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Jin Eventful Sfc&Ie.

T
HE day of the 18th of January, in the

year 1887, dawned cold and severe on

the little village of Uemington in New
Hampshire. It was the coldest day

the town had seen for twenty years
;
at least,

that is what old Deacon Jones said, and he

ought to know. This Deacon Jones was a

relative of the Williams family who lived

with him
;
he was, also, I shall add, the bane

of Joe Williams’ life.

When Joe awoke, on this eventful morning,

his joy could find no bounds. His mind dwelt

on ice, skates, etc., until, finally, he could

stand it no longer, so he jumped out of bed

and gave vent to his feelings by turning a few

handsprings. When he was dressed, he

bounded into the dining-room and eagerly

looked askance at his father, who understood

him very well. Alas
!
Joe’s face fell as he

saw his father’s countenance.

“No, Joe, I have work for you to do to-day

;

but you may go to-morrow,” his father kindly

said.

“I don’t see what these modern boys want
to think of skatin’ for, when there’s work to

be done,” said Deacon Jones petulantly.

“When I was a boy, I used to do my work first,

then, ”

“I don’t think that the ice would be thick

enough, at any rate,” interrupted Joe’s

father.

“Well, I suppose I can wait,” Joe murmured
in a sorrowful tone.

After this dreary day, Joe went to bed feel-

ing quite sad
;

but, when he woke in the

morning, what a change ! The sun, forcing

itself through the frost-covered windows,
dispelled every sad thought. He jumped

into his clothes, rushed down stairs, swallowed

a few mouthfuls of breakfast, and was getting

ready to go out, when his father said :

“Deacon Jones wants you to write a letter

for him, this morning, Joe.”

“Deacon Jones can write his own letters,”

replied Joe, angrily.

“Joe, I wish no impudence from you; go
and write that letter.”

The stern tone of his father admitted no
answer, so Joe, reluctantly, deferred the much
longed-for skate until the afternoon. At last,

he started
;
at least, tried to, but immediately

turned back, when he remembered that he
had his best friend’s skates in his house, and
decided to return them. Will Turner, that

was his friend’s name, lived about four miles

down the river, so Joe set out at an easy,

swinging gait, noticeable in all good skaters.

The day was beautiful. The sun stole

through the trees in a thousand places and
flashed on the clear ice. The dark blue sky
peeped here and there through the overhang-

ing forest, sometimes showing a narrow strip

of blue, as the river widened. Joe’s thoughts

were turning on this magnificent scene, when
he become aware that some one was following

him.

He looked back, and, great was his surprise

and terror, when he saw, pursuing him at the

distance of about one hundred yards, a long,

lean wolf. Driven by fear, he put forth his

utmost efforts in his attempts to distance the

beast. He, soon, however, realized the folly

of his action.

In the first place, he could not keep up this,

terrific rate for three miles
;
secondly, if he

could, there would be no time to remove his
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skates, before the wolf would be upon him.
He gave up all hope aud lessened his speed
with the vain thought that he might hit upon
some plan to save himself.

He was, furthermore, surprised at the pres-

ence of the wolf, for the inhabitants had
killed the last one twenty years before,

v Here we are quoting Deacon Jones again.)

During this short soliloquy, Joe realized that

the wolf was gaining on him.
His fear overmastered him and he blindly,

rushed on at his greatest speed. When he
had passed over about half a mile, he stopped
breathless. He knew that he had gained
some, but he thought that, worn out as he
was by his last piece of folly, he would be
unable t^o continue a mile farther.

Since, however, the wolf was some distance

behind, he determined to plan the best course

for him to take. He thought of allowing the
wolf to approach him and, then, of dodging
one side, turning around, and retracing his

steps. His fear and his reason would permit
the execution of no such plan. The wolf was
near enough now, and the very thought of

allowing him to come nearer made Joe’s blood
freeze.

One thing which he longed for was a knife.

With this, he thought, he could hold a thou-

sand wolves at bay. Yet he had a weapon of

no sort. He was soliloquizing thus, when he

thought of Will Turner’s skates. Could he

not use them as a weapon ? In his strained

imagination he thought that, if somehow lie

could strike the wolf with the skates, he could

kill or wound him.

Joe formed his plan and went to work to

put it into execution. He slowed up gradually,

and the wolf, thinking that he was worn out,

came on with greater speed. Joe could hear

the rasping breathing of the animal and soon

felt the warm breath. His first impulse was

to escape
;
however, he stuck to his plan.

Furthermore, he was encouraged by the sight

of Mr. Turner’s house, as he turned a bend of

the river.

When the wolf was almost upon him, he

swerved aside and threw his friend’s skates at

the passing beast. This was the plan. He
had done the most foolish thing he could, for,

not looking ahead, when he was deliberating,

he had counted on no mishaps and therefore,

when the skates overshot their mark, he gave

himself up, as lost. Just then, however, a

shot was heard and the wolf fell. Joe, strained

by the terrible excitement, fell fainting, at

the Turners’ door, not five yards from the

dead wolf. “F.” ’97.

ROBERT C. WINTHROP.
On November 16, Boston was called upon

to mourn the death of its ablest orator

;

one who by his pure life, his stern integrity,

and his scholarly attainments had justly

won the title of “the first citizen of Boston.”
This man was Robert C. Winthrop. He was a

lineal descendant of John Winthrop, the

first Governor of Massachusetts, and was
born in the year 1809, at Boston, Mass.
At at early age he entered the Latin

school and graduated in 1824. He then en-

tered Harvard College and in four years fin-

ished his college course. Having a leaning
toward the law, he studied with Daniel
Webster for three years, though he did not
engage in the legal profession actively.

He was elected to the State Legislature in

1834 and in a few years became speaker of

the House. He served a long time in Con-
gress, and was chosen speaker for the sessions

of 1848-49. Upon the retirement of Webster
from the Senate, Mr. Winthrop was appointed

his successor. During his whole political

career he was distinguished for his firmness,

his sense of justice, and his eloquence.

But his early entrance into politics was

followed by his early withdrawal from it.

Three or four years of public service had been

sufficient to wean him from all desire for

official station, and he resigned of his own
free will. Of independent fortune, freed from

the cares of office, and fond of research, Mr.

Winthrop devoted himself for some time to

literature and wrote his greatest literary

work, “The Life and Letters of John Win-

throp.” His addresses during the past fifty

years showed all that was best in the social

and general interests of Boston. Among
his well-known schoolmates were William

Henry Channing, James H. Blake, George

W. Bond, James Freeman Clarke, Patrick

Grant, James Jackson, John T. Sargent,

Charles Sumner, John B. S. Jackson, George

S. Hilliard, Francis Gardiner, Samuel May,
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George C. Shattuck, Nathaniel B. Shurtleff,

Thomas Wigglesworth and many other men
whose names have become household words

in this city.

In the midst of his greatness, however, he

never failed to show his affection for the

scene of his early triumphs, the Latin School.

To the library of this school he sent every

book in the making of which he had any
share. Till the end of his life, he attended

the meetings of the Latin School Associa-

tion. Even in his last testament he has be-

queathed $250 to the library of this school.

This same spirit is manifest throughout his

whole life. He was always true to his con-

science, his name and his fellow citizens.

The grave has closed over the remains of

Robert C. Winthrop, but we, who are so much
indebted to his generosity, will not cease to

respect him who has added lustre to the

name of Winthrop, and who has been an

honor to his State and to the nation and a

particular honor to this school.

J. A. R. ’95.

NATURE’S RED, WHITE, AND BLUE.

In the spring-time of the year,

All along the hedge-way blows
(Dripping with the dew-drops clear),

Many a blushing, damask rose

While the winter howls arbund
House and forest in the night.

Spread upon the frozen ground,

Dies the snow, so pure and white.

In the happy summer days,

When the stormy times are few,

Glowing with the sun’s bright rays,

Hangs the “canopy of blue.”

Thus, throughout our native land,

In valley, or above the crag,

Most sublime, and sweet, and grand,

Painted by Dame Nature’s hand,

Glorious in beauty stand

The colors of our country’s flag.

A. S. B. ’98.

P
OOR Tommy was sleepy. But he had

one more lesson to do, so he slowly

dragged out his books and slid them off

on to the table, placed his classical dic-

tionary on the top of the pile, and blinked at

the lamp before him. He did feel so tired.

As he gazed at the lamp he saw a little filmy

smoke rising from the lamp chimney
;
but he

didn’t take the trouble to turn it down, for

he liked to see the smoke curl up in the room.

Soon he thought he saw—something—a shape,

a little figure—could it be ! Yes, there perched

on the edge of the chimney sat a little Greek
maiden with a loose robe on, belted in grace-

fully at the waist and decorated with a Greek
border. Her hair was wafted upward by the

current of heat that passed up the chimney.

Tommy opened his eyes very wide. “Yes,”
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said the little spirit, “I know you’re surprised

to see me. You rarely can. I am the spirit

of the Ancient Lamp, and when these modern
arrangements get smoking, I sometimes like

to come down and gloat over them, and hob-
nob with myself about old times.” “May I

ask what sort of an affair the old lamp was?”
said Tommy, more to break a pause than from
any desire to know. “Why, of course,” said

the little spirit, apparently only too glad to

talk to someone who seemed interested.

“You know, way back. I used to hover

and I’d get scorched. About that time,

though, I struck a great improvement. It

was in a sea-coast city. It was a shell. The
broad mouth of the shell made a fine place to

sit on, and play with the flame. Why, gra-

cious, I’ve seen them now, in Scotland. They
are pretty spiral shells hung up by two cords

passed under them at each end. The ‘canny

Scots’ call them ‘roaring buckies,’ for the

roaring sound you can hear in a shell like

those.”

“That’s farther back than I can go,” in-

around the most primitive lamp you can

imagine ! It was the crudest affair, only an
animal’s skull, hollowed and dried, and then

filled with fat. The wicks were nothing but

dry rushes and didn’t soak up the fat very

well, and, of course, no good arrangement
was made for letting in air, because the wick
was stuck in through the eye-hole. Sort of

ghastly, wasn’t it ! But how those lamps did

smell ! and smoke ! and flicker ! I didn’t like

those, because they flickered so that some-
times I couldn’t get out of the way in time,

terrupted Tommy. “The oldest thing I’ve

seen is an ancient Greek lamp.” “O, yes,”

continued the spirit. “Looked like a covered

saucer with a small nose. Yes indeed. I used

to stay around them for a long while. Some
of them would be decorated on top, too.”

Here Tommy opened his classical dictionary

to the title page, and showed the spirit the

circular figure of Hercules. “Yes,” answered

the spirit, “that’s just like them, but I never

happened to see that one.” She went on :

“The Greeks called the lamp lychnus you
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know, (T. didn’t,but resolved to put the word
down in his Greek vocabulary.) They were,

at first, of plain, unglazed pottery. One of

the old writers claims that they weren’t a

Greek invention, but he says they were in

common used about the fourth century b. c.

I remember they were pretty common then.

Yes, he’s right about that.” Tommy didn’t

dispute her.

‘‘Then improvements began. Decorations

followed—and some were ^-autiful—and in-

stead of the old single wick, they got up to as

many as ten or a dozen. They were of flax-

tow—sometimes rushes, or some vegetable

fibre. Once some one got it into his head that

a light outdoors was useful at night
;
so he

went to work and did the business by putting

a cover over the flame to prevent its being

blown out by the wind. Then it became a

lampas. These were almost all bronze. Di-

ogenes’ was. I saw him once or twice, wander-

ing about, but he didn’t seem to find what he

was hunting. I’m sure I don’t know what it

was.

‘‘The Romans made some of the most sump-
tuous bronze lamps—but no better than the

one I once saw in the Erectheium. This one

was all gold, and was kept burning day and

night. Why, it held oil enough to last a

year ! It was beautiful, too,—the work of a

first rate sculptor. But the Roman lamps !

One I remember has quite a history. It was
an elaborate bronze work, and was suspended

by a chain and hook. It was shaped like a

deep saucer, with four noses. Two dolphins

curled up above it, their tails meeting, and
forming a handle, to which the hook was
caught. The two noses that extended in op-

posite directions were heads of Bacchus. The
other two, open-mouthed lions, whose ex-

tended jaws made way for the flaring wicks.

This lamp belonged to Brutus, originally,

and what do you think ! I happened to be at

Philippi at the time, and I chanced into

Brutus’ tent as he was meditating and saw
Caesar's ghost ! It scared me so to think of be-

ing near the great Caesar that I flew off. Next
I heard,the lamp had been taken to the baths

of Julian in Gaul, now Paris. Now it is in

the British Museum, for I’ve seen it there.

And what do you think. An old ignoramus

of a keeper tried it, and it smoked so delight-

fully that I could fairly see Brutus and Caesar

again
;
but that old thing blew it out, and got

a good-for-nothing kerosene lamp, and put

the bronze one away ! It was frightful.” And
the spirit gave such a sharp little shriek that

Tommy gave a start, and saw that the lamp
was smoking fearfully, but that the spirit had
gone.

Had he been asleep? Some lessons are

awfully sleepy.

S. ’96.

ART THOU THE 1TAID?

School Boy’s Revery on Calling Upon a Summer Girl in the City.

BY “ROBERT MORSE.”

I.

Art thou the maid, so prim and staid,

Of countenance demure,
Whose guileless smiles and artless wiles

Last August did allure ?

II.

Art thou the maid who with me played
At tennis and croquet,

Who oft did call to me “Love all”
;

Whose hammock I did sway?

III.

Art thou the maid who with me strayed

So oft beneath the moon,
Whose mystic light did us incite

To bill and coo and spoon ?

IV.

Art thou the maid whom I did aid

To mount an old stone wall ?

When that did shake and thou didst quake,
Into my arms didst fall ?

V.

Art thou the maid who once essayed

To climb a young oak tree
;

And when that bent was’t I that lent

My ready arm to thee ?

VI.

Art thou the maid who once did wade
Beside me in the stream,

With dainty feet and ankles neat.

Or was that all a dream?

VII.

Art thou the maid, who, in the shade

Beneath a hemlock tree,

Once sealed the vow, forgotten now,

My sister aye to be ?

VIII.

Art thou the maid—butthis tirade

Somewhere must have its end,

So farewell sweet, for at thy feet

My knee no more shall bend.
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There was no reason to complain that

the last public declamation was not long

enough.

Have you BEEN in the Library lately ? It

has assumed a very business-like air, and the

librarian’s task must be far from light.

How THE TIME flies ! Here we are about

half through the long winter term and there

are only seven weeks more before the April

vacation. Time in school passes almost as

quickly as time out of school.

From among the six hundred pupils in the

Latin School there must be many who are able

to write stories good enough for The Regis-

ter to print. Writing is excellent practice
;

and as The Register is dependent entirely

upon contributions from students, it respect-

fully solicits your aid in filling its columns.

Contrary to the usage of former years

the members of the dance committee are not

going to pocket the net proceeds hereafter.

Inasmuch as the athletics of our school are

to receive all the profits, the success of the

dance is a matter that concerns every one of

us. If anybody is looking for a chance to

kill two birds with one stone, now is his op-

portunity—let him buy a ticket to the dance

on Washington’s Birthday. He will not only

add to his own pleasure, but he will also be

helping a worthy cause.

Thanks to the efforts of Mr. Jones and
Mr. Pennypacker, and about six per cent of

the boys, there are bright prospects ahead of

our sending a delegation to the Indoor Mee
next spring.

What we want most to secure now, is the

largest possible number of entries in each

event. The one thing essential to this is per-

severance, without which, we can do nothing.

All those who started last month with a

determination to go in and win must not al-

low themselves to be turned from their course.

Entries we must have and entries we are

going to have. The Latin School has been

asleep long enough. The time for awakening
has come.

HARVARD NOTES.

Cunniff, B. L. S. ’94, is trying for the Mott-

Haven team.

Stevens, B. L. S. ex-’94, is showing up well

in the 40-yard dash.

Whittemore, captain of the base-ball team,

is a B. L. S. man.

McVey, Ring and Rand, B. L. S. ’94, are

trying for the Varsity Base-ball team.

J. P. Warren, ’92, was on the committee of

arrangements for the Harvard and Yale De-

bate.

Jackson, B. L. S., ’94, tried for the Mott-

Haven team, but failed to pass the physical

examination.

It is rumored that O’Malley, B. L. S. ’92,

substitute catcher on last year’s Varsity, will

not play ball this year.

There has been some talk about starting a

library for Harvard B. L. S. members. It is

to be composed chiefly of books useful in

courses most taken.

At the last meeting of the Harvard B. L. S.

Association, Pierce, ’94, favored the members
with a rendition of “ Brer Rabbit Rand and

Flagg played on the guitar and banjo, and Ed-

munds sang. Lawton, ’91, is writing “The
Only True and Authentic History of the Latin

School at the next meeting he is going to
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read a chapter entitled “Life in Ancient

Dedham.”
Dr. Merrill was a guest at the last meeting,

and he highly recommended the Athletic Ad-

visory Committee, and especially those Latin

School Graduates who worked so hard to

organize the association.

THE CORRIDOR BOY.

What little shavers some of the boys in

Room 18 are !

Why are Irishmen prone to anger ?

Because they come from Ire-land.

Spargo, the president of the Boston School

Editors’ Club, was once in the Latin School.

The Out-of-Course class is now studying

French, under the instruction of Mr. Freeborn.

At the last Public Declamation, the school

was visited by F. G. Chisholm and R. W.
Guiler, ex-’95.

What an old nation China is, to be sure !

Virgil repeatedly mentions “ Caelicolre,”

—

“ Celestials !

”

’94 CLASS DINNER.

The Class of ’94, B. L. S., held its first din-

ner, at the United States Hotel, on Saturday

evening, January 19th. Fifteen memberswere
present. A business meeting was held and
the following officers were elected :

President, P. A. H. van Daell.

Vice-President, A. W. Davis.

Secretary, C. S. Tilden.

Toastmaster, I. C. Watson.
Class Poet, C. H. Cronin.

Class Historian, S. T. Frost.

C. J. Flagg, acting as toastmaster, gave the

following toasts :

“ The School,” responded to by S. T. Frost

;

“ The Class of ’94,” responded to by C. S
Tilden

;
I. C. Watson responded to “ The

Teachers E. S. Logan to “ The Battalion

P. A. H. van Daell to “ Dr. Merrill ”
; J. W.

Edmunds to “ The Ladies J. H. Sprague to

“ The Non-Drillers,” and J. W. Edmunds to

“ Harvard ’98.” The last toast was in honor
of Mr. Capen.
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THE LATIN SCHOOL AND THE EREC-
TION OF BUNKER HILL iTONUHENT.

A student of Webster’s oration at the lay-

ing of the corner-stone of Bunker Hill Mon-
ument, in his studies about the monument,
the battle, etc., etc., has found an interesting

connection that the Latin School had with the

erection of the monument.
In a volume, compiled in 1830 for the use of

the members of the Monument Association, is

a list of subscribers to funds for building the

monument. The list contains names of citi-

zens from all parts of the State.

Conspicuous in the list are the names of

ninety-five boys of the “Boston Latin Gram-
mar School.” The subscriptions of these

boys varied from one dollar to ten dollars,

and amounted to over four hundred dollars.

The Latin School contribution several years

ago for excavations in Greece, gave us a finan-

cial share in the ancient monuments. Now
we find we have a like share in our own mon-
uments. Of course we did not need to know
of this money relation to Bunker Hill Monu-
ment to make us have a deep interest in the

obelisk. Natural patriotic feeling is, even

now, being helped in some of the classes by
the study of Webster’s orations, and it was
that study that led to this discovery.

HOW TO ENJOY A GOOD SNOOZE.

Now some people in writing on such a sub-

ject as the above; would hold their readers in

suspense and would not tell how to enjoy a

good snooze until the very end of the article.

This would be very well if this short article

were a novel in three volumes, of which the

reader had only the first, and so could not be-

gin at the end. But I have not the least doubt

that if the reader of the present article should

suspect that the secret was contained in the

last part of this revelation, he would immedi-

ately read the last paragraph, first. And so I

tell the secret of how to enjoy a good snooze

in the very first of this essay, as my reader

doubtless sees. It is this :
—“ Stolen fruit al-

ways tastes the sweetest.”

The circumspect reader has already divined

that the word “ fruit,” in the above epigram,

refers to nothing else than “sleep.” Putting

“sleep” in the place of its equal “fruit” we
have,

—

“ Stolen sleep always tastes the sweetest.”
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Of course “ tastes” is used in a figurative

sense.

Why, you might go on sleeping all your

life, night and day, and never enjoy it, if you

did not know what has been disclosed above.

Now take it in the summer, for instance.

You tell your companion to wake you up the

next morning early and you will go a-fisliing.

You go to bed early in order to get a good

night’s sleep. When you have been asleep

about five minutes, as it seems, you are sud-

denly aware that the rascal (you thought him
quite a good fellow the night before) whom

you told to wake you, is shaking you in a very
rude way. You said the night before that yon
would go fishing at 3 o’clock the next morn-
ing. You wish you had not, but you have.

You must go fishing. You look at your watch.
It is 3 o’clock. Still it is quite dark and 3
o’clock is too early to get up. Just a short

snooze. Were the bed clothes ever so deli-

cious ? Was a pillow ever so soft ? Why are the

bed clothes so delicious and why is the pillow

so soft? See the last line of the first paragraph
of this.

C. R. L. ’95.

Military.

HE sword squad has been

conducted thus far by Capt.

White.

Tickets for the Lynn
Classical High dance were

received ; but we regret that

none of our officers were

able to attend.

The new officers’ belts fill another long felt

want. They were furnished to our battalion

first, and to some of us they came at a very

opportune moment.

Jan. 18, the West Roxbury High gave a very

enjoyable dance. The B. L. S. men present

were Capts. White and Fuller, Temple ’95,

Lieut. Davidson, and Stillings ’96.

a worthy and, we are sorry to say, a needy
cause,—athletics !

A movement has been initiated to institute

the wearing, on the day of the annual parade,

of white duck trousers by all men in the regi-

ment, except officers and sergeants. Much
comment has been made every year by the

press and by those who have reviewed the pa-

rades, upon the nondescript character and

harlequin color of the dress, outside of the

jacket, cap, and gloves, which are necessary

to let the public know that the regiment

really does wear a “uniform.’’ The trousers,

purchased at wholesale, would cost about fifty

cents per pair ,—the price of a collar clasp.

Then white ducks are useful to any one in the

summer, which comes not long after the

parade.

The bayonet squad now uses the pony guns.

The exacting bayonet drill, with ordinary

muskets, is very tiresome, and the spirits of

the men become broken long before the prize

drill. With the new guns, a greater degree of

snap ought to be achieved than former squads

have shown.

The tickets for our own dance should meet
with a much greater sale. Perhaps it is too

early. However, it is best to buy your tickets

now, as the number is limited. Peters’ Or-

chestra will furnish music, and special atten-

tion will be paid by the committee to the dec-

orations and refreshments. Remember it’s for

Jan. 25, the officers of the Brighton High
gave a dancing party. A flash-light picture

was taken of the grand march, sixteen abreast.

B. L. S. men present were Maj. Morse, Capts.

White, Hardy, and Fuller, Sergt. Maj. Mor-

rison, and Ormond ex-’97. After the party, a

number of friends, including two of the

B. L. S. men—Ormond and Capt. Fuller

—

were entertained at the residence of Scully of

the Brighton High. Dennet’s was again

made the objective point by many who were

forced to return to their homes through the

city.

On the same evening, the Medford High
gave a dance. The B. L. S.’men present were

Barron ’96 and Kelly ’98.
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The officers of the Charlestown High gave a

very enjoyable party in the school hall, Mon-

ument Sq., Jan. 17. A large number of visit-

ing officers were in attendance. The B. L. S.

was represented by Capts. White, Hardy, and

Fuller, Adj. McDermott, Barron ’96, Kelly ’98,

and McMahon ex-’98. After the party was

over, all the visiting officers, accompanied by

a large escort of C. H. S. men, marched to

City Sq. ;
but, as the capacity of the “hot dog”

wagon there was insufficient, column of fours

was formed, and, led by Lieut. Col. Fitch, the

party marched over the bridge to the city.

The line of march led up Washington St.,

and, upon reaching Newspaper Row, column
right was given, and the hungry crowd in-

vaded Dennet’s “open-all-night” restaurant.

Refreshments were procured, “nor did the

soul lack at all a due allowance of the feast
;

but when they had dismissed the desire of

drink and food, the youths” departed

homewards.

The movements in company drill that will

be executed at the prize drills have been
issued. They are as follows :

1.

—To march in column of fours—halt

and move forward.

2.

—To march the column of fours to the

rear from both pivots.

3.

—To form line to the right or left and

halt.

4.

—Manual of arms.

5.

—,To march the line to the rear from

both pivots and by the left flank.

6.

—To form on left into line.

7.

—To advance in line of platoons in col-

umn of fours from the left.

8.

—To form column of platoons to the

right, continue the march and change

direction.

9.

—To form company to the front.

10.

—To march by the left flank and form on

left into line of platoons in column of fours.

11.

—To march in column of fours to the left

and form right front into line.

12.

—To form column of platoons to the

front.

13.

—To form column of fours to the front

from the right of each platoon.

14.

—To form on right into line of platoons

in column of fours.

15.

—To form line to the front.

16.

—To turn and halt to the right by

platoons.

17.

—To form line to the left.

18.

—To form column of fours to the front

from the right.

19.

—To form column of platoons to the

front.

20.

—To form company to the front.

TKe Me55en^er’5 y.

I

N the city of D there is, near the cen-

ter of the business portion, an old coffee-

house which has been a popular resort

for many years. This
.
coffee-house is

kept by a good-natured old fellow, who is

called “old Jones” by the boys. Every even-

ing during the winter the boys sit down before

the blazing log-fire, and tell “yarns.”

One winter night, being detained in the

town by a heavy storm, I stopped at “Jones’ ”

and was invited by him to sit down to the fire

and listen to the stories. After the usual in-

troductions, the conversation turned upon a

recent railroad robbery, in which a messenger

had been killed.

“Well,” said old Bill Forbes, the retired

mail messenger, “I once had an experience

similar to that, myself. I was acting as ex-

press messenger on the G. C. & T. Road from

Denver. One day, while walking through

the depot, the superintendent of the road

rushed up to me, and asked me to take charge

of a special, which was to run down to Truro,

one hundred miles from Denver, to bring up
some government valuables.

“You want to take every precaution,” he

marked, “as they have been having consid-

erable trouble lately with the Jones gang.”

I promised to do so, and in half an hour I

was spinning along in the mail car, arranging

my papers. We reached Truro in due time,

without any trouble. We had taken on a

pretty valuable load and were getting ready to

return, when three men came riding up in a

wagon. One of them jumped out, and coming

up to me, asked me if I could possibly carry a
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coffin, containing a miner who had been

killed, up to Denver. I did not fancy having

this coffin in the same car with me, but I

dually agreed to carry it up. The box was
lifted aboard, and we soon steamed out of the

station.

I sat down at my desk, and busied myself

with making out receipts. I had been writing

thus for half an hour, when I carelessly

looked around, and glancing at the coffin, saw
the muzzle of a pistol sticking through a hole

in the upper end of the box. I immediately

understood the situation. I would have given

a year’s salary to have been anywhere but

there, at that moment.

However, with a presence of mind which
astonished myself, I pretended to keep on
writing. I soon dropped the pen, got up,

stretched myself, and carelessly walked across

the car, to look at some boxes, keeping on
the watch, however.

When I had approached within two feet of

the coffin, I threw myself flat on the floor,

grabbed a railroad spike and a hammer,
which were lying there, and almost instantly

drove it through the hole in the top of the

coffin. The fellow inside took on terribly,

but it did no good. I had him in a position

where he could do no harm, and we steamed

into Denver with a lively “corpse.”

E. B. T. ’95.

TLe Mouiil&m 0! My5tery.
George Washington Fueeer.

X.

WORDS could not half describe that

ride—the dismal howling of the wind,

the shrill hiss of the water engine,

and the deep roar of the black waters

beneath the gleaming rails. There were
several openings in the front of the car,

through which the occupants could see for

a short distance ahead. For over an hour
the terrible speed was maintained. Not
a word had been uttered by those in the car,

but Harry and Bob clung fast to the seats and
Alexis stood silently at the machinery. After

they had sped on in this way for about an

hour and a half, Alexis began to increase the

speed. Faster and faster flew the car, till

suddenly it seemed that they had struck an

incline. The hissing of the machinery ceased,

and the dull roar receded in the distance.

Still the car mounted upwards, driven by the

impetus it had gained, but losing speed every

moment.
At last a slight curve was rounded, and a

light appeared ahead. Alexis put on a brake

and stopped the car. He extinguished the

lanterns and, opening a door at the side,

stepped out, and his companions followed him.

He led the way up a narrow flight of stairs.

On one of the lower steps was the lantern

whose light had appeared upon rounding the

curve. This he took with him. At the head
of the stairs he opened a narrow metal door,

and the explorers found themselves in a room
walled with blocks of stone. At the further

end was another door, which was closed. In

the centre of the room was an open chest.

Alexis pointed to it and said :

“You must now discard the garments of

civilization. Clothe yourselves from yonder

chest as I am and leave your own garments

here.”

Harry and Bob hastened to comply, and soon

each stood arrayed in a white tunic and cloak.

Both strapped their cartridge belts around

their waists, under the tunics, and retained

their revolvers
;

but Alexis informed them
that their rifles must be left in the chest with

their old clothes. Each fastened a short,

beautifully-wrought sword to the belt which
extended across the right shoulder. Then
Alexis opened the door, and they followed

him through a number of corridors, till they

reached a pair of immense doors. He seized

a rope, which hung from a hole above, and

gave it a vigorous pull. Immediately there

came from a distance the deep-toned peal of a

bell. Soon hurrying footsteps could be heard

from beyond the doors. There was the blast

of a trumpet, a loud command, and the great

doors flew back. Following Alexis, the ex-

plorers strode into the room. They advanced

several paces and then Alexis paused, threw

back his cloak, and folded his arms. Taking

the hint from him, Harry and Bob did like-
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wise
;
but their eager eyes took in the whole

scene before them.

The room was of enormous size, with heavy
columns arranged in long aisles. In front of

the doors were a number of men, standing

with folded arms. They were clothed simi-

larly to our friends, but were slightly darker in

complexion. The foremost one wore a brazen

helmet, with two immense feathers of brass,

and his cloak and tunic were decorated with

much gold lace.

Alexis was first to speak. Addressing the

leader of the strangers, he said in the language

of the country, which we will translate :

Are the strangers qualified to enter the sacred

country ? ”

“ Even so, by the code of oaths.”

“Then I bid them welcome. The news of

your arrival shall be carried at once to our

leaders. Meanwhile thou shalt consult with

me apart. Bid your companions to follow.”

The stranger drew his cloak about him and

followed by our friends, made his way among
the massive columns to a side door. As they

passed, the other men in the hall bowed their

heads, as in reverence. The stranger led the

way within a small room hung with draperies.

Heavy rugs covered the stone floor, and there

“ I have kept my promise. I have returned,

and I have brought to thee the White Ma-
gician’s son. I have also dared to conduct

within the sacred country him who was in

former years almost a brother to the White

Magician,—who came in search of him even

to the land of the Atlans, the blessed country

of the Runya Tyrrhund. I have spoken.”
“ Thou hast done well,” came in measured

tones from the stranger. “ Our cause still

prospers
;
but thou hast returned in time; for

the moment of our declaration has nearly

come. It is but three suns till the Great Fes-

tival. Then will our demonstration be made.

were several couches, upon which our friends

seated themselves.

XI.

After a lengthy conversation, which was, of

course, wholly unintelligible to the others,

the stranger left the room, and Alexis turned

to his companions.
“ Now,” said he, as he drew up a couch

before his friends, “ now it is permitted me to

reveal to you what I may choose. I shall as

yet give you but a few general bits of infor-

mation, which are necessary in order that you
may know how to meet the course of events.

I shall be brief. In the first place, these

people are a tribe of a once great nation

known all over the continent as the Atlans.

-/
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Their origin is lost in remote antiquity ; but
legend relates that they came over a great sea
from Aztlan, a mythical country which corre-
sponds strangely with the lost Atlantis of the
ancients. However, these tribes were deci-
mated by plagues and war, until the more
northern nations reached a state of complete
annihilation. But, long before their sad
destruction, this one tribe was severed forever
from the outside world by remarkable volcanic
phenomena, and here they remained, com-
pelled by superstitiously observed laws to
preserve the old customs, while their nearer
neighbors faded away, till only the great
Mexican branches remained. They also have
disappeared in process of time, and the
mighty, modern civilization of America has
sprung up. Yet this little nation has been
miraculously preserved, untainted by contact
with progress.

“ The passage whereby we crossed the des-
ert was completed many centuries ago, but
there are laws against its use, which no man
dares to violate. At present there are internal
troubles among the people. A queen is on the
throne, against whom there is much public
feeling ; for she is an usurper. Yet there
lives no lawful heir, and all those who aspire
to the throne are likewise but usurpers.
Years ago, when your father, John Rivers,
came among them, the people thought that in
him they recognized their deliverer

;
for

prophecy told of one who would come to
their relief from the ground, in times of per-
plexity. Accordingly John Rivers seemed
fair to become a king

;
but new troubles

arose. The priests of the sun declared that
he had passed the lawful age at which the
duties of state might be assumed and forbade
his coronation, proposing that the laws pro-
hibiting exit from the land be raised and that
a search be made for the son whom they knew
he possessed. Discords again arose

;
but I

was secretly permitted to leave, in order to
find you, Harry. I dared not go down to the
coast and so secured the passage of your fath-
er’s letters by Indian carriers.

“ Now that we have entered the land again,
I find that the girl queen has grown into a
woman of magnetic and ravishing beauty— a
woman who holds the hearts of men by mighty
chains and defeats continually the projects of
her enemies by her terrible influence. By a
smile she has won to her side many a man who
was formerly her bitterest foe. John Rivers
is jealously guarded by both factions, although
their objects differ. Neither, however, would
dare to harm his person

;
for their supersti-

tions are as strong as ever, and he is believed
to be sacred.

“ That is the state of affairs at present, as I

have learned from Quenzoatl, who is one of

your father’s best friends and among the most
powerful leaders of the opposition to the
queen. Harry, you have before you grand
prospects. You will be held in reverence by
these people, as soon as your identity is dis-

closed. Everything has been so carefully
planned that success is reasonably sure, and
the men who possess the secrets are beyond
suspicion. In three days a great movement
will take place, at the Great Festival, which is

held every year in Tholpec, the principal city

of the Atlans. Tonight we shall attend a
council of the generals at Quenzoatl’s house
in the city

;
but your presence will not be

known. Yonr location will be concealed until

the Festival, lest treachery betray you into the
power of the queen.”*******
The day was passed in rest, and Alexis in-

formed his friends on many things. When
evening came, the explorers were led into a
court-yard, where stood several covered car-

riages, similar to those now used in Japan,
each drawn by half a dozen men. Cloaks had
been provided, which concealed their faces, all

save the eyes, and they each entered one of

the strange vehicles. Immediately the men
sprang away at an even trot. After passing
out of the court-yard, the road wound up and
down hill and through rocky passes. After
several hours of travel through a very wild
region, a smoother road was met with, and
soon the men were changed for fresh relays at

a house by the roadside. Darkness had now
fallen, and the explorers could see but little

of the surroundings. They knew that the
country was more open, and stone dwellings
were passed at intervals. The road sloped
downwards considerably, and suddenly the
glint of water was seen. The vehicles paused
on the bank, and, upon getting out, the water
was f©und to be a broad river. There was a

long, narrow boat by the bank, and Ouenzoatl
motioned to the others to step into it. This
they did, and a number of the men seated
themselves at the oars. The boat was pushed
off into the stream and was rowed rapidly
over the smooth surface. The banks of the
river could hardly be discerned, and far away
lights glittered here and there. For several

hours, the men rowed on untiringly, and then
the river widened, while a great number of

flaring lights shone all about. It was Thol-
pec, the city of the Atlans.
[By a typographical error, the chapter num-

ber IX was omitted in the last number, page

47, before line 17 .—Ed.]
(To be continued.)

ZIEGLER ELECTRIC CO #
Incorporated.
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Scientific and Electrical Instruments.

Physical and Chemical Apparatus and Chemicals, Micro-
scopes, Telescopes, Standard Electrical Test, Electric
Light, Railroad, Telephone, Fire and Burglar Alarm
Instruments and Supplies, etc. Laboratory Apparatus a
specialty. Experimenting Models, Special Apparatus and
Machinery made to order.

1^1 FRHNKLIN ST.,
Cor. Federal St.,

Telephone, ...BOSTON, MASS.
Boston 3320.
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Actual Practice

in Business.

By our system of teaching Business and
Bookkeeping the student has actual prac-

tice in business ways, methods and tran-

sactions, from the beginning to the end
of the course, transacting business with

his fellow students, the teachers, and the

various wholesale houses connected with

the school. Open day and evening.

Prospectus free.

Comer's-——*-^

Commercial College,

see best of Europe. Slight
thing satisfactory. Addres:

A. E. WINSHIP,

A. E. WINSHIP and
HENRY C. PARKER

Will organize and conduct an
attractive

EUROPEAN
EXCURSION,
Sailing (City of Rome) June
29th. A delightful party will
cost; best of guides; every-

Carter Building,

Washington, cor. Water Street,

BOSTON.

HOLMES' SCHOOL FOR DANCING,
724 Washington St., over Cobb, Aldrich.

Best Appointed in the City, Electric Lights, Steam
Heat, New Maple Floor, All Modern Improvements.

CENTRALLV LOCATED,
666 WASHINGTON ST., COR. BEACH ST.,

BOSTON.

200 cars pass the door per hour. Less than 5 minutes’
walk from the Albany, Old Colon}- and Providence stations.

LADIES, $3.00; GENTLEMEN, $5.00.
COURSE OF 12 LESSONS.

AWork

of Art.
A bicycle catalogue
can be more than a
mere price-list of
the maker’s goods.
It can be beautiful
with the best work
of noted artists and

besides. Such adesigners. Rich in
book is the

Columbia Bicycle
Catalogue

which tells of New Model Columbias, their points
of excellence, and their equipment. The book is

free at any Columbia agency, or is mailed for two
2-cent stamps. You who propose to ride cannot
do without it, for it tells of the best bicycles—

COLUMBIAS, $100 ;
HARTFORDS, $80 $60 $50.

The Columbia Desk Calendar will make work at your desk
easier and pleasanter. By mail for ten cents in stamps.

POPE MFG. CO.
General Offices and Factories,

HARTFORD, CONN.

BRANCHES :

BOSTON. NEW YORK. CHICAGO.
PROVIDENCE. BUFFALO.

Class for beginners opens every Tuesday and Thursday
evenings at S o’clock, advance class Wednesday evenings.
Social every Saturday evening. PRIVATE LESSONS
DAILY 10 to 6 . Send for Circular.

Special rates to clubs of four or more.

Riding

School

Now open for the season 1895 =

96. Hours from 8 A. M. to

9 P. M. Send for circulars.

Music Wednesday from 8 to

10 P. M.

Er. H. HILL,
91 Dedham Street.
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THREE BOOKS.... NEW MAIL.
The Aim of Life.

l'l.mi talk.- to young men and women. By Rev. Philip
Stafford Moxom. iomo. Cloth. $1.00.

“ He presents the old truths in such a vivid and pictur-

esque way. clothing his thoughts, moreover, in such forcible

and nervous English.”— N. V. Tribune.

The Power of the Will ; or, Success.

By II. Risborough Smarm an.

161110. Cloth. 50 cents.

‘‘The plain, practical, thoughtful statements of a clear
thinker on a subject of supreme importance.”—Advertiser.

The Children’s Year Book.

Selections for Every Day in the Year.

Chosen and arranged by Edith Emerson Forbes.
Square 161110. Cloth, gilt and silver, $1.50.

“ A much needed volume. * * * A wide influence
over young hearts.”—Transcript.

Postpaid on Receipt of Price.

Roberts Brothers,

HIGHEST POSSIBLE GRADE.
12 YEARSIREPUTATION.

MEN’S AND LADIES’ pattern, .... $85
YOUTH’S NEW MAIL, a high grade boy’s wheel, $50
Also TEMPLAR, bestjmedium gradejman’s|wheel, [$60
ATALANTA, Ladies’ Pattern, -'$60

Boys’ and Girls’ Wheels, $.i5]up.

A few shopworn and second-hand wheels taken’in’trade

at very low prices—Bargains.

Catalogue and second-hand list.

PUBLISHERS, WILLIAM READ & SONS,

BOSTON

.

|

107 Washington St., - Boston, Mass.

NEW ENGLAND

ENQUIRE OUR PRICES.

Telephone and Telegraph

COMPANY.

YOUR TRADE SOLICITED.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

EXECUTIVE OFFICES:

125 Milk Street, - Boston, Mass.

Direct communication can be had with all

the principal towns and cities of New Eng-

land and the Middle States over the wires of

this Company. For the accommodation of

non-subscribers and the public generally, the

Company has established public ^telephone

pay stations at all the principal hotels, rail-

way stations, and in different parts of the

city.

Look for the Blue Bell.
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SHIRTS.
OUR STANDARD $1.50 SHIRT we believe to be the best value

possible for the price.

BUSINESS AND DRESS SHIRTS, $2.00, $2.50, $3.00, $3.50
and upwards. All made in our own workrooms.

WEDDING AND PARTY OUTFITS.

GLOVES — Ladies’ and Men’s — The New Gold Tan, the
Famous London Tan at $1.35, Fowne’s New Cavendish Tan
Fowne’s Red Tan.
THE NEW CLUB CRAVAT — The Prince’s Cravat for Gentle

men, new. English Long Scarfs and New Ascots.

Noyes Bros. Exercising Machine. Price $5.00

NOYES BROTHERS,
Washington and Summer Streets, Boston, Mass., U. S. A.

Own ljour Dome.
Do you want to buy a handsome new house in Dorchester ? If so, you

are invited to examine nine (9) I am now building. Tney are located on

Paisley Park, off Melville Avenue, 11 rooms and bath, all modern improve-

ments. Price $5,500 to $5,800. Easy Terms.

W. L. TERHUNE,
II and 13 Columbia St., off Bedford St., BOSTON.

Pastels.
Crayons,
Water Colors
India Ink.

352 Washington St.

BOSTON,
Elected Class Photographers
Boston Latin School '93 and ’94.

FROST & ADAMS
R. S. FROST.
H. A. LAWRENCE
H C. GARDNER.

importers of Mathematical Instruments.

Separate or in sets. Drawing Papers. T-Squares,
Angles. &c. Picture Framing a specialty. Diplomas

J

Mounted Matted and Framed. Special discounts to

students. Send for our New Catalogue.

37 Cornhill, - Boston, Mass.

]fwry Ifjftilkr
~£ostoH-

PIANO-FORTES.
Manufactured by Henry F. Miller b Sons Piano Co.

88 Boylston St., - BOSTON.

The Senior Class Photographer
Of the Boston Latin School is

Charles W. Hearn,
392 Boylston St., Boston.

A LL students of the School entitled to Senior Class
rates, and friends of students at the rates for first

dozen. Tickets issued gratis by the Senior Class Photo
Committee, entitling each student and frieuds of this
School to the rates as quoted. Sit early for best effects.

Respectfully, C. W. HEARN.

Also Photographer to Amherst College, ’95 ;
Dart-

mouth College, ’95; Wesleyan University, ’95; Welles-
ley College, ’95; Mt. Holyoke College, ’95 ; State Agri-
cultural College, ’95 ; Lasell Seminary, ’95 ; Boston
English High School, ’95, etc., etc., etc.

SAN

FRANCISCO,

CAL.
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The Union
Gymnasium

48 BOYLSTON STREET.
(NEAR TREMONT ST.)

Who
Does

Your

Printing?

SPACIOUS,
PRACTICAL,
POPULAR.

TRY TH6
IRecorber 3ob print,

Complete CyCodern ^£?(pparatu.s.

Marble and Concrete Bath Rooms with
Shower, Sponge, Douche. Needle and
other baths.

Dressing Rooms with extra large lockers.

Popular Classes.

Competent Instructors in attendance day
and evening.

SERD FOR DESCRIPTIVE CIRCULARS.

BOSTON YOUNG MEN'S C1SII UNION.

Wm. H. Baldwin, George Peirce,
President. Secretary.

11 and 13 Columbia Street,

(Between Bedford and Essex Sts.)

BOSTON.

One of the Most Thoroughly

Equipped Offices iu Boston.

All Modern Type and

Presses.

tlbe Boston |post.

The Leading Morning Boston Paper.

All the News for One Cent.

Buy the Post.

Read the Post.

Advertise in the Post.


