we know what they are. Then only have

the glories of the starlit heavens their real mean-

ing for us.

The Water-Bearer.

The chief ecliptical sign this month is Aquarius,

the Water-bearer, though the tail of the Sea-goat

has not yet passed very far toward the west of

the southern or central line of our monthly map.

Although many say they can see nothing in this

constellation to suggest the idea of a man carrying

a water-jar, I think that no very lively imagination is

required to portray such a figure among the stars.

The man himself, indeed, is wanting; but that is a 1

detail,—the water-can and the streams are there.

The jar is formed by the stars 17, C, t, y and a, as 1

shown in Fig. 5. I am not quite sure whether 1

originally the mouth of the jar may not have been

fancied at a, and the handle at n- At present the

jar, as you see in the southern map, comes hori-

zontally to the south, and it matters little which end

of the jar we suppose to be the mouth. But some

four thousand years ago (and the constellation is at

least six thousand years old), it came to the south

with the end n considerably higher than the end a;

and as the idea was always that of a man pouring

out water, I think the lower end of the jar was 1

probably regarded as the mouth. You can easily

see that the set of stars would serve either way

—

perhaps rather

better the old

way (as I sup-

pose) than as in

Fig. 5, for i\ and

f mark rather a

stem than an

opening, where,

as the two stars

fig. 6. a and 32 (if not

o also) as in Fig. 6, would serve to represent the

open mouth of a jar. Both ways the stars tt and y

would correspond to the body of the jar. The

streams are not shown in the map because formed

of small stars. Nor could they easily be presented,

except in a large picture. But if you look atten-

tively, you will see in the sky itself two streams,

extending from below the star (rather from below

...

:

lil

.:

...

:

i
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ian from below ;/, by the way), one passing wind-

lgly toward the star Fomalhaut,—the mouth of the

i.outhern Fish,—the other flowing windingly over

>e Sea-goat, and thence along what is now called

,ie Crane (Grus), a set of stars unquestionably

:elonging to the old water-streams of Aquarius.
,

,
The sun in his annual motion passes the point

J the ecliptic marked x, or, in technical terms,

= aters the sign Pisces on or about February 18.

Little need be said about the remaining constel-

lations visible toward the south. Piscis Australis,

or.the Southern Fish, is chiefly remarkable for the

bright star Fomalhaut in the fish's mouth. It may
interest you to learn that the Arabs, before they

learned the Greek constellations, called the Southern

Fish the First Frog ; a part of Cetus (the Whale),

who figures toward the south next month, being

called the Second Frog.*

THISTLE-PUFFS.

By Ina Carol.

HAVE a lovely bouquet. The flowers, as I call

are large, white and beautiful ; the petals,

athers," wings, or whatever they may be, —you
e 1 am no botanist,—are soft as down, and are just

ch little things as I often have seen floating in the

J on bright summer days, each one carrying, as

,e legend runs, a message up to the angels. Now
ousands of these fairy wings are folded quietly,

jiough I suppose they really are bound also on the

rthly errand of distributing seeds,—just looking

autiful while they await their time of flight. In-

rmingled with these flowers are long, delicate

rays of a kind of pampas grass, whose flowers

:m the prettiest things that ever grew upon grass

ides, for their beauty is enhanced by being sur-

randed by white, feathery shafts, which look like

silvery veil, through which the delicate flowers

jok out with a softened beauty. Such is my
uquet, arranged in graceful form. The white,

wny flowers are beautiful enough to have been
(.thered in fairy-land, yet a little girl discovered

,:;m by the country road-side, and I will tell you

w it happened.

Katie Gilman was Dr. Pierre's little patient ; she

,d been sick for a long time, and the kind-hearted

tetor could not endure to see her die just for the

i

nt of pure country air ; so he took her from the

ise, stifled atmosphere of her poor home to a

iet place in the country, where a kind, motherly

<iman would tenderly care for her. By the doc-

k's orders, Katie lived in the air and sunshine.

• first, her bed was rolled close to the windows,

ere she could breathe the fresh air and feel the

(

rm sunshine rest upon her. By and by, they

jried her out to the veranda, and on warm days

r

y often made a cot for her underneath the trees,

. ere she would lie and watch the blue sky and

the beautiful earth, and listen to the voices of the

trees as they whispered to her in their soft, sweet,

leafy way, and to the humming of the bees, and

the singing of the birds, and all those sweet sounds

in nature that come so clearly to an invalid's ears.

All these things did Katie a world of good. They
stole away her pain and weakness ; she grew strong

enough to sit up, and slowly she learned to walk

again.

Among the many beautiful things that came to

Katie during that happy summer was the discovery

,of thistle-puffs. Just across the road was a hill,

and everything grew on it just as it liked. In the

spring, there were sunny spots that were blue with

violets, and there were plenty of dandelions and
buttercups and daisies. In the summer, there were

purple flowers near the road-side that looked so

pretty to Katie's eyes that she begged Johnny (the

kind lady's little boy) to get some for her. He
said, "Pooh! they are only thistles, and horrid

things to prick." Yet, to please Katie, he filled a

little basket full of the purple flowers, and she took

so much comfort in looking at them, that when
they wilted she did not like to throw them away.

So she tied them in bunches, and Johnny hung
them up in a corner of the veranda, and many
times more he brought her pretty thistle-flowers,

and they were always hung up when they had lost

their beauty.

At last, there was such a long row of them that

everybody laughed, and they wondered how Katie

could love the despised thistle
—" the very flower,"

they said, " with which the ground was cursed

when Adam sinned." Only the old Scotch gar-

dener blessed Katie in his heart, and told her he

loved the thistle too, for in his native land they

proudly wore it as their national emblem—because

* See " Letter-Box."
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it once had been the means of saving dear old

Scotland from the Danes.

But Katie did not like to be laughed at. So she

determined to throw away all of the wilted flowers.

But, first, she must say good-bye to the poor little

things. As she petted one of the dead flowers,

and smoothed over its faded purple petals, she

began to pull them out, and discovering there was

delighted with them, and told her she might mal
beautiful winter bouquets by arranging with the

some pretty grasses which he would bring her. i

when the promised grasses came, she made a gre

many of the pretty bouquets, and the garden
sold them in a city store, and gave her more mon
for them than Katie had ever dreamed of posses

ing. She was glad, for she thought now th

A THISTLE-PUFF.

something within, she picked off the prickly outer

coat. And what do you think she found ? A
beautiful white "flower," that trembled and flut-

tered as it burst forth. Mrs. Allen (the kind lady)

called it the "resurrection flower," and seemed
glad that it had bloomed so beautifully after death.

So none of the thistles were thrown away, and
from every one there came a fairy flower. Katie

showed them to the Scotch gardener. He was

could pay the doctor for a little of his kind cai

But he would not touch a penny of the mom
Katie had earned in such a happy way.

Thus many comforts were added to Katie's hon

through the thistle bouquets, and in many ci

homes the pretty thistle flowers gladdened mai

hearts ; for all winter long they whispered of sur,

mer sunshine and beauty, and promised to many
happier blooming in the second life.
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By Mrs. Frances M. Lathrop.

Panchy'S home was in a highly aristocratic

suburb of New York City, called Orange Mountain.

I There is a delightful tone in that name to me.

Oranges, in my own young dajas, were not the

every-day dessert of children, as now, when steam-

ers run quickly from port to port, bringing the

tropics to our very thresholds. In those days these

rich golden globes were rare enough to be put into

our Christmas stockings, and their very flavor was

of a more ambrosial sweetness— their juice a nectar

to be sparingly sipped, as something too rare and
precious for common use. Another pleasant associa-

tion with this name is in the famous Orange County
-butter and cream, which I cannot help believing

always to be better, and of a more golden hue, by

virtue of this name. But Panchy cared nothing

for this suggestive and pleasant sound in the name
of his home. He was a forester, and lived under

:1 the old roof-tree that had sheltered his ancestors

: for generations. You perceive in this last remark
l that Panchy was not destitute of the distinction of

.counting a long queue of grand and great-great-

grandfathers, stretching far behind him out of sight

and memory. However, his having had so many
grandfathers did not make him either ashamed or

i too lazy to work, and he was happy and busy all

day long, earning bread for himself and his little

Vol. IV.—48.

ones. Indeed, nothing would have tempted him
to exchange his greenwood home for a five-storied

brown stone corner house on Fifth avenue ; and as

for any one of those white marble palaces, that look

cold and as homeless as a monster tomb, I assure

you that Panchy would n't have given a beech-nut

for one. It is quite time to tell you that Panchy
came into this beautiful world with a pair of bright

black eyes that twinkled like jet in the sunshine,

and found himself clad in a suit fitting like a glove,

of warm and delicate gray fur, for it is also time to

say that our friend Panchy was a pretty little gray

squirrel. His house was the hollow of an old oak-

tree, that had room enough for all Panchy's uncles,

aunts and cousins, and here they led as merry a

life as ever was known in squirrel-land.

When Panchy had fairly opened his bright

eyes upon the green Gothic arches of his forest

home a terrible fate befell him. A great giant lived

near the old oak house. You and I would have

called this giant a boy, for he was just ten years

old, and his name was Bob; but to poor little

Panchy he seemed half a mile high, as he crept

close to the old oak one day, and while Panchy
was shivering with terror, and trying to hide away
under his own tail, Bob, the giant, stretched out a

long arm and suddenly pounced upon the little
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fellow, and in an instant Panchy was a prisoner,

sure and fast. He was a brave squirrel at heart,

and instead of crying out or struggling to get free,

he looked up into the boy-giant's face with a bright

glance that quite won his captor's heart. Bob had
really intended to strip off Panchy's beautiful fur

suit and sell it for a little girl's muff, but he was

touched by the courageous way in which Panchy
had met his capture, and while he was half resolv-

ing to set him free again in the old woods, the

noise of wheels was heard. Bob looked into the

road and saw an open carriage in which were seated

two ladies, the younger of them driving.

As they came up with Bob, the elder lady gave

him a quick look, and exclaimed :
" Why, Fanny,

there 's the very thing we want—a lovely gray

squirrel !
" " Come here, my boy. Would you like

to sell me that little squirrel ?" This unlooked-for

piece of good luck brought a bright smile to Bob's

face. He could receive the full value of Panchy's

soft coat, and yet save the little fellow's life. He
hurried to transfer Panchy to the lady's hand, fear-

ing that she would take back her proposal to buy
him. But, no; she took from her portmonnaie a

half dollar, which Bob grasped eagerly, with a

sense of having come into a very comfortable for-

tune all in a moment. The ladies were on their

way to town to visit an old friend who had often

wished for a pet squirrel, and especially a gray one.

This lady's name was Mrs. Hillar. She had neither

husband nor children, and led rather a lonely and
sad life in the great city of New York.

Her home was one of those great corner piles of

brown stone which Panchy could not but despise.

It had not even an inch-wide strip of green grass

anywhere near it. The area was a solid stone floor,

and the little space of ground in the back yard

—

which would have given a bit of grass, a few flowers,

and some climbing vines to conceal, like a mantle

of charity, the sin of ugly board fences—was buried

under heavy granite slabs, like grave-stones.

But we must see how Panchy fared in the new
home. Mrs. Hillar was perfectly delighted with

him. She had a companion—Miss Dot—who was

called up at once to see the pretty little Panchy.

Little Miss Dot had the kindest heart in the world,

and she was as happy in Panchy's arrival as if

she, like Bob, had come into some sudden fortune.

Mrs. Hillar at once promoted Panchy to a higher

rank and title, more befitting his aristocratic origin

and present state and dignity, and he was called

Don Panchito. His own private apartment was a

large wire house of two rooms. The largest of

them was parlor, dining-room and sleeping-cham-

ber. His bed was a fine silvered net-work basket,

and it was swung high up on the wire wall of his

cage. This pretty nest was furnished in winter

with soft scarlet wool-stuff for blankets. In this

luxurious home, and in spite of his new grand title,

our little friend was still only Panchy at heart. He
hated his gorgeous prison, and devised a thousand

plans of escape. The second room of his house

was a very curious place. It was his promenade,
his garden, his forest, and in time became his chief

delight. There was a contrivance in this room
which had the effect of a complete illusion in

Panchy's mind. This was a hollow space inclosed

by wires, called a wheel, which whirled rapidh

around and around the moment that Panchy entered

it and began to run. He used to dart like a flash

into this wheel and run for miles and miles, all the

while believing himself to be escaping to his dear

old Orange Mountain Each morning, as Panch\

opened his eyes at the earliest light, his first thought

was of freedom in his forest home, and he instantly

sprang into the wheel and raced off like an express

train, while the wheel only whirled round and
round, never of course bringing him a step nearer

his heaven.

In time, however, little Panchy began to perceive

that he was leading a very easy life. Mrs. Hillar '

and good little Miss Dot were entirely devoted

to his happiness, and left nothing untried for his' PI

comfort. Luxurious living soon spoils the best of

us, whether boys, girls or squirrels. Panchy soon

insisted upon a change in his bill of fare whenever

he liked, and would refuse walnuts, filberts, almonds,

or fruits, simply because he was bent on a dinner

of chestnuts. He knew perfectly how to manage
Mrs. Hillar and Miss Dot, for as soon as he began

to refuse his usual food, these two good souls were

in terror of his starving to death, and they went on

trying him with every imaginable delicacy until the ::

right thing was hit on. Then Panchy gloried in

his victory, and set about inventing new wants.

Sometimes it was a feast of sweet potatoes, then

a bunch of white grapes, and everything must be

of the best quality,—fresh and sweet,—or Don
Panchito went fasting for a whole day. At night

another attendant, Alice, the house-maid, was

called to make up the Don's bed freshly. In

the midst of all this luxury, Panchy did not for-

get the native instincts of his race, but preserved

a business-like thrift. However great his hunger,

he always put aside for future use a nut or two

before beginning his dinner. When a chestnut or

walnut was given to him, he instantly set out on a

journey in the wheel, and after running to what he

evidently thought a safe distance, he darted into a

corner of his parlor, or leaped into his bed, and hid

the nut out of sight, returning instantly to the door

of his cage for a new supply. Sometimes when a

favorite kind of nut was presented to him, he stored

it away for a future choice feast ; and if no other
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jne of the same sort was given, he would cat a

commoner kind of food. As years went on, he

imight have learned to trust the never-failing supply

)f dainties always ready ; but no ; this wise little

nanager never forgot the chances of a rainy day

chat beset this life, and continued to lay up his

second meal before consuming the first one.

A full biography of Panchy's career would make

jap a little volume, while this is only a sketch of

:he main events that marked a life full of pleas-

ures invented for him by Mrs. Hillar and her

riend. His birthday (that is, the day on which he

:ame into possession of his brown stone house) was

i time of great feasting. At Christmas he had his

ihare of holiday joys. Good Miss Dot said that

Don Panchito should have a Christmas-tree ! And
such a tree ! It was hung with nuts, grapes, red

ipples, and I know not what besides. The door

)f his house was set wide open, and in an instant

le bounded toward the tree in an ecstasy of joy.

-low he skipped up to the topmost twig, and down
igain twenty times in half as many minutes ! How
ae nibbled at the grapes, cracked the nuts as if

:ach one was a capital joke ! What holes he dug in

he earth in which the tree was planted, and hid

,iway treasures of nuts, and scampered into his cage

ind back again to the tree, and ate a few rose-

eaves for a dessert ! He was far happier than

any king. At night his place was in the room of

Mrs. Hillar. His cage was set on a table near her

jed, and early morning greetings were always to

oe heard between them, and then his usual journey

>n the wheel began, and by the time Mrs. Hillar

vas ready to begin her toilette, Parfchy was tired

i,)f racing, and had betaken himself to a late nap.

Then the noise of Mrs. Hillar's brushes disturbed

[lis delicate nerves, and he vented his displeasure

n a sort of low grumble of complaint very funny

to hear. I am sorry to say that some people sus-

pected him of a quick temper, but whenever a long

red scratch appeared upon the face or hands of

Mrs. Hillar, or Miss Dot, or Alice, these devoted

friends always declared it to have been an accident

on the part of Panchy's sharp claws.

When Panchy was eight years old—although

squirrels seldom live over six years—he was as light

of heart and foot as in the days of childhood. He
dived as nimbly as ever into Mrs. Hillar's pocket

every day in search of nuts, and no one thought the

end was very near. But one day last spring Mrs.

Hillar called out her early good morning, as usual,

which Panchy did not answer. This alarmed Mrs.

Hillar, and she rose to see what had happened.

The worst had happened ! Poor Panchy lay in

his wheel as if he had just started on the old, old

journey to the oak-tree home, of which he had so

long and vainly dreamed.

His days were over before any kind of evil had

come upon them. The grief of Mrs. Hillar and
her friend, Miss Dot, was very real and deep.

They determined that Panchy should not rest in

the dreary back yard, where the grass had been

stoned to death. He was placed in a box, with

some white flowers laid about him,—for he always

loved flowers,—and conveyed to his beloved Orange

Mountain, where he was laid among the trees and

grasses.

Panchy had not lived in vain, for he brought

sunshine into a lonely life. He had awakened feel-

ing in some hearts that possessed few objects of

love. He had given companionship where it was

needed, and by his merry frolics and playful pranks

charmed away many a care in the days of his mis-

tress, returning thus four-fold for the care given to

him in full measure. Will as much be said of each

one of us ?

HOW I WENT A-DRUMMING.

By Frank. R. Stockton.

When I went "a-drumming" I did not take a

irum with me. That would have been ridiculous,

s you shall see. Nor did I go as a " drummer"
cor a mercantile or a manufacturing concern.

iVords sometimes mean so many different things

,inat we have to be particular. What I did was to

j ;o fishing for "drums," which are certain large

:sh, found in Southern waters.

I was down at St. Augustine, in Florida,—that

most ancient city in this country,—where there is

an old fort or castle, built by the Spaniards more

than three hundred years ago, and where the

narrow streets, the curious stone hcuses with

over-reaching balconies, the ruins of the old city-

gates, and many other ancient and foreign-looking

things, make it difficult to realize that it is really
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an American city. And besides the antiquities,

and the delightful climate, and the orange-trees

and the roses that bloom out-of-doors all winter,

there is capital fishing. Right in front of the town

is the Matanzas River, and it is full of fish. You
can catch them almost anywhere.

The drum-fish gets its name from its habit of

making a drumming sound as it swims about, near

the bottom of the river. Sometimes, as persons

are rowing or sailing along the river, hundreds of

these fish can be heard drumming away, down
under the boat. But although there are so many
of them, they are not very easy to catch ; for they

seem to be rather indifferent to food which they see

dangling about on strings.

When I had heard about these fish, I deter-

mined, as soon as possible, to try to catch one ; and

one fine morning I went down to the wharf where

a great many sail-boats and row-boats were lying,

—most of them for hire to visitors,—and I asked

an old fisherman, with whom I had become ac-

quainted, if he could take me out after drums.

"Drums?" said he. "Do you want to go

a-drummin' ?

"

I told him that I was very anxious to do so.

" Well," he said, " I can't go to-day, and it aint

jist the tide for drums, nuther."

" But the tide will be right before long, wont

it ? " I asked.

" Oh yes. The tide will always be right if you

wait long enough. But I 've got other things to do

this mornin'."
" Where is a good place to go ? You can tell

me that, if you can't go with me yourself."

" Well—there 's several good places. I kin tell

you of a very good place for you to git drums, this

mornin'."
" Where 's that ? " I asked.

" Over there at the fish-market," he said.

" You '11 run a better chance there than any place

I know of."

I saw the old fellow had not much faith in me as

a fisherman, but I would not get angry with him.

It 's a poor business to get angry with people who
may be of use to you. So I left him and hired a

sail-boat, with a young man to manage it.

In a few minutes we started out, and we sailed

away gayly. The young man had lines on board,

and he had procured some bait before we started.

" Where is the best place for drums ? " I asked,

as we were sailing along by the northern point of

Anastasia Island, which lies on the other side of

Matanzas River, between St. Augustine and the

ocean.

" The only certain place for drums is up the

North River," the man answered. " That 's the

North River, over there. It branches off, like.

from the Matanzas. About nine miles up the

river you can ketch 'em sure."

" But we can't go nine miles and back this morn
ing," said I, " and I am not prepared to stay a

day. 1 thought you could catch them about here.

" So you can," said he; "but you have to g
down the river a long way, and with this wind an(

tide we would n't get there before night. You '

better fish for whitings ; they bite a lot livelier tha

drums, and here 's just the place for 'em. I did n

know you were so particular about drums.

thought you just wanted to go a-fishin'."

As there was nothing else to do, we anchoret

and began to fish for whiting. I baited my lin

with some pieces of fish the man had brought, an

threw it out. It was a long line with two hook
and a heavy sinker.

Very soon I had a bite. I gave a jerk, and fel

a vigorous pull. Hauling in, I drew over the sid'

of the boat a handsome white fish, about a foo

long and quite plump and fat.

" Is that a whiting?" I asked.

" Yes," said the young man; "and they're jus

as good eating as drums, only they 're not as big.'

That might be very true, but as I did n't star

out drumming to catch whitings, no amount of sue!

fish-philosophy could make me entirely satisfied.

Directly, I got a gentle bite, and feeling tha

something was on the hook, I pulled up. Then
was very little resistance as I hauled in the line,

and I was indeed astonished to see come to thi

surface a great, flat, wide, flopping creature, some
what of the shape and size of a very large palm-leai

fan, with a long tail like a handle. It was of 3

dirty-green color above and white beneath, and

when it came to the top of the water it flopped and

struggled a good deal.

It was a skate, not a good fish to eat, nor a verv

pretty one to look at. You may see some of them

in the New York Aquarium, and they swim about

very gracefully there, using their long tails for rud

ders. But they are not very nice to catch. I un

hooked this fellow without pulling him entirely on

board, and let him go.

" He did n't pull hard for so large a fish,

remarked.
" No," said the young man. " They never pull.

They sneak on you. You ought n't to have let that

fellow go. He 's just mean enough to bite at your

bait again. They don't mind being hooked."

Sure enough, in a short time I caught this skate

again, or his twin brother, I am not sure which.

And he came up in the same gentle, Uriah Heep
kind of way as when he came before. I wont say

that he laughed when I got him to the top of the

water, but he had a very unpleasant expression.

When I had caught about a bucketful of whitings
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we set sail for home. On the wharf I met the

Did fisherman.
" Well," said he, " did you get a drum ?

"

"No," I replied; "we fished for whitings, and

caught a good many of them."
" Whitings is good fish enough, but they aint

.drums," said he. " But we oughter be glad for

'what we can git. There 's a row of fellers fishin'

on that side of the wharf, that are satisfied with

skip-jacks, which is a mean little fish as I take it."

Just then a man came down the wharf with a

crab-net. This is a hoop, either of iron or of wood,

sight better eat your bait, and let the crabs alone.

You had fish enough there to fry for supper, and

beef enough to make a big pot of soup for the

whole family, and you 've sp'iled it all, fishin' for

that one crab, which aint no good at all, by him-

self.' 'Yes,' says he, 'but I might 'a' caught a

lot o' crabs.' 'That's so,' says I, 'and General

Washington might have married Queen Victoria,

if they 'd lived at the same time, and the families

had been willinV I tell you what it is, sir," said

the old fellow, as he walked away: "there's lots

o' people in this world who 'd a great sight better

THE DRUM-FISH.

weighted to make it sink, with a small net attached

i under the hoop. Some bait is fastened in the

middle of the net, and the whole is lowered to the

bottom by a rope. The net is occasionally hauled

1 up, and sometimes there is a crab in it, and some-

times there is not.

" I knowed a boy once," said the old fisherman,

"who came down here, one day, with two crab-

:nets and a basket of bait. In each of his nets he

put a big piece of beef and two or three good-

sized fish. He lowered his two nets and tied the

ropes to the wharf, and he spent the afternoon first

pullin' up one net and then the other. I was
a-mending a sail, and I kept my eye on him. He
caught one crab that whole afternoon. ' Now look

here,' says I to him, ' another time you 'd a great

eat their bait before they spile it and get nothin'

for it."

A day or two after this, I was invited by two

gentlemen to go with them to fish for drum. They
had everything ready,—sail-boat, lines and bait,

—

and we started off soon after dinner. We sailed to

a place, a few miles below the town, where one of

the gentlemen, a short time before, had caught

two splendid drums.

When we reached the spot, and had anchored,

we began to bait our lines.

' Why," said I, when I saw the bait, "do you

use clams when you fish for drums ?
"

"No," said one of the gentlemen, "we ought

to have crabs, but I could n't get any crabs this

morning, and so I thought I 'd bring clams."
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We baited with clams, -but a clam did not half

cover the great hook used for drums, and the little

fish ate the bait off without pulling hard enough to

give us decent notice. So we soon took smaller

lines and hooks and fished for black-fish, baiting

with bits of some small fish which were in the boat.

We caught black-fish pretty fast, sometimes

hauling up two at a time. The fish were not very

large, but they bit in a lively, earnest way, as if

they were anxious to attend to their part of the

business as well as they could.

As I went home, I was very glad that I did not

meet the old fisherman, for I did not care to be

questioned about this expedition.

The next morning, as I was sitting on a box at

the end of the wharf, watching the unloading of a

schooner which had just arrived from New York,

the old fisherman came and sat down by me.
" Did you ketch any drums yesterday?" said he.

"No," 1 replied; "we did n't have the right

kind of bait, and so we fished for black-fish."

" You ought n't to start out without the right

kind of bait. That's no way to fish."

" Well," I replied, " it was n't my affair. I

did n't provide the bait, and I supposed everything

was all right."

" Yes," he said, " that 's often the way. It don't

do to trust people much. Them fellers took clams.

I heard about it. There 's some people who think

they know lots. I knowed a boy once who thought

he was dreadful smart. I used to take him out

sailing every morning. He was a kind of sick, and

he took sails for his health. He knew something

about sailing, and he used to like to hold the tiller,

and sail the boat himself, as he called it. He gave

lots of orders ; but as I always took care to tell him
whst to order, it was all right. It would have done

you good to hear that feller sing out ' Hard-a-lee !

'

as if there was a whole shipful o' sailors in my little

boat. He used to sit there and tell me lots of

things that he thought I ought to know. He would

call out to me in a loud, clear voice, which was

pleasant to listen to, though there was n't often any

sense in what he said :
' Look here, captain ! It 's

a good idea to have your ballast well amidship, as

you 've got it. It don't do to have ballast too far

for-rerd. A boat is n't safe if the ballast is n't

fixed right.' And he'd say lots of things of that

kind, jest as if he was tellin' me somethin' he 'd

found out, and that nobody else did n't know. I

don't remember all he used to say, but the sum
and substance of it was pretty much as if he 'd

hollered out, ' Look here, captain ! You always

ought to put the mast of a sail-boat at the bow. If

you was to put it at the stern, you could n't steer

her very well, with the main-sel a-sticking away

out behind,—'specially if she was cat-rigged and

had no jib.' Well, one morning, this boy took a
friend out with him, to give him a sail. This other

boy was n't sick. My boy sat at the stern, and was,

very proud to sail the boat. He took it into his
;

head that the other boy was a little skeered, and he
kept a-tryin' to keep his courage up. He would
say :

' Now, you see, when a puff of wind comes
and tips her over, I just bring her 'round a little

into the wind, and she comes up all right. There
is n't any danger, if the man at the helm knows
his business.' And then he 'd keep sayin' :

' Now,
don't you feel a little more confidence?' And the

other boy, who was a-sittin' quiet, lookin' as if he
was enjoyin' the breeze, and the views, and the

sailin', would say :
' Oh ! I 'm confident enough.

I'm all right.' And my boy would say to him:
' I 'm glad of that. I don't want you to be afraid.

It 's perfectly safe.' Well, one day I took that

other boy out sailin' by himself, and I tell you, sir,

I was surprised. Why, that boy knowed ten times

as much about sailin' as my feller. He 'd been on
sail-boats at the North ever since he was a little

chap, he said, and I found he knowed nearly

enough to sail a boat by himself. And says I to

him :
' What on earth did you let that other boy

talk to you that way, as if you did n't know nothin',

and you sittin' there quiet, and knowin' lots more
about sailin' a boat than he did, all the time?'
' Well,' says he, ' he took me out, and he is n't

well, and I saw it pleased him to talk that way, and
I didn't care.' 'But don't you care what other

people think of you?' says I. And then he said

he did n't suppose it mattered much, so that you
knew yourself what you knew. Now, I could never

make up my mind which of them two boys was the

biggest fool. It don't do to blow your own horn

too much, and it don't do to blow it too little,

nuther. A feller 's got to show what he is, for

other people aint agoin' to take the trouble to find

it out, and it aint always that things is found out

by chance, like as when you hook a fish by the

tail, accidental. It 's all nonsense to make too little

of yourself; and then, ag'in, it's just as bad to

make too much of yourself."

" That 's very true," I said. " It 's hard to draw
the line at the right place."

" Harder than it is to ketch a drum," said the

old fellow, rising to go.

I now made up my mind that I would go about

this business of drum-fishing in a business-like way.

I first made another attempt to get the old fisher-

man to go with me, but he declined the proposition.

He had sold his sail-boat, and now made a regular

business of fishing, going out part of every day in

a "dug-out," a long, narrow boat, cut out of a

cypress log. As he did not want more than two

persons in his boat, and had to have a man to help

'

I
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him row, he did not wish to take an amateur with

him on his expeditions.

Failing in this, I got some friends to join mc,

and we engaged a man, who knew all about the

habits and whereabouts of drums, to take us in a

sail-boat to the proper place for fishing, and to fix

a day when we would reach said place at the time

when the tide was exactly right. He was also to

provide proper tackle and the right kind of bait.

The day before we started, I was passing the

fish-market, when my old friend called to me.
' Hello !

" said he. " Given up drum-fishing? "

" Oh, no !
" I said, and then I told him of the

arrangements I had made.
" That 's right," said he. " There 's nuthin like

doin' things the right way. I know'd a boy once

who always did everything the right way, and your

tellin' me what you 're goin' to do made me think

of him. He was a smart feller, and no mistake.

He could swim, and row, and run, and sail a boat,

and do everything else that ever I see him do, bet-

ter than any other boy in these parts, and better,

too, than most men. He staid down here pretty

nigh all winter, two years ago. I had my sail-boat

then, and one day I took him and his uncle out

sailin'. The old gentleman and this boy was a-sit-

tin' talkin' and payin' no attention to me as I was

a-sailin' the boat, and directly I heard the old gen-

tleman say somethin' that kinder surprised me.

Says he, ' Yes, you 're a-gittin' along first-rate,

but there 's one thing I wish you was.' ' What 's

that?' says the boy. ' I wish you was more of a

gentleman.' Well, that jest made me prick up my
ears, and as to the boy, he turned as'rcd as a b'iled

crab. I always thought he was gentleman-like

enough, and I reckon he thought so himself. I

don't remember what he said, but his uncle, he

went on and says to him, ' What I mean is this :

You kin do most things better than any of your

friends, and I 'm glad of that; but the trouble with

you is, that you keep a-doin' them things all the

time, and a-makin' the other boys feel how much
smarter you are than them. You don't never let

'em forget it. I 've been a-noticin' this for some
time, and I wanted to speak to you about it. Now,
a gentleman don't do that way. When it 's neces-

sary for him to do a thing first-rate he does it,

but at the same time he don't try to make other

people feel that they could n't have done it. Some-
times, when another feller can do somethin' well

enough, though p'rhaps not as well as he could

himself, he holds back, and gives the other feller a

chance. But you never do that. You always

step to the front whether there 's any need of your

doin' it or not, and that 's where you miss bein' as

much of a gentleman as I 'd like you to be.' I

don't remember what the boy said to all this, be-

cause it was n't worth remembering as much as

what the old gentleman said, and I don't fill my
basket with skip-jacks when I kin get better fish.

But I agreed with the old uncle. And I 've know'd

a lot of boys, and men too, who might 'a' been a

good sight better off if they had been there and

heard that lectur'."

" That 's very true," said I ;
" but, by the way,

did you ever keep school ?
"

" No ; what made you ask that."

" You seem to have known so many boys."
" Well," said he, "1 have known a good many

of them, but I generally went to school to them.

I 've learned a lot of things from boys,—more than

I have time to tell you now. And among the

things I 've learned is not to neglect my reg'lar

business to go out with gentlemen who want to see

if they can't try to ketch a drum."

The day for our expedition arrived, and we
started out early. The sun was bright, the wind

was fresh and invigorating, and we had a splendid

time. We sailed about nine miles down the Matan-

zas River, anchoring several times at some excel-

lent places for drum. We fished and sailed all day,

and enjoyed ourselves greatly. I don't think I ever

spent a more pleasant day on the water. But we
did n't get so much as a bite.

There were plenty of smaller fish who, no doubt,

would have been very willing indeed to bite, but

we had our hearts fixed on nobler game, and we
kept our big drum-hooks out all the time.

I asked the captain what was the matter this time.

He could say nothing about the tide, nor the bait,

nor the tackle, so he considered the matter a min-

ute, and then remarked that the wind was too

strong. You could n't catch drum in such a wind.

We ought to have gone last Thursday. That was

a beautiful day for drum.

But as it was of no use, at that time, to think

of last Thursday, we set sail and went home. I

hurried up to the house, for I did not care to

meet any one on the way. But it was of no use. I

had to pass the fish-market, and there he stood.

" Did you git wet? " he inquired, kindly.

"Oh, no!" said I. " not at all."

" It blowed so this afternoon that I thought

you 'd 'a' been pretty well splashed with the spray,"

he said, as I passed on. His silence in regard to

the main subject was more cutting than anything

he could have said. He evidently considered the

drum question settled, so far as I was concerned.

I felt a good deal disheartened myself. I was

not at all sure that it paid to go ' a drumming."

However, in a day or two, I hired a row-boat and

a long-legged negro boy, and, with four crabs and

a drum-line that I borrowed, I set off down the

river for an afternoon's fishing on my own account.
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We anchored a mile or so below the town, and I

prepared my tackle and went to fishing. The boy
had a small line, with which he angled for whiting,

bass, sharks, or anything that might come along.

As for me, I sat for an hour and only got one

bite. That was not a very hard one. It was a

long, easy pull at my line, and when I gave a jerk

and hauled in a little I found I had hooked it into

something at the bottom. I did not immediately

pull on the line, for I did not wish to break my
hook, but, in a minute, the line gave a tremendous
pull on me. It jerked me forward, and rapidly

slipped between my fingers.

Then I knew that I had a drum ! F'or a minute

he fairly ran away with the line. I could not stop

him. The line was a long one, and he ran out

nearly the whole of it. I tugged at him bravely,

but it was like holding a runaway mule. I gave

the line a turn around a row-lock, for it was cutting

my fingers, and then he began to come toward me,

and I had to haul in rapidly to keep the line from

getting slack. As soon as it was ' tight again I

hauled on it, and tried to draw him slowly in.

When my long-legged negro boy saw that I had
hooked a drum he was wild with excitement. He
left his line and came tumbling over the seats to me.

" Gim me hold, sir! Gim me hold ! I'll haul

him in ! " he cried. But I would not trust my
drum to him ; I let him hold the line for a minute

or two, while I blew on my sore fingers.

" Laws ee, boss !
" he exclaimed. " He pull like

a steamboat ! He '11 hab dis yer anchor up, yit."

I took the line again, and gradually drew my
fish toward the boat. Once he came up to the top,

and flashed his tail and back in the air. He was

as big as a boy !

How the darkey shouted when he saw him, and
how he nearly fell overboard as the fish made a

dash toward the bow of the boat, right over his

line, I can't stop to tell now. I made him pull in

his line, and I still struggled with my prize.

Once the drum dashed around to the stern and

fouled the line on the rudder. Then I thought I

should lose him, but long-legs stumbled aft and

got the line clear.

I played the fish for nearly a quarter of an hour,

or it might be better to say, I worked at him, and

it was no easy job. At last my drum began to tire,

and I pulled him close to the boat. Now came a

critical moment. It would not be easy to get him
on board. Some fishermen have a " gafif," or

strong iron hook on a short handle, which they

slip under the gills of a big fish like this, and soi

draw him in; but I had nothing of the kind.

So I pulled him close to the side of the boat, not

caring now for my smarting fingers, and told the

boy to come and get down in the bottom of the

boat, in front of me. Then I drew the head of the

fish out of water, he flapping and splashing like a

good fellow, and telling the boy to slip his hand
under the gills on his side, I took a hold on the

other side. Our weight, all one side, careened the

boat over, so that we did not have far to lift, and
then, as I gave the word, we both pulled together,

and the great drum slipped beautifully into the boat.

The boy sprang on him, heedless of his flaps and
his fins, and took the hook out of his mouth, and
there he lay in the bottom of the boat, a magnifi-

cent prize.

I had caught a drum !

We did not fish any more. We pulled up the

anchor, and the long-legged boy rowed back to the

town as if he were working for a wager.

When we reached the wharf and landed the fish,

my boy got a wheelbarrow and took him over to a

provision store near by and had him weighed. He
weighed forty-three pounds and a half. He was

not one of the very largest drums, but he was big

enough for me.

As I walked behind the boy, while he wheeled the

fish to the house where I lived, I looked about for

my friend, the old fisherman. I was now very

much afraid that I would not meet him. How-
ever, everybody in this old town is out-of-doors in

the evening, and I soon saw him standing at a

corner. When I reached him we stopped.

''Hello!'' said he, looking at my fish. "You
did ketch a drum, at last, eh ?"

" Yes," I replied, "1 certainly caught one."
" Well," he said, " I know'd you was n't one of

the lucky kind."

"Not iucky ! " I exclaimed. "Don't you call

that a good drum ?"

"Yes," he answered, "that 's a good enough

fish, but you 're not lucky, for all that. If you 'd

'a' been lucky, you 'd 'a' caught him the first time,

or the second, anyway. You had to work hard for

your fish, and that ain't luck. But I don't know
but what it 's just as good in the long run. I

knowed a boy once "

" Excuse me," said I. " I must go home, now.

It 's getting late. Some other time I '11 come and

hear about your boy."
" All right," said he, " I '11 have him ready."



JINGLES. 745

JINGLES.

Kittens.

A BLACK-NOSED kitten will slumber all the day ;

A white-nosed kitten is ever glad to play
;

A yellow-nosed kitten will answer to your call

;

And a gray-nosed kitten I would n't have at all !

A Stir among the Daisies.

Pretty Lill of Littleton sauntered through the grass

;

The very birds and butterflies stopped to see her pass
;

All the daisies nodded to the maiden coming by,

And leaned across the pathway left behind her.

''Art hurt?" they asked each other. Each gayly laughed, "Not 1!

We bowed too low ; but really we don't mind her.

To see so fair a maiden pass has really quite unstrung us
;

But we '11 straighten up, and ready be when next she comes among us.'

OUR MASTER.

(Drawn by Addie Ledyard.)
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HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XXXV.

AN ADVENTURE IN A STRANGE CITY.

For the first time in his life Jacob rode on a

railroad train. The swift motion, the novel scenes,

and the feeling that he was rapidly nearing the

goal of his hopes, filled him with happiness. Then
appeared the cloud of smoke hanging over the city,

visible miles away ; then the beautiful suburbs,

shady and verdant slopes, villa-crowned heights ;

then the city itself, rising on its terraces above the

river ; the Kentucky shore opposite, the puffing

steamboats between, plying up and down, and the

marvelous suspension bridge a hundred feet above

them, uniting State with State, hanging like some
exquisite fairy-work from its tall towers, high in air,

yet bearing vehicles and speeding trains upon its

delicate, firm fabric.

This Jacob saw as he was wandering along Front

street, bag in hand, looking for Uncle Higglestone's

place of business. Another thing he noticed, which

reminded him of Sam Longshore,—the row of

stupendous posts along the top of the lofty, sloping

river bank, or "levee,"—posts so huge and high,

and oddly placed right in front of the row of ware-

houses, that he would never have guessed what

they were there for if Sam had not told him. It

was hard for him even then to believe that the

river, flowing tranquilly at a level some fifty feet

below, had ever swelled to such a height that

steamboats had been made fast to those posts on

the verge of the sweeping flood.

These and other interesting objects—the throngs

of pedestrians, the drays and carts and wagons,

the steamboats discharging or taking on freights,

the floating wharves made to rise and fall with the

stream, the smoke that filled the air from countless

factories and kitchen fires burning bituminous coal

— inspired the green country lad with wonder and

exultation ; and his enjoyment would have been

complete, but for the certainty of night coming on,

and the uncertainty of a welcome from his uncle.

He had not much trouble in finding the hard-

ware store of Higglestone & West; and with an

anxious and fearful heart he turned into the door.

With bag in hand, in his short vest and pepper-

and-salt trousers, he looked like some rustic cus-

tomer who had come for a rat-trap or a jack-knife.

He approached a clerk, who leaned on the counter

and waited to receive his order.

Jacob's heart was in his throat.

'

" What will you have ? " asked the clerk.

" Mr. Higglestone," said Jacob.
" Mr. Higglestone ? " the clerk repeated, with a

smile. " I 'm afraid you can't have him."
" Is n't he in ?

"

" He is not in. He has n't been here for a

month. He is sick."

This was bad news. But Jacob grew calm and: r

firm in face of it, and said: "Where can I find

him ?
"

" At his house, I suppose ;
" and the clerk named

[ ;

street and number.

"Thank you, sir." And the black bag and
pepper-and-salt trousers disappeared.

To find his uncle's house Jacob had to go up L

into the city. It was literally up, the town rising

gradually for a mile back from the river to the base '

T.

of still mightier hills beyond. He observed that

the streets were regularly laid out—that those run-j

ning parallel with the river, after Front, Second I

and Pearl, were numbered, —Fourth, Fifth, and so lj

on,— while the cross-streets had names ; so that ,
:

.

:

finding his way was not difficult.

He had passed the pleasantest part of the town

leaving many fine residences and splendid retail L

stores behind him, and the sunset was fast deepen

ing into twilight, when on the door of a gloomy
looking house he discovered his uncle's number and

name, and rang the bell.

For a long while he got no response. He rang

again, and was beginning to think the house wa
deserted, when an old negro woman, with a rea

handkerchief around her head, came shuffling tc

the door, and opened it carefully a little way.
" Mr. Higglestone is at home," she said, ir)|f,j-

answer to Jacob's question, " but he 's sick, and he

can't see nobody."
" May be he will see me. Will you tell him hi

nephew is here, and would like to speak witt

him ?
"

The old negress threw out her chin and showec t

all the front teeth she had with a grimace, whict

was by no means encouraging to Jacob, and prob

ably was not meant to be. She went off, and onc<

more he had a long while to wait, a prey to sicken

ing thoughts. At length the loosely shod fee

were heard shuffling along the stairs again, and tht .

red-turbaned head and wrinkled, old, black face

re-appeared at the half-opened door.

" He says he haint got no nephew he wants tt

see, but if you likes, you can come ag'in in th(

!.
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no'nin'. Jes pos'ble you '11 have a chance to speak

;o him ; but I aint sho."

" He wont see me now ?
"

" No ; he wont sec you to-night, nohow."

Jacob was staggered. After a pause, he said :

" What time shall I call ?

"

" I don't say you shall call at all," the old negress

eplied. " But if you chuse, you can come any

.ime after nine o'clock."

The door was closed, and Jacob turned and

valked down the steps.

He remembered that it was Saturday night

;

ihe next day was Sunday ; what he was to do with

himself meanwhile he had not the least idea.

He might have asked the old woman to let him

;ome in and stop overnight ; but there was that

ibiding self-respect in him which would not let him

>eg, even at his uncle's door.

If he had had a little more experience of life,

le would probably have sought out the nearest

f:heap boarding-house and applied for lodgings, at

line risk of being required to make payment in

advance. Any grocer could probably have told

>iim where such a house was to be found. But

tacob had no thought of asking for anything which

le could not pay for on demand.

The close of the week was not a time to seek for

f'/ork. The open fields, the stacks of hay or grain,

there free lodgings might be had, were far away.
r£ven if he had known that a bunk for the night

ould be obtained at the police stations by almost

my vagabond, I do not suppose he would have

>een greatly cheered or comforted. ,

" If I could only find an empty cask to crawl

nto !
" thought he, as he wandered aimlessly

bout ; " or any old shed !

"

> But somehow casks and sheds were put to other
'• ses, or looked too uninviting.
1 At last the thought occurred to him that there

light be a chance for him to creep under the end
1 f the suspension-bridge, and he started off in quest

H it, though without much hope of securing the

'ished-for accommodations.
1 It was now evening, but the streets were lighted,

'-,nd he was sauntering along, gazing into the bril-

ant shop-windows, like the verdant youth he was,

Mien somebody coming up to him from behind

'ouched him on the shoulder.

Turning quickly, he saw a young woman with a

'road, bright, foreign-looking face, smiling at him.

She pointed back up the street, and said some-

ting in German, of which his ear caught only the

'ords, " Kontmen sie."

" Come and see what ? " said Jacob.
" Yes!" she replied, smiling again, but under-

:anding him no better than he understood her.

She appeared to have been running after him.

for he noticed that she was out of breath. She had

a clear, honest, pleasant face, and he could not

suspect her of any guile. There seemed but one

conclusion for him to come to concerning her

:

she must have mistaken him for some other person.

He told her so.

" Yes," she said, nodding and laughing, still

apparently not understanding a word. And again

she pointed invitingly back the way he had come.

Jacob reflected : "I may as well go that way as

any—I '11 see what will come of it
;

" and making

signs of assent he followed her.

She led him back a block or two, then into a

cross-street of modest residences, at the door of

one of which she stopped, and with another nod

and smile beckoned him up the steps.

Still Jacob followed her, wondering more and

more, and asking himself how the matter would end.

The door opened at her touch, and she led him
into the charming entry of an elegant house, where

the gas was burning with a soft and agreeable light.

Now, when I use the words charming and ele-

gant, I am describing things as they looked to

Jacob. If he had ever been in one of the really

superb residences of which the city can boast, this

into which he was now ushered by his mysterious

guide would no doubt have appeared to him but

the neat and tasteful abode it was.

But to his inexperienced eye the soft carpets, the

darkly rich wall-paper, the winding staircase, the

furniture and pictures of a room into which an open

door gave him a glimpse, the harmonious, subdued

tone of everything,—all this, compared with the

interior of the finest house he had ever seen,

appeared luxurious and magnificent.

The woman motioned him to hang his hat on

the carved black-walnut hat-tree, and he wonder-

ingly obeyed.
" Please tell me what all this means ! " he asked,

in a sort of perplexed and troubled delight.

" Yes !
" she replied, with the same air of com-

prehending not a word ; and, still nodding and

laughing, beckoned him to follow her up the stairs.

Jacob suddenly remembered stories he had heard

of travelers being enticed into mysterious houses

and robbed. An alarming suspicion flitted across

his mind, but he reflected that a poor country lad

like him was n't worth robbing. He hardly hesi-

tated a moment. Firmly resolved to see the end

of the curious adventure, he followed the woman
up the stairs.

She showed him into a pretty little chamber,

—

which appeared ample and magnificent enough to

him as she turned up the gas,—and gave him a

sign that he was to make himself at home there.

As he stood staring about him in astonishment,

she quietly took his bag from his hand and set it
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on the floor beside the bureau. Then she showed

him the marble-topped wash-stand, and turned on

the water for him. Then pointing the forefinger

of her right hand at her open mouth, she raised

her eyebrows interrogatively,-nodded and laughed

again, and said :
" Yes ?

"

Jacob understood her to ask if he would like

something to eat. He smiled and nodded in reply,

and she hastened from the room.

After he had washed and brushed off the dust of

travel and the soot of the city smoke,—which, fall-

ing like a fine black snow, adheres to skin and

clothing,—combed his hair and arranged his soiled

collar and cravat, she came again, once more made
the sign of eating, and pointing the way down-

stairs, repeated, "Yes?"
Accompanying her again, he was ushered into a

neat little supper-room—large and gorgeous to

him—and motioned to take his seat at the table,

where what seemed a beautiful banquet awaited

him. She poured a cup of rich chocolate for him,

and with the usual nod and smile indicated that he

was to help himself to everything he saw.

" This is for all the world like the Arabian

Nights !" he said to himself; and like the hero of

one of those wonderful tales, he felt like pinching

himself to see if he were really awake.

Chapter XXXVI.

NOT FAIRY-LAND EXACTLY.

AFTER he had partaken of the banquet,—which,

to be quite frank about it, consisted mainly of cold

tongue, bread and butter,—Jacob was invited by

signs and smiles to enter the room of which he had

had glimpses in passing through the hall. Left

alone there, he gazed about him, seeking some

clew to this pleasant but most perplexing riddle.

As if moved by a sort of inspiration, he took

up a photograph album from one of the tables.

Almost the first picture he turned to gave him a

start of astonishment, and called up a rush of

memories both pleasant and painful. He doubted,

held the book nearer his eyes and the light, and

was bending over it, still wondering, when the orig-

inal of the picture entered the room, and came up

behind him with a quick step and light laugh.

"How do you do, Jacob, my boy?" she said

with the same delightfully arch and gay expression

which he remembered so well.

The name was trembling on his lips as he looked

at the picture. Now he uttered it aloud.

" Florie ! Florence Fairlake !

"

And hurriedly putting down the book, he took

the hand which she so frankly held out to him.

Mrs. Fairlake came into the room immediately

after her daughter, and gave him a no less cordial

welcome. They made him sit down, and seated)

themselves
. near him, regarding him with interest

and curiosity, and embarrassing him with questions.

Where had he come from ? where had he been:

since that dreadful night when the steamboat left

him on the lonely shore of the Ohio ? and where
was he going when the German servant' overtook

him and brought him to the house ?

Jacob was still too much astonished to answer

these questions very coherently. He managed,
however, to let them know that he had seen hard

times, and passed through some pretty severe trials.

" But how does it happen that I am here?" he

asked, turning from one to the other with blushes

of surprise and pleasure. " I was feeling so home-
less and lonesome, and then, all at once, I was in

fairy-land ! I can't understand it ; and it seems

too good now to be true !

"

" I don't think there is much illusion about it

;

you are in anything but fairy-land !
" said Mrs.

Fairlake, with her peculiar drawl. " My husband

is a teacher in one of the high-schools, he gets a

modest living by instructing classes in algebra and

Latin, and this is his humble home. A poor

schoolmaster's family,—there can be nothing more
prosaic than that, I am sure ! But I don't wonder

you were surprised at the way in which you were

brought here. Florie will have to answer for that.

She never does anything like any other girl, you
know.

"

" It's all my fault, of course," laughed Florie;

" one of my funny freaks, as mamma says. I

thought I was managing with a great deal of

—

what 's the big word ?—sagacity, till she told me I

showed an utter lack of common sense. That is

no new thing for me, you remember. My sense is

uncommon. You '11 say so when I tell you just

how it was."
" I 'm sure I shall," said Jacob.

" I discovered you," she said. " I was just going

out of our street when I spied you loitering along

with your bag, looking into all the shop-windows,

and staring at everything but me."
" Why did n't you speak to me ?

"

" That 's what mamma says is so strange. You
were a little way off, and as you did n't recognize

me,—though I thought you looked right at me
once,— I was afraid you might be some other foolish

boy."
" Florie, be still !

" remonstrated her mother.
" I remember her way of making fun and speak-

ing truth, and I don't mind it," said Jacob, blush-

ing and laughing. " I am certainly one foolish

boy, whether there 's another in the world or not."

" I don 't believe there are many foolish in just

your way," said Florie. " If you had n't been

foolish.—in your way,—you would have let me



>8 7 7-

1

HIS OWN MASTER. 749

drown, instead of risking your life to get me out

of the water. How near wc came to going down

together ! Do you ever think of it ?
"

Jacob confessed that he had thought of it once

or twice.

" But," said he, " if it had n't been for some of

my foolishness, you would n't have been in the

water at all. 'T was I that rowed the boat on the

cable. That has been my trouble."

you did n't look as if you had any place to go to,

and mamma would want to see you. Then 1

-remembered that mamma was n't at home. I don't

believe I was so silly as to think about any impro-

priety in my snatching up a young gentleman in

the street and carrying him home with me when
she was away ; but, really, I can't tell now what I

did think, except that it seemed to me I must go

at once and fetch her, and send Else to overtake

JACOB MEETS AN OLD FRIEND.

" Nobody ever thought of blaming you except

• your own foolish self," said Florie. "But wasn't
it a wet time ! And poor Mr. Pinkey !

"

" I '11 tell you something about him after you 've

finished your story," said Jacob.

"Oh yes! Well, I suppose I was a good deal

excited when I saw you this evening. You turned

your face to look into the next shop-window, and
then I knew you for certain. I was going to run

right up to speak to you, but—mamma says I

never reflect, but I did reflect then— I thought if I

spoke to you I must take you home with me, for

you and bring you here to meet us. So I ran back
to the house—it was only a few doors around the

corner —gave her my orders, and then went to find

mamma. We had only just returned, when I came
in and found you looking at my picture."

" I don't see but that you acted with a good

deal of what you call sagacity after all," said Jacob.
" But it was the funniest thing !—your German
woman and I could n't understand each other

except by signs, and I was completely puzzled.

You should have seen us nod and gesture and
grin !

"
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" What did you think?" cried Florie, with one

of her merry peals of laughter.

" Think ? " replied Jacob. " I did n't know but

she was leading me into some trap, where ruffians

would suddenly rush upon me and cut me up into

mince-meat ! Though, when I looked at her

honest face, I could n't believe that."

" To keep Florie in practice with her German,

we have a German servant," said Mrs. Fairlake.

" We are so accustomed to speaking with Else in

her own language, that we sometimes forget that

other people may not understand her."

" Yes," said Florie; "and I never thought about

the funny predicament you would be in till mamma
mentioned it. The idea of your not know-

ing who had sent for you, or where you were,

until you saw my picture in the album ! It

is so droll !

"

When the mystery had been thus ex-

plained, Jacob told of his recent meeting

with Mr. Pinkey in jail, and related other

adventures he had had, all of which amused
and interested Florie and her mother ex-

ceedingly.

" Delightful Mr. Pinkey !
" said Mrs. Fair-

lake, with quiet irony in her pleasant drawl

;

" I am rejoiced to know that those darling

ringlets did n't perish in a watery grave ; it

would have been quite too bad after all the

pains he had taken with them. It is sad

enough to think of him wasting his sweet-

ness on the desert air of a jail. But don't

you regard it as a mercy, Jacob, that you

are separated from him ? You might have

gone to cultivating ringlets if you had re-

mained subject to his charms, and they

never would have become you as they do

Mr. Pinkey."
" Oh, Mrs. Fairlake," said Jacob, under-

standing the deeper meaning of her words,

" I am so glad that I got free from his influ-

ence as soon as I did. I know now how bad it

was for me. How many times I have thought of

what you and Florie said of him, when I would n't

believe you—when I was almost angry because you

did n't admire him ! Now I know how true was

every word that you said."

While they were talking, Mr. Fairlake came in.

" Some people call him professor," his wife

remarked, introducing him to Jacob. " But since

the title has been adopted and adorned by such

men as our accomplished friend Mr. Pinkey, we
feel that he is altogether unworthy to bear it."

Mr. Fairlake greeted their guest very heartily,

and took no pains to conceal the fact that he had

heard a good deal about him from his wife and

daughter.

He was interested to hear an account of the cap-

sizing of the boat and of Florie's rescue from Jacob's

own lips, which the boy gave with such true feeling,

relieved by touches of humor, and with such genu-

ine modesty, that they were moved and entertained

by the story, and charmed with the story-teller.

Then Mr. Fairlake wished t'o know more of

Jacob's history, and led him on to the very im-

portant consideration of his immediate future.

" I find I have come on a sort of tom-fool's

errand," said Jacob ;
" and I 've made up my mind

that, whatever happens, I '11 never again hunt up a

relative for any good he may do me. But now I 'm

here I mean to find something to do, to earn my

•

\

JACOB CALLS ON UNCLE HIGGLESTONE.

living, if I can. I don't care much what I begin

with ; almost any kind of honest work will do."

"I like that," said Mr. Fairlake. "We will

look about next week, and see what can be done

for you. Meanwhile, you are welcome to a home
with us. But you had better go and see your

uncle, and ask his advice, if nothing else. He is

well known as a successful man of business, and a

person of fitful benevolence, though of an uncertain

temper. While he will refuse a beggar a crust,

and perhaps complain of his own poverty, he will

draw his check the same day for some charitable

purpose, or public object, which he takes a notion

to aid. You 'd better visit him,—treat him with

the respect due from a young nephew to an old

uncle, but keep your independence."

5
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So they talked until bed-time, when Jacob took

1 leave of these new and delightful friends, and

retired to his chamber. He was for a long time

too excited and happy to sleep. But by degrees

his brain grew quiet, and, from dwelling upon his

wonderful fortunes, as he lay awake, he lived them

over again all night in pleasant dreams.

Chapter XXXVII.

JACOB VISITS HIS UNCLE.

Next morning, Jacob once more mounted the

steps of his uncle's house, and gave the bell-handle

a pull,—not timidly and anxiously, as on the even-

ing before, but with a confident and cheerful heart.

' Mrs. Fairlake had managed to fit him out with

some clean linen. He carried no bag. His coun-

tenance showed modest independence. His attitude

was erect. Thanks to his friends, the Fairlakes, he

had not come to ask favors of Uncle Higglcstone

;

ind he was prepared for the worst reception.

The old negress with the shuffling shoes and red-

turbancd head once more opened the door a little

way, and then a few inches farther, on seeing who
the comer was.

" You can jes step into de pahlah an' wait," said

she. " He '11 see ye right sune, I reckon."

She left him in a small, plainly furnished room,

the very atmosphere of which made Jacob feel

lomesick and wish himself away. Truly no beau-

tiful and loving souls inhabited there ; no gracious

jresence made those bare walls a home. Soon the

)ld woman re-appeared.
" You can go up," she said to Jacob. " It 's de

Ifront room ; walk right in." And Jacob went up.

In the front room he found a worn and faded

carpet, a tumbled bed, a mantel-piece crowded with

nedicine-vials, a table on which were the remains

l)f a solitary breakfast, two or three cane-seated

:hairs, and one large arm-chair, in which a sharp-

eatured old man sat propped with pillows. From
she sharp features shot sharp glances out of a pair

)f sunken gray eyes, then came a sharp voice :

" My nephew, are you ?
"

" I believe so; that is what Aunt Myra said."

) " You 're the boy she brought up, hey ? And
low she 's dead, you come to me ! Did n't she

;.eave you anything ? Could n't you manage to live

sfehere you were ?
"

" I could have managed to live there, I suppose."
" Then why did n't you ? What are you here

;br? It's all I can do to take care of myself.

; 3oys are such fools! There 's a vast deal more
00m in the country than there is in the city ; but

hey must crowd to the city, crowd to the city,

vhere there 's nothing under the sun for 'em to do."

Though burning with indignation, Jacob curbed

it, and answered calmly :
" I 'vc heard that you were

once a poor boy in the country, and that you went

to the city to find something to do, and found it."

" That 's different ! " snarled the sick man.
" Yes," said Jacob. " You were more fortunate

than I
;
you had no uncle there to discourage you !

"

" What do you mean by that ?
"

" I mean that if you,—when you were a poor

boy trying to get a living,— if you met a relative

who shut you out of his house one night and talked

to you the next morning as you have been talking

to me, why, I pity you, that 's all."

This cutting speech told on Uncle Higglestone,

and he began to look closely and without prejudice

at the fine, firm, manly lad before him.
" What would you have me do ?" he demanded.
" Give me a kind word and a little advice," re-

plied Jacob. " That 's all I have come to you for."

" Have n't you come to me for a home and to get

my money ?
"

" I don't want a cent of your money, sir; and I

have a home which suits me very well for the pres-

ent." And Jacob was turning to go.

" Come here !
" suddenly exclaimed Uncle Hig-

glestone. " Let me look at you !

"

With a sarcastic smile, Jacob stepped up to the

chair and stood in the full light of the window.
" Nephew or not," said Uncle Higglestone, with

a changed look and tone, " I 've seen you before."

" I know that," replied Jacob. " I knew it the

minute I came into the room."
" Why did n't you tell me ?

"

" I did n't think it was necessary ; I 've no claims

to make on account of old acquaintance."

The boy spoke proudly and bitterly.

" No ; you 're a chip of the old block,"—and
the sick man's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. " I

like your spirit. I was just like you, at your age."

Jacob could not help thinking, " I hope I shall

not be just like you when I am a man of your

age,"—but he held his peace.

" You went off that night before I had a chance

even to thank you," the old man continued. " I

liked that in you, too. I 'd have done just so when
I was a boy. I asked no odds of anybody. But I

wished I had seen you. I wanted you to travel with

me. With your care and attention, I might be a

comparatively well man now. As it is, I came
home sick, and I 've been sick ever since."

Jacob remembered how glad he would have been

to travel with this man and take care of him,

thereby gaining an honest livelihood ; but now the

very thought of such slavery made his heart sick.

" Call my old woman ; she '11 give you a room,"

Uncle Higglestone continued, keeping his keen
eyes on Jacob with the greatest interest. " You
shall live with me, and work right into my busi-
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ness ; I want just such a lad as you to take my
place. Where 's the bag you had last night ? My
old woman said you brought one."

Jacob hesitated before deciding what to say, and
then answered

:

"I had my bag—when I called here; but I

have left it at Mr. Fairlake's house, where I am
stopping."

" Fairlake ! I know him; a very fine man.
I 'm glad you 've got such a friend. But you

must n't stop there, nor anywhere else except in

your old uncle's house,"—and Uncle Higglestone

ended with a softened gleam in his eyes and a

tremor in his voice.

" I thought my old uncle did n't want me,"

replied Jacob.
" Ah, that was before I knew !

"

" But I am the same nephew now I was ten

minutes ago. I told you then I had n't come to

stop with you."
" That 's like me, too," said the old man.

" Proud and resentful,—and I can't blame you.

But I carried my pride and resentment too far. I

know it now. I was too independent. Be careful,

nephew, and don't be too much like me in that

respect, or you may find your surly spirit leading

you—as it has led me—to a lonely old age. Don't

say yet that you wont take up with my offer ; for if

you say it, I know you'll stick to it—that was my
way. Think of it, will you ?

"

" I '11 think of it, and consult my friends," Jacob

promised; although the prospect of making his

home in that house became, the more he considered

it, the more intolerable to him.

The old man then had questions to ask about

his late sister, of whom he was inclined to speak

harshly, on account of their quarrel twenty years

stoutly, and

I did n't know

good

the i

deal alike

you

before. But Jacob stood up for he
said all the good he could of her.

"She used to abuse me to you, didn't she?"
said Uncle Higglestone.

" I hardly know what you would call it," replied

Jacob, with a smile ;

" but she used to talk about

you very much as you do about her."

" And you believed her ?
"

" It is n't very strange if I did

you then !

"

"And what do you think now ?

" I think she and you were a

in some things
;
perhaps that is

could n't agree any better." .

Jacob expected nothing else than that this frank-

ness would raise his uncle's anger ; but the old

man evidently liked him all the better for it.

Then the conversation turned upon his journey.

Jacob concealed nothing. The invalid listened

eagerly, and rubbed his thin hands and chuckled

with delight over the amusing parts of his nephew's

adventures. He was particularly pleased when
told of the meeting with Alphonse in jail.

"A slippery fellow—I know him! He once

came to me for a subscription to some swindling

scheme of his. An introduction from him would n't

have gained you much credit with me ! I hope
he'll get punished to the extent of the law."

" I don't," said Jacob. " For I don't think he

means to be a scamp.

"

" Nobody ever does," said the old man. "Rogues
are the best-meaning people in the world. They'd
have everything their own way, if they could, with-

out hurting anybody, but they can't, so they are

—

just rogues, and society must look out for 'em.

But stand up for your friends ; I like it !

"

And Uncle Higglestone rubbed his hands again.

a

{To be continued.)

PETER'S RABBIT-HUNT.

By Paul Fort.

Peter KOORIKOF was a funny old fellow who
lived in a village in Russia. He did not know
very much about anything but his business, which

was that of a farm-hand, and the people in the

village said he did not know much about that.

But Peter had an idea that he was not only the

best farmer in the part of the country where he

lived, but that he understood a great many things

On

a,
about fishing, hunting, gardening and other mat-

ters, which were entirely above the comprehension

,

, '
.

,

v
vfetei

or ordinary people.

The villagers, and the men and women on the

farm where Peter worked, were kind to him because

he was a good-natured, obliging fellow, always;

willing to do a good turn for a friend, but they

could not help laughing at him when they sawj

«p.

it

Si:

ata
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/hat a curious way he had, sometimes, of doing a

pod turn.

But Peter knew what he was about, he said, and

«rhaps, some day, the people in the village would

ee that he was not the man they took him for.

deep on the lower floors, so that the people had to

live altogether in the little rooms in the upper part

of their houses.

The farm-house fared better, for it stood on high

ground, some distance from the river ; but 'the

PETER DRAWS IN THE FLOATING LOG.

One summer there was a long series of heavy

lains, and the river which ran by the village where

f'eter lived was greatly swollen. So much so,

ndeed, that the water ran up into the fields, and

'ven into the woods that lay a little back from the

iver. All the houses in the village which were

iear the river-bank were entirely surrounded by
"vater, which in some cases was two or three feet

Vol. IV.—49.

water
_ ^f^t

came ' irn:

up very "a

—

~~

close to it,

where it had never been before, and the whole

country presented a very curious appearance, with

the river spreading itself out so far and wide, and

flowing swiftlv on, over fields and roads and
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fences, and even in and out among the trees of the

forest.

After the rains had ceased, the freshet still con-

tinued, for all the little streams, swelled up above

their banks, and loaded with the waters from the

hills, came pouring into the river.

But everybody knew that the waters would fall

before many days, and so they tried to get along

as well as they could meantime.

One day—it was one of the first days after the

rains—Peter came rushing into the farm-house,

where most of the people were just about to sit

down to their dinner, and cried out

:

" I say ! Look here ! Who's got a boat-hook ?
"

" A what ? " said one of the men.
" A boat-hook," replied Peter. " Come, don't

keep me. I'm in a hurry. I have something to

do while you are eating your dinner. I saw a

boat-hook here yesterday ; where is it now ?
"

"What are you going to do, Peter?" asked a

woman.
" Now, look here, good folks ! " said Peter.

" There is a time for all things,—a time for joking,

and a time not to joke. I am going rabbit-hunting

in a hurry, and I want a boat-hook."

"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed half-a-dozen people.

" That's good ! Hunting rabbits with a boat-hook !

Ha ! ha ! Are you going to hook them by the

ears ?

"

" That's my affair," said Peter, " I'll attend to

my business. Now, will anybody tell me where I

shall find a boat-hook ?
"

"Oh! don't make such a disturbance, Peter,"

said one of the older men. "I expect the boat-

hook is down in the boat. Go down and look for it."

" I never thought of that," said Peter, and away
he went.

The farm-hands had another good laugh at him,

as he hurried away, and then they went in to their

dinner.

Peter had a grand scheme on hand. As he

happened to be down by the river near the woods,

that morning, he saw a sight which puzzled him a

great deal. On logs and branches of trees which

w-ere floating down with the current, he saw a great

many rabbits, who seemed to be going off together

on a grand boating excursion.

" Hello !
" said he to himself. " What can those

rabbits be about ?
"

When he had considered the matter a short

time, however, he saw through the mystery. The
water, in spreading through the woods, had flooded

these rabbits out of their homes, and had cut off

their retreat to dry land. So there had been

nothing left for them to do but to get on such pieces

of wood as they might be able to reach, and float

along with the stream.

"They're in a bad way," thought Peter, "fo
they don't like water, and they '11 stick on thosi

logs till they starve to death rather than try tc

swim ashore. And it 's a dreadful pity to see sc

many fine rabbits wasted."

But just then the idea came into his head thai

perhaps they need not be wasted. Suppose hi:

were to get a boat and go out and catch them all I

They could not get away from him. Splendid

!

He would do it. With a boat-hook he could draw
the logs and branches up to his boat, and pick up
every one of the long-eared little chaps. Even if

they jumped into the water they could not get

away from him, for he could row faster than the)

could swim. These rabbits were now some dis

tance above the farm-house. If he ran and got ;

boat and oars, and particularly a boat-hook, he
could row out and head them off before they got

very far down the river.

So away he went, as we have seen, to the farm-

house.

When he reached the boat, which was tied to a
tree near the end of the high point on which the

farm-house stood, he found the boat-hook and the

oars in it, for some of the men had been out

during the morning, picking up drift-wood. Look
ing out over the river, he saw that the floating

rabbits had passed the farm-house, and, losing no
time in pushing off, he rowed vigorously after

them.

In about ten minutes he was among them, and,

laying down his oars, he took up his boat-hook and
began to pull in the branches with their odd little

passengers. To Peter's surprise the rabbits did

not attempt to jump into the water. Some of

them ran from one end of a log to the other, when
he attempted to put his hands on them, but many
of them crouched down and allowed him to take

them up, and some even jumped into the boat of

their own accord.

They seemed to know that anything in the way
of a big affair like a boat would be better than the

insecure branches on which they were perched. So

Peter had very little trouble in catching every

rabbit that he could see on the river, for they were

all quite near together, and he did not have to row
about very much after he had reached the first of

them.

When they were all in the boat he sat down and

took up the oars, while the rabbits huddled them-

selves up together in the stern. They kept very

quiet, and had a half»frightened appearance, as if

they were not quite certain that they were free

from danger, although they were very glad indeed

to get off those floating logs and branches.

As Peter rowed toward the farm-house he could

not help feeling very much pleased.

M
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" What a splendid lot of rabbits !
" he said to

limself. " I don't believe anybody ever caught so

nany fine rabbits at once, all alive. Nobody in

his country, I am certain, nor in any part of the

vorld, so far as I have heard. I wonder what the

arm folks will have to say now. The laugh will be

he other way. I knew I should some day show

hem that I was not the man they took me for."

As he approached the shore he saw a number of

he farm people, who, having finished their dinner,

lad come down to the river to see what Peter was

;oing to do with his boat-hook.

They were astounded when they saw him and

lis boat-load of rabbits, and shouted to him,

asking how he had caught them. Peter rested on

lis oars a short distance from shore and explained

ihe whole affair. He was delighted to have such

in opportunity of making a speech about himself.

"What are you going to do with them all,

3eter?" called out one of the women. " You will

;ive us each one or two, won't you ?

"

"No, indeed," said Peter. "I can't afford to

;ive my rabbits away. I am going to be a rabbit-

nerchant. I intend to build a pen, and keep them
here until they are right fat. And then they will

>e worth a good deal of money. But if any of you

Vould like to buy a few rabbits now, I will sell

hem to you."
" All right," said one of the people. "Let us

fjet a better look at them, and perhaps some of us

nay buy a few, and take care of them ourselves."

So Peter turned his boat around and rowed to

he shore.

"Stop, Peter !" cried several of the men. "Don't
ome too close !

" But Peter did not hear this warn-

ing in time. In a moment the bow of his boat

struck the shore a short distance below where the

farm-people were standing.

And then a strange thing happened. The
rabbits had been huddled up very quietly in the

stern of the boat, not appearing to be disturbed in

the least by the loud talking, or by the noise and

motion of the oars, so that Peter was delighted to

see how tame and easily managed they were.

But the instant the boat touched the land a

change came over them. They twitched their

ears, sprang to their feet, and then, with one

accord, they made a wild rush for the shore

!

Over the seats and over the oars, over Peter's

feet and legs, and over the sides and bow of the

boat, they went. Peter had the oars in his hands,

but dropping them as soon as his surprise would

let him, he grabbed at the flying legs and tails, but

never a one he caught.

In a minute every rabbit had gone ! The peo-

ple on shore hurried toward the boat, but they

were up on a. high bank, and before they could get

down the rabbits were out of their reach, and all

rushing at the top of their speed for a patch of

woods and thicket near by.

Then the people laughed and shouted at Peter

more than they had ever done before.

But Peter did not say a word. He just stood and

looked after the rabbits, until the last of their little

tails had disappeared in the thicket, and then he

tied the boat to a tree and walked away, paying no

attention to the remarks and laughter of the

people. When he reached the farm-house he

stopped a moment at the door, and said to him-

self: " Peter, you are not the man I took you for."

SCHOOL- LUNCHEONS.
(A Letter from the Little Schoolmaam.)

. WELL, my boys and girls, Summer is making
eady to go, and soon Autumn's ruddy brown face

rail come peeping at us through the boughs ; so it

eems quite time that we had our talk about school-

ancheons. Are you sorry to have the autumn
'ome? I hope not. I am glad, though she does

ring slates and lesson-books under her arm.

:Iolidays are nice, and fun and frolic very nice;

>ut when holiday has lasted long enough, and we
lave rested and played to our heart's content, then

' tudy and work in their turn become delightful, and
/e ask nothing better than to take them up again.

That is the way I feel ; and if every little school-

ma'am in the land can say the same, I am pretty

sure that all the scholars will welcome the new term

with bright faces and ready minds.

First, I must thank you for your letters. I can't

begin to count how many there were of them.

They came from east and west, and north and south,

pile after pile and day after day, till the postman
was at his wit's end, and felt that, if this sort of

thing was going on, he must be furnished with a

wheelbarrow instead of a bag. I imagine that

when he went home at night he told his children
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about them, and said he should really like to know

what had set all the world writing to St. NICHOLAS

at one and the same time. We, who are in the

secret, know that there was nothing wonderful about

the matter, and that, so far as letters were con-

cerned, the more the merrier. Now. thanks to you,

there is one little schoolma'am who feels as if she

had gone to school and dined out of a basket in

every corner of the Union. Very good dinners

many of them were, too, substantial and whole-

some and well chosen. One thing, however, I was

sorry for—which is, that almost all of you say that

you like pies, and only about half of you mention

liking meat.

Pics are popular, I know ; but they form a bad

diet for children to study on, especially mince-pies,

which I notice almost all of you select as your

favorite. The lard and butter and heavy sweetness

of them have the inevitable effect to make little

brains sluggish and dull. Sums wont add up and

States wont " bound ;
" heads ache and eyes droop,

and that "horrid" geography gets the blame, or

the "old arithmetic," instead of the real culprit,

pie ! Do notice how you feel after eating pie, and

I think you will agree with me about this.

I wish, too, that more of you fancied brown

bread—Graham or rye. It is very sound and

wholesome, and has a great deal more nourishment

in it than white bread, and this is an important

point for you who have to grow as well as to live.

On the other hand, I am glad to see that almost all

of you enjoy fresh fruit. That is nature's own food,

and if ripe and perfect, it is good for every one.

Now for the letters. I can't print them all, you

know, for if I did, St. NICHOLAS would be letters

and nothing else for a year to come. But here are

a few

:

Providence, R. I.

Dear Little Schoolma'am : You ask me to tell you what we
carry to school for lunch.

I generally take a slice of brown or white bread and butter and a

slice of very plain cake. In fruit season I take apples, pears and

peaches, and very rarely, a hard-boiled egg.

I often wish for the nice things the other girls have, such as cream-

cakes, fruit-cake, cocoa-nut balls and candy. I suppose mother

knows best, but they are nice.—Truly yours,

Stella F. Pabodie.

Stella is a wise little girl with her "suppose,"

and I am quite sure that mother does " know

best." I wish though that she could insert a little

slice of meat between the slices of bread. A day of

study requires more substantial food than bread

and butter and cake, and Stella would be stronger

at the year's end for having it.

Brooklyn.

Dear Schoolma'am : I am very much interested in the subject of

school-luncheons. I am ten years old and live in Brooklyn, but not

in walking distance from my school, so I am obliged to carry my
lunch every day. I generally take cold meat sandwiches, or a hard-

boiled egg, a piece of cake, and an orange or a nice juicy apple.

But my favorite lunch is potted tongue sandwich, an orange, and a

piece of mince-pie. Mamma does not approve of mince-pie, so I do

not have it often. A little girl that goes to my school once bad for her

lunch an orange, a lemon, a cream-puff, and a great big green pickle,

le of the largest I ever saw. The girl has gone to California ndwKni
for her health.

I wish I knew of something else that was nice to take for lunch.

get so tired of the sime things. I hope the Little Schoolma'am will gei

a great many letters and some new ideas about goodies for lunch. A
baked custard is very nice, especially if it is baked in a pretty citp.

It is the happiest day of the month when papa brings home my St.

Nicholas, and I am one of its devoted readers.

Madgie S. Clark.

Hz

j

I have emphasized a line in Madgie's letter,

because it suggests an idea which mammas don't *;

always think of, and that is, the importance of

making a child's school-dinner look attractive.

There is something very dampening to the appe

tite in the aspect of thick bread and butter rolled in
1 6

a bit of coarse brown paper, with a cookie or two

sticking to the parcel, and an apple covered with

crumbs at bottom of the pail ! Such a luncheon

often will prevent a delicate child from eating at all

A little care spent in preparation—in cutting the

bread trimly and neatly, packing the cake in white M
paper, and the whole in a fresh napkin, in choos

ing a pretty basket to take the place of the tin-pail
|J—is not pains thrown away. Some children arej.:

1

born fastidious, and with a distaste for food. They
require to be tempted to eat at all—tempted, not

by unwholesome goodies, but by taking trouble to

make simple things dainty and attractive to them

We have heard a grown woman, whose fastidious-

ness had survived her childhood, describe with a

shudder the effect which her dinner-basket at

school had upon her. The very sight of it took

away all appetite, and she \vent through the after-

noon faint and fasting rather than meddle with its

contents. By all means bake the custard in a

" pretty cup," and do what is possible to give the

luncheon an appetizing appearance to the little

people who depend upon it for the working force

of their long school-day.

Here are three letters with a recipe in each. But

we will give Madgie others farther on.

\

i:

I

z.

Dear Little Schoolma'am: I generally take some bread
butter and meat for my lunch, with an apple; but I get tired of that,

and mamma wont let me take any cake at all, and that is what I

should like best. When I take cold mutton, I generally chop it fine

and put pepper and salt on it, and then put it on my bread. It is

very nice that way.—Yours lovingly, Susie.

Elpaso, Sedgwick County, Kansas.
Dear Little Schoolma'am : As you wish all the children who

read the St. Nicholas to write what they take to school for their

luncheon, I will write what I take for mine. It is simple bread and

butter, a piece of cheese, an apple, and occasionally a slice of bread-

cake, which mother makes in this way:
A coffee-cup of light sponge as it is prepared for bread, a tea-cup

of sugar, a cup of sour milk, half a cup butter, half a cup English cur-

rants, three cups flour, a tea-spoonful of soda : flavor with cinnamon,
cloves and nutmeg, if preferred. Bake in a slow oven about an

hour.—From your little friend, Eva W. Preston.

Dear Schoolma'am : I am a big chicken to write to you about

school-luncheons. In fact I am the mother of two little chicks ofmy
own, too small to write or to go to school. If my children went to

school, I would have them come home to dinner, if possible. If not,

I would give them plain bread and butter, or broiled beef sandwiches,

with a moderately boiled egg or two apiece, any fruit in season,

Graham bread or Graham gems. If pie was to be taken, I would
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lever let them have a piece of mince, or one where lard or butter is

ised in the crust. A good, cheap, digestible pie-crust can be made
/ith mealy mashed potatoes, flour and cream, and a pinch of salt.

to child will refuse to eat such a crust. A Big Chicken.

Here is a sensible suggestion from that Friendly

:ity in which all of us who went to the Centennial

exhibition learned to take an interest. Try it,

i)oys and girls, and see how it works.

Philadelphia.

Dear Little Schoolma'am : I usually take fur lunch apples,

iread and butter, biscuits or oranges, and "other fruits in season."
iometimes, but not often, cake. Candy, never. Papa does not
How us to buy candy. 1 do not expect to see my letter in print, but
ilease tell the girls and boys that experience has taught me that it is

lot 3t all dreadful to go without candy, and you relish your meals so

iiuch better. I wish some of the readers of St. Nicholas would try

joing without candy a few weeks, and see if they do not feel better.

-Yours truly, M. A. Lippincott.

The next two letters show that sometimes chil-

dren do follow sensible suggestions, which is pleas-

lint hearing for a little schoolma'am.

Newark, N. J.
Dear Little Schoolma'am: As you told me that mince-pie was

lot good for school girls and boys to take to school for lunch, I

nought I would write and tell you how much I appreciate your
-idvice. For the last three weeks I had been taking mince-pie to

i.chool almost every day, and 1 could n't think why there were so
1

nany blotches on my face, but now I know, and I thank you very
Inuch for your advice.

I stopped taking it a few days ago. Yesterday I took some
'graham bread and butter, some cold mutton and a banana.

I suppose you would say bananas are almost as bad as mince-pie,
mt I don't take them very often.—Your friend,

Minnie F. Byington.

Ithaca, N. Y.
; Dear Little Schoolma'am : I would like to tell you what I

ake to school for my lunch.

I almost always take some bread and butter (or biscuit), some cold
^neat or dried beef, a small piece of mince-pie, a piece of plain cake,
ind once in a great while one small pickle.

Once when there was n't anything in the house but bread and but-
:er, I persuaded mamma to let me get a couple of maccaroons and a
:ream-puff, but I shall not do it again, for that day I had a dreadful

j,ieadache.—I remain your faithful reader, Laura Lyon.

I think you will all laugh over this tragical his-

tory of a pickle :

Brookline, Mass.
Dear Little Schoolma'am: I generally take for luncheon some

crackers, or some gingerbread and cheese, with a little cake some-
ames ; but once I took some molasses candy which we had had a
»ood time pulling the night before.

1 One time a girl took some pickles to school for luncheon in a little

an pail, and the teacher made her put it away in a closet, and it is

ihere now, I guess!—Your loving, M. C. Chester.

What do you think of this luncheon ?

Dear St. Nicholas: I eat taffy, apple
.iuts.—Your little friend,

oranges, caramels, pea-
Pl£RRY

Or this ?

Toledo.
Dear Little Schoolma'am : I saw your article entitled "School-

Luncheons "in darling St. Nicholas, and as you asked the boys
ind girls to answer and tell what they oftenest take to school for their
uncheons, I thought I would tell you what I take. I take Graham
oread and butter, and sometimes white bread and butter, but I like
Graham the best. I take a good many different kinds of sauce, jam,
jelly, apple-butter; beefsteak, roast-beef, pickled pi^'s feet, and dried
oeef. I sometimes take apple and sometimes mince pie, cookies,
gingerbread and snaps, jelly-cake, fruit-cake, and pound-cake.
As to fruit, I take oranges, apples, peaches, pears, grapes and

;trawberries, according to the season.

:
I am twelve years old and attend the Orange District School. Mr.

Jrane is our teacher, and he is a splendid one.—Yours,
Nettie Gray W .

Or this ?

New Hampton.
Little Schoolma'am : I am a little girl eleven years old. My

papa takes the St. Nicholas for me, and we all like' it very much.

I saw a piece in it this month about luncheons at school, and so

I will tell you what I generally take. I take cake,—chocolate is

my favorite kind,—canned fruit, apples, and very often oranges.
My mamma often scolds me for not taking bread and butter, but I

must say I can't eat it at school. If you know of anything better,

please let me know.—From your little friend,

Clara M. Arnout.

Perhaps some of you will be puzzled to under-

stand why such luncheons as these last three are

improper or insufficient, and I must not feel sur-

prised if you are so. Many grown people go
through their lives in complete ignorance of the

qualities and objects of food, and of its effect on

the growth and health of the human body. They
fancy if things have an agreeable taste, that is

enough ; but a pleasant taste, though desirable, is

not enough ; for so soon as food has made its way
down the throat, its flavor becomes a matter of

little consequence. A host of tiny forces wait at

the bottom of the passage down which luncheons

and dinners go, whose office is to receive what we
eat, work it over, distribute and make it of use to

our bodies. There they stand at the foot of the

long staircase,—these small servants,—and when
a mouthful of bread or of beef descends, they

pounce upon it, divide it, and carry it off to where
it is needed. Some of it goes to the bones, some
to the brain or to the nerves. This is turned to

muscle,—that to fat; the little servants under-

stand their work, and so long as we treat them
well, there is no danger that they will waste or

misapply anything intrusted to them.

But how few of us always treat them well ! We
grow careless or hurried, and forget all about the

good little servants. We pay no attention to their

calls, let them stand waiting for the food till

they are faint and discouraged, and then of a sud-

den we fling a heavy meal down on their hands.

Or we do just the other thing, and keep them busy

all the time without any rest at all, till they are

worn out. Then the little servants grow confused

and angry, and run blindly about, putting things

in wrong places ; or they sulk, and refuse to work,

—and then we don't feel well, and "can't imagine"
what is the reason ; or we fall ill, and have a bad
time of it till they choose to make up the quarrel

and forgive us.

I am afraid that girl did not "feel well," of

whom "P. Marsh" writes, and whose luncheon

consisted of six pickles, six pieces of bread and
butter, and a bottle of strong tea ! And what do

you suppose these little servants thought of these

other girls who take to school "cake, pie (usually

mince), turnovers, tarts, plum-cake, cheese, sticky

bits of half-done molasses candy, gum-drops,

French chocolate, and hot, greasy dough-nuts ?
"

Out of this list, only the cakes, pie, and cheese have

any proper nourishment in them, you observe,

and that of a rich, indigestible sort, which the
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little servants will worry over and not know quite

what to do with. The rest is sheer refuse ; they

will cast it aside contemptuously, and it will be in

the way of their work just so long as it lies there.

Or if, in despair, they try to use it, it is sure to do

harm. Every part of the girl cries out at having

such stuff administered to it. Her head aches,

her eyes ache, her skin feels feverish, her whole

system is loaded and oppressed. She goes home
at night with the fatal basket empty in her hands,

and feels that the day has been a bad one, and

that life generally is hard. Her spirits are low,

—

spirits always are low after such a meal,—nobody

seems kind,—nothing pleasant. Very likely she

ends with a nightmare. And all this discomfort

to pay for the brief pleasure of twenty minutes'

gormandizing ! Is it worth while ? I don't be-

lieve any of you will say that it is.

There is another letter which I must quote,

because it contains a suggestion :

New York.
Dear Little Schoolma'am : Seeing in your last St. Nicholas

that you want all the boys and girls to tell you what they take for their

lunch, I will tell vou that I take prcsei-ves ! Perhaps you will think

that a very queer lunch, but the girls have what they call a
"spread." Every one brings something. One will bring sand-
wiches, another cake, another fruit, and so on. Then we spread
them all out on a table, and each one helps herself to whatever she
likes. I always bring preserves, because mamma's preserves are

Very highly recommended by all the girls.

With much love to Jack and St. Nicholas,—and please keep
lots for yourself,— I am yours truly,

Roberta C. Whitmore.

You see this is a sort of co-operative luncheon,

and for some of you I should think it might prove

a good idea. Suppose, for instance, that six girls

agreed to arrange their lunch on this principle,

—

one carrying bread nicely sliced and buttered, one

some cold chicken, one a few hard-boiled eggs,

with a paper of salt, one a square of fresh ginger-

bread ; another a jar of stewed fruit, with a spoon

and some milk-biscuit, and the last a supply of

apples or oranges. Vou see what a substantial

and varied luncheon they would have, and yet

each mamma would have less trouble than in pro-

viding a little of several things for her special

child to carry. It might be worth while for some
painstaking mothers to try this plan. And if any

one makes the experiment, and finds it a good one,

be sure to write a line to Jack and let us know.

Here is one more letter, and I think you will

agree with me that it shows a sad state of affairs in

a city which is so sensible in other matters that it

ought to be wiser in this :

Philadelphia.

Dear Jack : Will you tell the Schoolma'am that I am very glad

she has taken up the subject of luncheons, and ask if she wont write so

plainly about them that teachers as well as scholars shall know what
to do ? The other day, I visited our new normal school at recess-

lime, when the children belonging to the "model classes" were taking

their lunch. On one side of the lunch-hall was a long counter-table,

and any one who chrse could buy from it. What do you think was
on the table ? Cake ! Cake in every form and of every flavor, and
nothing but cake ! Cake for one cent—two—three : crullers, dough-

nuts, ginger-cakes, seed-cakes, molasses-cake ; but not a sandwich,
or an egg, or a single cup of milk, or soup—only cake, and cake only

'

And this for the normal school of the second city in the Union !

The Father of Two School-Girls.

And now I am going to give a few recipes.

They are no better than the things which many
of you are in the habit of taking to school, but

they will serve to make a variety upon them, and

that is desirable, for little people, and big ones,

too, get tired of even the nicest food, if they are

forced to eat the same every day.

Veal Pigeons.

Spread a thin veal cutlet with a stuffing of

bread-crumbs moistened with a little gravy or

cream, and seasoned lightly with salt, pepper, and
a pinch of summer-savory. Roll the cutlet up, tie

it with fine cord, and bake till done, basting thor-

oughly. When it is cold, remove the cord and
cut into slices. It is a nice savory relish with

bread and butter.

Galantine of Veal or Chicken.

Take an old fowl, or a knuckle of veal, cover

with cold water, and boil slowly all day till the

meat is almost dissolved. Strain off the liquor,

and season with salt and pepper. Shred the bits

of meat fine, or chop them in a chopping-bowl,

put them into a shallow mold or pan, pour on the

liquor, and set in a cold place for the night. In

the morning the surface will be found covered
with fat, which must be carefully removed, un-
derneath which will be a firm meat jelly, slices of

which laid on bread are extremely nice for

luncheon.
Veal Loaf.

To a pint of cold veal finely minced add a pint

of bread-crumbs, two eggs well beaten, a wine-

glassful of milk, a very little salt pork chopped
fine, salt, pepper, and a pinch of thyme. Bake
in a buttered dish, and when cold turn out upon
a plate, and serve in slices. Cold beef or mutton
may be used.

Potted Shad.

Scale three or four moderately sized shad, re-

move heads and tails, and cut each crosswise into

four pieces. Chop four small onions, and sprinkle

a layer on the bottom of a stone jar. Then put

in a layer of fish, add a few whole peppers, a little

salt, cloves, allspice, and a small quantity of onion;

then another layer of fish, and so on till the pot is

full. Arrange the roe on top, spice highly, and
fill the jar with strong vinegar. Cover with folds

of thick paper under the lid, and bake twelve

hours. The vinegar will completely dissolve the

bones of the shad. This is rather a spicy com-
pound for school-children, but a little of it as a

relish now and then will be found nice.

Wholesome Salad.

Take equal quantities of cold beef, mutton, or

veal, cold boiled potatoes, and a larger portion of

fresh green lettuce, all cut fine. Stir a half tea-
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cupful of vinegar gradually into a table-spoonful of

olive-oil or cream, add a little salt and sugar, and

pour over the salad, mixing well with a fork. A
bowl or jar of this, with plenty of bread-and-butter,

ought to be liked by the pickle-fanciers among you.

A Plain Rice Pudding.

A coffee-cupful of boiled rice, a quart of milk,
:(a half tea-cup of raisins, a half tea-cup of sugar, a

table-spoonful of butter. Stew the rice gently into

the milk for two hours ; add the sugar, raisins, and

butter, and bake for an hour, stirring once to mix

the butter in. This pudding is very nice eaten

cold for luncheon.

Graham Puffs.

A pint of Graham flour, not sifted ; a pint of

imilk. Mix lightly with a spoon for a few min-

;utes, then pour the batter into iron-clad pans

'made hot, into each of which a bit of butter has

ijust been dropped. Bake in a quick oven for

twenty minutes.

This is the purest and most wholesome prep-

aration of Graham flour which exists, and I think

most of you will like it very much. The puffs are

'as good cold as hot.

Corn Dodgers.

A pint of sifted meal, stirred smoothly in a quart

of milk. Add one egg, beaten lightly, a table-
'• spoonful of sugar, and a very small bit of butter.

Bake in iron-clad pans, precisely after the rule

given for Graham puffs, and when cold split and
'spread with butter or powdered sugar.

Some of you would perhaps enjoy rusk as a

change from bread and biscuit, so I give a recipe

from Marion Harland's excellent manual of cook-

ery, "Breakfast, Luncheon, and Tea":

Rusks.

One quart of milk ; half cup of yeast ; flour

enough to make a thick batter. Set a "sponge"
with these ingredients. When it is very light, add
one cup butter rubbed to a cream, with two cups
of powdered sugar, three eggs well beaten. Flour
enough to make a stiff dough. Knead briskly,

and set to rise for four hours. Then make into

rolls, and let them stand an hour longer, or till

light and "puffy," before baking. Glaze, just

before drawing them from the oven, with a little

cream and sugar.

Moonshines.

A quart of flour, a table-spoonful of butter, a tea-

spoonful of salt, a small tumbler of ice-water. Mix
the water with the other ingredients with a knife

on a molding-board, as for paste ; beat with the

rolling-pin till perfectly smooth and flexible, and
roll out as thin as a wafer. Cut into circles of the

size of a saucer with a pastry jigger, and criss-cross

the top of each circle with the same. Bake on flat

tins. This makes a sort of light, crisp cracker, as

delicate as possible, and would be a nice con-

tribution for some one to carry to a co-operative

luncheon.

Now, to show you that little schoolma'ams can

be indulgent sometimes, I will here add a recipe

for a very simple (but good) cake, which I used

to like (and to make, too) when I was a little girl.

Molasses Cake.

One tea-cup of molasses, one tea-cup of brown
sugar, one tea-cup of milk, four tea-cups of flour,

two eggs, a spoonful of ginger, and half tea-spoon-

ful of'soda.

Here are some suggestions which hardly amount
to the dignity of recipes—in fact, are too simple to

require a regular rule, but which some of you may
like to try for school luncheons :

Quinces, baked in the oven till thoroughly soft,

and sprinkled thickly with fine sugar.

Apples, prepared in the same way.

Apple-turnovers, made with the potato paste

described in the letter from " A Big Chicken," and
spread with nicely seasoned stewed apple.

Cheese, grated fine, and sprinkled on bread and
butter. The cheese must be dry and old.

Grated ham, also with bread and butter.

Dried peaches, stewed and sweetened.

And— I put this in at the special request of a

little girl—cold, baked Carolina sweet-potatoes, cut

in very thin slices, and eaten with salt. These, she

says, taste exactly like chestnuts, and she is sure

all the St. Nicholas children will like them.

I will wind up with a list, putting into it not only

these recipes and suggestions of my own, but also

all the good, wholesome things mentioned in your
different letters. It will be convenient for you to

refer to them in the form of a list; and though
each one of you will find articles of food mentioned
which are familiar, each one has the chance of

lighting on something new, which may come into

play for the hungry noons just ahead.

Beginning with solids, we have sandwiches of cold sliced meat,

potted meat, grated ham, and grated cheese : chopped mutton, salted

and peppered ; sliced sausages.

Beef-tea, galantine of veal or chicken, veal-loaf, potted shad, veal

pigeons, salad— of meat, potato and lettuce,— cold chicken, cold

corned beef, and hard-boiled eggs,

Graham bread, Graham puffs, pilot bread and good fresh crackers

with old cheese, corn bread, corn dodgers, cold buttered muffins, milk

biscuit, rolls and butter, pop-overs, oatmeal cakes, oatmeal crackers,

moonshines and rusks.

Roasted quinces with sugar, roasted apples, apple-turnovers with

potato crust, roasted sweet-potatoes, cold and sliced, molasses cake,

cold rice pudding, dried peaches stewed, apple sauce, ginger snaps,

plain cookies, bread-cake, baked custard, apple butter.

Fruit of all kinds, if fresh and ripe.

Now, dears, if any of these recipes turn out to

your taste, or if anything I have said proves use-

ful, or helps you to an idea, nobody will be so

glad as your affectionate

Little Schoolma'am.
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ONE! TWO! THREE!

One ! two ! three !

Mamma, see

—

Kisses sweet for you !

Here 's a kiss,

There 's a kiss,

Here 's another, too !

Three ! four ! five !

In the hive

There are lots of bees.

When they fly

They go high.

Way up in the trees.

Four ! five ! six !

Little chicks,

—

Dear me ! how they rush !

See them eat,

With their feet

Standing in the mush !

Five ! six ! eieht

!

o
Through the gate

Come the cows at night
;

Brindle, Bess,

Fan and Jess

—

Can't I count them ri^ht?

Six ! eight ! ten !

P. lg, strong men
Rake up all the hay.

There 's a load

Down the road,

Coming here to-day.
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One ! two ! three !

Mamma, see

—

Kisses sweet for you

Love you best

—

More 'n the rest-

Yes, indeed, I do !

GOOD FRIENDS.

I know a dog whose name is Jack. He is a bull-dog, and he looks very

cross, but he is really very kind.

One day Jack went out for a walk with his Master, and they saw two

logs fighting. Jack ran off to them very fast, and his Master was afraid Jack

vould fight too. But the good dog pushed himself between the others and

stopped their fighting. The two dogs then went away, looking very sorry.

A.nd Jack came back wagging his tail, as if proud of being a peace-maker.

Most dogs do not like cats, but Jack has a dear friend, a cat named

Zieoree Washington. George had four little brothers and sisters, but three

of them never came out of their first bath, and the other one was given

iway. The old rmother-cat died when George was three months old, and

then Jack and George grew very fond of each other. A big dog once flew

it the little kitten, but Jack chased it away, and George seemed to know that

fack had saved his life. Jack and George Washington sleep together, and

;at off the same dish. When Jack is asleep, George Washington will come

ind begin to lick his head, and Jack seems to like it. When Jack comes in

from a walk George runs to meet him, and purrs, and rubs over him, and

•eally kisses him, they are so glad to see each other. Jack does not like

)ther cats, and still chases them, but to George Washington he is always

and and gentle.
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U JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT

" I thank you kindly, dear Jack," writes the
dear Little Schoolma'am when I notify her that I '11

gladly give the chicks any message she may wish
to send in regard to those school-luncheon letters

;

"but I shall need more space this time than you
can give me. I must ask the editor to allow me
several pages for my talk. The subject of school-
luncheons, you must know, is a very important
one. I only wish I could treat it better for the sake
of the thousands and thousands of little folk and
their mothers who read St. NICHOLAS. But I '11

do the best I can."
Do the best she can ? Ah ! I '11 warrant she will.

Bless her heart ! Why, I never knew another such
remarkable Little Schoolma'am as that since I 've

been a Jack-in-the-Pulpit ! There is n't anything
she would n't do for you, my pets. I do believe
she 'd try to eat up all the poor luncheons in the
country herself, if thereby she could help matters
any. But in that case there would no longer be
any Little Schoolma'am, and what would become
of us then, I 'd like to know ?

Jack can't bear to think of such a thing. So
we '11 talk about

FLOWER DOLLIES.

Already the children are writing to Jack about
flower-dollies, taking hints from the letter of Marion
and Winnie T. in St. Nicholas for June, 1876.

One little girl writes to Jack : "I find that those
beautiful colored leaves of the coleus, whenever
you can beg a leaf from the gardener, make splen-

did trailing skirts." Another writes: "Tell the
girls that a doll's skirt of grape-leaf can be beauti-

fully trimmed with strings of lilac blossoms, or ver-

bena, or any small blossom of that kind." A third

says she "made a big doll out of spruce-wood, with
a radish head, and put real lady's-slippers on its

feet, and dressed it up in a gown made of burdock
leaves, and it was really quite 'cute." Still another
little girl writes that, last summer, she " made the
loveliest dolls all out of day-lilies," only she "had
to use green sticks for arms." Even the head she
made "by gathering and tying up the white petals
of a lily and putting on a daisy for a hat." She
adds that five little girls and herself made a group
of these flower-dollies, and "stood them on the
piazza ready to surprise mamma when she came
home from her drive. And mamma said, 'the
effect was really quite lovely.' "

ELECTRIC CANDLES.

Well, well—what will the birds tell me next?
Here 's a little candle, throwing its beams through
the newspapers, all the way from England, and my
birds know of it ! They say there 's a new kind of
candle being tried in London. It is n't sperm, nor
wax, nor paraffine, and it has n't any cotton wick,
nor is it a tube supplied with kerosene or gas—
What in the world is it, then ?

That is just what Jack would like to find out.
The birds only hint these matters, you see; but
they tell me it is an electric candle of some sort,
and that the inventor's name is Jablochkoff. He 's

not an Englishman, I '11 warrant. Who knows any-
thing about this matter ?

•' IS THE CALLA A LILY ? "

Dear Little Schoolma'am : In looking over one of the back
numbers of St. Nicholas (March, 1875), I have found in the
'"Letter-Box" an inquiry which I would like to answer. It is

from Abby G. Shaw. She asks: "Is the calla a lily?" and says
she thinks it is not, giving as authority " Wood's Class-Book of
Botany, published in 1848." Now, I have studied botany a good
deal, and / think it is a lily. Will you please tell me what you think
about it? Mignonette.

If "Mignonette" will think how strange and
misleading are some of the "common" names
given to flowers within her own knowledge, she
will know at once that the fact of a plant being
called a "lily" is no proof that it is one. For in-

stance, we have all kinds of roses.—rock-rose,

guelder-rose, rose of Sharon, and others,—which
are not roses at all, and in no manner related to

the roses, except that they all are plants. Strictly,

nothing is a true rose unless it belongs to the

botanical genus Rosa. We must take the same
ground with the lilies. We have pond or water
lilies, lily of the valley, St. (runo's lily, and others,

including the lily of the Nile. But, according to

good authority, none of these are, in a botanical

sense, lilies; that is, none of them belong to the

genus Liliiim, for only to such plants does the term
" lily," without prefix or suffix, properly belong.

Every true lily has a remarkably regular and
symmetrical flower. It is six-parted,—three outer

parts and three inner parts,—both kinds so much
alike that we do not say of them "calyx" and
" corolla." It has six very prominent stamens and
one pistil, which has a three-celled ovary. Now,
nothing like this structure is found in the calla. It

has in the center a fleshy stalk crowded with imper-
fect flowers, those with anthers only being above,

and the others, with pistils only, below, and all very
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small, crowded, and indistinct. The showy por-

, tion which surrounds all these flowers is not a

flower at all, but only a white leaf, which, in our

]
Jack-in-the-Pulpit, is green, often with brown mark-
ings. Indeed, the calla and Jack are much more

;
closely related than are the lily and the calla, for

. these two are so remote cousins that the rela-

tionship " does n't count,"—unless one of them
should die very rich.

Little Schoolma'am.

grass shoes.

Some of the children in the red school-house

have been making bathing-shoes for themselves

out of grass, and it is astonishing what capital

'shoes they turn out.

In the first place, they cut a wide sole-pattern.

I of the size wanted, out of stout cloth (which

'forms a good lining to the shoe as soon as it is

covered) ; then they take a bundle of grass and
1 twist it tightly and evenly until it is of about the

thickness of a lady's finger. Next, with the aid

sole by over-and-over stitches, then catching the

succeeding rows of wisp firmly together, conform-
ing them as nearly as practicable to the shape of

the foot. When finished, it looks something like

a slipper. Then, all that remains to be done is

to add tapes by which it is to be tied about the
ankle.

Jack has n't given very explicit directions, be-

cause it is n't in his line to teach needlework

;

but the ingenuity of the boys and girls must make
up for his short-comings.

Certain it is that the girls and boys of the red

school-house have made these shoes, and have
made them strong, and soft to the feet.

"NOT IN" TO TROUBLE.

" The cheerful are usually the busy. When
Trouble knocks at your door, or rings the bell, he
will be apt to retire if you send him word you are
' engaged.' "

Who said this? He was a wise man, whoever
he was.

ONE OF JACK S PETS.

t of a big needle and very coarse thread, they sew
"l the twist of grass to the cloth, adapting it to the

shape of the pattern as best they can, and taking
i care to lengthen the twist, as they go on, by splicing

it with new spears of grass, so as to keep it of about
the same thickness. The twist is sewed in such a

way that the stitches will hold the grass firmly in

shape. When the sole has been covered, the chil-

dren take a fresh wisp and begin building up the
sides and toe, sewing the first row strongly to the

ONE OF JACK'S PETS.

Sweet Billy Buttercup ! Pretty little fay !

Riding on the blossoms in the breeze

;

Deep in the clover-bloom hiding him away,
Startled at the murmur of the trees.

Children ! have you seen him ? shy is he and
Sunny as the butterflies and bees,

—

Sweet Billy Buttercup ! Pretty little fay !

Riding on the blossoms in the breeze.

;
ay,
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POMPEII, THE RUINED CITY.

(Extracts from a Little Girl's Journal.)

We were in Naples, and it was a beautiful, summer-like day,—the
third of January-, 187-. We arose very early, took a hearty break-
fast, and started, in a four-seated carriage drawn by four horses, for

Pompeii, the ruined city which for eighteen hundred years lay buried
under the ashes of Vesuvius, that treacherous old mountain that is

continually keeping the Neapolitans in fear and trembling.
We enjoyed the ride from Naples very much, which was part of

the way along the sea-shore and along the mountain-side. We passed
through Portici and Kecini, and the gate which leads to the amphi-
theater of Herculaneum, which was lately discovered, comparative!v
speaking : and then we saw the palace " La Favorita," where we are
going to stop when we go up the mountain.
When we reached Pompeii, we all found it more interesting than

any of us had expected. We first went into the museum, where we
saw old jugs for water, and rusty locks and keys and bolts, etc., etc.

;

skeletons' heads and bones, and two or three specimens of the people
who had been found in the houses; and their position plainly shows
the torture and agony they must have suffered when the sconx over-
took them in their flight. There is one man who looks as though he
had been running when the scoriae reached him ; no one would know
that such an object had ever been a man, were it not for the form,

which was bent forward, with his hands up to his face. It must have

A VICTIM OF THE LAVA.

been an awful time; and then, it being so completely dark, with the

air full of ashes, many of them must have ran right into the lava with-

out knowing it.

The town is all in ruins; nothing is left but the walls and streets

to tell the tale of a once prosperous and thriving city. On many of

the richest houses can still be seen the frescoes that adorned the walls,

and the beautiful designs of the mosaic floors. One would think,

from the walls and floors and ceilings, and the few fountains that are

left, that the majority of the people must have lived in more elegance

and refinement than the rich people do who now live in Naples.

The fountains in the floors served for mirrors.

We went into one house in which was a little chamber barred off

from the rest, and in the corner was a pile of dirt, and in it was em-
bedded the skeleton of a man who is said to have been imprisoned

there when the calamity occurred; and, his hands and feet being

chained, the poor wretch could not get away. It made me feel real

sad when I heard the story, but still more so when I saw the skeleton

in reality.

We found it was four before we thought it two, and the guards tell-

ing us to go, as they cluse at four o'clock. Wc returned to the

carriage, and reached the hotel late at night, fully convinced that we
would again visit Pompeii. k. n.

BARRED IN.

I shall open my true story by telling you that, no matter how or

why, a cold December day not two years ago found me, a meek,
homesick little schonlma'am of sixteen summers beginning my career

in the Smithtown school-house. It was a small, yellow building,

with heavy, solid, unpainted shutters. On the inside a single seat

ran around the room next to the wall, with desks in front A rough,

movable bench to serve as recitation seat, a great box of a stove, a

leaky pail, and a battered tin-cup finished the furnishing.

In this room between forty and fifty boys and girls, ranging in age

from four years to twenty-one, were gathered. Even your patience,

my dear old saint, would fail should I tell you all the trials and tribu-
lations that my spirit was heir to in that school-room.
The school had been under my dominion a little over a month,

and it was the day before Christmas At noon that day I was seated
at my desk, tranquilly writing, and rejoicing that my " little flock

"

saw fit so leave me in quiet, and amuse themselves out-of-doors. I
looked up as one of the large boys stepped inside the door and took
down the key from a nail beside it. I knew what was coming then.
"Heinrich!" said I. But he was out of the door and it was closed
behind him. Quick as thought I was at the door and my pencil
filled the key-hole. Of course it was impossible for them to lock the
door: and it was equally impossible for me to open it while a dozen
strong hands held it on the other side. Through the door came the
question, in the voice of the boy who had taken the key :

"Will you give us a half-holiday, and five dollars for a treat ?
"

The five dollars I could not afford to give ; the half-holiday I would
willingly give, but I would not be compelled to do it; therefore I
maintained a dignified silence, and my position—which began to grow
a little monotonous.
At the end of twenty minutes it was something more. Then the

great shutters swung around, and I could hear the boys planting
rails firmly against them ; the result was, of course, total darkness.
Pen minutes more. By holding my watch close to a wee crack I
could see how time passed. Then I heard the rattling of a chain,
and the repetition of their demand for

' L

a treat and a holiday." They
had given up locking the door and were going to chain it It was

not a pleasant prospect—that of being locked up in darkness all a
long afternoon ; but, as I dramatically quoted to myself, " I could
not fly, I would not yield."

It was no longer of any use for me to guard the k^y-hole, for
the door was chained fast, so I devoted my energies to building a
fire, and soon had a bright blaze. I tried to read—the book was
not interesting. I tried to write—ideas were a minus quantity.
Surely it had been an hour since the door was chained. Fifteen
minutes ! My watch must have stopped ; but no ! it was jogging
on at its accustomed pace.

I repeated a good-sized volume of poetry that afternoon. I
demonstrated the "problem of the lights." I did anything and
everything possible to pass away the time, but it was the longest
afternoon I ever knew. Now and then I felt a little gleam of
vicious satisfaction when a voice outside repeated the demand,
and I could feel how aggravated the rebels were by my silence.

You wonder that some passer-by did not interfere in my behalf?
" Barring the teacher in " was a time-honored custom, and
teachers knowing this to be the case usually yielded, or at least

compromised, in a very short time. In any case, no one thought
of interfering.

I began to sympathize with prisoners who are doomed to soli-

tary confinement. I could hear the monotonous tick- tick -tick of

my watch in the stillness. Slowly, slowly, slowly the hands moved,
as if they were weighted. Half-past three. Once more the old ques-
tion at the donr ; then the chain rattled, the shutters and door were
flung open—and I was unbarred ! It seems that my rebellious sub-
jects had held a council of war, decided that my obstinacy was uncon-
querable, and so given up the siege.

I rang the bell, and in answer to the summons they slowly filed in,

some face? looking sheepish, some defiant, some only wondering.
When they were seated I said, as quietly as usual, "You are dis-

missed until next Monday morning."
As they marched out I heard one of the boys say to another,

"The ma'am's a 'cute un ; and she's got the grit, too, if she is

little." Live Saxon.

THE WOODPECKER.

Tap! tap! goes the woodpecker's busy bill,

Tap ! tap ! on the old oak-tree

—

He hunts small game
With his tongue of flame,

For a woodman bold is he!

"'Tis the early bird gets the worm," he cries,

As he springs from his nest at mom;
And his note so shrill,

The woodlands fill,

Like the hunter's bugle horn!

In their chambers dark,

'Neath the moldering bark,

The ant and the grub lie still

—

But he hurries them out

With a terrible shout,

And gobbles them up at will. r.
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Our crowded columns this month force us to deny our young

1 astronomers a pleasant surprise which Professor Proctor had pre-

pared for them—an article on the two planets Mars and Saturn. Put

it will probably console them to know that the paper will be given in

full in our November number; and, meanwhile, they shall be

afforded an exercise which Professor Proctor seems to have had in

mind already, for he states, in beginning his article: "I purposely

said nothing about these planet-visitors last month, that those who

try to learn the star-groups from my maps may have had a chance of

discovering the two planets for themselves." He adds that the two

will be plainly visible this fall, Mars shining with a bright, ruddy

Lglow, and Saturn with a dull, yellow light. Here's a fine chance,

'boys and girls, to "repeat famous discoveries made many, many

years ago." Keep a sharp look-out at the evening skies, and so be

ready for the planet-paper in our November number.

Oakland, Cal., 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas: Tom Grant, one of your contributors, hardly

believes that a snake could swallow a couple of birds and a toad.

I can tell of a still more wonderful occurrence. While my brother

and I were spending our summer vacation about ten miles from

Healdsburg, in Sonoma County, while hunting; my brother killed

a rattlesnake and cut it open. He found three young hares inside

of it.

My mother, while living at Pass Christian, in Mississippi, was

i
acquainted with Dr. Savage, a great naturalist. He had a couple of

snakes in a box, with a wire netting over it, so all their motions

could be watched. One was black, and the other striped green and
black.

One day Dr. Savage and several others—my mother among them
—were attracted by a commotion in the snakes' box ; there they saw

1 the two snakes in a furious battle. The black snake seemed to be

victor, for he was gradually swallowing the striped snake. Mother
said it was not very pleasant to see the striped one gradually disap-

pearing out of right. At last nothing could be seen. Dr. Savage
immediately killed it, for of course it could not live after such a hearty

i meal.
These two incidents, though rather wonderful, are both true.

Lucy Fisher.

The following letter comes to us, printed with a pencil, from a little

girl six years old :

Pinghampton, N. Y., 1877.

Dear St, Nicholas : I have a cat, and her name is Pussine.

She is Maltese, with white face, breast, and paws. Pussy rides in

'. my doll-carriage, and don't jump out. She climbs on the shelf out-
" side the door, and rattles the door-knob to be let in. Papa has taught

. her to jump through our arms and to stand up in the corner. My
) brother Eddie and I think she is a very wise cat, for she catches mice
also. Give my love to Miss Alcott; I wish that she would write

1 another story, for I like "Eight Cousins" best of all, though I like

" Pattikin's House" very much. I am more than six years old, and
\ Eddie is past four.—Your little friend, Annie Curtis Smith.

Portland, Me., July, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas : I am going on a two-years' tour around
the world with the Woodruff Expedition. It will start in October
next, and I am to be a cadet. Any boy sixteen or older can become
a cadet, and I should like very much to have a true-blue St.

Nicholas fellow to chum with.

Just think what a glorious trip it will be ! We are to travel in a
special steamboat, make side trips here and there, and visit Brazil,

Japan, Egypt, China, the Eastern Archipelago, Patagonia, Australia,

Hindustan, Italy, Turkey, England, Greece, France, Spain, Ger-
many, Formosa—and, perhaps, "wind up at the Scilly Islands," as
my oldest sister, Sue, says. I think she is a little put out, though,
because she cannot go along; but she might, for the expedition takes
ladies, only she is obliged to stay at home.
Think of the jolly times ahead ! Hunting, fishing, exploring,

making collections of scientific specimens, and, may be, having a
tussle or two with savages; learning history, geography, navigation
and the "ologies," right on the spot, instead of merely by " poring
over miserable books." Oh, it 's splendid !

Please tell Deacon Green. He is a traveler and will surely want to

fo;
and the Little Schoolma'am, perhaps she will want to go too.

t would be the best fun in the world, but what would the children of
the red school-house do ? It is for two whole years ! Father says,

"No, not two years, but two years and a day ; " and then he winks
at Sue. But he wont explain I believe there is a catch in it some-
where, onlv I don't see it.

Well, good-bye now, dear old St. Nicholas, and good luck to

you! Perhaps my next letter to you will be written in full view of

the smoking vents of Kina Baloo, or from the top of the Great
Pyramid, or the bottom of Dr. Schliemann's excavations at Mykena;

!

I remain, your constant friend, WALLIE Stephens.
P. S.—It is the expedition under James O. Woodruff" of Indian-

apolis that I mean.

A little girl in Alabama writes: We live in Eufaula; it is a pretty

place in the spring. My little brother had a large dog, but some one
shot him one night. I have a little twin brother and a white kitten.

I broke my mamma's wash-bowl this evening getting some water for

her. She will jump through your hands when you hold them up.

—

Your little friend, ) F.

We are not very fond of seeing gymnastic feats in hot weather,

dear J. F., but we shoidd like to see that wonderful mother who can
" jump through your hands when you hold them up !

"

Broussa, Asiatic Turkey, June 16, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas: I am a little boy 10 years old. This is

the first time I have written a letter to be printed. I am going to

tell you about the way they raise silk. The first thing the silk worms
do when they come out of the egg is to eat the mulberry leaves that

have been cut into bits for them. At first they do not eat much, but

after a week or so they are very ravenous. Eight days after they

are hatched they sleep eight days and thus having slept four times

at intervals of eight days and twelve days, after the last sleep they

commence spinning. In about eight days the spinning is finished.

Between that lime there are twelve days before they hatch again into

butterflies. To keep them from hatching they bake them in ovens

I am afraid that this letter is too long. Henry M. Richardson.

A correspondent sends us the following as an addition to the

" Little Miss Muffett " Series :

Von leedle poy Hans,
In de far German landts

Was eating his good sour-krout,

De donkey came up
For von leedle sup,

Said Hans, "You'd petter got out."

New Jersey.

Dear St. Nicholas : We just write to tell you we love you most
as much as if you were our brother. Will you please print this in the
" Letter-Box," because Bessie has never seen her name in print—
Your loving little readers, Minnie and Bessie Chester.

The following little account comes to us with this letter:

Chicago, III.

Dear St. Nicholas: The inclosed little story is the production
of a boy eight years old. Dr. Holland, in "Arthur Bonnicastle,"

called our attention to the "Gunnery," Washington, Conn., and, in

consequence, the writer of the article submitted made the acquaint-

ance of " Pug, the Gunnery Dog."—Yours truly,

F. A. Eastman.

Pug, the Gunnery Doc.

(A True Story )

Pug is the name of a small, white, fat dog. Fourteen years ago,

when a puppy, he was given to a little boy for a pet. They were
playmates for a few years, when the little boy died, leaving the poor,

unhappy dog in this world. Pug lives in a school with forty boys,

but no one can take the place of his lost friend. When anybody tries

to caress him, he endures it with patience for a few minutes ; but just

as you think he is beginning to like it, he suddenly will jump up and
growl, as much as to say, "Good people, you mean well, but it is of

no use." He makes one exception to this rule. If the father of his

late master speaks to him, he shows his pleasure by a wag of his

curly tail.

Sometimes he is given more than he can eat, and he goes off to his

favorite seat in a cushioned arm-chair, leaving some food on his plate.
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The family cat is glad enough to ta"kc up with Pug's leavings, and
she only looks to see if he is safely asleep before she begins. Pug

—

the sly old dog—sometimes shuts his eyes, and pretends not to see

what she is doing until she gets fairly at work, when up he jumps
with a bark and a growl which send poor kitty a-flying. For a min-

ute his face shows he enjoys the fun, and then he becomes as solemn
as ever. Barrett Eastman.

Somebody in St. Louis, signing himself "No Name," sends the

following riddle to St. Nicholas. The answers will give respectively

the names of fifty authors. As a number of other people have sent

this same riddle to St. Nicholas, having found the copies in various

papers and periodicals,—and in many cases sent it as an original

contribution,— it may be well to explain that it was written originally

by the "Little Schoolma'am " of this magazine, and first published

in Uncle Tim's department of Hearth and Home for Dec. 16, 1871.

The names of the fifty authors are given below, as many of the young

people may not have seen the riddle.

1. What a rough man once said to his son when he wished him to

eat his food properly. 2. Is a lion's house dug in the side of a hill

where there is no water? 3. A good many pilgrims and flatterers

have knelt low to kiss him. 4. Makes and mends for first-class cus-

tomers. 5. Represents the dwellings of civilized countries. 6. Is a
kind of linen. 7. Can be worn on the head. 8. A name that

means such fiery things, I can't describe their pains and stings.

9. Belongs to a monastery. 10. Not one of the four points of the com-
pass, but inclining toward one of them. 11. Is what an oyster heap is

apt to be. 12. Is any chain of hills containing a certain dark treasure.

13. Always youthful, you see; but, between you and me, he never
was much of a chicken 14. An American manufacturing town.

15. Hump-backed, but not deformed. 16. Is an internal pain.

17. The value of a word. 18. A seven-footer whose name begins with
fifty. 19. Brighter and smarter than the other one. 20. A worker
in the precious metals. 21. A very vital part of the body. 22. A
lady's garment. 23. Small talk and heavyweight. 24. A prefix and
a disease. 25. Comes from an unlearned pig. 26. A disagreeable

fellow to have on one's foot. 27. A sick place of worship. 28- A
mean dog 't is. 29. An official dreaded by the students of English
universities. 30. His middle name is suggestive of an Indian or a
Hottentot. 31. A manufactured metal. 32. A game, and a male of the

human species. 33. An answer to "Which is the greater poet, Wil-

liam Shakspeare or Martin F. Tupper ? ''
34. Meat! What are you

doing? 35. Is very fast indeed 36. A barrier built of an edible.

37. To agitate a weapon. 38. Red as an apple, black as the night,

a heavenly sign or a perfect fright. 39. A domestic worker. 40. A
slang exclamation. 41. Pack away closely, never scatter, and doing
so you '11 soon get at her. 42. A young domestic animal. 43. One
who is more than a sandy shore. 44. A fraction in American cur-

rency and the prevailing fashion. 45. Mamma is in perfect health,

my child; and thus he mentioned a poet mild. 46. A girl's name
and a male relative. 47. Take a heavy field-piece, nothing loath,

and in a trice you '11 find them both. 48. Put an edible grain 'twixt

an ant and a bee, and a much-beloved poet you'll speedily see.

49. A common domestic animal and what it can never do. 50. Each
human head in time, 't is said, will turn to him though he is dead.

Answers —t. Chaucer. 2. Dryden. 3. Pope. 4. Taylor (Bayard).

5. Holmes (Oliver Wendell). 6. Holland (J. G.). 7. Hood. S.Burns.

9. Pryor (or Abbott). 10. Soutliey (Robert), n. Shelley. 12 Cole-

ridge. 13. Young. 14. Lowell. 15. Campbell

—

Camel. 16. Akenside.

17. Wordsworth. it:. Longfellow. 19. Whittier. 20. Goldsmith.

21. Harte (Bret). 22. Spenser. 23. Chatterton. 24. De Quincey.

25. Bacon. 26. Bunyan. 27. Churchill. 28. Curtis. 29. Proctor.

30. Landor (Walter Savage). 31. Steele. 32. Tennyson. 33. Willis

—

Willis. 34. Browning. 35. Swift. 36, Cornwall (Barry). 37, Shak-

speare. 38. Crabbe. 39. Cook (Eliza). -40. Dickens. 41. Stowe.

42. Lamb. 43. Beecher. 44. Milton. 45. Motherwell. 46. Addison.

47. Howitt (William and Mary)

—

Hotvitz. 48. Bryant

—

B-rye-ant.

49. Cowper

—

Cow-purr. 50. Gray.

Dear St. Nicholas: I send you a little story just as it was told

me by my little three-year old Cora, in exchange for one from myself

The hip disease was suggested by a recent visit to St. Luke's Hos-
pital.—In haste, yours truly, Mrs. E. T. T.

Once there was a little pussy cat, and be had no mamma, and he

wandered alone awnund the stweet, and a wude man came along

and kicked him, and he wan down into a little gale's (girl's) basement,

and he climbed up and put his little claws awound the bell, and wang
the bell, and the cook came to the door, and the cat jumped down
and the cook said, " what do you want, little cat," and the cat said,
" I want to see the children," and the cook took him upstairs, and the

children took care of him.
There was Nelly and Pinky and Jenny. They had the mumps

and the hip disease, and the stomach ache, and didn't die.

London, England; July 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I like your magazine very much, and lake

great interest in Professor Proctor's papers about the stars. I take a
little card and make pin-holes in it to represent the stars of a constel-
lation as the star maps show them. When I hold up one of these
cards to the lamp I see bright points where, in the sky, the stars
themselves are. I draw rays about the holes with pen-and-ink, and
write upon each card the name of the star-group it represents. In
order that I may easily find in the sky any "card constellation," I

prick an extra pin-hole to show in what direction from the Pole-star
the constellation appeared at a given time in the year, which I write
upon the card.

It is really interesting to prepare a set of cards of this kind,
especially if one tries hard and succeeds in making every card trust-

worthy. I dare say many American girls and boys would enjoy it

quite as much, if they knew about it; so please tell them. It is a
great help to getting well acquainted with the look of the starry
heavens throughout the year.— Yours truly, Lawrenxe T.

Ogdensburg.
Dear St. Nicholas : We take the St. Nicholas, and we like it

very much. We have a dog named Brownie, and two little kittens.

Mine is black— I named it Rollabout—and the other one is gray, and
her name is Daisy. I went out fishing, and we caught nine fish.

Bertha H. James.
P. S.— I am not quite seven years old.

Fordham, N. Y., 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas: I would like to write you a little letter,

about something that we saw last summer at the sea-shore. We went
down on the beach one cloudy night in September, and the ocean
looked so beautiful that we all wondered what was the cause of it.

Each little ripple sparkled with a glare of light that was wonderful to

see, and as each wave broke upon the shore it spread a line of light

as far as the eve could reach. Even the sand, as we rubbed our feet

on it, left a line of light. I thought that it was the most beautiful

sight I had ever seen ; 1 could not but wonder at the works of Him
who was the maker of such beautiful things.

Will St. Nicholas please tell me something about this wonderful
light. I am nine years old.—Your friend,

Helen C. Wetmore.

Our young correspondent describes a phase of one of the most com-

mon, yet most marvelous and beautiful of the aspects of the sea. Along

our northern coast such lighting up of the water may be seen almost

any dark night in warm weather, when the water is disturbed by

light wind, the passage of a vessel, the splash of oars or otherwise.

In the tropics the sea is always more or less luminous in the dark.

The sources of the light are numerous yet tolerably well understood ;

but how the light is produced no one knows. All the readers of St.

Nicholas have seen fire-flies or other light-giving insects, which are

common the world over. But the numbers of such living lanterns

of the air are few compared with those of the sea. The ocean fairly

swarms with creatures, big and little, that shine with their own light.

Some, like the giant jelly-fish, are eight or ten feet across the body,

with streamers fifty feet long ; and when they glow in the dark water

they light up the depths as sheet-lightning does the clouds. The
most of these light-emitting creatures, however, are very small—mere

specks of slime, visible by day only under a powerful magnifier; but

they make up for their smallncss by their enormous numbers. Those

whose light our little friend describes were probably Noctiluca mil/a-

ris, which, though separately invisible, are often so numerous as to

discolor the sea by day and make it appear at night like a sea of

molten silver, every drop and every wave glowing with pale light.

In the "Ancient Mariner," Coleridge describes the phosphorescence

of the tropic seas with great power.

George Herbert White, of Brooklyn, sends us the following

fifteen solutions of the " Name Puzzle," printed in our June number:

Alice Hannah Eleanor Laura R oxanna
Nora Olive Dorothy Olympia Ophelia

Nancy Pauline Nancy Isabel Susan
Amelia Esther Amy Sophia Annie

Delia Jemima Eliza Mercy Rhoda
Octavia Amanda Maud Adelaide Urania

Ruth Nora Mary Ursula Theresa
Augusta Eva Almira Dorothy Huldah

Edith Charlotte Ida Nancy Sophia

Luc inda Ophelia Nancy Olivia Angelina

Luc re ti a Rachel Ellen Rebecca Rosalina

Antoinette Agnes Zenobia Annette Alberta
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THE RIDDLE-BOX.

JEASV NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

The whole, composed of ten letters, is a word often seen in alma-

nacs. The 1, 2, 3, 4 is a fairy. The 5, 6 is a pronoun. The 7, 8, 9,

10 is an animal. cvril deane.

DECAPITATIONS.
Behead a flower, and leave an article used by printers. 2. Be-

head a garden vegetable, and leave a beverage. 3. Behead a fruit,

and leave a part of the body. 4. Behead another part of the body,

md leave a fish. 5. Behead another fish, and leave a card. 6. Be-

head a domestic bird, and leave a wild bird. 7. Behead a poisonous

insect, and leave a poisonous serpent. 8. Behead a military badge,

ind leave a forest tree. 9. Behead an article of food, and leave a

uxury in summer. 10. Behead a kind of boat, and leave a shoe-

naker's tool. isola.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
The initials and finals each form the name of a celebrated author.

. An affected and pretentious person. 2. A small animal. 3. A
joy's name. 4. An Italian poet. 5. A public house.

Behead and curtail each word, and you will have: 1. A negative.

. A number. 3. To exist. 4. An animal. 5. To affirm positively.

ALMA.

Find in the above picture that which represents— 1st, The founda-
l on of a good home; 2d, a comfortable abode; 3d, a bereavement;
th, a greater sorrow ; 5th, the sorrow cured. B.

CHARADE.
My first, the cross I bear

;

My last, the sea-girt refuge, where
My whole, shut out from native skies,

Like a caged eagle, droops and dies.

HIDDEN ANIMALS.
1 1. Old Abe arrived in Milwaukee yesterday. 2. He found Eli on
->ard the train. 3. He preferred a badge, rather than money, for his
ervices. 4. Where is Ella? Mamma wants her. 5. I found him in

ihicago at an hotel. 6. Oh, Leo ! pardon me this time, if never
*ain. 7 . Oh! wasn't that romantic? Amelia thinks it the best
ory she ever read. 8. I abhor secret societies. 9. Was the pan

tiere, as I said? 10. Have you heard the news? Miss Durant
oped last night. 11. The anti-German society gave a ball yester-
.iy. 12. We knew it to be a version which was correct. 13. The
tittle came to a hot termination. 14. Is the soil in Mocha moist ?

The lamb is on the lawn in front of the house. SQL'IB.

CENTRAL SYNCOPATIONS
ACROSTIC.

AND DOUBLE

Syncopate : 1. Stops, and leave coverings for the head. 2. Corn,
id leave to show the teeth. 3. Fruits of a certain kind, and leave

Isehoods. 4. A state of the Union, and leave a part of a horse.

Long, slender sticks, and leave something used with old-fashioned

.ins. 6. Highways, and leave instruments of scourging.

The syncopated letters, read downward, form a thin plate; read

iward, a living creature. n. t. m.

INCOMPLETE DIAMOND.
Fill the spaces with two letters only, to form a diamond, and a

square-word within it.

— A -
- A - A -

- A -

GEOGRAPHICAL DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. A river in Russia. 2. A city in Holland. 3. One of the

United States. 4. A descendant of Seir. the Horite. 5. One of the

East Indies. 6, A name given one of the British Isles by its inhab-
itants. The initials name the largest river in Europe, and the finals

the largest in the world. sedgwick.

EASV SQUARE REMAINDERS.
Define the words given : 1. The upper surface of the earth.

2. Conflagration. 3. Departed.
Behead the definitions, and leave a square-word with these mean-

ings : 1. Something our ancestors used at night. 2. Anger. 3. Con-
ducted. H. H. D.

RIDDLE.
Three and thirty "what d' ye thinks" sitting in a row,
And bigger every day they got as fast as they could grow ;

All of them had heads, but not a single one an eye,
And so, whatever happened, they really could n't cry.

One had on a purple dress, which looked green in the light;

Another was a little one, and very like a fright;

Another had a crooked back, but most were fat and round,
And I saw a mighty army of them sitting on the ground.

Wrapped in and out with foldings, spread loose and thick and deep,
They cuddled in among them all when they went off to sleep;

Sleep, sleep it was the whole day long, and sleep, too, all the night,

Oh they were very stupid things—not one of them was bright.

Yes, three and thirty "what d'ye thinks" sitting in a row,

—

What shall we call these wonders ? Come, tell us, if you know
H. M. S.

ENIGMA.

I AM composed of twelve letters. My 5, 10, 3, is a noise. My 1,

8, 12, gives us light. My 4, 6, 9, is a title. My 7, 2, 4, 11, is what
we often like. My whole is a beautiful French motto. n. b. s.

SQUARE-WORD.
1. An operation requiring a very sharp instrument. 2. Custom.

3. To make ashamed. 4. A law term for neighborhood. 5. A chemi-
cal used to produce insensibility. sedgwick.

BIRD PUZZLE.
1. A toy made of paper. 2. A consonant and pale. 3. The builder

of St. Paul's Cathedral in London. 4. A burning vowel. 5. A con-
sonant. 6. Used in hunting in the fifteenth century. 7. Part of a
fence. 8. A boy's name. 9. A pronoun and a preposition. 10. Has
been made famous by an American poet. 11. Part of a house and
seen at the Flood. 12. A tailor's implement. 13. To shrink with
fear. 14. A consonant and to waken. 15. Used in chess. 16. What
we do when eating. 17. W7

hat old birds are not to be caught with,

and part ofa foot. 18. On ships, and a quarrel. 19. Used for raising

heavyweights. 20. An abbreviation of a girl's name, and a pastry

.

21. A ringlet and a sheep. 22. A country partly in Europe 23. Heard
on most farms. sedgwick.

METAGRAM.
Whole, I am a position. Behead me, and I am much prized by

ladies : again, I am one spot ; restore and syncopate mv whole, and
I am a step ; restore, curtail, and transpose, and I am a sharp sound.
Besides, I contain a beverage, a head-covering, an animal, a veg-
etable, and a fence. N. B. s.

HIDDEN BAYS.
1. You must stop! Lent you know has begun. 2. If the thaw

keeps off one week I'll be glad. 3. Do not push Arkwright. 4. If

you have turbot any more, please tell me. 5. I saw an ant on
Gilfillan's neck. 6. Acobemba took his leave. 7. I saw Dela go
aboard the ship. 8. It is not red Amelia. little one.
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PICTORIAL SYNCOPATIONS.

Find the name of one of the above pictures and take from it two letters, leaving (without transposition) the name of another picture.
For example : Grate, rat; chair, car Proceed in this way until all the pictures are named.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN AUGUST NUMBER.

Pictorial Puzzle.— (Abstraction.)—Coin, crab, bat, stoat,

bars, star, oats, beat, rat, cart.

Double Diamond.—Charles Dickens.
c

SHE
STALK

CHARLES
E L L E N
KEN

P I T
P I C R A

DICKENS
TREAD
AND

S

Syncopations.— i. Raft, rat. 2. Cold, cod. 3. Lead, led. 4.

Tome, toe. 5. Hail, Hal. 6. Alone, aloe. 7. Barge, bare. 8. Board,
bard. Read downward : Flamingo.
Easy Charade.—Hoax.

Pictorial Anagram Enigma.— "Evil communications corrupt
good manners." Curs, ruin, devotion, map, grain, common, closet

Square-Word.— arena
relic
elder
NIECE
ACRES

Pyramid Puzzle. - D
A R A
IDIOT

SCALENE
Y E A R L I N G S

Riddle.—Week.
Hidden French Sentence.—" Vous devez tout voir, tout en-

tendre, et tout oublier."

Transpositions.—1. Together, three got, got there. 2. Ballad,

all bad. 3. Minute, in mute. 4. I led, idle. 5. Noised, is done. 6
Allowance, O ! ail we can.

Metagram.—Bane, cane, Dane, Jane, lane, mane, pane, sane,

vane, wane.

Correct Answers to all the puzzles in the July number were received from Marion Abbott.

Answers to Special Puzzles in the July Number were received, previous to July 18th, from Alice B. Moore, James J. Ormsbee,
Allie Bertram, Albert Pider, Grace G. Chandler, W. L. M., B P. Emery, Sarah D. Oakley, Susie T. Homans, George G Champlin, Charles

S. Riche, " Bessie and her Cousin," Arthur C. Smith, M. Marsden Hill, Emma Elliott, Fannie M. Sawyer, " Charlie and Ada," Kittie L.

Brainard, Edward W. Robinson, Edith Heard, Carrie B. Mitchell. Alfred A. Mitchell, Edward L. Heydecker, Nessie E. Stevens, Constance
Grand Pierre, W. C. Hawley, Nellie Emerson, James Iredell, Carrie L. Bigclow, Jennie W. Cook, Lulu Way, Howard Steel Rodgers,
Edith Lowry, A. L. Drof, Mamie A. Carter, and Katie E. Earl.





"WAIT TILL WE GET THERE, DARLING.
(See poem "Mother," page 769-)
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MOTHER.

By M. M. D.

Early one summer morning,

I saw two children pass :

Their footsteps, slow yet lightsome,

Scarce bent the tender grass.

But Nelly still kept calling

Far up into the blue
;

" See, mother, see, how pretty

We gathered them for you."

One, lately out of babyhood,

Looked up with eager eyes ;

The other watched her wistfully,

Oppressed with smothered sighs.

And when her sister pleaded,

She cried—and would not go :

—
"Angels don't live in church-yards,

My mother don't, I know !

"

" See, mother !
" cried the little one,

" I gathered them for you ?

The sweetest flowers and lilies,

And Mabel has some too."

Then Mabel bent and kissed her.

"So be it, dear," she said;

" We '11 take them to the arbor

And lay them there instead.

" Hush, Nelly !
" whispered Mabel,

" We have not reached it yet.

Wait till we get there, darling,

It is n't far, my pet."

" For mother loved it dearly,

It was the sweetest place !

"

And the joy that came to Nelly

Shone up in Mabel's face.

'Get where?" asked Nelly. "Tell me."
" To the church-yard," Mabel said.

' No ! no !
" cried little Nelly,

And shook her sunny head.

I saw them turn, and follow

A path with blossoms bright,

Until the nodding branches

Concealed them from my sight

;

Still Mabel whispered sadly,

" We must take them to the grave.

Come, darling ? " and the childish voice

Tried to be clear and brave.

Vol. IV.— 50.

But still like sweetest music

The words came ringing through;

"See, mother, see, how pretty!

We gathered them for you."
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GONE ASTRAY.
[Concluded.

]

By George Macdonald.

Ellen was so happy, and warm, and comfort-

able when she found herself going safely on her

way in the carrier's cart, that she fell fast asleep.

When she awoke, he gave her some bread and

cheese for her breakfast, and some water out of a

brook that crossed the road, and then Ellen began

to look about her. The rain had ceased and the

sun was shining, and the country looked very pleas-

ant; but Ellen thought it a strange country. She

could see so much farther ! And corn was grow-

ing everywhere, and there was not a sheep to be

seen, and there were many cows feeding in the

fields.

" Are we near Edinburgh ?" she asked.

"Oh, no!" answered the carrier; "we are a

long way from Edinburgh yet."

And so they journeyed on. The day was flecked

all over with sunshine and rain ; and when the

rain's turn came, Ellen would creep under a corner

of the tarpaulin till it was over. They slept part of

the night at a small town they passed through.

Ellen thought it a very long way to Edinburgh,

though the carrier was kind to her. At length she

spied, far away, a great hill, that looked like a

couching lion.

" Do you see that hill?" said the carrier.

" I am just looking at it," answered Ellen.

" Edinburgh lies at the foot of that hill."

" Oh !" said Ellen; and scarcely took her eyes

off it till it went out of sight again.

Reaching the brow of an eminence, they saw

Arthur's Seat (as the carrier said the hill was called)

once more, and below it a grand, jagged ridge of

what Ellen took to be broken rocks. But the car-

rier told her that was the Old Town of Edinburgh.

Those fierce-looking splinters on the edge of the

mass were the roofs, gables, and chimneys of the

great houses once inhabited by the nobility of

Scotland. But when you come near the houses

you find them shabby-looking; for they are full

of poor people, who cannot keep them clean and

nice.

At length the cart stopped at a public-house in

the Grassmarket—a wide, open place, with strange

old houses all round it, and a huge rock, with a

castle on its top, towering over it. There Ellen

got down.
" I can't go with you till I 've unloaded my

cart," said the carrier.

" I don't want you to go with me, please," said

Ellen. " I think Willie would rather not. Please

give me father's letter."

So the carrier gave her the letter, and got a

little boy of the landlady's to show her the way up
the West-bow—a street of tall houses, so narrow
that you might have shaken hands across it from
window to window. But those houses are all pulled

down now, I am sorry to say, and the street Ellen

went up has vanished.

From the West-bow they went up a stair into

the High street, and thence into a narrow court,

and then up a winding stair, and so came to the

floor where Willie's lodging was. Then the little

boy left Ellen.

Ellen knocked two or three times before any-

body came ; and when at last a woman opened 'the

door, what do you think the woman did the moment
she inquired after Willie ? She shut the door in

her face with a fierce scolding word. For Willie

had vexed her that morning, and she thoughtlessly

took her revenge upon Ellen without even asking

her a question. Then, indeed, for a moment.
Ellen's courage gave way. All at once she felt

dreadfully tired, and sat down upon the stair and
cried. And the landlady was so angry with Willie

that she forgot all about the little girl that wanted

to see him.

So for a whole hour Ellen sat upon the stair,

moving only to let people pass. She felt dreadfully

miserable, but had not the courage to knock again,

for fear of having the door shut in her face yet

more hopelessly. At last a woman came up and

knocked at the door. Ellen rose trembling and

stood behind her. The door opened ; the woman
was welcomed ; she entered. The door was again

closing when Ellen cried out in an agony :

" Please, ma'am, I want to see my brother

Willie ! " and burst into sobs.

The landlady, her wrath having by this time

cooled, was vexed with herself and ashamed that

she had not let the child in.

" Bless me !
" she cried ;

" have you been there

all this time ? Why did n't you tell me you were

that fellow's sister ? Come in. You wont find him

in, though. It 's not much of his company we get,

I can tell you."
" I don't want to come in, then," sobbed Ellen.

" Please to tell me where he is, ma'am."

"How should I know where he is? At no;

good, I warrant. But you had better come in and
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wait, for it 's your only chance of seeing him before

to-morrow morning."

With a sore heart, Ellen went in and sat down

by the kitchen hre. And the landlady and her

visitor sat and talked together, every now and then

casting a look at Ellen, who kept her eyes on the

ground, waiting with all her soul till Willie should

come. Every time the landlady looked, Ellen's

sad face went deeper into her heart ; so that, before

she knew what was going on in herself, she quite

loved the child ; for she was a kind-hearted woman,

though she was sometimes cross.

In a few minutes she went up to Ellen and took

her bonnet off. Ellen submitted without a word.

Then she made her a cup of tea ; and while Ellen

was taking it she asked her a great many questions.

Ellen answered them all; and the, landlady stared

with amazement at the child's courage and resolu-

tion, and thought with herself:

" Well, if anything can get Willie out of his bad

ways, this little darling will do it."

Then she made her go to Willie's bed, prom-

ising to let her know the moment he came home.

Ellen slept and slept till it was night. When
she woke it was dark, but a light was shining

through beneath the door. So she rose and put on

her frock and shoes and stockings, and went to the

kitchen.

" You see he 's not come yet," said the land-

lady.

'• Where can he be?" returned Ellen, sadly.

" Oh ! he '11 be drinking with some of his com-

panions in the public-house, I suppose."
" Where is the public-house ?"

" There are hundreds of them, child."

" I know the place he generally goes to," said a

young tradesman who sat by the fire.

He had a garret-room in the house, and knew
Willie by sight. And he told the landlady in a low

voice where it was.

" Oh ! do tell me, please sir," cried Ellen. " I

want to get him home."
" You don't think he '11 mind you, do you ?"

" Yes, I do," returned Ellen, confidently.

" Well, I '11 show you the way, if you like ; but

you '11 find it a rough place, I can tell you. You '11

wish yourself out of it pretty soon, with or without

Willie."

" I wont leave it without him," said Ellen, tying

on her bonnet.
" Stop a bit," said the landlady. " I '11 go along."

The landlady put on her bonnet, and out they

all went into the street.

What a wonder it miglit have been to Ellen !

But she only knew that she was in the midst of

great lights, and carts and carriages rumbling over

the stones, and windows full of pretty things, and

crowds of people jostling along the pavements. In

all the show she wanted nothing but Willie.

The young man led them down a long, dark

close through an arch-way, and then into a court

off the close, and then up an outside stone stair to

a low-browed door, at which he knocked.
" I don't much like the look of this place," said

the landlady.

"Oh! there's no danger, I dare say, if you
keep quiet. They '11 never hurt the child. Besides,

her brother '11 see to that."

Presently the door was opened, and the young
man asked after Willie.

" Is he in?" he said.

" He may be, or he may not," answered a fat,

frouzy woman, in a dirty cotton dress. " Who
wants him ?

"

" This little girl."

" Please, ma'am, I 'm his sister."

" We want no sisters here."

And she tried to close the door. I dare say the

landlady remembered with shame that that was

just what she had done that morning.
" Come ! come !

" interposed the young trades-

man, putting his foot between the door and the

post ;
" don't be foolish. Surely you wont go to

keep a child like that from speaking to her own
brother ! Why, the Queen herself would let her

in."

This softened the woman a littie, and she hesi-

tated, with the latch in her hand.
" Mother wants him," said Ellen. " She 's very

ill. I heard her cry about Wiilie. Let me in."

She took hold of the woman's hand, who drew

it away hastily, but stepped back, at the same time,

and let her enter. She then resumed her place

at the door.

" Not a one of you shall come in !
" she said,

as if justifying the child's admission by the exclu-

sion of the others.

" We don't want to," said the young man. " But

we '11 just see that no harm comes to her."

"D'ye think I'm not enough for that?" said

the woman, with scorn. " Let me see who dares

to touch her ! But you may stay where you are,

if you like. The air's free."

So saying, she closed the door, with a taunting

laugh.

The passage was dark in which Ellen found

herself; but she saw a light at the further end,

through a key-hole, and heard the sounds of loud

talk and louder laughter. Before the woman had

closed the outer door, she had reached this room

;

nor did the woman follow, either to guide or pre-

vent her.

A pause came in the noise. She tapped at

the door.
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" Come in !
" cried sorrie one ; and she entered.

Around a table were seated four youths, drink-

ing. Of them, one was Willie, with flushed face

and flashing eyes. They all stared when the child

stood before them, in her odd, old-fashioned bon-

net, and her little shawl pinned at the throat. Willie

stared as much as any of them.
" Willie ! Willie !

" cried Ellen ; and would have

rushed to him, but the table was between.
" What do you want here, Ellen ? Who the

deuce let you come here ? " said Willie, not quite

unkindly.

" I want you, Willie. Come home with me.

Oh ! please come home with me."
" I can't now, Ellen, you see," he answered.

Then, turning to his companions, " How could the

child have found her way here ?" he said, looking

ashamed as he spoke.

" You 're fetched. That 's all," said one of

them, with a sneer. " Mother 's sent for you."
" Go along !

" said another ;
" and mind you

don't catch it when ycu get home !

"

" Nobody will say a word to you, Willie," in-

terposed Ellen.

"Be a good boy, and don't do it again !
" said

the third, raising his glass to his lips.

Willie tried to laugh, but was evidently vexed.

" What are you standing there for, Ellen? " he

said, sharply. " This is no place for you."
" Nor for you either, Willie," returned Ellen,

without moving.

"We're all very naughty, are n't we, Ellen?"

said the first.

" Come and give me a kiss, and I '11 forgive

you," said the second.
" You sha' n't have your brother ; so you may

trudge home again without him," said the third.

And then they all burst out laughing, except

Willie.

" Do go away, Ellen !
" he said, angrily.

" Where am I to go to ? " she asked.

" Where you came from."

"That's home," said Ellen; "but I can't go

home to-night, and I dare n't go home without

you. Mother would die. She 's very ill, Willie.

I heard her crying last night."

It seemed to Ellen at the moment that it was

only last night she left home.
" I '11 just take the little fool to my lodgings and

comeback directly," said Willie, rather stricken at

this mention of his mother.
" Oh yes ! Do as you 're bid !

" they cried,

and burst out laughing again.

But Willie was angry now.
" I tell you what," he said, " I '11 go when and

where I like. I don't need to ask your leave,

—

do I ?
"

Two of them were silent now, because they
were afraid of Willie ; for he was big and strong.

The third, however, said, with a sneer

.

" Go with its little sister to its little mammy !
"

Now, Willie could not get out, so small was
the room and so large the table, except one or
other of those next him rose to let him pass.

Neither did. Willie, therefore, jumped on the
table, kicked the tumbler of the one who had last

spoken into the breast of his shirt, jumped down
again, took Ellen by the hand, and left the house.

" The rude boys !
" said Ellen. " I would never

go near them again, if I was you, Willie."

But Willie said never a word, for he was not
pleased with Ellen, or with himself, or with his

friends.

When they got into the house he said, abruptly

:

" What 's the matter with your mother, Ellen ?
"

" I don't know, Willie; but I don't think she'll

ever get better. I 'm sure father does n't think it

either."

Willie was silent for a long time. Then he said

:

" How did you come here, Ellen ?
"

And Ellen told him the whole story.

" And now you '11 come home with me, Willie,"

she added, " and we shall be so happy,—father

and mother, and all,—so happy !

"

" It was very foolish of you, Ellen. To think

you could bring me home if I did n't choose !

"

" But you do choose,—don't you, Willie ?
"

" You might as well have written," he said.

Then Ellen remembered her father's letter,

which the carrier had given her. And she took it

out of her pocket, and gave it to Willie. And
Willie took it, and sat down, with his back to

Ellen, and read it through. Then he burst out

crying, and laid his head on his arms and cried

harder yet. And Ellen got upon a bar of the

chair—for he was down on the table—and leaned

over him, and put her arms 'round his neck, and
said, crying herself all the. time :

" Nobody said a word to the black lamb when
Jumper brought him home, Willie. We were all

so glad to see him !

"

And Willie lifted his head, and put his arms
around Ellen, and drew her face to his, and kissed

her as he used to kiss her years ago.

They went home with the carrier next day.

Their father did n't say much when he saw Willie.

But he held out his hand with a half smile on his

lips, and a look in his eye like the moon before

a storm.

And his mother held out her arms, and drew

him down to her bosom, and stroked his hair, and

prayed God to bless Willie, her boy.
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" And did she grow better? " I think I hear you noticed it,—she was so busy making much of

ask. Yes, she did ; but not very soon. Willie, too.

" And Ellen,—were n't they glad to see Ellen ?
" But when she went to bed that night, her father

They made more of Willie than they did of Ellen. kissed her and said: "The blessin' o' an auld
" And was n't Ellen sorry ? " No ; she never father be upo' ye, my wee bairn !

"

THERE 's a ship on the sea. It is sailing to-night,

Sailing to-night !

And father 's aboard, and the moon is all bright,

Shining and bright !

Dear moon ! he Ml be sailing for many a night

—

Sailing from mother and me.

Oh ! follow the ship with your silvery light,

As father sails over the sea !

THE LITTLE GIRL WHO GREW SMALLER.

By Emily H. Leland.

Now, I presume there are grown-up people who
are too stupid to understand how anybody can

"grow smaller," but the little children who are

going to listen to this story are wise and bright

enough to know all about it, I am sure. There-

fore, let the grown-up people go away into the

parlor and talk their grand talk, while the little

folks and I cuddle down by the pleasant nursery-

fire and have our story.

Once there was a little girl. She was three

years old, and if you asked her what her name was

she always said " Kittyman Tannyman." Her real

name was Kitty Taine, but she never liked that

name—she said it was " too quick,'' and one day,

after she had been sitting very quietly in the sun-

shine for several minutes, thinking and thinking

with all her might, she called out to her mamma
that she had "longed" her name, and made it

over into "Kittyman Tannyman."
So, after this, she was called Kittyman Tannyman
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—except when she was naughty, and then she was

called Kitty Taine, and the name sounded quicker

than ever.

However, Kittyman Tannyman was n't naughty

very often. Sometimes, to be sure, she did n't like

to wear a "dingham" apron in the morning, but

wanted to put on a white one, with crimped ruffles

and pink bows on the pockets, and then run out to

make sand-cakes in the back yard until she was n't fit

to be seen. And sometimes she wanted to go every-

where her mamma went, and would stand in the

hall and cry with her mouth open so wide you would

think she could never shut it again, and angry

tears jumping down her cheeks like rain-drops in a

thunder-storm. But, taking all the days together,

Kittyman Tannyman was more good than bad,

and no one in the house could bear the thought of

living without her. She was good and kind to all

her dollies, and never left them lying about the

floor to be stepped on by the big people, and when
she gave them baths she was sure to have the water

just right, and never put soap in their eyes. If

she spilled ink, or went to the sugar-bin, or cut off

her front hair, or picked the prettiest buds from

her mamma's plants, she always looked so sorry,

and said she "didn't fink about it," and was a

good girl for a great many hours afterward. This

was the sort of child Kittyman Tannyman was

before her big fault came.

You would never guess what that dreadful fault

was, so I will tell you. It was the fault of not going

to sleep ! First, she did n't want her afternoon

nap any more ; and, after a while, she did n't

want to go to sleep when bed-time came. As
weeks went on she sat up later and later, and
her eyes grew rounder and rounder, until her big

brother told her if she did n't go to bed like other

children he would feel obliged to call her an owl.

Kittyman Tannyman, however, did not care.

Every evening she sat up a little later than the last

evening, and although her mamma put on her

loveliest night-gown, told her every story under the

stars, and sung her every song she ever knew, still

Kittyman Tannyman lay wide-awake in her little

bed, looking at the lamp with eyes that never so

much as winked.

Her papa would say, " Don't bother with her

—

she will go to sleep by and by ! " and then her

mamma would go out into the sitting-room, leaving

the door open,—for she felt very sorry for any poor

child who would n't go to sleep,—and Kittyman

Tannyman would kick about with her little lily legs

and sing soft, small songs to herself, and talk to the

three dolls lying beside her until—well, nobody

ever knew when she went to sleep ! Certainly she

was awake when everybody else was in bed and

asleep, and the first sound in the morning was the

voice of Kittyman Tannyman singing to her three

dolls.

Papa, mamma and the big brother began to be
frightened. No matter how nice a little boy or

girl may be, they can't live and grow without

sleep, and plenty of it, too ; and very soon every-

body noticed that poor Kittyman Tannyman was
beginning to grow smaller. The doctor was called

in. He looked at the little girl's tongue, took her

chubby wrist in his fingers, talked with her, and
watched her as she ran dancing out of the room.

"Well, what do you think, Doctor?" said both

her papa and mamma together.

" She does n't need any medicine,"
" She 's perfectly well from head to foot,

a clear case of wont ge to sleep. She '11 get tired

of it after a while, you may depend. But you

he said.

It 's just

KITTYMAN TANNYMAN AND HER DOLL.

must watch over her with the greatest care. The
only danger lies in her growing so small that she

will get stepped on, or eaten up by the cat, or

something of that sort. When she gets so small

that the situation will have become disgusting to

her, there will be a reaction. This is a very rare

disease among children, and a very interesting one.

I never knew but three children who grew smaller.

One of them was swept up in the dust-pan by a

careless servant, and almost smothered to death

;

but they are all living now, and are as big as any-

body. Constant care is all that your Kittyman

Tannyman needs. Good-morning !

"—and the

doctor picked up his shining hat and went away

without leaving even one tiny sugar-pellet, for he

was a doctor who had a soul, and he never made
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people take his medicines when he knew all the

time they had no need of them.

When Kittyman Tannyman ran into the room

again she looked all about for the "sugar meds,"

as she called them, and when her mamma said she

was not to have any, her eyes were almost ready to

cry. But her papa took a lovely, curly-headed boy

doll from his pocket, and wondered how it came
there, and whom it was for, and seemed so puzzled

about it, that Kittyman Tannyman forgot the

sugar meds, and climbed up in his lap to help him

solve the problem. As her papa placed the doll in

her hands he was grieved to see how small they

I had already grown, and how loose and large her

pretty button boots had become.
" I shall have to make her clothes all over," said

! her mamma. And sure enough, she not only had

to make them smaller, but there was no end to

making them smaller. Every day an apron or a

dress, or a hat, or a broidered skirt had to be made
smaller, until mamma's fingers ached, and the

sewing-machine got out of patience and broke its

needles; and every day her papa had to buy a

smaller pair of shoes and a smaller pair of stock-

ings, until he said it was no use, he could n't spend

so much money on Kittyman Tannyman's small-

ness ! So, finally, her mamma made up a lot of

cheap calico frocks,—worse than any " dingham "

aprons that ever were worn,—and, instead of having

new shoes every day, she had to wear just flannel

stockings, for these her mamma could cut and sew,

several pairs in an hour—being careful to make
each pair a little smaller than the last.

Poor Kittyman Tannyman looked very queer

in her little calico frocks and flannel stockings, and
she would sometimes roll up in a corner of the sofa

and cry softly to herself for a while, thinking of the

crimpy, crispy white aprons and bronze boots she

used to wear. But it seemed so jolly to her to be

no bigger than a big doll she would soon forget

about her clothes in running all over the house and
hiding in all sorts ofcunning little places and making
the big people look for her long and anxiously.

At night, when it was time for everybody to be
in bed, her mamma undressed her and put her in a

doll's cradle (hat had been selected for her; but no
one ever saw her asleep, and everybody was worried

except Kittyman Tannyman herself.

So she went on growing smaller. When she sat

in her high chair at table, only her curly top-knot,

her two round eyes, and the tip of her nose could

be seen. Her mamma put the big dictionary in

the chair, with a pillow on the top of it, and for a

day or two Kittyman Tannyman's whole face was
visible, but after that she was as low down as ever.

So her mamma said if she would be very nice and
quiet she might sit on the table, in a doll's chair,

close by the sugar-bowl, and use a doll's plate and

spoon, since her own had become too large for her

tiny hands. Kittyman Tannyman enjoyed this

change very much, and for a few days sat very

quietly in her place, but one night she hid behind

the sugar-bowl and played bo-peep with her big

brother until she became very wild and gay, and

before anybody could say "Kitty Taine " she

skipped across the cheese-plate, ran around the

castor, and tripping against a salt-cellar, fell head-

long into a dish of clear, bright, shaky lemon-jelly.

Of course, such conduct was not to be allowed

;

but after Kittyman Tannyman was sufficiently

punished by being washed and combed and curled

for a whole hour, she was ready to promise that

she would never—never—run away on the table

again. But the promises of very little girls who
grow smaller every day are not of much value.

Every few days some shocking accident would occur

at table, and Kittyman Tannyman was sure to be

at the bottom of it. The flowers were upset into

the soup, the milk spilled over the salad, the

pickles drowned in the water-pitcher, and one day

a doll's leg was found in the gravy. Her mamma
said it was impossible to watch such a little thing

all the time, and as there were no whippings in the

house small enough to apply to her, she would be

obliged to tie her fast in her chair at meal-times.

After this the table was orderly enough, but I

could never describe the amount of mischief done

about the house. Every one knows what even one

little mouse can do if given the whole house to live

in, so it can be imagined how much mischief this

mite of a girl did, who had brains to think with

and two hands to work with. They were all talk-

ing of what could be done with Kittyman Tanny-

man, when something occurred to convince them
that something ?iiust be done.

Kittyman Tannyman had grown so very small,

she could now hide herself in the most unheard-of

places, and when she was called she would often

decline to answer, and make her poor, tired papa

and mamma have a grand hunt for her. One
night, when an elegant supper had been prepared,

and her mamma had dressed herself in her pret-

tiest dress, and was watching from the window for

Kittyman's papa,—it being a birthday, or some-

thing of the sort,—Kittyman Tannyman got down
from the swing which her brother had made for

her under the rose-geranium, and, running softly

over the carpet,, crawled into one of her papa's slip-

pers that were warming by the fire, and squeezed

and crowded herself into the toe of it completely

out of sight. Then she put her wee hand over her

wee mouth, and laughed a little laugh that nobody

could hear—thinking what a task they would have

to find her this time.
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KITTYMAN HAS BEGUN TO GROW SMALLER.

Presently in came her papa, and he and her

mamma both stood before the door talking a vast

amount of nonsense, it seemed to Kittyman Tan-
nyman. Then her mamma said :

" Mercy—the

dinner ! Now where is that mouse ?
"

" Dear me," said her papa, in a discouraged

voice, "is she hiding again?" And then he

went into the dressing-room, and Kittyman

Tannyman never dreamed that he was taking

off his damp boots. He came back in a mo-
ment, put his foot into one slipper, and stamped

it on—for he was very hungry, and knew that

the baked whitefish was cooling. He put his

foot in the other slipper, and st But,

before he had quite stamped it on, there came

a funny, frightened little squeak from the slip-

per. If her papa had been her mamma, he

would have screamed, and perhaps kicked the

slipper into the fire ; but, being a man, he only

snatched off the slipper and looked into it.

There was poor Kittyman Tannyman away

down in the toe, gasping for breath.

Was this the last of Kittyman Tannyman?
Oh, no ; she had hurt her papa much more

than he had hurt her. After she had been

carried to the open air, and had a drop of

cologne on her head and chest, she was quite

herself again. Her papa, however, could barely

taste the elegant supper—he had experienced

such a " shock," he said, and added there was

very little use in living if we were never to know
what was going to happen next. The result of

this little game of hide-and-seek was that Kitty-

man Tannyman found herself next day under a

large glass goblet, with a little rocking-chair, a

few playthings, and no way of getting out again.

"It is the only way to keep her from worrying

our lives out !

" said her papa, as he sadly shoved

a cluster of white currants under the goblet and
turned away.

Instead of feeling badly about it, Kittyman Tan-
nyman was quite charmed with life under glass,

and danced gayly about her little crystal house

until she was glad to sit down in the tiny rocking-

chair to rest 'herself and drink the juice of a currant

or two. Then she looked about her, and said to

herself how nice it was to have a house all window,

and felt very sorry for the big people who had to

live in great, monstrous wooden rooms full of dust

and draughts.

The doctor called, and stood by the table, talk-

ing with her papa and mamma, and looking at

Kittyman Tannyman now and then. Her mamma
had just been asking him if the reaction ever

would come.
" It will be queer enough if it does n't," said the

doctor. " She's carrying it pretty far, I must con-

fess. Perhaps it would be well enough to—to

—

prepare for the worst. If she continues to grow
small for another week, I fear "

But her mamma cried out, "Oh, don't, Doc-

KITTYMAN AT HOME IN THE GOBLET.

tor ! " and her papa turned away, biting his lips to

keep them from curling up like her mamma's.



iS77 .] THE LITTLE GIRL WHO GREW SMALLER. Ill

" But still there is hope—there is hope !" said had climbed into it and was having great fun. She

the good doctor, hurrying out of the room. had never been permitted to touch this work-box,

" Oh, Kittyman Tannyman !
" said her mamma, but she did n't stop to think of that. She rolled

kneeling by the table, and putting her face so near the bright spools out upon the table, tangled the

the goblet that the

little girl was al-

most afraid of her

big eyes with such

bright tears shin-

ing in them. "Oh,
Kittyman Tanny-
man ! why wont
you sleep? Don't

you see how small

you have grown ?

Do you want to

grow so small that

we can never see

you any more, or

kiss you, or have

any little girlie

iagain as long as

we live ? And

—

'pop! went the foot of the paper cradle."

oh, just think of your beautiful bronze boots, Kitty-

man Tannyman !

"

Kittyman Tannyman thought of her bronze

iboots, and looked quite serious for five seconds.

Then she shrugged her little shoulders, helped

iherself to another currant, and said :

" Don't bover me, mamma ! Me don't feel

i'eepy !

"

Then her mamma and papa both went out of

the room, and both held their handkerchiefs to

their eyes.

It was, indeed, quite pleasant under the goblet,

for a day or two. Everything was so nice and
ilean and quiet. The crimson table-cloth on which

ithe goblet sat made a fine, soft carpet for Kitty-

man Tannyinan's feet ; a small hole conveniently

Droken out near the top of the glass supplied her

^ith fresh air ; she had a tiny silver bell to ring

.vhenever she wanted anything, and her big brother

orought her specks of sugar, and now and then a

blice of strawberry. But no one likes to be shut up

'or long—no matter how pretty one's prison may
Be, and she was very glad when her brother

Drought her lunch in a hurry one day, carelessly

eft the goblet tilted up on the rockers of her little

chair, and ran off for a game of base-ball.

Now was Kittyman Tannyman's time. She did

lot wait to eat her dinner, but crawled out from

inder the goblet, and ran dancing and leaping

ibout the table as happy as a sunbeam. Her
namma's work-box, with the lid thrown back,

howing all the delightful silks and buttons and
vorsteds, was on one end of the table, and it

ras n't half a minute before Kittyman Tannyman

worsteds, tossed

the buttons right

and left, put her

mamma's gold

thimble on her
head, laughing to

think what a fun-

ny cap it made,

and tumbled and

tangled every-
thing she could

find, until she was

weary of mischief.

Then she wished

she could get down
on the floor and

find new worlds

to conquer. It

seemed a great

distance, and she had to think matters over

for three minutes. Then she remembered once

seeing her brother slide down a long way on a

rope in the barn. She climbed into the work-box

again, and finding some tape, she spent many
minutes in trying to tie one end of it around the

key of the work-box. It was a funny knot when it

was done, but it held very well, and Kittyman

Tannyman immediately proceeded to slide down
on the tape.

She found herself on the floor a little sooner

than she expected, and her hands felt tingly, but

she was soon scampering over the carpet, looking

out for whatever mischief might offer itself. Away
down in the kitchen her mamma was making cur-

rant jelly, and Kittyman Tannyman was in no

danger of interruption. She crawled under the

book-case, but came out sneezing, for she found

nothing but dust. She clambered up among the

plants, and pulled and tugged at two bright roses

until their petals came down upon her in a shower,

and they indignantly pricked her with one of their

sharp thorns. She cried a little, but only the

plants heard her, and they seemed to think it

served her right. She pressed her little nose

against the window, and wished she could run

outside, like big people. "Well, why not try?"

said a little voice in her heart. " I will try," said

Kittyman Tannyman out loud. She ran to the

door leading into the hall; it .was open half an

inch. " I can sideways fru it," she said, and sure

enough she did. The outer door was wide open,

and in a moment Kittyman Tannyman was out in

the big, big world, all by herself. "The straw-
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berry-patch?" said the little voice in her 'heart.

"All right !" said Kittyman Tannyman.
Now, when she was a nice, large child, wearing

bronze boots and crimped aprons, she could easily

reach the strawberry-patch ; but to-day it seemed a

long way off, and twice she came near getting lost

outright in the winding garden-path, overhung as

it was by forests of mignonette and candy-tuft. A
great, scratchy grasshopper nearly knocked her

down as he jumped across the path, and a burly

bumble-bee touched her with one of his loud, buzz-

ing wings, as he was hurrying home with his bags

of honey. All sorts of queer bugs peeped out of

the candy-tuft forests at her, and she was glad to

hurry on and reach the shelter of the broad straw-

berry-leaves. As she sat there with a beautiful red

ripe strawberry in her lap, and had just taken the

second bite from it, she heard a sound that is not

pleasant to hear when one is out strawberrying,

and that sound was—thunder ! Kittyman Tan-

nyman remembered that thunder was generally

mixed up with rain, and she knew that the rain

was very wet. She wished it was not such a long

way back to the house. Such a pity—when she

had only taken two bites ! So she took another

and another, and the next thunder that came

seemed just around the corner, and down came a

drop of rain on her head and ran down her back

in a very unpleasant way.

"Oh my! me must have a yumbella!" said

Kittyman Tannyman, looking about her; but

there was nothing to be seen but the great broad

strawberry-leaves bending and nodding under

other drops of rain.

Kittyman pulled with all her strength, and suc-

ceeded in breaking off a fine large leaf, which she

held over her head, but the drops fell thicker and

faster, and very often one would strike the poor

child so hard that it would almost make her cry.

The red round strawberries bent toward her try-

ing, I am sure, to tell her not to be afraid, but

Kittyman Tannyman was afraid, and very uncom-

fortable, too. It was dark and wet out in the big

world, the thunder was uncommonly loud, and

Kittyman Tannyman wished— yes, she actually

wished—that she had never grown smaller, but was

her mamma's fine large girl again, helping dust

chairs and gather bouquets, and wearing her dear,

dear bronze boots and sky-blue sash. And then

Kittyman Tannyman put both her little hands to

her eyes and cried and cried.

And while she was crying under the strawberry-

leaves everybody in the house was hunting for Kit-

tyman Tannyman. They knew she had not been

eaten by the cat, for the cat had been sent away

when the little girl first began to grow small. They

knew she had not been swept up in the dust-pan,

for her mamma was too careful for that. They
looked in the water-pitcher ; they poked—very

softly—under the book-case ; they even looked in

their other pockets, and in all the boots and shoes

and rubbers in the hall-closet, but not a sign of

Kittyman Tannyman. Night was coming on. The
thunder had stopped, but the rain still came down
.—not in big swift drops as at first, but mildly and
reluctantly, as if afraid of hurting something.

" If she went out-of-doors where do you think

she would be likely to go ? " asked her father.

" She is very fond of strawberries," suggested

her mamma.
The big brother had returned from his base-ball

game, and feeling as if he would like to drown him-

self for having been so careless with his little sister's

goblet house, was hunting for her everywhere ; and
while he lighted a candle and proceeded to the

garret, her papa took the lantern and started for

the garden.

" Be very careful where you step—both of you !

"

said her mamma, "and if you keep calling to her

that we are going to have cream-toast for supper,

may be she will answer—if she is alive," and her

mamma wiped the tears from her eyes and con-

tinued her search in the china-closet.

Kittyman Tannyman's papa went very slowly

down the garden path, holding the lantern near the

ground and looking sharply among the wet flowers

and grasses on either side while he called, and in a

soft voice

:

" Kittyman Tannyman."
Presently he reached the strawberry-patch. It

was a large patch, and he had walked all about it,

taking care not to step on anything that looked

like a calico frock with flannel stockings sticking

out of it, and he was just going to give up looking

any longer—for he did think that with all her non-

sense his bright little girl had intelligence enough
to go into the house in case of a rain-storm—when
he fancied he heard a faint little cry, not much
louder than the cry of a five-cent doll, just before

him among the strawberries.

"Kittyman Tannyman!" he called, "are you

here ? Don't you want some beautiful cream-toast,

Kittyman Tannyman ?
"

And up came the little wee crying voice :

" Me wants ma mma !

"

Her papa set the lantern down very quickly and

began putting the wet leaves aside with hands that

trembled for joy. There, close beside a big straw-

berry with only four bites taken out of it, was Kit-

tyman Tannyman, sopping wet and cold as a snail,

her beautiful little curls all dripping, her face and

hands so stained with tears and strawberry juice

that no one but her own papa would have known
her, and oh, so small ! Her papa took her up ten-
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lerly in one hand, covering her with the other

—

just as some kind boy would pick up a young bird

hat had fallen from its nest—and carried her to

he house.

She 's here,—and alive !
" he said, hurrying into

.he dining-room, where her mamma was just be-

ginning to search the last shelf. ''Bring some
varm water and dry flannels, please, and just

lalf a drop of blackberry wine,—she 's about

':hilled through !

"

Her mamma first peeped into her papa's hand,

and sure enough there was Kittyman Tannyman
all huddled up in a ball. She kissed the little wet

head, and hurried away for the things. In a few

minutes Kittyman was bathed and rubbed dry,

and, dressed in a soft flannel wrapper, she drank

the half drop of wine, and, lying back in her

papa's hand, stretched her tiny feet toward the fire

that had been kindled on purpose for her, and
breathed a long, deep breath. Papa saw her lips

moving, and he bent his head to listen.

" Me 's perfectly tompfortble," she said.

Then her papa covered her with his other hand,

and rocked gently back and forth, while he sung a

"low, gentle song about the " Wind of the Western

Sea."

About this time, her mamma happened to think

of the poor big brother still hunting about in the

':garret, and she went up to tell him that it

would n't be necessary to search any longer. She
was gone some minutes,—for she wanted to help

the big brother put in order the barrels and boxes

he had overturned,—and when they came down
|again into the sitting-room You can never

guess the surprise that awaited them there

:

'Kittyma.7i Tannyman
was sound asleep J

Yes, there she lay in

iher papa's hand, her

hair all back into curls

'again, her small fists

cuddled up under her

chin just as they used

to be when she slept,

'land breathing soft,

comfortable, regular

little breaths. With
one impulse, papa,

mamma, and the big

'brother drew out their

handkerchiefs, and,

waving them in the

air, gave three silent

cheers. Then, going

about on tiptoe, and hardly darirg to breathe, her

mamma prepared a little cradle of white card-board,

made a soft mattress of cotton batting, with a

white silk handkerchief for sheets, and then her

papa gently laid Kittyman down in it, and they

covered her with the prettiest doll-quilt, and set

the cradle away in a quiet, shadowy corner.

They took off their shoes, they tied up the

door-bell, and the evening paper remained un-

touched upon the table, for fear its rustling might
awaken Kittyman Tannyman.

Such care was quite needless, however. Kitty-

man Tannyman not only slept all the evening and
all night, but slept all the next forenoon ; and as

her papa and mamma stood watching her, every

moment convincing them it was time to send for

the doctor,—this prolonged sleep was so alarm-

ing,—Kittyman Tannyman sighed, yawned, and
stretched herself out, until pop went the foot of her

paper cradle !

Kittyman Tannyman had begun to grow bigger !

The reaction had come !

The news was all over the neighborhood in

twenty minutes. Everybody was talking of it.

Everybody called with congratulations. The doc-

tor came and went away again, smiling and rub-

bing his hands. Her papa walked up town as

if he owned a bank. Her mamma warbled over

her work as if it were all play. Her big brother

whistled louder than ever.

And Kittyman Tannyman—you can imagine how
quickly she kicked out one cradle-foot after another,

and how she outgrew her calico frocks so fast that

they had to be changed twice a day, until hermamma
declared, with tears of gratitude in her eyes, that by

the time grapes were

ripe her dear little girl

would be big enough
to wear her pretty

white aprons and but-

ton-boots again. For

every day after lunch,

Kittyman took a fine

growing nap on the

sitting-room lounge,

and at night her

mamma could barely

finish one story be-

fore Kittyman Tanny-
man was sound asleep,

groiving on, like a

sweet, healthy child,

toward the glad, beau-

tiful morning.
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TWO FRENCH STORY-TELLERS.

By Donald G. Mitchell.

In the midst of those bloody times in Paris which

were described in a past volume of St. NICHOLAS,*
there was living in that city a gentleman just passed

the age of fifty, who only a very short time before

published a story-book for young people which,

within a period of twelve months, passed through

fifty editions, and was, within a few years there-

after, translated into almost all the languages of

Europe.

The name of the story was " Paul and Virginia,"

and the name of the author was Bernardin de St.

Pierre. He was born at

Havre, a sea-port town at

the mouth of the Seine,

and went to school there

until he was twelve ; but

while he was at school he

fell in with a translation

of " Robinson Crusoe,"

and he loved the book so

much that he came to

love adventure more than

books, and begged for per-

mission to go over seas

with an uncle who was

bound for Martinique.

And he went there, and
saw first in that island

(which you will find on
your atlas among the West
Indies) the bananas, and
palms, and orange-trees,

and all that rich tropical

growth which afterward

he scattered up and down
upon the pages of his story

of " Paul and Virginia."

But the boy Bernardin did not stay in Marti-

nique ; he grew homesick, and went back to France,

and studied engineering in Paris, and before he

was twenty had gone away again to Malta, which

is a strongly fortified little island in the Mediterra-

nean, lying southward of Italy. He did not stay,

however, in Malta, for he fought a duel there,

which made it an unsafe place for him.

Not long after this he obtained a position under

the famous Empress Catharine of Russia, and had

strange adventures in Poland, where it is said a

beautiful Polish princess would have married the

young French engineer, but her friends took good

* See Vol.

BERNARDIN DE ST. PIERRE.

.care she should not commit what was counted so

great an indiscretion.

Then he went to his old home at Havre again,

but his family was scattered and the home broken.

He next gained an appointment as engineer to

the Isle of France, which was another tropical

island near to Madagascar, in the Indian Ocean.

After five or six years here among the bananas

and the palm-trees, he went back to Paris—with-

out business, without money, almost without

friends. This was his own fault, however, for he

was reckless, and petulant,

and proud.

He began now to think

of printing books, though

he was past thirty-four.

His first venture was a

story of his voyage to the

Isle of France; then he

passed many years work-

ing at what he called

" Studies of Nature." He
could hardly find a pub-

sher for this ; at last, how-

ever, he bargained with

Monsieur Didot to print

it,—and Didot was the

most celebrated printer in

France. Not only did he

print the book of the ad-

venturous Bernardin, but

he gave him his daughter

for a wife.

I suppose that this author

gave a great deal more of

study and of care to his

book on nature than he

did to the little story of " Paul and Virginia." Yet

it was this last—which was published some two

years or more before the capture of the Bastille—

which gave him his great fame.

Where there was one reader for his other books,

there were twenty readers for " Paul and Virginia."

In those fierce days, when the Revolution was

ripening and a gigantic system of lordly privileges

was breaking up and consuming away,—like straw

in fire.—this little tender, simple story, with its

gushes of sentiment and its warm, tropical atmos-

phere, was being thumbed in porter's lodges, and

was read in wine-shops, and hidden under chil-

III.,
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dren's pillows, and was sought after by noble

women,—and women who were not noble,—and

by priests, who slipped it into their pockets

> with their books of prayer. Even the hard, flinty-

i faced young officer of artillery, Napoleon Bona-

1
parte, had read it with delight, and in after years

greeted the author with the imperial demand

—

" When, M. St. Pierre, will you give us another

' Paul and Virginia ? '
"

It is only a simple tale tenderly told. A boy

and girl love each other purely and deeply ; they

have grown up together ; they are poor and un-

taught; but the flowers and fruits are rich around

1 them, and the sweetest odors of

tthe tropics are spent upon the

story. Virginia, loving the boy,

sails away from the island home
to win education in the old world

of France. The boy grieves, and

studies that he may match in him-

self the accomplishments which

Virginia is gaining in Europe.

At last the ship is heralded

which speeds her back. In a

frenzy of delight, Paul sees the

great ship sweep down toward

the shore.

But clouds threaten ; a wild,

swift storm bursts over the beauti-

ful island ; there is gloom and

wreck ; and a fair, lifeless form is

stranded on the sands.

Poor Virginia ! Poor Paul

!

Then—two graves, with the

name of the story over them.

And the birds sing, and the trop-

ical flowers bloom as before.

This is all there is of it. Do
you not wonder that so slender a

tale could take any hold upon a

people who were engulfed in the terrors of that

mad revolution ? Why was it ?

Partly, I think, because the dainty and tender

.tone of the story-teller offered such strange con-

trast to the fierce wrangle of daily talk; partly also

.because, in the breaking down of all the old society

Jaws and habits of living in France, it was a relief

to catch the sweet glimpse of the progress of an

innocent life and innocent love—albeit of children

—under purely natural influences.

It is worth your reading, were it only that you

may see what tender and exaggerated sentiment

was relished by this strange people at a time when
they were cutting off heads in the public square by

hundreds.

It is specially worth reading in its French dress

for its choice, and simple, and limpid language.

We come now to talk of the other book of which

I spoke. It is by Madame Cottin, and is called,

" Elizabeth; or, The Exiles of Siberia."

Siberia, you know, is a country of great wastes,

where snows lie fearfully deep in winter, and winds

howl across the bleak, vast levels, and wolves

abound. It is under the dominion of Russia, and

to this pitiless country the emperor of Russia was

wont to send prisoners of state in close exile—where

their names were unknown, and all communica-

tion would be cut off, and where they would live

as if dead.

Well, Elizabeth was the daughter of such a

THE LITTLE PAUL AND VIKGhN

prisoner, who, with his wife, lived in a lonely habi-

tation in the midst of this dreary region. She
grows up in this desolate solitude, knowing only

those tender parents and their gnawing grief. She
knows nothing of their crime or exile, or judge, or

real name. But as she ripens into girlhood, the

parents cannot withhold their confidence, and she

comes to know of their old and cherished and luxu-

rious home on the Polish plains, which is every day

in their thoughts.

From this time forth the loving daughter has but

one controlling thought, and that is, how she may
restore these sorrowful parents to their home and

to the world.

It is a child's purpose, and opposed to it is the

purpose of the Autocrat of all the Russias ! But

then, courage and persistence are noble things, and
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MADAME COTTL'

they win more triumphs than you could believe.

They will win them over school-lessons, and bad

habits, and bad temper, just as surely as they win

them in the battles of the world.

So upon the desolate plains of

Siberia the fair young girl plots

and plots. How should this fair,

frail creature set about the un-

doing of an imperial edict, and the

restoration of father and mother

to life and happiness once more ?

Over and over she pondered in

the solemn quietude of those

wintry Siberian nights, upon all

the ways which might avail her to

find relief for her suffering pa-

rents. At last came the resolve

—

and a very bold one it was—to

make the journey on foot from

their place of exile to the Russian

capital, never doubting, in the

fullness of her faith, that if she

could once gain a hearing from

the emperor, she could win his

favor, and put an end to her

father's exile.

Ah, what could she know of the

depth of state crimes, or of the

bitterness of royal hate, or of that weary march of

over 2,000 miles across all the breadth of Russia?

She had not the courage to tell of this resolution

to her parents, but kept it ever uppermost in her

thoughts as months and years rolled on and she

gained strength ; while the dear lives she most
cherished wasted with grief and toil in the wintry

solitudes.

One friend she made her confidant : it was the

son of the governor of Tobolsk, who, in his hunt-

ing expeditions had come unawares upon the retired

cabin of her father, and thereafter repeated twice

or thrice his visit. He was charmed by her beauty

and tenderness, and would have spoken of love,

but she had no place in her heart for that. Always
uppermost in her thought was the weary walk to

be accomplished, and the pardon to be sought.

The young hunter could not aid her, for inter-

course with the exiled family was forbidden, and he

had already been summoned away and ordered to

regions unknown.

At last, after years of waiting, Elizabeth being

now eighteen, an old priest came that way who was

journeying to the west. It seemed her golden

opportunity. She declared now, for the first time,

her purpose to her parents. They expostulated

and reasoned with her. The long way was a drear

one ; monarchs were remorseless ; they had grown

old in exile and could bear it to the end.

But the tender girl was more unshaken and

steadfast than they. She bade them a tearful

adieu, and with the old priest at her side, turned

ELIZABETH WEARILY PRESSED ON' THROUGH THE SIBERIAN FOREST.

her steps toward the Russian capital. Very toil-

some it was, and day followed day and week week,
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with wearisome walking; and before the journey

was half done the old priest sickened and died, she

'nursing him and closing his eyes for his last sleep

in a cabin by the way.

But still she had no thought of turning back, but

wearily and painfully pressed on. Week followed

week, and still long roads lay before her. It will

make your hearts ache to read the story of her toil,

of her bleeding feet, of her encounters with rude

plunderers, her struggles with storm, and snow,

and cliff. There were great stretches of silent

forest ; there were broad rivers to cross ; there were

;,gloomy ravines to pass through, and her strength

«was failing ; and she had been robbed of her money
iand the winter was coming on ; and there was no

messenger or mail to tell her of the dear ones she

thad left in the little cabin of the exile. But through

nil, her courage never once failed, and at last it

rejoiced her heart to see in the blazing sunlight, on

;the edge of the Muscovite plains, the great shining

domes of the palace of Moscow.

|
Here she was a stranger in a great city, and the

wilderness of the streets was full of more terrors and
I more dangers for her than the wilderness of the

lrast forests she had crossed in safety. Her very

frailty, however, with her earnestness and her

appealing look, won upon passers-by, and well-

Wishers befriended her and heard her story with

amazement. And the story spread, and made
iother well-wishers aid, until at last she came to the

feet of the emperor.

They knew, all of them, the tale she had to tell,

and the eyes of all pleaded with her so strongly,

:hat her request was granted and the father set free.

Of course the story glides on very pleasantly

after this : she has a government coach to carry

her back over that long stretch of foot-travel ; she

finds her parents yet alive; she somehow has en-

countered again that stray son of the governor of

Tobolsk, and I believe they were married, and all

lived happily ever after.

It is not much of a love story, however, except of

parental love, which, after all, is one of the purest

kinds of love.

Madame Cottin, who wrote the story, lived, as I

said, in the days of the French revolution, and was

married in the year 1790, when she was only seven-

teen years old. Her husband was very much older,

and a rich banker. I doubt if she loved him greatly:

there are some things in other books of hers (for

she published a great many) which make me think

so very strongly. Still, I believe she was an honest

woman, and struggled to do her duty. I do not

think Madame Cottin's other works are to be com-

mended, or that any one reads them very much
nowadays. "Elizabeth"—the book of which I

have given you the story—was printed in the time

of the First Napoleon (1S06), and had an im-

mense success. There is hardly a language of

Europe in which it is not to be found printed now.

It is a good story. What devotion !—so rare

—

so true—so tender !

Read it for this, if nothing else, and cherish the

memory ever in your young hearts.

It is as good a sermon on the fifth command-
ment as you will ever hear, and remember that it

was preached by a Frenchwoman who lived in

Paris through the reign of blood.

WHICH HAD IT?

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

Chad and Seth were great cronies, though Chad's
ather was a lawyer, and Seth's was a blacksmith.

But, then, the one was a very good blacksmith,
|imd the other a very poor lawyer, and this lessened

:he social gap.

There was an opinion floating about the village,

j
hat Chad and Seth were bad boys. But the evi-

lence for this was very intangible. People were
eady enough to pronounce them " a pair of pre-

:ious young rascals," but when a man was asked for

;in instance of their rascality, he could assert noth-

ing more definite than that they were always up to

some mischief.

The truth of the matter was that Chad and Seth

were two young democrats, full to the brim of life

and spirit, who liked fun better than anything else.

Indeed, they considered fun the chief end of boys.

They sometimes pursued it thoughtlessly, perhaps

recklessly, and often violated the proprieties in its

pursuit. But there was nothing mean about these

two boys. To use Chad's favorite word, they were

not sneaks. They were fair on the play-ground,
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often generous, and, Seth especially, had a soft

spot under his sooty jacket. He was tender with

all the weak. Little boys and "them girls" knew
very well their knight.

Chad and Seth were near the same age—just

turned thirteen.

The worst thing I knew about Seth was that he

did n't keep his hands and face clean. As for

Chad, the greatest fault I found with him was that

he persisted in his companionship with Seth, when
he knew that his mother would have preferred him
to look higher for a friend.

His mother had raised no serious objection to the

association, but Chad knew her preferences, and
should have respected them. But Seth had a great

fascination for Chad. He was a more important

factor in Chad's enjoyment than all the other boys

in the village combined. .

"But his father 's a blacksmith," Chad's mother

said one day.

" How can Seth help what his father is? " Chad
asked warmly. "If we boys had the bossing of

our fathers, Seth might have had his a lawyer, and

I 'd had mine a blacksmith. I 'd rather be a black-

smith any day than a lawyer. A lawyer don't do

anything that I know of except to read old papers,

and then go to the court-room and speak his piece.

I hate to read writing, and I don't like to speak

pieces, any way, if there are girls. But a black-

smith's work 's jolly—blowing his big bellows till

the forge is red and splendid. I love to see the

red-hot irons, and to hear the hammer ring on the

anvil, and to see the sparks fly, and the strong iron

bend just the way it 's wanted to. It 's better 'n

fire-crackers and rockets ; makes a fellow feel like

giving three cheers and a tiger. And a blacksmith

works with horses. My sakes ! I just wish I could

be a blacksmith. Say, may I go, mother? "

Chad was teasing to go and play with Seth.

" Why, Chad, I should think you 'd feel morti-

fied to be seen with Seth. His clothes are dirty

and sometimes ragged," the mother said.

" I aint goin' back on Seth for that," said Chad,

stoutly. " He can't help it. His mother 's the

one to haul over the coals for that. Any way, I 'd

like to wear dirty clothes myself sometimes, 'stead

of being kept all the time starched and ironed. I

could play lots better in old clothes. You ought

to see Seth play ; he just pitches in,—rumblety-

tumblety. He can turn the jolliest somersaults

that ever I saw. I 've seen him turn 'em, one after

another, all the way from the top to the bottom of

that big red sand-hill—don't you know ?—by Squire

Bowers's. Tell me, mother, if I may go."
" I 'm afraid Seth 's a bad boy

;
people say he is."

" He aint bad," said Chad, warmly. " He aint

any sneak. Folks think if a fellow don't stay in the

house and read all the time, he 's bad. Seth aint

any of your sickly kind. He 's the jolliest boy in

this town, and I can't have any fun without Seth.

That 's all there is about it. There is n't another
boy to play with. Now !

"

" There 's Frank Finley," the mother suggested.
" Frank Finley !

" exclaimed Chad, with a tone
of contempt. " Why, mother, he's the spooniest,

the dumbest, the finnikiest, the chickenest milk-

sop that ever I saw. He parts his hair in the mid-
dle, and wears curls stringing down his back. All
the fellows call him Fanny,— all except "—and
Chad's cheeks flushed and his eyes brightened with

the triumphant vindication of his friend,—" all

except Seth, mother ; Seth never calls him names

;

he always stands up for Frank. He takes Frank
in his lap on the sled, just like a baby, to keep him
from tumbling off. And Seth 's the best skater on
the pond ; but he often loses the race, when we
boys race, because he 's got Frank Finley, tugging
him along. And Seth always chooses Frank on
his side in toss-up, 'cause the other fellow wont
have him. I tell you, Seth 's a high old trump.

May n't I go, mother ?
"

" Yes, I suppose so ; but I don't see why boys
have to catch all the slang that 's floating around,"

said the mother.

But Chad did not hear the remark. With the

first word of his mother's reply, he had rushed for

the street, slamming and banging the doors after

him.

I 'm going to tell you of a little incident which
occurred in the village where Chad and Seth lived,

and then you may answer the question with which

this story started : Which Had It ?

It was the last night of the year, and there was a

watch-meeting in the little Methodist church of the

little village. Many country people had come in their

sleighs to help the village folks watch the old year

out and the new year in. Chad and Seth were at

the meeting, and it was a foregone conclusion with

some folks that they were bent on mischief.

The congregation had been, for some moments,

sitting in profound silence, reviewing, doubtless,

the failures of the year so soon to end, and making

resolutions for the year so soon to begin. The
silence was very solemnizing, as we sat there in the

dimly lighted church, with not a sound to be heard

except the loud ticking of the clock under the

gallery, marking off the few last moments of the

fleeting year. But five minutes of the old year

remained, when the minister, a venerable, white-

haired man, rose, and spoke a few solemn words,

which made the people feel yet more solemn.

"A few more vibrations of that pendulum," he

said, pointing to the clock, which put in a solemn

tick-tack, as he paused for breath, "and we shall
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all be swung into a new year. Then it will be my
privilege and pleasure to wish you all a happy new-

year ; so, I shall have the best of the congregation.

It seems fitting, clear friends, that we should spend

the last few moments of the old year in prayer."

The people all knelt. Then came an earnest

petition, that the clear Lord would meet his people

on the threshold of the new year, and abide with

them to the end. When the prayer was ended,

sat down in his chair without a word, and gazed in

a bewildered way at the congregation. Everybody
turned and stared at everybody else. Seth gig-

gled aloud. Chad, sitting next pew from him,

looked scared. Seth tucked his head between his

knees and snickered painfully. He wanted to stop,

but to save his life, he could n't. He pressed his

hand over his mouth, but the laugh would burst

out. He tried to smother it in his woolen com-

^ha/iiA— m^^
A COMMOTION IN THE CHURCH.

]' while the clock was buzzing with preparation for its

last announcement for the year, while the amen
was hovering about the pastor's lips, ready to

alight, before the people had fairly risen from their

knees, somebody, determined to get the better of

the minister, shouted out, so that every ear heard :

" I wish you a happy new-year !

"

Who in the world was it ? The minister was so

surprised at this stealing of his thunder, that he

Vol. IV.— 51

forter, but it would n't be smoth-

ered. He knew the people all

around were looking at him and

thinking he was very rude and very bad ;
but no

matter ; he had to laugh ; he could not help it.

Suddenly, in the midst of his snickering, he heard

somebody speaking excitedly and indignantly. He
raised his head, and saw that the speaker was

Squire Woodruff.
" I 've got ten dollars here," he said, opening

his purse and displaying the bill. " It belongs to

the man, woman or child that will give the name
of the person who interrupted our meeting." He
reached forward and handed the money to the

minister, who laid it on the big Bible on the desk.

"And here's another ten a-top of that," said

Mr. Alexander, making his deposit.

Then everybody looked all around to see some-

body start up, tell who the offender was, and claim
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the twenty dollars. Doubtless nobody knew who
it was, for nobody spoke.

Then Mr. Lemuel Dyer said:

" I '11 make that twenty dollars thirty."

"I go you five better," added Mr. Arthur

Matthews. Mr. Matthews was a class-leader, and

would have been properly shocked if he had

known that he was using an expression of the

card player, and that in church.

Still, nobody claimed the money. By this time

the people were excited and curious. Somebody
added another five dollars, making forty now
offered for information as to the offender. Seth

had stopped laughing for the moment, and looked

a little frightened when he saw how in earnest the

people were to bring the offender to light.

Mrs. Mason, who had been sitting near Seth and

Chad, now went over, and spoke to Seth's father.

"That was Seth who called out," she said; " I

know it was. I saw his lips move."

Seth was scared when he saw his father coming
over to him. The father looked angry as he-

charged the offense upon Seth.

" .Mrs. Mason says she saw your lips move.''

" It 's a lie," cried the boy, kindling indignantly.

Then he burst out laughing, as the funny part of

the affair came over him again.

" Seth, you know it was you," said Mrs. Mason.
' ; Of course it was," added Miss Palatkin. " I

know it by the way he keeps laughing."

" It was n't ; I did n't do it," Seth declared.

"It's just like him; he's always up to some
mischief," said somebody else. " I know he did it."

" I know I didn't," said Seth.

" Do you know who it was?" asked his father.

By this time a third of the congregation had

gathered around Seth.

" Yes, I know," Seth answered.
" Who was it?" asked a half dozen voices.

" I aint going to tell."

Then it looked so funny to Seth to see all that

crowd of people around him, that he laughed in

their faces. When Seth wanted to laugh he

could n't help laughing, any more than Vesuvius

could help belching. He was n't one of the kind

who can laugh in their sleeves.

" There are forty dollars you can have, if you '11

tell," one said.

"He ought to be punished, whoever it was,"

another argued. " Everybody '11 think it's you

unless you tell."

" It wasn't me, and it '11 be mean to blame it on

to me." Then Seth giggled again.

" Then tell who it was," said his father. " You
're foolish not to, when you can make forty dollars

by telling. Think what lots of things you can buy
with it. Come, Seth, tell," he continued, coax-

ingly, " and- I '11 give you another ten. Then
you '11 have fifty dollars—a half-hundred—about as

much as I can make in a month. And you can
make it by just speaking a name."
"Come, let us have it," urged Mr. Arthur

Matthews. " Who was it?"

Seth just looked at Mr. Matthews, and seemed
ready to burst into another laugh.

"Why, how contrary ye be!" said Mother
Ketchum, eying Seth over the tops of her spec-

tacles. "Why don't ye tell and be done with it,

so the folks can go home?"
But Seth repeated: " I aint goin' to tell."

"If ye was my boy, I'll be bound he'd tell

purty quick." Mother Ketchum addressed part of

this remark to Seth and part to Mrs. Leonard,

standing on the right. Finally the minister spoke:
'• We are determined, if possible, to discover the

reckless individual who has had the temerity to in-

terrupt our solemn service, and to bring him to

punishment. This is the second time our service

has been interrupted. We brought the other

offender to light, and we shall discover this one.

Be sure of that, my guilty friend. That which is

hidden shall be revealed. We offer for information

of the offender a standing reward of fifty dollars."

Here Seth's father pulled at the minister's

sleeve, to say that his offer of teri dollars was only

to Seth, and the pastor's proclamation was amend-
ed accordingly. Then the people went to their

homes, discussing the matter as they went.

" Of course it was Seth," said Chad's father, who
prided himself on his lawyer-like ability of seeing

through people.

" You '11 be willing to give up Seth now, I sup-

pose?" said the mother to Chad.
" I don't believe it was Seth." This was all the

answer Chad made.

When Seth had got home, his father scolded

him for not speaking and claiming the money.
" You 've got to tell," insisted the father. " I '11

flog you if you do not."

" I '11 take the whipping," Seth answered, with

his voice trembling; " but I wont tell." „

When Seth had gone to bed, his mother came
and sat down beside him. She wanted him to

have the money ; and no wonder, with seven little

mouths in her nest to be fed.

"Just think," she said, "what you could do
with all that money. You could get you a new
suit of clothes, and new cap, and some boots."

Poor Seth thought of Chad's handsome new
winter suit, and of his own shabby jacket, and a

great lump came up in his throat.

" I would n't get any good of the money," the

boy said. "You and father would take it all; I

know you would."
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The mother thought he was yielding, and has-

tened to assure him that he should have every

penny to spend for himself. But Seth had no

thought of telling when he made the remark ; he

just wanted to re-enforce himself—to have a better

excuse for refusing to tell.

" Then you can look as well as Chad," the mother

added. " He wont be ashamed of you then."

"Chad aint 'shamed of me now," said Seth,

with a quiver in his voice. " He likes me better

than any the other fellers. He would n't like me
if I was to tell ; he hates a tell-tale."

So the mother soon found there was no hope of

getting the secret from Seth.

The next day, as he was going for the milk for

breakfast, he was joined by Chad.
" My goodness, Seth, you 're a bully boy ! you 're

a perfect stunner !
" Chad said, in an enthusiastic

whisper. " Did you know all the time who it was?"
" Of course I knew," said Seth. " I heard you

and saw you."
" And are n't you ever going to tell ?

"

" Not any," said Seth.

" Forty dollars !
" continued Chad. " Did n't it

make you feel shaky ?

"

"It did make my mouth water; but it didn't

make me feel like telling on you, Chad."
" You 're a brick, Seth; you're a chief corner-

stone. But, Seth, you 've got to tell—you 've got

to have that forty dollars. I don't mind if they do

know ; they wont do anything much about it.

Anyway, I didn't do anything wicked; it was n't

anything mean. I just did it for fun, and I don't

see the use of their making a great hullaballoo

about it. I don't care if they do know it was me.

They dare n't hang me, and they dare n't put me
in jail. I 'd a notion to get up and tell on myself;

I felt like a sneak not to. But I wanted you to get

the fifty dollars, you see. Good gracious ! you 've

got to have it, Seth. You must tell."

" I wont ever tell anything on you, Chad," said

Seth. " You would n't like me any more if I did."

"Yes, I would," Chad declared, eagerly.

" I would n't like myself," said Seth.

" But, you see, the boy who did that ought to be

punished."

Chad forgot, for the moment, who "the boy"
was, in his eagerness that Seth should have the

money. But in vain he argued. Seth declared he

never would tattle on Chad. So Chad made up his

mind that he 'd tell on himself. " I wont be a

sneak." That 's what he said to himself. It was

a favorite expression with Chad.

The episode at the watch-meeting was the gen-

eral theme of talk for the next few days. It was a

trifling matter to engage a whole village; but

curiosity was excited. They wondered who the

offender could be. Was it or was it not Seth ?

These people had been interrupted once before in

their religious services. They felt that somebody was

interfering with their rights—that they were being

abused. And the more they talked about it the

more outraged they felt. And the more outraged

they felt the harder it grew for Chad to confess

himself the offender at the meeting.

But one morning he found himself fairly started

for the minister's house. He did n't go " cross lots,"

which he might have done, and saved half the dis-

tance. He went roundabout. When he reached

the gate, he faced about, and walked away from it

as fast as he could for a half block. Then he

walked back to it, and went slowly up the terraced

steps. Perhaps he would then have gone straight

forward up the walk to the house, but for those

two sheltering fir-trees on the edge of the terrace.

He hid behind one of these till he could gather

courage. When he got on the porch, I think he

would again have hid behind something if there

had been anything to hide behind; or he would

have run away if he hadn't seen Mrs. Hemingway,
the minister's wife, looking athim from the window.

He tried to think of something to say, so as to put

away the real errand as far as possible. Bu'" sud-

denly the door opened, and there stood the minis-

ter. "Good-morning, my boy," he said, kindly.

" Come in to the fire."

Chad walked in, looking like a little sheep. He
sat down with his cap hanging on his fist. The
other hand grasped his leg for a moment, then it

was stuck into the pocket of his trousers. The
minister waited for Chad to state his errand. But

Chad sat there as if he never meant to let any-

body know what he 'd come for.

" Is it very cold out?" asked the minister.

"Yes, sir," answered Chad, taking his hand
from his pocket, and hiding it with the other

under his cap. Then he crossed his legs, and
looked as though he was getting ready to say

something. So the minister waited to hear him
announce the occasion of the call. But Chad just

uncrossed his legs.*

" Is your father well?" asked the minister.

"Yes, sir," Chad answered, hooking back his

right foot to the chair leg.

Another period of silence ensued.
" Is your mother's health good this winter?" said

the minister at length, wondering what ailed this

boy, usually so much at his ease.

Chad answered " Yes, sir," as before, and hooked

back his other foot. Then, as he realized his awk-

ward position, he brought both feet forward and
placed them quite precisely in order, with the toes

turned out at dancing-school angle. But he soon

fidgeted them ouc of place, while trying as hard as
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he could to think of some easy, pleasant way of

telling all about it.

"Do you go to Sunday-school?" was the next

question Chad heard. He wound one leg around

the other and said he did. Then he unwound his

legs, and stood his feet close up to the stove to

warm, like flat-irons on end.

" What did Santa Claus bring you ?"

Chad jammed his hat between his knees and
answered, " A microscope."

"Were you at the watch-meeting?"

Here was Chad's chance. He screwed himself

sideways in his seat, and hugged the back of his

chair with both arms, as if to hold himself to his

object. His cheek was burning, his eyes down-

cast, his voice dry and crackling, as he answered :

" Yes, sir ; and I know who it was—who it was

that got the best of you—that wished the folks a

happy new-year, you know."

"You do? Who was it?"

" Will I get the money if I tell?"

" Certainly you will," the minister answered.

"No hoaxing?" asked Chad, growing bolder;

" I '11 be sure to get it?
"

" To be sure you '11 get it."

"It was me," said Chad, "but I didn't mean
any harm by it."

The minister looked at Chad in a vague way for

a moment, and then he broke into a hearty laugh.

"You 've got the best of me again," he said.

" Well, I '11 see that you get the money, but doubt-

less you '11 be fined to that amount, and will have

to pay it back. So you wont make anything."

Chad looked a little blank. "Anyway, I feel

better for owning up," he said at length, " and I 've

found out, too, that Seth wont tell on a feller."

When the matter came up before the church it was
argued by some that Chad deserved more credit for

bringing the offender to light than any other in-

formant would have merited. These advised that

he be freely forgiven, and that the money be paid

over to him.

I was not in favor of such action, and I happened
to be a prominent member of the church society.

My heart was yearning toward Chad, but I wanted
to make him feel to the bottom of his boots that

because a thing is done in fun it is not necessarily

blameless. It seemed to me that I would thus

straighten the chief crook in his ideas. So I asked

that he be fined. He was fined the forty dollars.

Which had the best of it? Chad had to hear

this question very often for the next few months.

In view of the fact that he learned from this experi-

ence to pursue his fun with due regard to the rights

of others, the question, Which had it—which had
the best of it ?—may be promptly answered.

"now it's your turn."
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HARE AND HOUNDS.

By Kate Brownlee Horton.

Would you like to hear something, young foxes " day after day in the hunting season, return-

friends, about a famous out-door game that boys ing at night jubilant and enthusiastic, and some-

in England play ' There, as in your own country, times waving high in triumph the "brush" (the

\

ON THE SCENT OF THE HARE.

each season has its own especial sports, and as

soon as the warm, sunny May-days come, when
the fields and roads are dry and firm, " Hare and
hounds! "is the cry from boyish lips, and young
hearts beat high for joy in the sunshine, and boyish

feet almost spurn the earth as they prance along

the highways, and over the hedges, getting in

" training" for their much-loved sport.

It is confined principally to school-boys between
the ages of ten and sixteen, though often boys who
do not belong to the school are members of the
" hunt," and very often, too, the little fellows are

the best runners in the party.

You must know that England is a great hunting
place, and each papa who can afford it keeps his

horse and "follows the hounds who follow the

fox's tail, that is) which the huntsman who catches

and kills the fox always has as a trophy.

So boys grow up to love and exult in this sport,

and to long for the days when they, too, can have

a horse for their very own, and go galloping "over

lull and dale, through bush and through brake," as

the proverbial sly old fox may lead.

Till that happy time comes, however, "hare
and hounds" is the joy of their hearts,—as it was

of their papas when they, too, were boys,—and this

is how it is played.

The boys divide themselves into two parties,

each having its "champion runner," and lots are

drawn as to which of these runners shall be the

"hare" in the first hunt of the season, afterward

they go by turn.



79° HARE AND HOUNDS. [October,

The vest of the boys are the "hounds," and the

other champion is the huntsman who marshals

them to the "meet" (which is usually the school

play-grounds), gives the signal for the starts, calls

them off by a shrill whistle when they get on the

wrong scent, and, in fact, is "master of the

hounds," par excellence.

The "hare" is provided with a small, open

satchel or pouch, slung across his shoulder, and

filled with bits of white paper about an inch square

—

heavy paper that the wind will not carry away. It

is the privilege of the small boys who are too little

to take part in the hunt to prepare these bits of

paper, and for a day or two before a "run" they

have great fun in preparing " scent," as they call it.

The hare is also allowed five minutes " head

start," and is allowed to choose his own course, but

is obliged to scatter the bits of white paper at short

intervals all along the way he goes, as they are his

tracks for the hounds to follow. The five minutes

given him he usually spends in seeking for some
obscure place at which he leaves a little package of

yellow or blue paper to denote the starting-point.

This may be some blocks away, or up a side

street, or just around the corner ; he has his

choice, and a free opportunity to seek it, as the

"hounds" go within doors till the five minutes are

up. Then the huntsman cries " whoop ! halloo I"

and away they all bound hither and thither, seeking

till they find the package of colored paper (which

they are obliged to do before they can start) ; the

finder must cry "hark! forward!" then off they

go, on the scent.

Sometimes so long a time is taken up in finding

the staiting-point that the hare makes famous

headway, and can "double" on his followers—that

is, retrace his way for a block or two on the other

side of the street (leaving the bits of paper all along,

of course), go round a block, or, if they are in the

country, he probably makes for the woods, goes in

some distance, then turns back, perhaps, till he

finds some leafy tree, up which he climbs and hides

himself till the " hounds " have gone by : anything

to put them off the track.

When the hare has gone far enough, and wishes

to return, especial care must be taken, as, if he is

seen, the hounds can rush after him, "cross lots,"

and woe betide him if he is caught ! He is no

longer champion, but has to give up his badge to

the fortunate "catcher," and cannot even be one

of the hounds till he has paid a certain forfeit

demanded by rule—usually something good to eat.

If the hare gets successfully home to the play-

ground, the opposite party has to "stand treat;"

so you may imagine how hard each side strives to

win. It is a capital game when really played

according to rules, and English boys think the

rules half the sport. It has been played for

several generations,— an old game,—not only in

England, but wherever English boys have gone, or

English games are known. At Vevay, in Switzer-

land, where there is a large pensio7i (school) for

boys, it is the regular summer amusement ; but it

is hard running there, for the roads are so "up and
down hilly" (as the boys say), and the hare can

never find a good hiding-place.

One bright little English lad said "no wonder
' Swissies ' are ' buffers ;

' no boy can learn to run
in a country that is all set up on edge !

"

I should not wonder if some of the boy readers

of St. Nicholas already know about this game,
since so many of their English cousins come to this

country. If so, this account must be for those who
have 7iot heard of it.

But it is not only boys who play "hare and
hounds." A gentleman who has just returned

from China told me that at Shanghai and Ningpo
the English residents— merchants, officers and
others—have quite recently introduced the game,
with this difference, they play it on horseback, and
make a whole day's sport of it.

Early in the morning they send out some one
who knows the country well (sometimes a China-

man, and that makes the fun all the better), give

him a good fair start, perhaps half an hour, then

gallop after him as hard as the horses can go, as if

they were indeed back in " merrie England,"

hunting a fox or hare. They need sharp eyes to

discover the paper "scent" when they fly over

the ground so quickly, but that only makes them
the keener hunters.

In Scotland I think boys enjoy the game fully as

much as in England, keep closer to the rules, and
welcome each hunting-day as eagerly as the first

one of the season. Wednesday and Saturday

afternoons are usually chosen for hunts ; though

sometimes an indulgent teacher, if diligently im-

portuned, will give the whole school an extra half-

holiday, and go himself to see the start.

Does it seem strange to think of having only a
half of Saturday for play ? It is almost a universal

custom, at least in Scotch country places, to have

school on Wednesday and Saturday mornings till

noon, giving the rest of those days for a holiday,

and boys there seem to like it so. I suppose that is

because they have never known any other way.

But they get a great deal of enjoyment out of

their "halfies" (as they call those holidays), and
after school-hours as well, though school does not

usually close till four o'clock. That is late, is n't

it ? But Scotch summer-days hardly seem to have

any end. All through June, July and August (on

the west coast principally), it is as light at ten

o'clock in the evening as it is in our country at
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seven, so games go on all through the "gloamin',"

till tired feet turn gladly homeward, where wearied

heads seek downy pillows, and bright eyes close in

the sound, healthful sleep that comes so quickly to

happy childhood after a long, joyous day spent in

the pure, fresh summer air.

I once saw a splendid game played in the Scotch

town of Ayr, which so interested me that I actually

"followed the hounds" myself, though at a very

modest pace, and not over the hedges.

across the fields to the next station (which, fortu-

nately, was not far distant, but to reach which the

.train had to go around a long curve), and breath-

less, but triumphant, caught the unsuspecting hare

just as he stepped from the railway carriage, chuck-

ling to himself at the thought of having outwitted

all his pursuers.

Was n't he fairly caught, think you ? and did

not he have to pay up for his trick ? The "hounds,"

who soon appeared on the scene, carried him off

The hare was getting rather the worst of it, and,

having nowhere else to hide, rushed into a near-by

railway station where a train was waiting, gave the

guard a knowing wink, and sprang into one of the

carriages, and the train moved slowly off just as the

panting "hounds" came in sight. He threw a

handful of papers from the window, but kept him-

self well out of view.

A little cousin of mine, who was huntsman that

day, saw the papers fluttering in the breeze, and
being as " quick as a wink" to catch an idea, knew
in a minute what the wily "hare" had done—so,

fleet of foot as he was quick of thought, he flew

to the nearest "sweetie shop" (as Scotch laddies

call candy stores), and made him spend every

"bawbie" (a copper half-penny, worth one cent

of our money) he had, for "toffy" and other

" sweeties."

Now, boys, you who know all about " hare and

hounds," as well as you who do not, try it

—

with

the rules—and see if you do not find it a jolly

good game, that will give you that lightness and

fleetness of foot so much to be desired by every

boy, and will help you to spend many a happy

holiday with fun-loving comrades, when old games

are " played out" and you long for something new.
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HAROUN AL RASCHID.

By Henry W. Longfellow.

One day, Haroun Al Raschid read

A book wherein the poet said :

" Where are the kings, and where the rest

Of men who once the world possessed ?

" They 're gone with all their pomp and show,

They 're gone the way that thou shalt go.

" O thou who choosest for thy share

The world, and what the world calls fair,

" Take all that it can give or lend,

But know that death is at the end !

"

Haroun Al Raschid bowed his head
;

Tears fell upon the page he read.

CAUGHT BY THE SNOW.

By William H. Rideing.

One day last October, while a party of govern-

ment surveyors in charge of Lieutenant George M.

Wheeler, of the United States Engineers, were

encamped on the banks of Lake Tahoc, in the

Sierra Nevada, a brown old ranchman came out

of his cabin and told us, in a cold-blooded way,

that we should have snow before morning. The

wind had changed suddenly from south-west to

north, and masses of great white clouds drove

over the darkening blue of the sky. We had

barometers, thermometers, and all the instruments

used by Old Probabilities in foretelling the weather,

but we knew from experience that it was unneces-

sary to consult them, and that we might as well

take the ranchman's word for law. Squirrels, spi-

ders, and old ranchmen are the wisest of the

weather-wise, and no signs of a storm are so sure

as theirs,—the spider ceasing to weave his gossa-

mer across the roads and trails, the squirrels laying

in an extra store of provisions, and the ranchman

sniffing the air with the keen scent of a pointer.

The sun-burnt old man who spoke to us was as

innocent of scientific knowledge as a chipmunk is,

but long life in the open air, and the observation

of nature, had developed an instinct in him which,

as in the animals, was more sensitive to the approach

of a change than the most delicate instruments ever

made by human hand.

We had been in snow already,—the snow which

never melts, but shines all summer, and drops into

icicles along the tops of the rough mountains,

whose clasp holds the lake within its bounds. We
had played at snow-ball early in September ; but

we had so far escaped severe storms, such as the

one now prophesied for us was likely to be.

There are more comfortable and complete shel-

ters from bad weather than small canvas tents, and
less rheumatic beds than a blanket spread upon
the frozen earth

; there is more substantial food

than a soldier's rations ; but the tents, the blankets,

and the rations represented our frugal outfit, and
all that we had to depend upon.

A few flakes of white fell, and vanished in the

pine-fire that we built at night, and then a heavy
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rain set in, and continued to patter on our tents

until morning, when we removed our camp from

Lake Tahoe to Squaw Valley, which is a deep bay

in the mountains, with an outlet leading into one

of the high-walled ravines called canons. We were

anxious to occupy a certain peak, and Squaw Val-

ley seemed to offer the best way of reaching it.

of a fir-tree, might have pitied us as we crowded
nearer the fire, endeavoring to get warmth., and
only getting smoke. For supper we had a slice

of bacon and bread, which the rain had reduced to

an unsavory pulp, and we crept into our damp
beds with longing thoughts of home.

Next morning, as I stretched out my arms against

m%mm
AT THE DOOK OF THE HUT.

The rain fell without abatement for thirty-six

hours, and our tents swayed to and fro in the

wind, threatening to collapse each moment, despite

the strong ropes that guyed them to the pines under
which they were pitched. We were so wet and
cold that the saucy-looking chipmunk, which occa-

sionally peeped and winked at us from the hollow

the tent, I felt that it was heavy, and heard

it crackle, and when I looked outside, the whole

country was transformed ; the surrounding mount-

ains and the valley—that had been blue, purple,

and green—were covered with white ; the great

pines and firs resembled solid cones of snow ; our

pack-mules, with tails turned to the wind and
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drooping heads, were the. picture of misery, and

there we were— snowed-in. The storm might

continue for days—even for weeks. When once

the snow begins in the sierras of California and
Nevada, there is no telling when it will stop; it

piles itself up in the valleys to a height of forty

feet, and it seals the country,—not with wax, of

course, but with something that we cannot help ad-

miring for its velvety beauty, and dreading for its

treacherous softness. The farmers who have stock

on the slopes of these mountains keep two barns,

—one in the Sacramento valley, where the cli-

mate is deliciously mild, and their cattle can graze

all winter, and the other in one of the mountain

valleys, which, when the snow melts in the spring,

are clothed with a growth of very nutritious grass.

We had seen household after household turning

westward during the previous weeks, in anticipa-

tion of the winter, and now, when it had come,

there was not a human habitation, to our knowl-

edge, within many miles of camp, though earlier

in the season the country had been overrun with

cattle, and overcast with the smoke of many
ranches.

How the white flakes fell, and how they chilled

our finger-tips and toes! It was as though the

clouds were coming down, as a little southern girl

said to me when she first saw the fleecy strays of

winter drifting out of a sad northern sky. Great

phantoms seemed to roll and wreathe themselves in

the air, and to fling out mysterious rings and fes-

toons. The highest peaks disappeared, and the

lower hills, seen through the gauzy veil of the

snow, were like the figures in a lace, and as im-

palpable to look at as puffs of steam. Ah, how we
longed and longed for home !

The surveyors, who, under Lieutenant Wheeler,

are making the most out-of-the-way parts of the far

West as familiar as a New England county, have

some pleasant experiences, to be sure, and they

deserve them; for it takes a great many pleasant

ones to counterbalance the wretchedness of two or

three days of storm. The men stood about the

camp-fire disconsolately and silently, finding no

relief in smoking or in conversation. In the morn-

ing our black cook called " Breakfast !
" and in the

evening he called " Supper !
" We would have

been happier had we been able to sit down to a

respectable meal. Bacon and bread were the

daintiest things, however, that our mess afforded.

Smarting and coughing from the pine-fire smoke,

we tried to forget our sorrows in bed; tossing and

shivering in our wet blankets, we slept a little, and

awoke again to the miseries of the situation.

When, on the next morning, we turned out, and

found no promise of a clearing, our hopes fell to

the zero of despair ; and we decided that it was

high time for us to make a change of base.

Not more than fifteen miles from our camp was
the famous Donner Lake, where an emigrant party
had been snowed-in many years ago, twenty-eight

persons dying from cold and hunger; and while

we did not anticipate any real danger of this kind
to ourselves, escape from Squaw Valley being pos-

sible at almost any time, we knew that to remain
at our present camp would cause us much vexation

and delay in our work.

So our bedding, food, instruments and tents

were packed on the mules, and we went forth

toward the Truckee Canon. A strange and for-

lorn procession we made ! From the lieutenant

in charge, who was an officer in an artillery regi-

ment, down to the black cook, not a man in the

party had any fancy article in his dress. Buck-
skins, flannels, felt hats and heavy riding-boots

—

tilings for warmth and wear, and not for show

—

made up our costumes, which would have sadly

misled any one not aware of our true character

and occupation. Soldiers and scientific men work-

ing on the western plains and mountains are not

the elegantly uniformed creatures that the illus-

trated weeklies sometimes picture them as being.

A dandy in camp is laughable and intolerable, and
there was not a laughable or intolerable member
in our party. Perhaps one figure in the rear of the

pack-train might have raised a smile among stran-

gers. It was Sergeant Ford, an intelligent young
officer detailed from Camp Independence to serve

with our party. The mule which he rode dragged a

mysterious-looking one-wheeled carriage after it,

and as the mule stumbled in the drifts, the wheel

was lifted forward and swung from side to side in

the most extraordinary fashion, and Ford was occa-

sionally shot from his seat into a soft bed of snow.

But clumsy as this carriage appeared, it was one
of the most important things of the survey; attached

to the wheel was a small dial called an odometer,

which recorded each revolution ; and as a certain

number of revolutions were equal to a mile, we
were thus enabled to tell the distances traveled

from day to day, and to obtain measurements of

the roads and trails in the country that we were

surveying.

As we crept along through the smiling storm

with a shadowy chain of whited mountains encircling

us, and a roof of gray over us, the wind that swept

from the summits pierced us with its cold, and shook

the pines and firs of their snow, which ascended in

the air like a cloud of vapor. Our progress was

slow ; the mules floundered and slipped at every

step, and before we had gone far, the dark day

began to edge on to the darker night, though we

were still houseless and hungry. We could see

only a little way ahead through the dense flakes
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vhich dashed upon us in a fury and seemed deter-

nined to encompass us in their icy grip. Now
ind then a darker spot was visible in the gray, and

>ur hopes rose as our imaginations traced the out-

ines of a house in it; but it turned out to be a

:lump of trees, or a massive detached rock, and

ve were again faced with the gloomy possibility of

10 shelter for the night.

This happened so often, that we gave no more

ittention to what was before us, and plodded on

vith downcast eyes ; and it was thus that I had

tlmost reached its front and only door before I

discovered an isolated little cabin, before which the

eaders of the pack-train had stopped. The doors

tnd windows and every opening had been securely

lailed up, and the heavy cattle-tracks leading to the

»utlet of the valley showed that the ranchman had

lastily retreated at the beginning of the storm. He
lad gone away, not dreaming that any one would

ippenr in the neighborhood until the spring should

)ring greenness to the country again.

A nice point of law now presented itself to us.

it is not probable that felonious intent, or any-

thing that a lawyer could interpret as felonious

ntent, ever entered the minds of our party before
;

out there we were, —chilled to the bone, hungry,

md completely unhappy ; and there was the house,

iffering both shelter and a dry place on which we

might make our beds. We hesitated a few mo-
nents,—for burglary is a serious offense,—and then

we shook the snow from our shoulders and forced

an entrance, knowing that the generosity which

jrows as largely in the Californian heart as Bartlelt

oears grow in the wonderful Californian soil, would

nave made us warmly welcome, had it been present

n the person of the owner.

Some of the more curious members of the party

• mmediately made an investigation of the contents

of the house, which confirmed the evidence of the

rattle-tracks outside, that the occupants had left

suddenly ; and as each man made a discovery, he

shouted it to the others. From the different cor-

ners and shelves, I heard the announcements of
:< half a bottle of pickles," "basket of potatoes,"

'"'bottle of pain-killer," "piece of soap," "a dish-

bloth," "corn-flour," and other things which the

ranchman had not thought worth taking away.

The most enterprising explorer in this direction

was Mr. Frank Carpenter, our topographer, who,

when I found him, was eating some moldy blanc-

mange out of a rusty can with a chip of wood.

We were not long in putting up the stove and
lighting a glorious fire, and spreading our blank-

ets on the floor. We were not long, either, in

putting the cook in the kitchen, or slow in urging

him in his preparations for supper; and though

we had already eaten a whole basketful of pota-

toes, sliced with a pen-knife and roasted on the

stove, it was astonishing how quickly a fine joint

of beef, which was among our other discoveries,

vanished when supper was ready.

A little way from the house was a large barn,

in which we stabled our mules and fed them with

hay. A mule is a weather-hardy creature, that is

supposed to be capable of enduring the severest

exposures, and is not often treated to lodgings in a

stable ; and it was a treat, therefore, to see our

animals comfortably quartered for once, and to

hear them munching their abundant feed.

The storm continued throughout the next day,

and in the evening, as we sat around the camp-
fire, Sergeant Ford, who had been out-of-doors,

rushed into our midst, looking for a shot-gun. In

answer to our questions, he said, breathlessly,

"Turkey!" and disappeared again. We were

within three weeks of Thanksgiving, and the pros-

pect of turkey was almost too much for us. We
started for the door, but before we could reach it Ford
had fired, and as we put our heads into the snow,

we saw him standing with the smoking gun in his

hand, and watching a large white owl as it flew

away into the night. "Turkey?" we inquired,

sympathetically. Ford simply shook his head, and
scon went to bed.

The next day was clear, and we moved camp to

Truckee, leaving the little house exactly as we
found it, and carefully boarding up the doors and
windows, to keep out the future storms. More
than this, as soon as we learned the name and
address of the ranchman, a check on the United

States Treasury for a sum equivalent to the value

of the food and hay that we had used was sent to

him. So it is likely that our party will escape

punishment.
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AUTUMN POETRY.

By Lucy Larcom.

as a

that

keep

Is there more
poetry in spring

than in autumn ?

Yes, more that

finds expression,

for in spring every-

thing has a voice

or a look that

reveals its glad-

ness ; nature then

is one grand choral

of praise.

The pleasure of

simply being alive

is the song that re-

sounds everywhere.

It is the careless

delight of a little

child who knows
nothing of life,

—

who feels nothing,

except that the sun-

shine is bright, the

air sweet, and that

all faces and forms

around him are full

of love.

In autumn, the

world is still beauti-

ful, but its beauty

is that of change,

and of the mem-
ory of change. A
warm, dreamy mid-

summer haze lies

between us and the

fresh fields and deli-

cate wild flowers

of spring, and we

look at the gor-

geous leaves and

blossoms of the sea-

son against a dim
background tinted

with the faded

treasures of the

past. And, because

it has a past as well

present, the poetry of autumn is deeper than

of the earlier seasons. It is richer, too, if we
within us the bloom and the fragrance which

we have enjoyed, and so blend the blossoms of

spring and summer with those of the declining

year.

You know—or will learn, by and by—that we
never need lose anything which has really made
our life blessed, except by our own fault. If we

have taken the loveliness around us into heart and

soul, and not merely glanced at it idly, it has

become an immortal possession : for all true beauty

is poured into our lives out of the heart of Him
who is the Infinitely Beautiful, and every gift He
bestows is perfect and indestructible.

Have you ever thought about the shading-off of

one season into another,—how gradual and delicate

it is, and what a charm it adds to the year ? You
cannot tell exactly when midsummer has passed

into autumn, any more than you can draw a sharp

line between the red and the orange in the rain-

bow. Nature shades her colors more exquisitely

than any artist, and it is in this magical blending

that half her poetry is found. The four seasons

make a visible harmony, like four voices so per-

fectly accordant that you hear them as one in a

song; for there is an eye-music as well as that

which enters the ear.

Late in August, you come in your rambles upon
some hidden pool of the woodlands, and find, to

your surprise, the water-lilies still awake here and'

there ; and on the margin of the pond, the most

magnificent blossom of midsummer, the cardinal-

flower. What a contrast they make—that pure

whiteness, crystal-born, and that inimitable red,

which seems a burst of the intensest warmth hid

in the bosom of earth ! The white clematis, or

virgin's-bower, hangs its graceful streamers along

the wood-paths, veiling the departing footsteps of

Summer, whom Autumn has already come to meet,

scattering golden-rod about, as an admittance-fee

into the grounds of the dethroned queen.

Beautiful poems have been written about the

passing of summer into autumn. Mrs. Hemans
sings her regret in one beginning

—

' Thou art bearing hence thy roses,

Glad Summer, fare thee well !

Thou art singing thy last melodies

In every wood and dell."

And this little song, " Summer's Done," plainly

betrays its New England origin :

" Along ihe way-side and up the hills

The golden-rod flames in the sun ;
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The blue eyed gentian nods good-bye

To the sad little brooks that rim,

—

And so 'Summer's done," said I,

' Summer "s done !

'

'* In yellowing woods the chestnut drops;

The squirrel gets galore,

Though bright-eyed lads and little maids

Rob him of half his store,

—

And so 'Summer's o'er,' said I,

' Summer 's o'er !

'

" The maple in the swamp begins

To Haunt in gold and red,

And in the elm the fire-bird's nest

Swings empty, overhead,

—

And so 'Summer's dead,' said I,

' Summer '$ dead !

'

" The barberry hangs her jewels out,

And guards them with a thorn;

The merry farmer-boys cut down

The poor old dricd-up corn,

—

And so 'Summer's gone,' said I,

1 Summer 's gone !

'

" The swallows and the bobolinks

Are gone this many a day.

But in the mornings still you hear

The scolding, swaggering jay,

—

And so 'Summer's away,' said I,

'Summer's away !

'

" A wonderful glory fills the air,

And big and bright is the sun ;

A laving hand for the whole brown earth

A garment of beauty has spun,

—

But, for all that, 'Summer's done,' said I,

' Summer 's done !
'

"

"A Still Day in Autumn," by Mrs. Sarah Helen

Whitman, takes you into the dreamy atmosphere

iof the beautiful September days'. Here are two or

three stanzas of it :

" I love to wander through the woodlands hoary,

In the soft liyht of an autumnal day,

When Summer gathers up her robes of glory,

And like a dream of beauty glides away.

" How through each loved, familiar path she lingers,

Serenely smiling through the golden mist,

Tinting the wild grape with her dewy fingers

ITU the cool emerald turns to amethyst!

" Warm lights are on the sleepy uplands waning
Beneath soft clouds along the horizon rolled,

Till the slant sunbeams through their fringes raining

Bathe all the hills in melancholy gold."

In one of Alice Carey's songs of the autumn
days, she writes that

" Summer from her golden collar slips,

And strays through stubble-fields, and moans aloud,

—

Save when by fits the warmer air deceives,

And, stealing hopeful to some sheltered bower, '

She lies on pillows of the yellow leaves,

And tries the old tunes over for an hour.''

And Whittier paints in glowing words the flowers

that blossom between summer and fall :

" Along the road-side, like the flowers of gold

That tawny Incas for their gardens wrought,

Heavy with sunshine, droops the golden-rod;

And the red pennons of the cardinal-flower

Hang motionless upon their upright staves."

Into his " Last Wal

M

/P.

I

in Autumn " he has brought

several of his friends

well known to Amer-
ican readers ; and all

through his poems
you catch glimpses

and flashes of aut-

umnal color.

It is to the poetry

of our own country

that you must look

for the best songs of

autumn, and that for

a very good reason.

Our autumn is a far

more cheerful season

than that of most

other countries. The
brilliant colors of the

forest-trees, and the

days of bright sun-

shine and soft air,

that sometimes lin-

ger far into Novem-
ber, are a wonder

to foreigners. Many
persons find it hard

to decide whether

June or October is

our most delightful

month.

Longfellow sings,

" With what a glory comes

and goes the year !

"

and he writes of

" The solemn woods of ash

deep-crimsoned,

And silver beech, and maple

yellow-leaved,

Where Autumn, like a faint

old man, sits down
By the way-side a-weary."

And again, in that

sweetest of idyls

—

" Evangeline "
:

1 Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful

season

Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints.

Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light, and the landscape

Lay as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood."

And, again, he addresses autumn as coming

" With banners, by great gales incessant fanned,

Brighter than brightest silks o( Samarcand !
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" Thou standest, like imperial Charlemagne,
Upon thy bridge of gold ; thy royal hand
Outstretched with benedictions o'er the land!"

Lowell's "Indian Summer Reverie" is full of

splendid description :

" The birch, most shy and lady-like of trees,

Her poverty, as best she may, retrieves,

And hints at her foregone gentilities

With some saved relics of her wealth of leaves:

The swamp-oak, with his royal purple on,

Glares red as blood across the setting sun,

As one who proudlier to a fallen fortune cleaves:

He looks a sachem, in red blanket wrapt."

" The maple-swamps glow like a sunset sea,

Each leaf a ripple with its separate flush."

* The woodbine up the elm's straight stem aspires,

Coiling it, harmless, with autumnal fires."
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In modern English poets we get, now and then,

a glimpse of glowing color. Tennyson writes of

" Autumn laying here and there

A fiery finger on the leaves;
"

and tells us how one who watches may see

" The maple burn itself away."

And Allingham must have seen something like

'our autumn colors before writing this stanza:

" Bright yellow, red, and orange,

The leaves come down in hosts;

The trees are Indian princes,

—

But soon they'll turn to ghosts."

George Cooper lias a pretty little song about
" The Leaves and the Wind "

:

"'Come, little leaves," said the wind one day

—

'Come o'er the meadows with me, and play;

Put on your dresses of red and gold,

—

Summer is gone, and the days grow cold.'

" Soon as the leaves heard the wind's loud call,

Down they came fluttering, one and all

;

Over the brown fields they danced and flew,

Singing the soft little songs that they knew:

h" Cricket, good-by, we've been friends so long!

Little brook, sing us your farewell song,

—

Say you are sorry to see us go

;

Ah ! you will miss us, right well we know.

" ' Dear little lambs, in your fleecy fold,

Mother will keep you from harm and cold ;

Fondly we've watched you in vale and glade;

Say, will you dream of our loving shade?'

"Dancing and whirling the little leaves went;
Winter had called them, and they were content.

Soon fast asleep in their earthy beds,

The snow laid a coverlet over their heads."

Gazing upon the splendors of the autumn woods,

fwe do not wonder that a poet exclaims,

" Sorrow and the scarlet leaf

Agree not well together !

"

And of the very latest autumn Bryant writes :

" The melancholy days have come, the saddest of the year,

—

jl Of wailing winds, and naked woods, and meadows brown and sere."

Even after this period of dimness, the atmosphere
grows warm and spicy and hazy, and there is a soft

flush over the fields and woods, like the after-glow

of a gorgeous sunset. If ever there is poetry in

the air we breathe, it is during the Indian summer.
We all know those days

" When the sound of dropping nuts is heard, though all the trees

are still,

And twinkle in the smoky light the waters of the rill."

Do we not love Bryant's " Death of the Flowers "

and " Fringed Gentian," as we do these last flowers

of the year, and the beautiful season in which they
bloom,—and as we do the poet himself, who was
almost the first to open American eyes to the loveli-

ness of our wild flowers, and the peculiar beaut)' of

our autumnal scenery ?

Here is " A Little Girl's Song of Autumn," by
an unknown writer :

" The autumn has filled me with wonder to-day,

The wind seems so sad, while the trees look so gay;

The sky is so blue, while the fields are so brown,

While bright leaves and brown leaves drift all through the town.

I wish I could tell why the world changes so ;

But I am a little girl— I cannot know!

" The sun rises late, and then goes down so soon,

I think it is evening before it is noon ! .

Of the birds and the flowers hardly one can be found,

Though the little brown sparrows stay all the year round.

I wish I could tell you where all the birds go ;

But I am a little girl—I cannot know!

"O Autumn! why banish such bright things as they?
Pray turn the world gently! don't scare them away!
And. now they are gone, will you bring them again?
If they come in the spring, .1 may not be here then.

Why go they so swiftly—then come back so slow ?

Oh, I 'm but a little girl!— I cannot know !

"

J

^oJr--

Of one thing we may be certain,—that He who
turns the world upon its axis so as to cause the

changes of the seasons, meant us to receive some

new happiness from every one of them. " He hath

made everything beautiful in its time," and ifwe were

but as grateful as He is good, how would the seasons,

one and all, ring with hymns of thanksgiving

!

It would do us all good to get by heart Thom-
son's " Hymn of the Seasons." You know how it

begins

:

" These, as they change, Almighty Father, these

Are but the varied God. The rolling year

Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleasing spring

Thy beauty walks, Thy tenderness and love.

Wide flush the fields; the softening air is balm;

Echo the mountains round ; the forest smiles ;

And every sense, and every heart, is joy.

Then comes Thy glory in the summer months,

With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy sun

Shoots full perfection through the swelling year;

And oft Thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks :

And oft at dawn, deep norm, or falling eve,

By brooks and .groves, in hollow-whispering gales.

Thy bounty shines in autumn unconfined,

And spreads a common feast for all that lives.

In winter awful Thou!"

" The poetry of earth is never dead," and never
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Oilneed it die out of

human hearts. We
surely ought to bear

our part—by far the

most important — in

the chorus of creation.

Buchanan writes :

" And unto me all seasons

littered pleasure.

—

Spring, standing startled, lis-

tening to the sky-lark,

The wild flowers from her lap

unheeded falling ;

And Summer, in her gorgeous

loose apparel

;

And Autumn, with her dreamy,

drooping lashes

;

And Winter, with his white

hair blown about him."

There is much more of the

written poetry of autumn than

has been mentioned here. You
will get more pleasure from

looking it up for yourselves,

perhaps, than from being told

just where it is. Keats may
be named, and Shelley ; and

doubtless you will recall Mary

Howitt's charming verses about

." Corn-fields," well worth com-

mitting to memory.

There are those who think of autumn only as a

gloomy season,

—

" The Autumn is old;

The sere leaves are flying

;

He hath gathered up gold,

And now he is dying;

Old age, begin sighing !

"

But to children, and to the child-hearted, the

whole year is happy with hope. The fall of the

leaf is but a promise of the bright days of winter

which are coming, all sparkle and merriment

and health : and of the glad spring, over whose

' GOLDEN-ROD.'

needed sleep the winds of autumn and winter

sing lullabies—the fresh, faithful Spring, which
has never failed of re-awakening, since the first

birthday of man. Yes,

" Sure as earth lives under snows,

And joy lives under pain,

'T is good to sing with everything,
' When green leaves come again.'

"

Still, among faded garden-flowers, and under
fallen forest-leaves, we cannot but be more thought-

ful than when all things are bursting into gladsome
life. This, too, has been sung of by one of our

poets

:

" The berries of the brier-rose

Have lost their rounded pride

;

The bitter-sweet chrysanthemums

Are drooping, heavy-eyed.

'T is time to light the evening rre

;

To read good books, to sing

The low and lovely songs that breathe

Of the eternal spring."

In some hearts there is an ever-blooming spring-

time of cheerfulness, which makes all around them
forget the flight of seasons and of years. Such
hearts never grow old, and they spread far and
wide the sunshine of immortal youth. Every man,
woman and child of us might be such a fountain

of gladness, if we would. Love is the only eternal

spring-time—in whatever world we live.

Yet there is mirth for children in what some-

times makes older people sad.

" We stand among the fallen leaves,

Young children at our play,

And laugh to see the yellow things

Go rustling on their way."

What child's heart does not bound to the music

of Marian Douglas's call to the woods in the brilliant

autumn days ?

" Fire ! tire ! upon the maple-bough

The red flames of the frost !

Fire! fire! by burning woodbine, see,

The cottage-roof is crossed !

The hills are hid by smoky haze !

Look ! how the read-side sumachs blaze !

And on the withered grass below

The fallen leaves like bonfires glow !

" Come, let us hasten to the woods,

Before the sight is lost!

For few and brief the days when burn

The red fires of the frost.

When loud and rude the north wind blows,

The ruddy splendor quickly goes.

But now — hurrah! those days are here,

The best and loveliest of the year."

Nobody has a better opportunity to know what

the poetry of autumn is—the real poetry, unrhymed
and unprinted—than a country child whose home
is in the Northern United States. Just think of

'
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—the season of the golden-rod, the aster, and the

fringed gentian,—of crimson and scarlet maple-

1 forests, and of oak-groves almost as brilliant,—of

beech-woods whose aisles seem covered with a

.golden roof, as you pass through them,—of pine-

fforcsts hung with the twisted streamers and orange-

colored berries of the bitter-sweet, and bordered

with the red pennons of the sumach, and with

coral-hung barbcrry-bushesr—of ripe nuts on the

hill-sides, as well as of yellow grain-fields, and

loaded orchards. What season can boast more

beauty, or half so great wealth ?

In the autumn flowers there is one thing to be

[particularly noticed—that so many of them are star-

shaped and sun-shaped. The wild aster, which

imakes our road-sides so beautiful with its varied

'tints,—white, lilac, amethyst, and royal purple,

—

takes its name, "Aster, a star," from its

form. " Frost-flowers " they are some-

times called, and stars of the frosty

days they are. The large rudbeckia,

with bronze disk, and rays of gold or

purple,—the compass-

flower of the prairies,

the wild sunflower and

the coreopsis,—and the

golden-rod, every stem

of which is a constel-

ation of little suns, all

bear the same shape,

and nearly all of them
glow with the sun's own
color. The other late-

flowers, the gentians,

wear the azure of the

sky. The world puts

on blue and gold, be-

fore it clothes

itself for its

long sleep in

the whiteness

of the snow.

Is n't it beau-

tiful, children,

and does n't it give us
'

a glimpse of His won-

derful thoughts who has

made the flowers grow

for us, that when the

days are shortening,

and we get less of the

sun's light, the earth around

us blossoms out into little

stars and suns? It is as if

the dull clod, warmed through

and through by months of sun-

shine, tried to leave the image of

its benefactor's face imprinted

everywhere, teaching us to ex-

press our gratitude to the God
who has planted our souls in His

world, by letting our lives blos-

som into beauty like His. Or,

we might say, it is as if He
who made the sun were showing

us that if we need more light

than there is in the darkening

skies, He can kindle sunshine

for us out of the coldest and
the dryest sod beneath our feet.

Even in the leafless and flower-

less November, the heart of the poet, which is

also the heart of a little child, can see something

beautiful. Let that wintry month, if it seems

gloomy to you, be remembered in Alice Cary's

wise, sweet words :

" The leaves are fading ami falling,

The winds are rough and wild,

The birds have ceased their calling,

But let me tell you, my child,

" Though day by day, as it closes,

Doth darker and colder grow,

The roots of the bright red roses

Will keep alive in the snow.

" And when the winter is over,

The boughs will get new leaves,

The quail come back to the clover,

And the swallow back to the eaves
;

t

Vol.. IV.—52.
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' The robin will wear, on his bosom

A vest that is bright and new,

And the loveliest way-side blossom

Will shine with the sun and dew.

' The leaves to-day are whirling,

The brooks are all dry and dumb

;

But let me tell you, my darling,

The spring will be sure to come.

' There must be rough, cold weather,

And winds and rains so wild ;

Not all good things together

Come to us here, my child !

1
So, when some dear joy loses

Its beauteous summer glow,

Think how the roots of the roses

Are kept alive in the snow !

"

A CENTURY AGO.

By Noah Brooks.

Chapter I.

1777-

"The British have landed at the Back Cove !
"

shouted Peletiah Wardwell, one fine May morning

in 1777, as he burst into the keeping-room of Cap-

tain Joe Perkins' house. Dame Perkins dropped

her knitting-work, and, looking steadily over her

spectacles at the lad, said :

" Peletiah, you have forgotten something."

Peletiah, with a blush mantling his honest and

already flushed face, pulled off his sealskin cap and

made an awkward bow. Boys were brought up in

that way, one hundred years ago.

Then he added, excitedly, but with less boister-

ousness :
" Yes, the British have landed at the

Back Cove. Captain Blodgctt has called for volun-

teers."

"And Mr. Perkins has gone off to the Neck,"

said the dame, rising and going to the window,

from which she could look up toward Windmill

Hill. No horseman was in sight. There was no

sign of her husband's return. Then, with a flash

of indignation in her eyes, she turned to the boy
and asked :

" Why stand you there ? Go ! alarm the town !

"

The boy was off like a shot.

"What's that? What's that, mother?" cried

Oliver, a boy of sixteen, who rushed in from the

back garden, where he had been spading up the

beet-beds. His mother had taken down Captain
Perkins' gun from the wooden mantel where it

hung, and was looking at the old flint-lock.

"The red-coats have landed at the Back Cove,

my son, and we must defend the town."
" You ! mother ? " cried the boy, with something

like a laugh in his eye, but with his face glowing.
" You ! mother?"

" The time has come at last, my boy. Father

said that there was danger that the British would
come over from the Penobscot shore and take the

town in the rear. They have landed at the Back
Cove. There is no force in the little battery be-

tween them and the fort. And Captain Blodgett

has only thirty militia-men with him in the fort.

Everybody must do his share to save the town.

I can run bullets for somebody to use with your

father's gun."

"Give me the gun, mother! I'll go!"—and
the lad's eyes sparkled as he spoke.

"Said like a man, my boy ! said like a man!
There are the horns !

" and just then the sound of

fish-horns braying on the village-green showed that

the alarm had spread.

The preparations were few and hurried. Oliver

hung his father's powder-horn about his neck, put

into his pouch what few bullets he could find,

picked the flint of the gun-lock, so that it should
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not miss fire; and was then ready to run to the

green to report himself for duty.

" I shall run some more bullets and send to you

anon," said the mother. " The skillet is on the

coals and Dorcas will help me."

The lad lingered an instant in the open door-

way, and the sun streaming brightly on him gilded

his yellow hair and shed a sort of glory over his

fair young face. So full of life, so alert and ardent,

he seemed for the moment transfigured in the eyes

of his mother. She went swiftly toward him ; kissed

him, and without a quiver in her voice said-:

"/cannot give you to your country, Nolly. God
gave you when he gave you a country. You will

do your duty.

" That I will, mother," and the boy, throwing

his father's gun over his shoulder, ran down the

village street to the green.

As he fled, two stalwart fellows hurried by, not

forgetting to salute Dame Perkins as they passed.

Shading her eyes from the sun, she called after

them :

" Seth and Jotham Buker ! My little Nolly has

gone to the defense. Will you have an eye on his

welfare in the fight ?
"

"Aye! aye!" answered the men cheerily as

they ran.

Then Dame Perkins softly closed the door, threw

I her apron over her head and sat down on the stairs,

crying to herself, "My son ! my son !

"

Dorcas, the little handmaid of the house, brought

: a bag of bullets, all hot from the molds, to Oliver

as he stood with the other volunteers on the green.

"And I thought, Nolly, that mebbe you 'd like

1 your fishin' tackle," and she produced the boy's

tom-cod lines as she spoke.

The young men standing around laughed at the

sight, and Oliver blushed with mortification. It

seemed to him that he had grown to manhood
since he had used that line off the wharf the day

before. Curbing his impatience a little, he said :

" Much obliged, Dorcas," and put the reel into

' his pocket.

"Forward! march!" shouted Corporal Hib-

I bard, and the little company stepped out manfully

i to the tap of the drum, every beat of which seemed
I to say to the lad: "You will do your duty ! you

will do your duty !
" over and over again.

Through the fields they went straight to the

crown of the peninsula on which Castine is built.

There, on the rounded ridge, overlooking the

town on the one side, and the pastures on the other,

was a rude earth-work, about six feet high, sur-

rounded bv a ditch, and commanding a view of the

harbor in front of the town, as well as of the Back
,' Cove which bordered the rocky and sloping pastures

behind it. This was " The Fort." Thence thev

could descry a fleet of boats on the shore of the

cove, about a mile and a half away. Half a mile

'off was a small battery of earth, shaped like a

half-moon, behind which a few men might lie con-

cealed and worry an advancing enemy.
" Tell off twenty men for the battery !

" shouted

Captain Blodgett.

And Corporal Hibbard went down the line and

counted out every other man until he had his twenty

men. These stepped out to the front. They were

old, middle-aged, and young. Each was afire

with zeal ; each was more than ready to fight for

his country. The oldest was the gray-haired

grandsire of Seth and Jotham Buker. The young-

est was Oliver Perkins. And as they marched
cheerily, yet sedately, down the hill, Oliver's heart

beat high with pride, and he seemed to hear a soft

voice repeating: " You will do your duty ! You
will do your duty !

"

" Seems to me they might have kep' that little

chap at home," muttered old man Buker to his

grandson, Seth, discontentedly, though even his

aged limbs almost tottered as he spoke. " This is

no fit work for children."

" He 's grit," said Seth, sententiously, " and I 've

promised the dame to keep an eye on him."
" No talking in the ranks !

" thundered Corpo-

ral Hibbard.

The red coats of the British were already gleam-

ing through the firs and cedars as the little squad
filed behind the battery and lay down with their

guns in position.

" Wait till I give the word," said the corporal,

in a hoarse whisper,—" then fire !

"

Oliver's breath came fast, and his eyes sparkled

with strange light, as the red-coats came steadily

on. On they came, first slowly, then, lowering

their guns, with gleaming bayonets fixed, they

broke into a run, and charged directly upon the

battery.

" Fire !
" shouted Corporal Hibbard, as he saw

the whites of the eyes of the British regulars.

At the word, a rattling crash tore out from the

line behind the battery. The enemy's line wavered

and broke here and there. Then came a word of

command, and the red-coats dashed up the slope,

swarmed over the battery, and, in the midst of

firing, smoke, and cheers, struggled to gain the

position.

It was a brief fight. A few of the patriots man-
aged to escape into the fir thickets to the right and

left of the battery, and so fled back to the fort with

the ill news.

The British troops re-formed their line and
marched on up the hill. How gallantly the patriots

defended this last line behind the town, how well

they fought, I cannot stay to tell. It was all in vain.
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When night fell, the red cross of St. George was

flying on the flag-staff on the green, and the

British colonel was quartered in Dame Perkins'

house.

That night Captain Perkins came back and

heard the doleful story. " It was a foolish thing

to do," was all he said. But whether he referred

to Oliver's going to the defense, or to Captain

Blodgett's attempt to hold the battery, nobody

dared to ask. For it was plain that his grief was

great.

Chapter II.

877-

:
' Say, ma ! may n't I go a-fishing down to the

Back Cove, with Joey Gardner ?
"

grassy ruins of the old fort on the hill, and, with a

wild cheer of savage joy in freedom, scampered
down the hill which slopes to the Back Cove.

The robins fled away from the newly plowed
ground as the boys approached ; and a squirrel

that had been scolding at them from the top of

Dave Sawyer's fence dropped his tail and scudded
away in alarm. Squirrels and robins usually have

a wholesome dread of young people, though
neither Abe nor Joey was their enemy. These
boys had their thoughts on tom-cods, and they

scarcely noticed the green and velvety tufts of moss
that adorned the pasture-knolls, or saw the pale

petals of the May-flowers that sent forth their

delicate odors from the very edge of the lingering

snow-drifts under the spruce-trees.

AND HERE IS WHERE THE ELLET LEET ITS

Lincoln Parker's mother hung two more of her

boy's shirts on the clothes-line before she glanced

up at the summery sky, and said :

" Why, my son, it is going to rain, I 'm afraid.

Besides, there 's no good fishing in the Back Cove.

Better go down on the wharf."
" Oh, you can catch tom-cods off the rocks, if

you only have a long pole. Say, ma, may n't I ?
"

A few minutes later, Abraham Lincoln Parker,

with a luncheon-basket in his hand, was tugging

after Jotham Swansdowne Gardner, who was two

years older than he, and was accounted the most

knowing fisherman of all the village lads. The
two youngsters cut across the fields, scaled the

"Young Dave," as he was called, was plowing

in the little patch which his father had fenced in

from the pasture. Summer comes late in Maine,

and though this was warm May, the time for plant-

ing had only just begun. The air was full of life.

The peewit and the chickadee were complaining in

the bushes. The water-spiders and pollywogs were

lively in the clear puddles that filled the grassy

hollows, and eye-brights and yellow violets were

blooming on the swale which is still called "The
Battery."

"Hullo, Dave! what's that?" asked Joey, as

Dave's plowshare turned up a brown bowl from the

earth. Dave stopped his horses, picked up the bowl,
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and turning it over in his hands, said :
" I swan to

man, boys, but that 's a human critter's skull !
"

"A skull!" cried both the boys at once, with

eyes agog with awe and wonder.

Abe drew back a little.

"Oh, it wont hurt ye," said Dave. " I reckon

this belonged to one of them Revolutionary fellers

that fit here, a hundred year ago."
" Fought here, did they?" cried Joey, eagerly.

" Yes, fit here, they did," said Dave, and he

seated himself on the cross-beam of his plow and

looked thoughtfully at the brown relic. " I 've

heerd my gran'ther Dunham tell the story many
and many a time. He was into the last war, but

Mis father he was a Revolutionary pensioner."

" What a little skull for a man !" remarked Joey.

' " Should think it must have been a boy."

"Should n't wonder! should n't wonder! And
I here, you see, is where the British bullet left its

mark. Drefful good shot that," and Dave regarded

the little round hole with real admiration. "The
feller that put that there could knock over that red

squirrel yonder just as easy."

"What did they fight for?" demanded Abe.

To him it seemed wicked that people should

fight and kill each other, and that this remnant of

a cruel war should now be turned up in the midst

of the life and beauty of spring.

" Wal ! you 'II hev to ask your ma about that.

She wuz a Perkins, and some of her folks fit into

the Revolutionary war. There wuz old Captain Joe

Perkins ; he wuz your gran'ther Perkins' gran'ther,

or great-gran'ther, 1 don't justly know which. But

it wuz a great fight, anyway."
" A fight for independence," said Jotham, stoutly.

"That's it, Joey. They fit for their country.

Many a poor feller bit the dust in that war. But

they did their dooty, and it 's all the same in a

hundred years."

So, tenderly placing the skull on a rock, Dave
took up his reins and went on with his plowing.

"Here's something else!" cried Abe, as the

plow moved on. He picked up what seemed to

be a ball of dried grass. It fell into powdery dust

as he fingered it, and left in the palm of his hand a

little bar of lead.

"A tom-cod sinker!" exclaimed Joey. "And
that stuff must have been a fish-line. Tom-cod
line, d' ye suppose?"

" Don't know," said Dave, who had turned back

to look. " But I know I sha'n't get my stent done

afore night if I stop to talk with you boys. Get
up, Whitey ! " and Dave drove on.

Abe fastened the strangely found sinker to his

line, and the lads went to their fishing in the Back
Cove.

' PLEASE DON'T TOUCH ME !

'
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ITALIAN BABIES.

By E. D. Southwick.

THE BAPTISTERY OF FLORENCE.

There is a curious building in the city of

Florence in Italy, which is called the Baptistery ; it

stands in the middle of the city, and has stood

there for many hundred years, being for a long

time the cathedral of Florence. It is an eight-

sided building, having beautiful bronze doors, about

which you will be glad to know more some day.

They cost their makers twenty years of labor, and
are wonderfully decorated with scenes from the

Bible. Inside are five marble statues, ancient pil-

lars, tombs, and painted windows. But just oppo-

site to this building a grand cathedral was built a

long time ago, and this one has been used for

many years entirely for baptisms—all the babies

who are born in the city being brought there. It

is a curious sight, and worth going to see. Every

day, about four o'clock, they begin to come, and

there generally are from eight to twelve at a time.

The child is usually brought in a carriage, and

taken in with a large mantle of silk, satin, or fine

cloth thrown over it—the mantle being richly

trimmed and ornamented with a monogram in the
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center, or perhaps the baby's name. Then, when

the priest is ready, he comes forward, and the

godmother holds the infant while he makes a

prayer and puts a bit of salt on its tongue; then,

laying the end of his mantle over the baby, they

walk up some steps to a very large white marble

font, having a broad band around the top, and a

cover over it ; the cover is raised, and child placed

standing upon the edge of the basin. Now, as the

children are very young, they could not stand at

all in our ordinary dress for babies, but the Italian

baby has a fashion of its own, or one that is ar-

ranged for it, which seems curious enough to us.

Its little body is bound tightly in a strong strip of

cloth, until it is made quite stiff, and only the arms

are free to move. Thus all the babies who are

brought to the baptistery can be placed standing on

the edge of the font while the holy water is poured

upon their heads ; then a warm napkin is used, to

make them perfectly dry ; and sometimes a mother

sends powder in a box, that some may be put on

after the napkin, to insure her darling against

taking cold. After the ceremony, the friends of

the babies usually spend some time in conversa-

tion, then return to their homes. Twelve hun-

dred babies are baptized here every year. Many
a time I have watched the bandaging process

with pity for poor baby, for I know how they love

to kick. The mother puts the bandage around

the body just under the arms, and winds it round

and round, binding the little legs fast together,

and draws it firmly over the feet ; then the whole

of this little package is bound about like a bundle

of goods, with a very narrow strip of cloth, to keep

it from unrolling; sometimes a dress is put over

all this for show, and for baptism a very magnifi-

cent robe.

The little creatures are kept thus bound till they

are about a year old ; and, as they know no better

way of being clothed, seem to enjoy life as much
as do any other babies. When they are taken

out to ride in their small wagons, they are well

protected from the air, even in summer, having

thick woolen covers or small down beds over them.

Sometimes it is difficult to see that there is any

child there, there are so many wrappings. The
babies of the poor have a very hard life, as their

parents have no comforts for themselves, and have

to work continually to get enough to keep them
from starvation.

HIS OWN MASTER.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XXXVIII.

JACOB WRITES A LETTER AND RECEIVES ADVICE.

Jacob was glad enough to get away from his

uncle and return to the Fairlakes. After coming

out of that dreary house, the little home of his new
friends seemed all the more charming to him. He
had never known but one other at all like it, and

that was Quaker Matthew's. Different as they

were in other respects, the two abodes resembled

each other in the pleasant, peaceful atmosphere

which pervaded both—the spirit of love which

alone, whether in poverty or wealth, in a cottage

or a mansion, makes for the human heart a home.

Friend Matthew's hospitality and parting words,

and recollections of dear little Ruth and her beau-

tiful mother, were much in Jacob's mind that day

;

and, Mrs. Fairlake having shown him a desk and

writing materials in the library, which she invited

him to make use of, he resolved to write the prom-
ised letter.

While he was about it, Florie came into the

room, and he turned to speak to her.

" Don't let me interrupt you," she said, with a

laugh. " I 've no doubt you 're writing to some
nice girl."

"I am," replied Jacob, proudly; "'writing to a

very nice girl."

" Then I am sure it is to your little Quakeress,

Ruth !

"

For Jacob had told the Fairlakes about Friend

Matthew's family.

" Of course it is to Ruth," said he.

Florence seemed about to make one of her pert

and, perhaps, stinging retorts ; but seeing how
grave and grateful and sincere he looked when
speaking of those who had been so good to him,

she had not the heart to wound him.
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"Is she dreadfully, awfully good?" she asked;
" a great deal better than I?"

" She is different from you. I don't know that

she is any better. But she is gentler. She does n't

say such sharp things as you do sometimes.

"

'What makes me?" cried Florie, with a flush.

" I don't know. It is your way, your spirit.

You don't mean to hurt anybody's feelings, I am
sure."

"Do I hurt yours?"

"Not now," said Jacob, with a smile; "and I

don't think you ever can again."

"Why not?"

"Oh, I see how good you are, behind it all!

And you have been so kind to me !

"

He spoke with so much feeling, that Florie

turned away for a moment.
" Well, Jacob, my boy," she said, trying to carry

it off with a laugh, though her eye still glistened

softly as she turned once more upon him, " give

my love to Ruth. I know I should like her ! Tell

her she must visit me when she comes to town."

She bit her tongue, and added: " But when you

praised her so, you made me think I was n't good

at all—or good-looking,—like her ! There ! I 've

said it
!

"

And, with a laugh and a blush, she ran out of

the room.

At the dinner-table that day, Jacob described

with a good deal of spirit and humor his interview

with Uncle Higglestone, and asked Mr. Fairlake

what he ought to do.

" It is hard to give advice in such a case as this,"

said his host; "and before doing it, perhaps I

ought to see your uncle. I will go round and call

upon him this afternoon. Meanwhile, Jacob," he

added in a fatherly tone, " it will be well for you

to reflect that we have to do many things in this

life, not because they are pleasant or promise to be

profitable, but because they are duties. Who
knows but you may have a duty to your uncle to

fulfill. If you can do anything to comfort his

lonely and suffering old age, may be you will choose

to do it, and conclude to go to him, for his sake

solely, and not at all for your own."

Left to himself that afternoon, Jacob remem-
bered these words. The more he pondered them,

the more they troubled him. Was he sorry that

he had remained faithful and done his duty to his

aunt? Would he ever in the future regret that he

had performed a similar service toward his uncle?

Might not he do something to bring into that

dreary house the home-feeling that was wanting?

He was prepared for the result when Mr. Fair-

lake returned from his mission.

" I have had a long and rather satisfactory talk

with your uncle," said that gentleman, sitting down

with Jacob alone in the library. " You have made
an extremely favorable impression upon him. He
likes your frank manners, even when you disagree

with him, and that is a great point gained. If you
go to live with him, you will not have to sacrifice

your independence."
" Do you think I had better go?" asked Jacob,

trembling with excitement.
" Oh, I am not going to say that. I shall leave

you to decide the matter for yourself. But I will

tell you what I have learned. The old colored

woman showed me the room which will be yours if

you go. It is a very good room, but I objected to

the barrenness of the walls, and the poor and
scanty furniture ; for I thought, considering his

wealth, that we might as well begin right. He
said to me that you could have it furnished in any
way you liked—he, of course, to pay the bills.

Then it occurred to me that, with my wife to assist

you in your selections,—she has excellent taste in

such things,—you might make really a pleasant

room of it. And. who knows? that might prove a

starting-point toward a reform in the old gentle-

man's whole manner of living. When he sees one
really comfortable and inviting chamber in his

house, I think he will like to have all the rooms
furnished with corresponding good sense and good
taste."

Jacob listened in a pleased way, but said nothing.
" Another thing. He imagines that he is going

to take some pride in you, and he agrees with me
that it will be a good plan for you to go to school a

year or two, or at least carry on some studies in

connection with your business. I am inclined to

think he will be liberal with you in that and every

other respect, if you suit each other. If you choose,

you can go and try ; but, even then, you wont

be obliged to stay if you don't wish to. Now make
up your mind."

" My mind is already made up," Jacob answered.
" It was made up before you got back. I said to

myself then, ' It may be my duty to go, and I will

go,' though it seemed hard. It doesn't seem so

hard to me now, after what you have said."

Chapter XXXIX.

IN AND ABOUT THE GREAT CITY.

The next morning Jacob went to visit Uncle
Higglestone, and met with a very different recep-

tion both from him and the old colored woman.
She was evidently expecting him, and had put

on a fresh gown and a smile for the occasion. She
had also set the sick man's room in order, and the

old uncle himself appeared in clean linen, his head

resting against a white pillow in his chair, and the

harshness of his features mollified by a fresh shave
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and an almost eager look of welcome. His hair

was thin and white, his forehead bold and broad,

and Jacob was surprised to find him looking so

kind and venerable.

He was also pleased to see his coming into the

house regarded as an event of some interest.

"Ah!" said the old man, "I thought you

would ! Mr. Fairlake gives a good account of you,

all so new and strange to me, I don't know where

or how to begin."

'That 's right; I should be sorry to see you

show a headstrong confidence," said Uncle Higgle-

stone. " Mr. Fairlake thinks you had better not

come here to stay until your room is ready, and 1

think so too. His wife will help you about that.

I am willing to leave everything to her. Mean-

UN'CLE HIGGLESTONE GIVES JACOB A HEARTY RECEPTION.

and I think we shall get along together. You are

to have your room, and do about as you please

with it,—only, no extravagance, you understand !

"

" There 's not much danger of that," said Jacob.

"No, I suppose not. You are a boy of good
sense and good habits ; only keep so, and you are

safe. But a word of warning to begin with will do

no harm. Many a boy like you has come to the

city not knowing what extravagance was, and
rushed into it all the more recklessly for its novelty

and his previous ignorance. Now, to practical

matters, the first thing."

" I want your advice," replied Jacob. " This is

while, you should see a little of the city. Visit

me when you can ; but feel yourself free to go and

come. You '11 want a little money."
" Oh ! I had n't thought of that !

" said Jacob.

" But I suppose it will come handy."

"About how much?"—and the old man looked

sharply into the boy's blushing and confused face.

"Oh, very little indeed," replied Jacob. "To
tell the truth, I hate to begin by taking money of

you. But if my friends are to go around with me,

I should like to be able to pay any little expenses."

"That's right!" cried the old man. "Any-
thing else?"
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Jacob looked very thoughtful for a moment.
"I came away from home," he said, "leaving

some small debts unpaid. They have troubled me
ever since. I did a very foolish and a very wrong

thing, and I would like to make it right. But I

hoped to be able to earn money for that."

" That 's right, that 's right !
" again cried the old

man, his eyes sparkling with satisfaction. "Pay
your honest debts before all things. Earn the

money for it before you earn clothes for your own
back. But in this case you 'd better not wait.

I '11 advance you the money and you can make it

right with me by and by. Anything else ?"

"I borrowed a little of Friend Matthew Lane.

I have a letter written ready to send to the family,

and if I could inclose what I owe them I should be

very grateful."

The old man gave him all the money he required

to pay these small but by no means trifling debts,

and something for his pocket besides.

"Now," said he, "when you go out with Mrs.

Fairlake, get you a new suit of clothes the first

thing. I '11 give you a bit of paper which will pro-

cure you credit almost everywhere. Pull that table

up here. Give me the pen."

The old man scratched two or three lines on a

scrap of paper, evidently torn from an old letter,

and gave it to Jacob.
" There ! " he said, " you might go and buy a

steamboat on the strength of that."

These were the lines :
" The bearer of this is my

nephew, Jacob Fortune. Please let him have what-

ever he wants on my account."

A coarse, strong signature, hard to counterfeit,

gave the paper its value. Jacob smiled. He was

beginning to find something to admire and like

about the old man, and he felt a sense of the power

there was in that scraggily written name.

Uncle Higglestone also wrote a list of the princi-

pal places in the city which he wanted his nephew
to visit.

" I have put the Iron-works last," said he, "but
they ought to interest a lad like you as much as

anything. When you visit them, ask for Mr.

Miner, and tell him I sent you. Now, what do

you propose to do first?"

" I think I had better attend to having my room
got ready," replied Jacob.

"That sounds like business. Well, bring Mrs.

Fairlake to see it, and order the things as soon as

you please."

Jacob went off with a light heart, and returned

in the afternoon with Florie and her mother. He
introduced them to his uncle, and then took them
to look at his room.

"Why, this is really very nice !" said Mrs. Fair-

lake, " or will be, after we have had the arrange-

ment of it. The down-look from the window into

those back-yards is not very enchanting ; but the
off-look over the city and into the sunset sky will

always be interesting—when the smoke is n't too

thick. I 'm glad you 've got a fire-place ; it will

make everything else cheerful when your little

grateful of coal is blazing on a winter night."
" Oh, yes !

" said Florie ;
" and see ! his mantel-

piece is n't so high but that he can put his feet on
it when he sits and smokes his cigar !

"

" Florie, be still !" said the mother, while Jacob
joined in the young girl's mischievous laugh.

"He is not that kind of boy. Here we '11 have
your writing-table, with the light over your left

shoulder. It will do for the few books you have at

first. Will you have the room newly painted?"
"I think not," replied Jacob, in a low voice.

" I 've an idea that everything ought to be plain

—

not at all showy, I mean, so as not to contrast too

much with the rest of the house."
" Quite right, Jacob. So we '11 make the paint

do, with a little soap and water, which old Dinah
will attend to. But the walls must be papered,

the floor needs a carpet ; the windows want new
shades,"—and Mrs. Fairlake went on to name a

few other indispensable things. " Let 's see what
Dinah can do for us first."

The old colored woman having been consulted,

the little party set off to make purchases. Jacob

had never been shopping before, and when he saw
designs of carpets unrolled, or a multitude of

patterns of wall-paper displayed, he was so be-

wildered he did n't know what to do. Had the

plainest things of any he saw been chosen for him,

and he had first seen them in his room, he would

have been perfectly satisfied. But, among so many
beautiful styles, he wondered how any one could

make a choice.

He felt that he could not have done anything

without Mrs. Fairlake. She let Jacob and Florie

argue and discuss, then took what she thought

most fit. The carpet having been decided upon,

then everything else was made to correspond with

that. Jacob was surprised to find how a little

experience and good sense simplified this great

puzzling mystery of shopping.

At Mrs. Fairlake's suggestion, the new suit of

clothes had been put off until the last thing. Per-

haps it was her way of showing that she and Florie

were not ashamed to go about with a well-behaved

young fellow in pepper-and-salt trousers and a coat

which he had slightly outgrown. At a first-class

clothing store he was fitted, without much trouble,

to a neat ready-made suit, which, as the shopman
said, would "do to wear anywhere;" and he put

it to the test by wearing it home to supper, with

Florie and her mother.
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" Well, that 's a sensible suit," said the old man,

when he saw Jacob in it the next morning. " I

hope I shall be able to say as much of your other

purchases. The paper-hangers are already in the

house ; but I have n't looked at the paper, and

don't mean to till it 's dry on the walls. Now you

must think of something to do for your friends who
are doing so much for you." x

"I should like to, if I could," said Jacob.

" For one thing, do you think they would care

to go and ride with us this afternoon ? If the

weather continues fine, I think I should enjoy it

;

and, if they will go, we '11 have a barouche."
" I am sure they will," replied Jacob ;

" for they

said they would go with me to-day anywhere I

pleased.

"

So the ride came off. It was a beautiful after-

noon, Florie and Jacob were in high spirits, and it

was surprising to see how courteous the crabbed

old uncle could be on an occasion of this kind. He
showed great respect for Mrs. Fairlake, who occu-

pied the rear seat with him in the carriage, and
seemed pleased to see the children enjoy them-

selves. Jacob was already bringing sunshine to

this lonely old man's life.

They drove up through the city, and up, up, by

zigzag roads, to the summits of the mighty hills

that rise still beyond. They were then in the midst

of the finest suburbs in the world—villas, gardens,

groves, charming vales and slopes, and heights

that commanded magnificent views. Uncle Hig-

glestone, who was full of information with regard

to everything they saw, pointed out many things

of interest, and did not fail to tell Jacob that these

suburbs comprised five separate small cities, each

on its hill, where lived the wealthiest people doing

business in the great city below.

He took them past the buildings of the famous
Lane Theological Seminary (which did not look

very inviting to Jacob), and afterward sat in the

carriage while Mrs. Fairlake and the young people

climbed the cupola of the Mount Auburn Young
Ladies' School, on one of the highest and finest

hills, and beheld from the top all the beautiful,

green, sunlit, blue-ringed world outspread around.

Then home, after one of the most delightful days

in Jacob's life.

The next morning, he went alone to visit one of

the great pork-packing houses for which Cincinnati

is celebrated, and saw an endless drove of hogs
move up an inclined plane into the building, and
come down, through a number of spouts, in the

shape of hams, shoulders, sides of pork, pigs' feet,

and so forth, at the rate of twelve or fifteen hun-
dred hogs a day. Much of the process by which

1 the drove was converted into pork and lard was
not agreeable to look at, but in its order and skill,

its swiftness, and even its neatness, considering the

nature of the work, it was all wonderful.

In the afternoon he visited the Iron-works, of

-which more anon.

Jacob's room was ready for him by Thursday,

and Mrs. Fairlake and Florie went with him to

look at it. Everything was plain and neat about

it
; yet he could not help blushing as he entered it

from the other part of the house, and found it,

after all, so much better and more comfortably

furnished than any other room.

Something made him very thoughtful as he

walked home with Florie and her mother, and

took leave of them at the door.

"No," said he, "I wont go in; it will only

make it still harder for me to leave you if 1 do.

My uncle expects me back to dinner, and I must
remember that is my home now."

"But you are going to be a near neighbor.

Come and see us very often ! " said Florie.

Jacob swallowed the lump in his throat, smiled

resolutely, and said

:

" Yes, if you will let me."

The sadness of parting was not all on his side,

for these good friends had become no less attached

to him than he to them. He could not thank

them then for all their kindness to him, but with a

last grateful, affectionate look, he turned from

them and hurried away. He had many things to

think of on his way back to his new home.

Just before reaching his uncle's house, he saw a

person come down the steps and advance toward

him, with a jaunty air and a graceful flourish,

which belonged to only one person in the world.

Jacob did n't know whether he was glad or sorry to

see him, but he went forward and shook the dain-

tily proffered hand.
" How do you do, Mr. Pinkey ?"

"
1 am cheerful— 1 am all serene, thanks to you,

Jacob my boy ! I Ye just been to hunt you up at

your uncle's, and I 'm delighted to know that he

has taken you into his heart and home, just as I

told you he would,—don't you see ? I was n't far

wrong, after all, Jacob my boy !

"

" Tell me about yourself," said Jacob. " What 's

the news ?
"

" Why, here I am, and that's good news for one

person in the world, at least," replied Alphonse,

gayly. " Your call on Brother Loring did the busi-

ness
;
you must have pleaded my cause like a young

Cicero, Jacob my boy, for he came trotting round

to the jail— I mean, to my lodgings," said Al-

phonse, glancing quickly about him,—" that very

afternoon, and allowed me to bring my eloquence

to bear upon him. And what do you think? He
not only got Bottleby to withdraw his complaint,

and procured my release, but lent me money to
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get to town with, which I- am to repay at my
earliest convenience."

" Then I trust his need of the money is not very

pressing," said Jacob.

"Oh, I 'm going to surprise him and you, and
everybody else, by paying up my debts now with

the most rigid conscientiousness. Fact ! By the

way, Jacob my boy, what I want of you more par-

ticularly at this moment : I 'm trying to make a

new start in life, but it 's awkward in the extreme

to begin without means, and now that you 've got

your hand in Uncle Higglestone's pocket, please

remember 't was I who told you that he was the

vein for you to work."
" Please come to the point, and tell me what

you want," said Jacob.
'

' To be brief, then—to come at once to the

sordid business question—if you can accommodate
me to—say twenty-five or thirty dollars—though

more will not be decidedly objectionable—posi-

tively to be repaid, with the larger sum I owe you,

at my very earliest
"

" Mr. Pinkey," Jacob interrupted him, " I have

not a hand in my uncle's pocket, and I have no

money to lend you."

"Gracious heavens! hasn't he yet opened his

heart in that gratifying, practical way,— I mean,

soothed your soul with the sight of odd dollars ?
"

" Yes, he did ask me if I was in need of any-

thing, and I told him I -would like to settle up those

accounts at home, which I left standing when we
came away so suddenly, you remember. As the

money which ought to have been used to settle

them had gone in another direction," added

Jacob, dryly, " I took some that he gave me for the

purpose ; for, to tell the truth, those small debts

have troubled me more than I suppose much larger

ones ever will you."

"Jacob, my boy, give me your hand ! I admire

your honesty. So, you can't do anything for me ?"

" Nothing, Mr. Pinkey. But tell me what you

are going to do for yourself."

" Well, Jacob, my boy, I '11 take you into my
confidence. I 'm going to brush up my Latin,

walk through a medical school, purchase a diploma,

cultivate a little different style of curls, and set up

for a fashionable physician. How 's that for Pro-

fessor Alphonse P. ? Ha, ha ! Well, good-day,

Jacob, my boy ; I 'm off."

Jacob watched him with a smile as he disap-

peared around the corner ; and then walked home
to his new quarters in Uncle Higglestone's house.

" Well, how do you like your room ? " said the

old man, as they sat together that day at dinner,

in the old man's chamber.
" One thing about it I don't like at all," replied

Jacob.

" What ! a room like that ? " cried the old man,
sharply. "It's positively sumptuous, compared
with anything I ever had when I was a boy. Mrs.
Fairlake has done the thing in remarkably good
taste, I think. I 've just been thinking, I would n't

object to such a room myself. What is it you
don't like about it ? If anything in reason, I '11

have it remedied, if I can."

"You can remedy it," said Jacob. "And I

hope you wont take offense when I name it."

" Certainly not. We 're going to be plain with
each other, you know*."

Jacob paused, gathering courage to speak.

'•Well, uncle," he said at length, "it's just

this : the room is beautiful, comfortable, home-
like,—everything I can wish : more than I ever
hoped to have. But I 'm ashamed, when I go into

it, to think that I, a boy, well and hearty, have
such a room in your house, while you, an old man,
and sick "

He hesitated, glancing his eye about the dreary,

uninviting chamber, and then added, earnestly :

" It isn't right !"

"No, it isn't!" said the old man, huskily.
" But I 'm used to it. Living alone, a man some-
times gets so he does n't care how he lives. Now
you are with me, 1 '11 see to having things in a

little better shape. I had thought of it myself.

But now let 's talk of something else. What have
you seen around town that interested you most ?

"

" The Iron-works," replied Jacob, promptly.

"Ah! I 'm surprised at that. What of them ?
"

" I found Mr. Miner, and when I gave him
your name, he took great pains to show and ex-

plain everything. I think I was never so much
interested in anything before. Such power!

—

such machinery !—all through the ingenuity of

men !— it is wonderful ! I have heard people talk

about inspiration ; I never in my life," Jacob went
on, with earnest eloquence, "had such a feeling,

as when I walked through the different shops with

Mr. Miner, and saw what was done ; a sort of

inspiration came over >nc, and I got an idea."

" Well ! what 's that ?
"

" You told me, uncle, I must be thinking what
I would like to do. I 've been two or three times

to your store, and seen the trade going on. But

it seems to me there is something better than trad-

ing,—and that is, making. I think I 'd rather be

one of those who do something, than one of those

who deal in what others have done."
" You had, eh ? " said the old man, penetrating

Jacob with his keen gaze. " What do you think

of me ? I 've been in trade all my life."

" I know it. And I don't say but that trade is a

good thing. Only I think what 's back of it is bet-

ter. But you have n't confined yourself to trade,"
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said Jacob. " Mr. Miner told me you were more

of a manufacturer than a merchant,—that you are

one of the principal owners of the Works."

"To be sure; I have an interest there; I am
one of the oldest iron-men in the city," said Uncle

Higglestonc, with satisfaction.

"Well," continued Jacob, "when he told me
that, I thought perhaps you could get me a chance

to do something there."

" At the Iron-works !
" The old man looked at

the lad in astonishment. " You want to go to

work with your hands, in the midst of clangor, and

grime, and disagreeable things, rather than be a

genteel clerk in a store ?
"

" The things are not so disagreeable to me ; 1

sha' n't mind the grime ; 1 rather like the clanging,"

replied Jacob, with a smile. " My idea is, to

begin at the beginning, and learn everything, in

a business like that ; become a perfect master of

it ; know how to make everything, from a rivet,

or a nut and screw, to the finest kind of ma-
chinery."

For a minute the old man did not speak. He
was trembling with emotion. At last he said,

winking the unusual moisture from his eyes :

" I did n't think any boy nowadays would make
a choice like that. Boys want to be genteel ; they

don't like to soil their fingers ! Instead of pro-

ducing anything with their hands and brains, they

want to live, some way, and grow rich, on what

other people produce. Jacob ! you could n't have

made a choice that would please your old uncle

better."

" Oh ! you will let me, then ? " cried Jacob,

joyfully.

" Let you ? I '11 give you every advantage. I

thought I would like to have you work into ray

business. But this will be better for you, if it is

your choice. It is a noble ambition ! And you
will be working into my business, in a way, after

all. But how about going to school ?
"

"I've talked with Mr. Fairlake about that,"

said Jacob. " I want a good education. But that,

he says, means something very different now from

what it did a few years ago. Then it meant Latin

and Greek, among other things. They arc good
to learn, if any one has the taste and the time for

them. But for practical life, he says, other things

are taking their place. He advises me to learn one

modern language instead, and recommends Ger-
man. His family talk German just as they do

English ; and hearing them makes me want to

study it."

"Yes; that will be useful. There are a great

many Germans in this part of the country," said

the old man, listening with interest to all the boy
had to say.

" Then there arc the modern sciences,—some-

thing people knew nothing about when they made
so much of Latin and Greek," Jacob went on.

" I had some talks with a man I met up the river,

—a queer fellow,—a peddler of the name of Long-

shore."

" What ! Sam ?" cried the old man. " I know
him. An odd chick ! shrewd and honest, but a

little crack-brained about some things."

"Yes, I thought so. But he has read a good

deal, and, though he is n't very deep, he gave me
some ideas about modern science that have been

turning and turning in my mind, ever since. I 've

a great curiosity to know more about them. And
when Mr. Fairlake told me that— these are his

words— ' modern science goes hand in hand with

the practical arts, which depend upon it in many
ways,' I thought I would like to know something

about science in general, and a good deal about

those particular sciences that have to do with my
own business."

" But how are you going to learn all that without

going to school?" the old man inquired.

" I mean to go to school. But I don't think it

is necessary to give all my time to it. Mr. Fair-

lake says that when a young man is really inter-

ested and determined to get knowledge, it will

come to him in all sorts of ways,—through his eyes

and ears, and 'even through the pores of his skin.'

Now, I want to work, and at the same time I want

to read and study. He says there are always

chances for that. There is the Mechanics' Insti-

tute, where, he says, young men go in the evening,

and learn drawing, mathematics and other things,

and have a good library where they can find books

on all sorts of subjects. I shall go there," added

Jacob, positively. " Then, as for German, the

Fairlakes say they will teach me the pronunciation,

and I can learn the grammar and translation by

myself, from books. I 've a pretty fair foundation

to begin on. At school I was as good as any boy

of my age in geography, arithmetic, grammar and

other common branches ; though I had to stay at

home and work more than some boys did. Be-

sides, I 've concluded to take Mr. Fairlake's advice

about going to school this coming season, if you

approve of it. Then, in the spring, when I am
sixteen years old, I should like to go into the Iron-

works."
"

I approve of everything! " said the old man,
heartily. " And I confess— I confess, Jacob, I am a

good deal surprised at the turn you have taken."
" I am a little surprised at it myself," replied

Jacob. "The smelting-furnace at Jackson gave

me a disagreeable notion of everything connected

with working in iron. But it was n't alone on

account of the heat and steam in the casting-room.
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I might have been interested if the grouty foreman

had been such a man as Mr. Miner is, at your iron-

works. "

"Well," said the old man, "I am glad you are

going to school for six or eight months. That will

give you time to think of what you will go at next.

Perhaps you will change your mind."
" Perhaps," said Jacob, with a smile.

Chapter XLI.

MASTERY AT LAST.

JACOB found that living with his uncle was not

by any means so unpleasant as might have been

expected. They liked each other more
and more. The old man was often sharp-

tempered enough ; but the boy had made
up his mind beforehand not to be dis-

turbed by any outbreaks of that kind.

Uncle Higglestone, like Aunt Myra, had

a great deal more kindness in his nature

than the world had given him credit for,

and, like her, he had sometimes an odd

way of showing it to Jacob. But the boy

looked steadily at the good and noble

side of his character, and respected him
for that.

It was to Jacob's credit that they were

able to get along together at all. Uncle

Higglestone's previous idea of a nephew
had been a lazy young fellow, invented

for the purpose of spending an old man's

money. He found that Jacob was not

one of that kind. He was delighted to

see him choose an independent career,

involving hard study and hard work.

The less he relied upon his uncle the

more anxious his uncle was to help him.

The less he cared for the old man's

money, the more willing the old man
was to spend it for him.

The uncle's health improved fast after

Jacob came into the house. The quickening of his

affections seemed to renew his life. He was soon able

to go about his business, and appeared as well as he

had been for years. There is nothing like some-

body to love to keep the heart young and strong.

Something else improved too, and that was the

old man's housekeeping. The furnishing of Jacob's

room was the beginning of a revolution which did

not end until every room in the house had put on
an attractive and home-like appearance. In the

following winter, when Jacob became associated

with a club of young fellows for purposes of mutual

improvement, Uncle Higglestone's parlor was one

of the pleasantest places where they met.

Of course, Jacob saw a great deal of his friends

the Fairlakes ; and while he was making many new
acquaintances, he now and then met an old one.

He was walking on the levee one afternoon when
he saw coming toward him a puckered mouth, a

long, lean, twisted neck, and a pair of outstretched

hands. The hands grasped his, and the mouth
unpuckered enough to say :

"Well! I declare! Glad to see you! Didn't

know as ever I should after that morning I saw you
starting for Jackson, and I was drifting down the

creek so fast I was n't able to say just what I wanted

to about the power of the sun ; but I 've thought

on it fifty times since, and I'll tell ye now. Ye see,

the bigger the mass of an attracting body "

MAY LOVE AND PEACE BE WITH THEE,

"Oh, Mr. Longshore !" said Jacob, who could

not help laughing at this abrupt return to the old

hobby, "tell me about yourself now. And about

Friend Matthew's family. Have you seen any of

them lately?"

" About myself I haint much to tell," replied

Sam; "
'cept that I 've had a successful season,

—

sold more goods, I 'm bound to say, than any

other six men on the river; and t' other day I got

hold of a treat-ise on spectrum analysis. You
know, this spectrum analysis is the great discovery

of the age;—you can tell by the lines on the spec-

trum just what any luminous body is made of; and

it shows us that the sun is made up of about the

same ingredients as our earth, for instance, iron
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and other metals, hydrogen and other gases, only

in an intensely heated state of liquid or vapor.

Now "

•'
I shall be very glad to know all about it some

time," Jacob again interrupted his friend. " But I

asked you "

"Oh, yes ! about the Quakers; have I seen any
on 'em lately ? " said Sam. " I should think so,

—

if an hour ago is lately."

"An hour ago!" exclaimed Jacob. "Which
of them ? where ?

"

" Friend Matthew himself. He 's in town. And
I guess I can take you right where he is now."

" Oh, I '11 be ever so much obliged to you, if you

will !

"

" Come right along," said Sam. " He told me
he had heard from you, and that your drownded
friend had turned up again. Just as I expected.

Did n't I prove it to ye ? Oh, you '11 find a long

head has got hold of a subject, when Sam Long-
shore puts his mind to it !

"

Talking by the way, Jacob slipped half a dollar

into his old friend's hand. Sam looked at it,

winked, smiled, and slipped it into his pocket.

"Glad 'twas of use to ye," he said, as Jacob

thanked him for the loan. "And, by mighty ! I

only wish everybody was as ready to pay their hon-

est debts ! Some of us, then, would be rich enough
to retire from business."

They found Matthew Lane in a warehouse in

Front street ; and there Jacob also had the pleas-

ure of making acquaintance with the man he had

once been so anxious to find,—the same who had

led him on that wild-goose chase from Jackson to

Chillicothe,—Mr. Benjamin Radkin. He was now
in a position to laugh over that adventure ; and to

decline, with thanks, an offer from Mr. Radkin of

a place in his smelting-works at Jackson.

He took leave of Mr. Radkin ; made Sam Long-

shore promise to come and see him ; then had a

long private talk with Friend Matthew. He had
many questions to ask, about Ruth and her mother

;

and many to answer about himself.

"When thee has a vacation," said Matthew,
" thee must surely come and see us. We were

right glad to get thy letter ; and a visit from thee

will be still more welcome. Meanwhile, I wish thee

the best success, which is n't always what shows

most to the world. The real rewards and punish-

ments of life are not what we usually see men enjoy

or suffer ; they lie deeper than that. They are in

the mind and heart. May love and peace be with

thee, my son !
" And love and peace did seem to

go with Jacob, in that good man's blessing.

After a winter of thought and study, Jacob had

not, when spring came, changed his mind about

going into the iron-works. Nor has he yet had

reason to regret that he kept to his resolution. His

uncle still lives, and manages his own business; and

Jacob is all the more respected by him because he
has worked out for himself an independent career.

It was long before he saw Mr. Pinkey again.

Being in Philadelphia on business some years

afterward, he was one day approached by a man
of slight figure, a jaunty air, and very stringy ring-

lets, in a rather seedy coat ; who thrust a guide-

book into his hand, glibly recommending him to

purchase it. Jacob glanced at the book, then

looked earnestly at the man.
" Mr. Pinkey !

" said he, " don't you know me?"
" What !

" cried Alphonse ;
" Jacob, my boy !

—

my man, I ought to say ! How could I know you,

in that fine beard ?
"

"How are you? and what are you doing?"
Jacob inquired.

" You see what I am doing," Pinkey replied,

somewhat ashamed, withdrawing the guide-book.

"A mere make-shift, these hard times. Anything
to turn an honest penny, you know."

" That 's right," said Jacob, approvingly. And
to encourage his friend's humble but praiseworthy

effort, he bought a guide-book of him, though he
had already several on hand.

When I saw him a few days later, he made me a

present of the book.
" I thought I should have a good chance to give

it away," he said, laughing.

It lies before me now as I write. It is a Guide

to Philadelphia and the Centennial Exhibition.

And Jacob's business there ? He had in charge

one of the finest iron " exhibits " to be seen at that

great show. Many of the articles were made by
his own hands ; a few of the most curious and inter-

esting were his own invention. I found that he
was not only a favorite with all who knew him, but

that he had already received tempting offers for his

future services from two or three large American
firms, and one of which he had good reason to be
proud—from the Chinese government ! He smiled

as he spoke of this, but said he was very well con-

tented where he was, and thought he should

remain.

All which has to be very briefly told ; for it would

take many chapters still to relate how Jacob, by
the exercise of patience, perseverance and self-con-

trol had become not only a master of his business,

but finally, in the truest and best sense, His Own
Master.

The End.
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THE REVENGE OF THE LITTLE HIPPOPOTAMUS.

By Park Benjamin.

All at once an idea struck him,

And he broke into a smile.

I have it !
" cried he, joyfully

;

" I'll fix that crocodile!"

Then he trotted through the rushes

Until he reached dry land,

When he crept along quite silently

To a mound in the hot sand,

Where the crocodile had buried

Her eggs, because she knew
The torrid sun would hatch them
Within a month or two.

Now, the savage mother-reptile

Was nowhere to be seen,

For she was calmly slumbering

Among the rushes green.

A fat young hippopotamus

Sat grimly by the Nile,

Contriving dire vengeance

On a lady crocodile,

The little hippopotamus

Moved cautiously and slow,

Until he saw the heap of eggs,

—

Than laughed he long and low.

Who, that morning, for her breakfast

Ate up his brothers twain
;

So he pondered long arid deeply

How to pay her back again.

Then boldly he marched forward,

And stamped upon that nest,

And jumped and kicked and pranced about,

As if he were possessed,
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Till all the eggs were scattered

And broken every one,

While all the little crocodiles

Forth from the shells did run

The ancient mother-crocodile,

Hearing her young ones' wail,

Came rushing from her muddy couch,

Waving her frightful tail.

The little hippopotamus

Was having then huge fun,

Stepping upon the babies,

To smash them one by one
;

So he failed to see the mother,

Nor dreamed of his mishap,

Till—whack ! against his side so fat

There came an awful slap.

It lifted him from off his feet,

And hurled him up on high,

And away he went careering

Like a rocket in the sky.

How far he flew I know not.

But 't is said that he was thrown
On the pyramid of Cheops,

Straddling the topmost stone.

Being too fat to clamber down,
He may be there this day,

Unless some one in a balloon

Has carried him away.

But of this you may be certain.

That if he is not found

In the air or in the water,

He 's somewhere on the ground.

A-,

Vol. IV.—53.
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THE STARS IN OCTOBER.*

By Richard A. Proctor.

The northern map given below explains itself, of New Orleans, a portion of the Dipper is con-

because we have already considered separately the cealed from view. Nearly the whole constellation

constellations which appear in it. The Dipper is

well placed for observation at this season for all

places in America north of the latitude of Louisville,

or not more than about two degrees south of it ; but
for places between this last-named latitude and that

Ursa Major is seen in London, when due south

below the pole ; but, as you see, the paws of the

Great Bear are not seen in America at this time.

Turning to the southern skies for the month we

find that the constellation Pisces (or the Fishes) is

In order to complete this series within the present volume, the stars for November and December are included in this paper.
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the ecliptical constellation now ruling in the south.

1] It is usually represented by two fishes tied together

with a ribbon, one of the fish has its tail at 77, and

its head close to Andromeda ; the other has its

head at y and /3. You must be careful to distin-

guish the two fishes, Pisces, from the southern fish,

IPiscis Australis.

The Fishes belonged to the watery signs of the

zodiac,—Capricorn (the Sea-Goat), Aquarius (the

Water-Pourer), and the Fishes, whose natural home
is in the water. Below Aquarius you see another

fish. Below Pisces there is the sea-monster Cetus,

and close by Cetus, as you will see in the second

southern chart for this month, is the watery sign
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The constellation Pisces now includes the point

marked v which is where the sign of the Ram
oegins, and was formerly occupied by this constel-

lation ; though, more anciently still, the Bull was
the constellation occupying this part of the heavens.

Eridanus, named later as a river, but undoubtedly

in the older system of the constellations represented

as a great stream of water simply, something like

the streams which were represented as flowing from

the water-can of Aquarius.
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I have already mentioned -the old superstition of

the astrologers that when the sun and moon and

the other five planets (for the sun and moon were

planets in the old system of astronomy) were con-

joined in the watery signs, or specially in Capri-

cornus, the world would be destroyed by a flood.

It is rather curious that the history of the flood was,

in the older temples of the stars, on the walls below
the dome-roof, which sprang from the circle repre-

senting the equator.

The coincidences are curious enough to be worth

noticing, though to many the natural thought will

be that the zodiac temples represented on their walls

a more ancient history of a flood, not that the his-
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in a sense, portrayed among the constellations

which (when the figures were first formed) lay

south of the equator, insomuch that some have

gone so far as to suggest that the narrative of the

flood is an account in words of what was pictured.

tory was a later explanation of zodiac temples made
long before.

We have the Water-Pourer casting streams of

water downward from the equator, as explained

last month, the waters rising until the uppermost
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of the fishes rose nearly to the equator (so it would

have been pictured in the remote ages referred to),

while the great sea-monster and the still heavier

streams of Eridanus on one side, with the Sea-

Goat on the other, indicate the prevalence of the

waters which had been poured by Aquarius over

all things. Passing onward (see successively the

hinder quarters of the horse forming the fore part,

at present missing, of the great ship). This man
was represented bearing a sacrifice toward the altar.

Ara, from which the smoke of burning incense rose

into the heavens. We know that Noah when he

went forth from the ark, builded an altar, and took

of every clean beast, and of every clean fowl, and
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southern maps for January, February, March, etc.),

we come first to the great ship Argo, which was

associated in the earliest ages with the Ark ; next

is the Centaur, which again we find from early

authorities was formerly depicted as a man (the

offered burnt offerings on the altar ; and that the

smoke of burning incense rose from the altar of

Noah maybe inferred from the words which imme-
diately follow, in the authorized version of the Bible

narrative : "The Lord smelled a sweet savor."
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Next after the altar, or rather above it, and in fact

in the smoke from the altar, is the bow of Sagitta-

rius,—and corresponding with this we read that

God, after the savor of the altar had reached him,

said :
" I do set my bow in the cloud, and it shall

come to pass, when I bring a cloud over the earth

that the bow shall be seen in the cloud." Close by

the ship Argo, again, is the raven, perched on Hy-

dra, the great sea-serpent, represented in the old

sculptures immersed in the waves of ocean on which

the ark was floating. Orion was from time imme-

morial associated with Nimrod, the mighty hunter

before the Lord, and accordingly has his dogs

beside him ; while the first vineyard and vintage

maybe supposed to be indicated by the cup, Crater.

(It seems also that Virgo—close by Crater—was

represented of old as bearing grapes, and to this day

the star e of the Virgin is called Vindemiatrix, or

the Lady Gathering Grapes.)

The constellation Pegasus (or the Winged Horse)

is a singular one for several reasons. There is not

the slightest resemblance to a winged horse among
the stars of the group ; and as usually represented

the winged half horse has his head downward, the

neck joining the body at a and extending to C, etc.

The constellation is easily recognized by the three

bright stars li, a and 7, which with a of Andromeda
form what is commonly called the square of Pega-

sus ; for a Andromeda was also, of old, a star of

Pegasus, to wit, <5 of this constellation. You will

observe that the fourth letter of the Greek alphabet

has no representative star, at present, in the con-

stellation.

The sun in his annual course along the ecliptic

passes the point r, or crosses the equator moving

northward, on or about March 21st.

And now we pass to the last of our set of twelve

pairs of northern and southern maps, viz., the pair

which, indeed, properly belongs to December.

The northern map contains no new star-groups.

It is only necessary to remark that this map makes

the circuit of the northern heavens complete, the

northern skies for the month following being those

already shown in the first northern map of our

series.

Turning to the second southern map, the last of

the southern series, we see that due south and high

up toward the point overhead, lies the group of

three stars, a, .3, and ;, forming the head of Aries

(the Ram). The brightest of the three is called

Hamal (or the Sheep). It is not easy to under-

stand why this group was likened to a ram. One
can just imagine the outline of a sheep's face look-

ing toward the right (or west) as formed by the

three stars a, ,3, and ; ; but in the maps the face

of the ram is turned the other way, looking toward

the Bull, which lies on the left. This has been the

idea for many centuries, for old Manilius wrote

:

First Aries, glorious in his golden wool,

Looks back, and wonders at the mighty Bull.

Yet there is a tradition that in remoter times the

Ram looked toward the west. Aries is one of the

constellations of the zodiac, a set of twelve arranged

as a zone or band round the heavens, along the

middle of which runs the ecliptic, which is in fact

the path of the sun. Formerly Aries was the first

of the zodiacal -constellations, but the same change
which has shifted the pole from the Dragon to the

Little Bear has shifted the Ram from his former
position.

The sun in his course along the ecliptic crosses

the point marked a, or enters the sign Taurus, on
or about April 20th.

The stars /;, 39, and 41, at one time formed a

separate constellation called Musca (the Fly)

—

rather a large fly if Aries represents an ordinary

ram.

Below the Ram there is the great straggling con-

stellation called Cetus (or the Whale). In reality

it was intended, I suppose, to represent some imag-

inary sea-monster, for the whale could hardly have
been known to the astronomers who formed the

older constellations. The group suggests rather

an animal like the sea-serpent, rearing its head
above water, than the great lumbering mass of a
whale ; and I am almost disposed to venture the

idea that either some recollection of the Enalio-

saurian or long-necked (and long-named) reptiles

was thought of, or that the monster was no other

than the crocodile. Slightly to modify the words

of Shakspeare, we may say of this star-group,

It 's almost in shape of a crocodile.

By the mass and 'tis a crocodile, indeed.

Methinks it 's like a weasel.

It is backed like a weaseL

Orjike a whale ?

Very like a whale.

However, it is more important at present to note

that the star marked Mira (or the Wonderful Star)

cannot be seen at present. This is one of those

strange stars which vary in brightness. It shines

for about a fortnight as a star of the second magni-

tude, then by degrees fades away until at the end of

three months it cannot be seen. After remaining

nearly five months invisible, it gradually increases

in brightness for about three months, when it is

again a second-magnitude star. It occupies about

331 days eight hours in going through these

changes. During the first half of April next this

star will be in full luster.

Above the Ram you will see the Triangles, one

triangle formed of faint stars, the other of fairly
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conspicuous ones. The constellation Eridanus (or

the River Po) is seen to the left of the south,

passing on a winding course such as a river should

follow, to the southern hori7.on. At places in the

latitude of New Orleans the bright star Achcrnar

(of the first magnitude) shows where the river

comes to an end. (Achcrnar signifies the latter

part or end.) The Bedouin Arabs call Eridanus

the Ostrich. The wide region almost bare of stars

between Cetus and Eridanus is occupied by the

modern constellations Fornax* (the Chemist's Fur-

nace) and Sculptor* (the Sculptor's Workshop).

'The tin n;imes are ati'ins for Fornax- Chemica and Ofncina Scillptoria.

BO-PEEP

By E. Norman Gunnison.

What becomes of the baby-stars

That play all night at their game—Bo-peep.

When the moon comes out with her silver bars.

And we little children are fast asleep ?

Now, this is why, when the moon is bright,

We scarcely see the little stars :

She puts them to sleep by her silver light,

And fondles them close, behind her bars.

But when the moon has gone away,

And happy children sing their song,

The baby-stars come out to play,

And laugh and twinkle all night long.

They laugh and twinkle the livelong night,

When we little children are fast asleep
;

When the moon no longer gives her light,

The stars are playing their game—Bo-peep !

OH, THE DUTCH COMPANIB IS THE BEST COMPANIE
THAT EVER CAME ACROSS FROM THE OLD COUNTRIE.'
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WHAT THE PARROT TAUGHT THE LITTLE GIRL.

Pecky was just a poor poll parrot, with nothing of his own but his

pretty gray feathers and sharp beak, that could bite little fingers when
they came too near his cage

; and yet this same Pecky taught Katie

Scott a very useful lesson. When he was first brought home, Katie

was just the happiest little girl ! "Mamma!" she cried. "Mamma, please,

he must be placed where he can see Libbie and Mary play croquet!"

Libbie and Mary lived next door, and, when the weather was fine, the

three friends—Katie, Libbie and Mary—used to have fine games on the

lawn between the two houses.

There were four friends when Pecky came, for he was put close by

the window, where he could see the fun. Before long, he learned many
new words. He would cry, " Croquet her away ! Take care, Katie ! I

have won! Ha! ha! ha!" And he could laugh louder than any of

them. They thought there never was such a wonderful pet.

Katie told her mamma it was "just the atmiingcst, nicest little polly

in the world." So it was ; and Katie was one of the nicest little girls

in the world when she could have what she wanted, but sometimes little

people want what is not good for them. One day, at dinner, mamma said :

" You can't have any more melon, Katie dear ; it will make you ill
!"

I hope none of the little girls and boys who read this would do as

Katie Scott did;— I am really sorry to have to tell it;—she threw herself

on the floor, and kicked and screamed so loudly, that Libbie and Mary,

who were playing outside, heard her.

"What is that noise?" asked Mary.

"Oh!" said Libbie, "it is just Katie Scott

—

Cry-baby!" .

Libbie did not know that she was heard, but such was the case.

Mr. Pecky had two little sharp ears open, and turning one up and then

the other, he walked up and down chuckling to himself, as much as to say

:

"I guess I know what that means!" And then he cried softly, imitating

Katie's voice: "Boo—hoo ! Boo, hoo, hoo!"

He did not forget it for a whole week, and I am glad to say that,

for a while, his little mistress was a perfectly good girl.

But there came a day—a damp, cold day—and mamma said there

could be no croquet. Katie forgot that she was trying to be good, and,

lying down near Pecky's perch, screamed like a very naughty child.

Pecky thought so, I know. He watched her some time, then jumped
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down to the floor of his cage, crying: " Bo-o-o-o ! Boo, hoo ! Bo-o-o-o !

"

Katie very quickly stopped crying, peeped up at him, and ran out of the

room very much ashamed. Mamma and Aunt Jane laughed, and Pecky

thought :
" I must have done something very funny. I '11 just do it again !

Oh, yes, I'll do it again!"

And he did it all that day, whenever any one came into the room.

When mamma was putting Katie to bed that evening, a little voice

whispered: "Mamma, wont you make Pecky stop doing that?"

What do you think mamma said? She whispered to Katie: "When
Polly does not see any little girl doing so, I am sure he will forget it."

" Then I '11 never do so any more !" said Katie. And she kept her word.



826 JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT. [October,

JACK- IN -THE -PULPIT.

This month, I 'm told, somebody gives in the
pages of St. Nicholas full directions for making
pretty landscape-pictures out of moss, lichen, tiny

fern and other lovely things to be found in a coun-
try walk.

So your Jack advises you, dear young folks, to

look about you as you wander in the fields and
forests and to collect carefully and preserve fine

specimens of delicate ferns, leaves, grasses, moss,
and lichen, for possible future work. It will do no
harm, at any rate, to examine these exquisite won-
ders of nature closely and with an eye to business,
—for, even if nobody comes to help you, you can
help yourselves, and arrange your treasures in some
way, so as to delight yourselves and others.

HOW NOT TO DO IT.

The birds tell me, by the bye, that some folk

just load the walls of their living-rooms with stiff

wreaths or chains of varnished leaves and pressed

Hartford fern, strung about in the stiffest and most
absurd fashion,—up one side of the picture cords

and down the other, straight as pairs of tongs,—in

clumps and bunches in every conceivable corner,

—

sprinkled on the white curtains,—pinned on, a leaf

at a time, without any idea of arrangement,—and,

in short, made the most conspicuous things about

the room. This, the Little Schoolma'am says, is

always wrong, for ornamentation should never put

itself forward in that way.

Now, don't do these things, my dears. Be mod-
erate and tasteful in all your doings, and don't

abuse those beautiful, beautiful things, autumn
leaves and ferns.

Don't pluck any Jack-in-the-Pulpits, either.

They don't press well,—at least, I would n't.

But this you can do. If you come across a fine,

stately, pleasant-looking Jack in your rambles.

bend low and whisper something nice in his ear.
It will please him. All sorts of flowers and grow-
ing things like to be noticed. Don't flowers and
growing things whisper pleasant things to you, my
chicks, all summer long ? yes, and through the
autumn too ? Of course, they do !

Now we '11 talk about

:

TURKEY AND ROSES.

I don't mean the turkey-gobbler; he doesn't
pay much attention to roses. But I mean the other
Turkey, about which Deacon Green was reading
-aloud the other day. He had come quietly along
by the brook with a new-looking volume under his
arm and a city friend by his side; and they sat

down in the shade close by me and read some re-

markable things, of which I will give you the sub-
stance.

In the warm plains of Turkey, south of the Bal-
kan Mountains, whole districts are covered with
rose-plants set in lines about five feet apart, and
tended for some years with the greatest care.

At length, on some fresh, sweet morning of the
early summer, and while the roses are yet wet with
dew, the tender flowers are torn off by laborers,

and cast at once by heaps into huge coppers, there

to boil and boil for hours in water. The fragrant

steam is carried along a tube, and, on cooling,

becomes a kind of thick rose-water. This is boiled

up again, and its vapor cooled into a liquid on the
top of which floats a yellowish oily scum that is

known as " attar of roses." It takes about four

thousand pounds of roses to make a pound of attar.

Once a merchant opened a cupboard in his store

and showed a visitor thirty large glass bottles in

which, he said, was sixty thousand dollars' worth
of the precious essence.

This quantity must have taken nearly four mil-

lions of roses in the making ! Poor roses ! But
may be, after all, their fragrance in that form would
give more and longer-lasting pleasure than could
have been given by the flowers had they been left

upon their bushes, where they could have cheered
only the passers-by.

DOSING AN ELEPHANT.

Dear Jack : Here is something that I cut out of an old news-
paper. I asked papa if it could be true, and he said :

" Yes,
undoubtedly; " for he himself had seen tremendous doses of physic
given to animals; and my brother said: "Pooh! he had often seen
men in the country give a horse a pill as big as a big potato." I

guess Mr Bergh would object to that. But here is the story I cut

out.—Yours truly, Jamie Smith.

"Some of you children may now and then be given a dose of
medicine {though, I hope, not often) ; and probably whenever you
do take a dose, you consider it a very large one. Now, just for the
sake of comforting you wiih the contrast, I '11 tell you what doses a
poor sick elephant was made to take, some years ago. He was a
superb animal, and, for a time, delighted crouds at Cross's Menagerie
in London by his wonderful intelligence and dignity. But he fell

sick at last, and what do you think his keepers gave him ? An ounce
and a half of tartar-emetic, six drachms of powder of gamboge,
iwenty-four pounds of salts, twenty-four pounds of treacle, as much
crolon-oil as could be given to sixteen men, and six ounces of calo-

mel, or enough to supply doses for twelve hundred human beings !

"All these were taken within two days, and the next morning they
gave the poor fellow six pounds of melted beef-marrow, as a sub-

stitute for castor-oil

!

" What do you think of that ?

"Eh?
" Yes,—the elephant got better !

"
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HOME MADE TARGETS.

TARGETS are expensive things to buy, I have
heard, but clever youngsters after once seeing one
can easily make them for themselves out of hay or

straw. An archery target is generally nothing
more than a round straw mat, covered with a piece

of muslin or canvas on which are painted the bull's-

eye and rings that show the value of the "hits."

any way you happen to prefer. A target can be
hung against the side of a barn or out-building,

but it is better to set it upon a three-legged ar-

rangement known as a tripod. Any country boy

—

with a word of help from his elders if need be

—

can make a tripod. In fact, the boys of the red

school-house made theirs by setting three saplings

into the ground, in the form of a triangle, cutting

off the twigs and tying the tops together.

A SERMON ON AMIABILITY WITH THE COMPLIMENTS OF DEACON GREEN.

It is made very much after the manner of the

grass bathing-shoes I described to you last month,
excepting that it is much more simple. All you
have to do is to keep lengthening your rope of

grass, hay or straw, by constantly working in new
wisps as you sew it together, round and round like

a great flat pin-wheel, until your target is large

enough. This is good work for boys as well as

girls. The " sewing" is done with twine and a big
needle, such as upholsterers or sail-makers use. It

is best, for the sake of firmness, to cover both sides

of the target with canvas or coarse unbleached
cotton cloth. Its face can then be painted in

A NEEDLE-THROWING WEAPON.

Crukl fellows some of those sixteenth-century

men were ! Now, I have heard about a little ma-
chine, small enough to be held in the closed hand,
which, on pressing a spring, would shoot out a

sort of needle with great force. It could be used
from a window, or in a crowd, and was so small

it could be easily concealed. The needles were
poisonous, and made bad wounds. Such imple-

ments would not be popular now. Torture is out

of fashion. People have improved. Jack is glad to

say, and their hearts are gentler.
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MOSS PICTURES.
(A New Style of Fancy-Work for Boys a?id Girls.)

By J. M. B.

If you will come with me into the woods, the tall, dark pine woods,

I will prove to you that pleasure and profit may be found in the ma-
terial, as well as the sentiment of them. Heretofore you have enjoyed

the retirement, the shade, the grandeur, and the songs of birds, all of

which give peace to the soul ; but when you leave the wood, you
leave all that belongs to it. You emerge from the quiet shades and
their influences, agnin to strive with the dry stubble of the heated

field, and the dust of an unwatcred country road, and you say :
" Is

it worth my while to twice pass through such as this for one transient

pleasure?
"

Now I invite you to come with me. and I promise you shall bring

back fruit that will reward you for your dusty walk long after the

whispering leaves of the forest shall have faded from your memory.
Come with me into this wood road. The wide ruts on either side,

where the thin spiral grass is crushed in, show that they have lately

been pressed on by the wheels of the hay-wagon. The hay-makers
passed through here to reach the meadows beyond.
How many curious and beautiful things one treads upon in passing

along! Let us be careful. Ah ! do not step upon that little bit of

bark! See what a fine ruined cas'.le it would make in a picture.

There are the crumbling, moss-covered turrets, and the vacant win-
dows formed by nature's own hand. Put it in your basket. What
an agreeable sensation it is to scuff one's feet through this green

grass and these cool, dry leaves! I will have a few. 'I hey are of

use. On the edges of the road are some delicate specimens of moss.

Here are cups just large cnuugh to hold one drop of dew, and here is

gray moss tipped with coral : take some of each kind—dried or fresh

—green, white, brown and black. Take, also, that little dried stick

you just knocked away with your fingers. " What in the world am I

going to do with that?" Why, don't you see it is the miniature stump
of a tree with branches? Trees without foliage are not particularly

picturesque, I admit; yet nature can remedy that. Come off the

road now, among these giant, odorous pines. There seem to be two
kinds—one is smooth-barked, the other is rough. The smooth suits

my purpose. Look closely, and you wi 1 see round, flat blotches all

about the trunk, of a rich green color. " What of it ? " Well, upon
examination, you will perceive they are like delicate sea-moss when
it is spread upon a moist surface. Now take your penknife, and
loosen the edges of one of them, then peel it gently off; it is real

foliage, you see, and exquisitely defined. We want quantities of this.

Take plenty of it. Now we will stroll along again. How slippery

the path, and how pleasant to walk upon ! This brown, glossy car-

pet falls from the pine-trees, and country people call it pine trash.

We will take some of the little spiny things ; they make excellent rail

fences.

Here we come to birch and maple trees, where the leaves are just

beginning to dress in bright colors—dark yellow and golden brown.
A little of crimson will be of use also. The brown makes good roads,

and the yellow and crimson s~rve fir distant shading.

I think now you have sufficient in your basket to make a fine

landscape. " Make a line landscape out of these things ? " Certainly ;

as effective as many an oil painting; and then, you can make it your-

selves. A piece of water is an improvement in pictures ; so when we
reach the barn we will find a nicely mildewed corn-husk— it makes a
better imitation (fa lake than oil paint.

This is the fruit I promised ; but remember, you have only gath-
ered it yet—by and by you shall taste it. We will return and pre-

pare the feast. Sit you down by me at this table, and observe.

I take a square of drawing or card board, and a few crayons—blue,

yellow and white. I sketch a sky on the upper half. It is well to

represent a morning or sunset sky, concentrating the deepest yellow
in small space upon the horizon, shading it from straw color to blue,
with a few scattered white clouds. Now dip the corn-husk in water,
to make it flexible, and place it lengthwise upon the card-board, let-

ting the edge meet the edge of the sky. Use mucilage to cause it to

adhere smoothly and firmly.

Here is a foundation for a lake, harbor or river: We will call this

the sea, allowing sky and water to meet within sight of opposite
land. I make a foreground thus: Select some of those dark,
dry leaves, and fasten them to the card below the water, all along
the bottom and up the sides as far as the corn-husk reaches,
allowing the jagged edges to protrude into the sea. as irregularities
of the shore. Stick some of these darkest mosses to the leaves,
leaving such spaces between as you wish for road or bare
ground. You must use your judgment (and a nice, artistic judgment,
too) as regards shade, turning the darkest sides where, if you were
painting, you would shade your picture. Quite by accident, you
now find a promontory near by, formed by the pointed end of a leaf,

which was surely meant to support a tree. Therefore erect your
little branched stick upon it, carefully gluing the inside to the picture.
Pull some of the moss apart, and you see that, separated, it becomes
little bushes, and even weeds, to plant about on the promontory, and
around the roots of the tree, to hide any awkwardness that may
appear. Now is the time to use those exquisite bits of foliage that
we peeled from the smooth pine-tree. Separate each little branch, and
join them to the twigs of the tree ; let them droop and hang over the
water. As the foliage advances you begin to see the sky between
the rich branches It will finish into a fine elm "The opposite side

needs our attention." All right; it shall have it. See, that gray leaf

has taken the appearance of a bluff. Now is the lime for our castle.

Slip it down behind, only allowing the turrets and a part of the
edifice to appear. There is the blue sky again through the vacant
castle windows. The effect is extremely good. If we separate some
of this greenest moss, we shall find that each tiny stem represents
holly or pine. Set these about the rocky bluff and along one side of
the castle.

Now use your good taste, and say where spaces may be improved
with a stem for a dead tree, or a faded bit of leaf for a distant hill.

Scatter about in crevices scraps of cup or coral moss. Here is a
little space that looks like a road leading from the foreground to the
water; put a rail fence on each side. An island will look well in the
distance. Now we have not spent much time over this, so it is but a
rough little landscape, though rich in color and effect. But I have
seen the inventor, or originator, of these produce splendid pictures of
country scenery, with hill and dale, forest and field, cottage and
barn, men and animals, loads of hay, and vessels and boats,—and, in

fact, everything that lends to the variety ard beauty of pictures, only
on a much larger scale than we have attempted. I have seldom seen
any artistic fancy-work so beautiful. A few touches now of black
crayon, to deepen the shadows in the hollows and curves, and our
picture will do.

Take from that wall the horrible portrait of General What's-his-
name, or that pretentious chromo of an impossible scene on the

Rhine,—the frame is too pretty for the ugly thing,—throw it out, and
put this picture—made-up, but very effective—in its place. Then
hang it up. Is n't that a decided improvement ? A little more prac-

tice, and really marvelous effects can be produced by these simple
materials.

THE LETTER-BOX.

Montreal, July 2d, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas: We have had an Exhibition here on the

occasion of the four-hundredth anniversary of the introduction of

printing into England by William Caxton in the year 1477. The
chief feature of the exhibition was the Mazarin Bible, the first book
ever printed. It was produced from Gutenberg's press in the year

1455. A gentleman very kindly allowed me to hold the book, which

was very heavy and in a wonderful state of preservation. A book of
Queen Elizabeth's, one of Mary Queen of Scots', and one of Henry
the Eighth's, along with the first book printed in Montreal and the
first one in Quebec, were exhibited. Of course I could not name one
quarter of the books ; but I may as well mention Eliot's Indian Bible

(the first Bible printed on this continent), Shakspeare's works, and a
large volume containing illustrations of his plays; a book with pict-
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ures of the different parts of the "Alhambra;" another old Bible,

and a large book with scraps cut from newspapers. Type-making,
printing and lithographing were going on in one end "f the

building. The Numismatic and Antiquarian Society, under whose
auspices the exhibition was held, got the affair up in haste. How-
ever, there was a very good collection of coins and books.

Like many other readers of the St Nicholas, I should be very

lonesome without it. It would seem like losing a friend to lose it.

Your constant reader, Nellie Fairuairn.

family would want a fresh home, and if left out all through the winter

the storms might destroy it; so it would be kinder to keep the nest

carefully until the next spring, and then put it where birds arc likely

to see it. It would be a pleasure to watch a new couple who had

just found a snug home ready for them on their return from the

south. They would twitler and chirp and Mutter with delight. But
there is no real harm in your keeping it if you wish.

Dear St. Nicholas: If you think Mr. Joel Stacy wont mind it,

I 'd like to have you put this picture and the verses into your pages.
A funny gentleman who comes to see my sister did them, on account
of seeing th;it nice jingle in the August St. Nicholas about " the

pretty little boy and the pretty little girl."

Your friend, James C. E.

A dirty little boy and a dingy little girl

Once found a bitten apple on the street;

Said the dirty little boy to the dingy little girl:

"Now gim me that! It is n't good to eat."

Philadelphia, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas: I thought I would write you a letter. I

am one of the bird-defenders, and would like to tell the others about
something I saw once. Some friends of mine and myself went out
to take a walk. We went through a woods, and all along we saw
black feathers. After a short time, we came out in a field. There
we saw a great many crows that had been shot. We walked along,
and came to a large field back of a hotel. The field was just black
with dead crows. One of my friends said there had been a shooting-
match the day before. I think it is just dreadful that shooting-
matches should be allowed. I hope your magazine will continue for

a great many years yet, and that I may live to have the pleasure of
reading it. Your loving reader, Anita Hendrie.

Said the dingy little girl to the dirty little boy :

"I would, but I am hungry, sir, you see;
So I thank you werry kindly, but I 'd werry much prefer
You 'd get out o' this an' keep away from me."

Dear St. Nicholas: I know of a very interesting game for
children, and I am going to tell you something about it. I suspect
many of my young readers are in the habit of playing it, but there
may be some who will be glad to learn it. You must think of a bird
or beast, fish, insect or reptile, and give your companions its initial

letter, calling on them to guess it. The one who is successful in

guessing must give some account of the animal, as to where it is

found, what arc its habits, its disposition, and whatever else seems
most interesting; and then proceed to name another. If no one can
guess it, and you are called upon to tell it, you are required to give
the account yourself, and then have the privilege of naming another.
You may call upon the mineral and vegetable kingdoms to furnish
subjects for your game of guessing, and 1 think you will find it

instructive, as well as entertaining. N. M. R.

West Newton, Mass., 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : Can a bird-defender take a bird's-nest after

the bird has left it? Because I have taken birds'-nests after the bird
has left them.—Yours truly, Mabel Wilbur.

In early spring it might be better, dear bird-defender, to let the

empty nest be where it is, for homeless birds to use, or put it in

another and, perhaps, quieter place, where they would be pretty sure

to find it. Later in the year the chances would be fewer that a bird-

Cincinnati, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas : I would be very much obliged if you would

tell me why it is that a glass vessel will not break, if, having first put
in a silver spoon, any hot liquid be poured into it 1 have seen it

tried again and again, and mamma cans her fruit in this way. She
places in her glass jar a silver spoon, and then pours in her fruit

boiling hot. The glass does not break, nor even crack, and as soon as
it is half full she takes out the spoon and fills up the jar. I can't see
the philosophy of that, but I should very much like to.

We have taken the St. Nicholas ever since it started, and think
there is nothing like it.—Yours truly, M. G.

Heat expands things, cold contracts them. The empty glass jar,

when cold, has a certain size. When hot water is poured into it the

glass expands: it really grows a little larger than it was before. But
the curious part of this is, that when the glass begins to expand it

often breaks, because the outside of the glass cannot expand quickly

enough, and the inside spreads out before the heat can extend

through the glass ; so away it Mies, with a sudden snap. Now, if

the glass were heated equally on both sides, if the hot water touched

outside as well as in, it is plain both sides would expand together,

and t!ie glass would be saved whole.

If the silver spoon assists in saving the glass, which is doubtful, it is

because the spoon is cold metal, and greedily takes up the heat from

the hot water, makes it cooler, and in this way saves the glass. The
spoon also serves to spatter the water about, and thus scatter the heat

so that the glass expands at more nearly the same rate in all its inside

parts. This is all "the philosophy of that." The spoon has no

magical infiuence on the glass, and it might often happen, if the

water were hot enough, that the glass would break in spite of the

spoon. The best way, however, is not to use a spoon at all, but

simply stand the glasses in hot water while the hot fluid is poured

into them.

Dear St. Nicholas: I love you very much. In the Centennial
I was in the garden which Mr. Stockton told about. I saw all the
animals except the flying foxes, which he told about. These I saw
in the New York Aquarium, where they were hanging up and sleep-

ing. I am very pleased with you. Will you please put this letter in

your Letter-Box? "His Own Master" is very nice, and I hope
Jacob will get his uncle. I am only ten years old, and have kept
you a year.—Yours truly, Gilbert Reeder.

Hartford, 1S77.

Dear St. Nicholas : May I tell you about our family pet
here—my Spitz dog Pip? Pip came to us—a fine, knowing, Spitz

dog—when I was three or four years old. This is the first prank of
his that I remember: Mamma had just given me a nice piece of
sponge-cake. Thinking I would enjoy it more out in the sunshine, I

ran over to the croquet-ground, and was about to seat myself on a
bench in perfect bliss, when Pip, who was playing around, quietly
walked up to me, and, taking my cake, ran off amidst my wails of
sorrow. Pip is now wiser and more sedate; but I will give one more
trick, and then tell of his knowledge and love : One day I was run-
ning around the lawn, and had just reached the dusty gravel. I had
on a nice, clean dress, and was feeling very happy, when, what was
my astonishment and disgust to find myself in an easy sitting position

on the gravel ! For Pip had acted the part of the goat to perfection,

and had butted me down.
Pip soon became curious to find where Aunt Anna went every

Sunday. So one pleasant day he watched aunty (who was his
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former mistress), and trotted close behind her. She did not know he
was following her, and walked into church, never noticing, till she
reached the pew, the pitter-patter of his paws behind her. The organ
was finishing ihe voluntary, there was no time to be lost. What
should she do? Driven to desperation, she called him into the pew,
and patted him to quiet him. All went on very well through the first

part of the service, except that, now and then, a cold nose was thrust
into her hand, or she felt a moist tongue kissing her. By and by the
minister began to pray. Of course aunty covered her face with her
handkerchief and put her head down. Pip began to think something
was wrong, and to whine from sympathy. Every available means
was used to keep him still, but with no effect. At last, aunty had to

rise and go out, with Pip, beginning to feel the mortification, skulking
after.

Pip is the best dog in the world, though he seems from this

account bad and troublesome. But the story above was when he
was a young and inexperienced puppy, and besides, it was his sym-
pathy that got him into trouble.—Yours truly, Alice Hans ell.

Stroudsburg, 1877.
Dear St. Nicholas: I live part the time in England and part

the time in Minnesota. Last summer, I went on a visit to my uncle
and aunts at Burlington, N. J., where they gave me some land to

have for my own ; so I turned it into a garden, with a rustic seat
under a pear-tree (they used to call me the "Queen of the Shady
Nook"), where I used to read your books with delight. When I

came away from Burlington, my subjects—who were the birds, frogs,

and flowers—were so sorry that they sent me a " lament " in poetry,
which I would like to see in print With much love, from your steady
reader, Hepsa H. L. Shearman.

Lament from Shady Nook.

The blithesome frog no longer
Gazes upon the scene;

Nor the festive young mosquito
Plays now his tunes serene.

The motes have quit their dancing,
The bees have ceased to hum,

The ants have found their homes again,
And the summer days are done.

The birdies chirp no longer,

Hopping fioni spray to spray,

For how can there be joyousness
With their own dear queen away '.'

O queen who ruled us gently
In the days that now are flown !

—
O queen we loved so fondly !

Return unto thine own !

"

A little Philadelphia boy, named Crissy H , lately sent to

Aiken, S. C, some magazines to the school that asked for good
reading matter for the children. He received in return a letter from

the teacher, inclosing a number from the pupils. All these letters,

we think, would interest our young readers very much ; but we have
only space for the teacher's letter and for three of the others. We
print them just as they were written by the little ones. Many of our

children may know of other children, and perhaps of schools, to

which they could send good books and magazines which they have

read and no longer need.

Oakwald, Aiken, S. C, 1877.
Dear Little Crissy: Yesterday, after I "had read your papa's

letter, I opened the many nice rolls of paper he sent, and found your
"Sunshine." Then I told my little girls and boys about you, and
asked if they could not write you a letter. Seven or eight of them
raised their hands, and then I gave them paper and pencil, and they
went to work; and now you read their letters, and know some of
their names.
You would be very much surprised if you could see so many

children together, and some of them not more than five or six years
old; but they have a slate and pencil, and when they learn the
a b c's they leam to make them on a slate, and then when they know
how to read they can write.

Most all of my children have black eyes, though a few have blue
eyes and very light hair. They are full of fun, and like to play and
sing, and then, when the bell rings, all get in line and march in to

their seats.

We have some that are as large as your papa, and some nearly as

old—but they had no chance to go to school when they were little,

so they come now, and work very hard. We have several that walk
five miles, and then five miles home again. One little boy, only
seven years old, does this every day.

Good-by.—Your friend, M. Schofield.

Aiken S. C. Carolinia 21 of March 1877
Crissy I am very glad you have took Much pleasure to Send

these papers to me and Ned Smoot and Kitty Branson and Julia

West and Fanny Parker and Mary Smoot. Nathan Phillips S. C.
I am nine years old and Miss Schofield Says you are eight years
old I comes to Miss Schofield School I did not know my abc and I
am in the first Class Shelton Reader do you go to School please send
your love to me again Nathan Phillips

South Carolina to little Crissy H .

(This little boy will be nine years old in May. He works hard at
his lessons, and writes very well on a slate without lines.—M. S.)

Aiken South Carolina Mach 21th 1877
My Dear Friend, I want to write to you to thank you for your

kindness toward the school Children and to tell you that I did not
know that you thought so much of the school I hope that God will
bless you. I was very glad for the paper that you sent me I will
have great pleasure in reading it the one that miss Schofield gave me
it had on it father coming home, I thought that I would leam it.

I am but a little girl I was ten the eleven of december and the
eleven of next december I have been coming to ,the Schofield
school two years I am learning very fast I am going to tell you
something about the school Miss Schofield is a good teacher she
have got a 170 scholars we have three teachers and three school
houses we have put up a new fence and the girls is planting
flowers all around it we have a croquet set and a cistern the
boys has a foot-ball and they highly prize it. we had a jumping
roape but it is worn out we has a libiary it has about 450
volumes in it. we has an organ and we repeat psalms every
morning. Miss Schofield has given us the papers that you sent
on and also a verse every morning to say we have a book it is

call ragged Dick, I am going to send you a boquet of flowers so I

must close, yours truly Julia E West

Little Crissy I got a paper What You Sent us they came
on a Wenday I am glad of them I comes to Miss Schofield school
every day I am in addition I Will soon be in subtraction I am
Well and doing well and I thought I Woold Write to You been
(being) as You sent us them papers I am only ten Years old.

when I first came to Schofield School I did not know my abc and
I am in addition I can read and spell and Write I am glad of Your
present I have a heap of friends one of them is Susie Cohen
Who sits by me my sister is name Etta Smallwood and my mother
is name Biddy Smallwood my father is name William Smallwood
I has a bunch of flowers I Will send You in my letter to You I Wish
You Will get these letters me and Julie and Fannie, Kelly Mary
Edward We all Write to you and I Wish You Would get them all

Aiken S C 1877. Lizzie Smallwood

*' Sisters."—We refer you with pleasure to the "Society to
Encourage Studies at Home," which has been in successful

operation for more than three years. (See "Letter-Box," St. Nich-
olas for March, 1876, and Atlantic Monthly for August, 1877.) If

you are seventeen years of age or older, you undoubtedly can join

[his society to your great advantage.

M. D.—Yes. We copy with pleasure the newspaper paragraph

you send us,—the more so because wc have personal knowledge of

Miss Silone, and can vouch for its truth

:

" A letter from Newport, under date of July 19th, says :
' To-day

has been a remarkable one in the history of Newport, for the scholas-
tic honors of the year were taken by a colored girl, Josephine Amelia
Silone, who graduated at the head of her class in the Rogers High
School. She received the gold medal awarded with the first scholar-

ship, and pronounced the valedictory. Her examinations and recita-

tions have been pre-eminently satisfactory, her averages in every
study being within a fraction of one hundred, which is the maximum.
Miss Silone, who is quite dark-complexioned, took her last two-years'

studies in one year, which makes her case all the more remarkable.
She excels in Latin, Greek, French, and German. She is a native

of Mattituck, Suffolk County, Long Island, and now goes to college.

Her mother is a cook, the young girl earning her own living by work-
ing when not at school.'

"

Miss Silone is a daughter of Alexander Silone, of Mattituck, Long
Island, well and favorably known in that neighborhood.

Lately we heard a Long Island farmer say :
" When I was a boy,

there was one thing I could do, and that was to repeat Bible verses.

There was n't but one youngster in the school who could get ahead

of me, and that was a colored girl, who beat everything at remember-

ing. She was so exact, too, never missing a word,—and I hardly

ever could match her in the number of verses. If I said ten, she 'd

give a dozen ; if I 'd give twenty, she 'd come on with thirty. Why,
she knew chapter after chapter, word for word ! And that girl was

Josephine Amelia Silone's aunt."
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THE RIDDLE-BOX.

DOUBLE DIAMOND PUZZLE.

The whole is a sweet harbinger of spring in New England.
Upper diamond: 1. A consonant. 2. Better than tallow candles.

3. A kind of tree. 4. Cunning. 5. A vowel.

Lower diamond: 1. A consonant. 2. The fruit of a tree. 3. A
West India product. 4. A sailor. 5. A consonant. o'b.

DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

Fill the vacant spaces with letters to form words having the follow-

ing meanings : 1. A fierce look. 2. A hamper. 3. An article of com-
mon domestic use. 4. A bird. 5. An over-garment worn by the

Scotch. Diagonally downward, from left to right, a word meaning
great; upward, tu talk foolishly. H. h. d.

KIDDLE.
(Six words of six letters, all to be made of the same six letters.)

Find a word of six letters which (transposed) will run up into the
land and (transposed again* take ?neasurcsfor going i?ito warfare.
Though (transposed) it is a superficial, flashy thing, and (trans-

posed) still as the tomb, it will always (transposed) endeavor to catch
the slightest word, and, finally, in despair, admit itself to be only one
oftheforms ofa certain active verb. j. s.

COMBINATION PUZZLE.
I.— CONCEALM ENTS.

i. Do you suppose John will arrive in time to split the wood ?

2. Near the river Po, Dennis found a seed-case. 3. Shall I dust the
cover of the box ? 4. Maria persevered in taming an animal. 5. The
hall opens at ten o'clock, so you would better cut the wood before
you go.

In each sentence a word is concealed, and the definition of the
word is given in the same sentence.

II.

—

Double Cross-word Enigma.

1. In Peter, not in Saul;
2. In Eunice, not in Paul;

3. In Anna, not in Tim ;

4. In Cassy, not in Jim ;

5. In Hester, not in Noah ;

Five letters to each word—no more ;

Primals give us much content;
Finals, a name for you not meant.

Now join these letters to the concealed words, and you will have
five words of the following definitions : 1. A shrub. 2. The third, or
last, part of an ode. 3. A girl's name. 4. Divisions of land. 5. To

I escape from.
These, written down, form complete words ; beheaded and cur-

tailed, complete words remain ; while the letters taken away form a
double acrostic. cyril deane.

SQUARE-WORD.
1. A king who had more gold than he wanted. 2. Part of a foreign

animal, much used in manufactures. 3. A benefactor. 4. Ascended.
5. A dangerous singer. j. p. b.

CHARADE.
First, a part of a column

;

A stamp ; or to cease

;

To stain ; while in gaming
I 'm never left at peace.

Baby sits on my second,
Most gladly I think ;

'T is a part of a garment

;

And one way to drink.

Third, a part of a needle,

A plant, and to view.

My fourth is an era ;

A fruit it is, too.

My fifth is a letter;

A river of fame,
And a part of a harness,

Are known by that name.

My whole you will know,
When the five you are told ;

It is often applied
To things ruined and old. h. h. d.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

Please to 1, 2, 3, 4 5, 6, 7, 8 of those 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 pictures

to me. CYRIL deane.

EASY DIAMOND PUZZLE.
i. A vowel. 2. A boy's name. 3. A " Riddle-Box" contributor.

4. A beverage. 5. A vowel. N. B. s.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
The initials and finals name an event of universal interest through-

out this country.
1. A pungent spice. 2. A man famous in Queen Elizabeth's reign.

3. Good for sleepy folks. 4. A huntsman's call. 5. A part of the
throat. 6. Something distilled from orange-flowers. 7. A New
England watering-place. 8. A faithful officer under King David. 9.

A river of Italy. 10. A tropical fruit. o'b.

PtZZLE.
From what word of seven letters is the following sentence made?

[The same letter may be duplicated, but none used that are not in

the word]

:

" A glad lad and a good old dog go along on a load, and nod."
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PICTORIAL. PROVERB-ANAGRAM.

Transpose the letters in the following sentence so that they shall make the familiar proverb which the picture illustrates

:

" As for events here,—give the sly lad one sermon." aunt sue.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN SEPTEMBER NUMBER.

Easy Numerical Enigma.—Perihelion.

Decapitations.— i. Pink, ink. 2. Kale, ale. 3. Pear, ear. 4.

Heel, eel. 5. Dace, ace. 6. Fowl, owl. 7. Wasp, asp. 8. Sash,

ash. 9, Rice, ice. to. Yawl, awl.

Double Acrostic— S —no— B
C-one—

Y

O—live—

R

T—ass—

O

T—aver—

N

Picture Puzzle.— 1. A well-mated*pair. 2. Good quarters. 3. A
broken circle. 4. A little neglected soul (sole) in the broken circle.

5. The neglected soul healed (heeled .

Charade.—Exile.

Hidden Animals .— i. Bear. 2. Lion. 3. Badger. 4.

5. GoaL 6. Leopard 7. Camel. 8. Horse. 9. Panther,
telope. 11. Tiger. 12. Beaver. 13. Otter. 14. Chamois. 15,

Central Syncopations and Double Acrostic.—Lamina, An
mal.— 1. HaLts, hats. 2. GrAin, grin. 3. LiMes, lies 4. Malm
mane. 5. WaNds, wads. 6. RoAds, rods.

Incomplete Diamond.—

Llama.
10. An-
Bison.

HMAD
M A D A

D A M

Bird Puzzle.— r.

6. Falcon. 7. Rail.

12. Goose 13. Quail
finch. 18. Sparrow.
key. 23. Crow.
Geographical Double Acrostic. -

D — win

—

A—msterda-
N —evad

—

U —
B —orne

—

E

Kite. 2. Swan. 3. Wren. 4. Flamingo. 5. Jay
Martin. 9. Heron.

14. Grouse. 15 Rook.
19. Crane. 20. Magpie.

10. Raven.
16. Swallow.
2i. Curlew.

Lark.

17. Chaf-
22. Tur-

Hidden Bays.— 1. Plenty. 2. Hawke.
. Antongil. 6. Bembatook. 7. Delagoa
Easy Square Remainders.—

s—o 1 L

Riddle.—Cabbages.
Enigma.— Sans Dieu rien.

Square-Word.—

f— 1 R E

SHAVE
ASH

3. Shark. 4.

!. Notre D2me.
Botany.

Metagram.—Place, lace, ace, pace, clap, ale, cap, ape, pea, pale.

v 1 s N E
ETHER

Pictorial Syncopations.— t. Crowd, cow. 1

Round, rod. 4. Beacon, bean. 5. Beard, bar.

Scrap, cap. 8. Bread, bed.

Fringe, ring.

6. Glass, ass.

Answers to Puzzles in the August Number were received previous to August 8th from A. U. Gust, " Gyp and Jule," H. A. L.,

B. O'Hara, Florence Wilcox, S. Decatur Smith, Jr., Helen M. Shaw, Martie and Aggie Irwin, "Cousin Sue, Lucy and Nina," Emma
Elliott, Lucy C. Morse, Benjamin R. Huske, Kittie L. Tuttle, Lillie May Furman, E P. Emery, Eddie H. Eckel, Ella P. S. Robinson,
Fred. Darlington, A. H. Keen, Lottie E. Skinner, "Yankton," Howard Steel Rodgers.














