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AND

BELES.

By H. \VINTHROI> Peirce.

In thc Middle Ages, when kings and great lords
had almost no occupation beside fighting and hunt-
ing, they lived apait in largc, gloomy castles, built
for strengtli and defense, with little thought of
cheerfulncss. During thc season of the year when
they coiild not i'idc with hawks and hounds to hunt
the wild animals which then abounded in all parts
of Europe, fior onjoy themsclvcs in their own pleas-
ure-grounds, time must have hung heavily upon
their hands. Books werc few, and learning was
thought fit only for “ women and clearks.”

Therefore, to beguilc their time, almost every man
of means kept a professional “ fool” or “ jester.”
-And the jester oftcn was a dwaif, more or less
dcformed, whosc misfortune was considered a fit
subject for mirth in thosc rough days.

The fool's dress was usually of rich materials,
made in thc most fantastic style, and of various
hues, biit yellow was the distinctive color for orna-
ment and fringes. Cocks’ feathers and foxes’ tails
were worn, while a number of little bells, attached
to the clothes, tinklcd gayly with every motion.
Jesters always wore a wallet, and they carried a
stick, en the end of which was either a funny head
carved in wood, or else a bladder with a few rat-
tling peas insidc. The favored fool had access to
his master, evcn if it should be a kiiig, at any hour
of thc day or night. And, naturally, through this
intimacy and thc fact that his business was to
amusc, be frequently obtained great influcnce over
his master, who, with thc entire houschold, would
become inuch attached to him.

Shakespeare represents domcstic fools as often
bitter and sarcastic, but faichful and attached, ready
to go into povert)' and exilc rather than leave their
friends when overtaken by adversit)-.

VoL. IX,—7.

King Lear, when dtivcn oiit into the storm by
his daughtcrs, is followed by his fool. And when
Rosalind is banished from her uncle’s court, Touch-
stonc leaves his comfortable home, and goes with
hcr and her faithful cousin into the wild forest.
Hamlet remembers, when he sees the skull of his
father’s jester Yorick, how “ he had borne me on his
back a thousand times,” and that he, when a light-
hearted, happy little prince, “ had pressed his lips
he kiiew not how oft.” And speakingof Shake-
speare, ail who have read the great raaster’s plays
must have noticed how often he puts w'onderful
iDits of wisdom into the lively, mocking raiOery of
the belovcd fool.

An ltalian jester named Gonello, born in Flor-
encc about 1400, a.D., entered the service of thc
Marquis of Feriara, by whom his judgment was
so highly prized that he was consulted on ihe
most important State affairs. in course of time, the
Marquis lost his health, and the doctors declared
that nothing would restore it save the shock of an
unexpccted coid bath. But no onc daied to "ive
the Marquis a ducking.

At last, Gonello resolved, as his patrén grcw
worse and worsc, that he would try what no other
friend or servant of thc Marquis would ventura to
do. One day, walking beside thc river with his
lord, Gonello, without a word, pushed him in,
waited just long enough to see that the Marquis
was pulled out alive, and then fled to Padua.

The suddon plunge had thc wished-for effcct on
the health of the Marquis ; but he, far from being
grateful, flew into a rage, and issued an edict that,
if Gonello should ever set foot again on the soil of
FeiTara, his life should be forfeited.

Poor Gonello was lioinesick enough in Padua.



He read the edict tbrough and through, until he
saw that he was prohibited only froin setting foot

on the-roi/of Ferrara. Then
lie quickiy got a donkey-cart,
fiUed it with earth, and labeled
it“ Paduan ground." Perched
oH this, lio passed in State into
the streets of Ferrara. But ho
was soon seized, thrown into
prison, tried, and convicted of
having laid violcnt hands on
the Marquis, and of having
disobeyod bis edict, for which
ofiensos he must die.

On the day appointcd for
his execution, the whole city
turned out to see him. The
poor fellow was blindfoldcd;
his head was placed on the
block. But the executioner,
instead of lifting the ax, dashed
a pailful of waterdn Gonello’s
neck.

Then the people knew that
all the dreadful prcparations
had been madc iii jest. How

they waved their caps, and clieered, and shouted;
“ Long live the Marquis !” “ Long live Gonello 1”

CONELLO S TRICK.

But Gonello did not rise, and when his friends,
with laughter and congratulations, lifted him, they

found that the poor fellow could joke with thera
nomore. He had been frightened to death, The

WILL SOKBRS PRESENTI HIS UNCLE TO KING HENRY VIH.

Marquis, full of remorse at having, by his cruel
joke, destroyed his faithful friend, gave him a

grand funeral, and did everything in his
power to honor his memory.

Francis 1., of France, had a jester of
great beauty and rofinement, who wrotc
verses which the King was glad to pass off
as his own. This person ivas selected, when
a boy of thirteen, on account of his rcmark-
able brightness and beauty, tobe the.King’s
jester, notwithstanding the entreaties of his
parents, who were of noble birth, and in
spite of the tcars and prayers of the boy
liimself, who had hoped to be a soldier and
a great man. It is sad to ihink of the
noble-hearted lad, seeretly pining in the
splendor of the court, yct bravcly doing his
best to cnliven the dull hours, and perhaps
trying his powers at a war of wits when he
would have prefcrrcd to do battle in eamest.

But 1 can not give yon his liistory here.
You may be sure, however, that he was not
so happy as Will Somers, of England. This
faraous wit, who was jester to Henry VIII.,
asked among many jokes, “ What is it,
that the less there is of it the more it is
feai-ed? ” and ihen enjoyed' the surprise of
the court on his tclling the answer— “ A
little bridgc over a deep river.” His repu-

tation spread to his oid home in Shropshire, and his-
aged Unele tnjdgcd up to Greenwich to visithim at



the court. T'hc countryman’s old-fashioncd dress
and simple manner, as he passcd through the streets
asking the way to the King's palace, attracted
attcntion. When he found the building, he asked
the jeering pages at the gate, “ If therc “vas not
a ‘gentleraan’ at court namecl WiHiain Somers?”
The pages laughed in disdain, and led the oid
man to a place where Will \vas sleeping in the
park, with his hoad resting on a cushion that a
poor woman had ghen him
because he had interceded
10 save the lifc of her son,
who liad been condcraned
to he hanged as a pirate.

Will grected his uanele
with affection, and as he led
him through the presence
chambcer, where crowds of
richly dressed courtiers were
assembled, he called aloud;

“ Room, knaves! Room
forme and my Gnele !”

Then, seeing that his rela-
tive’s dress was not a fitting
one in which to appear be-
fore the King, Will took
him to his own room and
dressed him in ono of his
queer motley suits. This
done, Will brought his Gnele
in before “ Bluff King I-lal,”
who was much amused at
the contrast between the
venerable figure and itsdroll
costume. Treating the
Unele with rcspect due his
yeai's, the King encouraged
him to talk.

The oid man then toid
His Majesty about a com-
mon near his home, which
had been unjustly shut up
from the poorer people.

And the King was so much

interested in his account of

the affair, that he ordered

the ground to be thrown

open to the public at once,

and crcated the oid unele

bailiff of the common, with

a salary of twenty pounds

a year, which in money of to-day would be a
very comfortable income.

In those early times, jesters appeared on all oc-
casions. They bustled about at the tournaments,
and were busy with sharp remarks on the proceed-
ings— now full of pity, now exuiting, ready to help

the favorito knight 10 victory or lo ledd from the
field his fallen foe.

A jcster once complaineti to his king that an
offended noble had threatened to kill him.

“Ifhedocs,” said His Majesty, “ I shall have
him hanged a quarter of an hour aflerward.”

“ Ah, but that would not save my lifc,” said the
Fool. “ Could n't you have him hanged a quarter
of an hour before?”

VOiaCK AND YOUNC HAMLET.

Jesters filled, in their time, a humble but impor-
tant place, telling the truth to those who would not
have heai'd it from any one else. And thcy some-
times acquired such grcat infiuence that many
persons found it safest to treat them with consider-
ation, or learned to their sorrow that to offend the
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longer needed, and the theatcr and the production
of books and ballads gave a new field for the
talents of those who in rudev times would have

king's favorite was to place an obstacle in their own
road to advancement.

But as intelligence became more general and
reading more common, household jesters were no wom the cap and bells.
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THE LITTLE BEGGAR'S
BUTTON-HOLE IliOUQUET.

Bv H. H.

'T WAS on a bittei winter’s day,
| saw a strange, pathetic sight;

The streets were gloomy, coid, and gray,
The air with falling snow was whitc.

A little ragged beggar child

Went.running through the coid atid stonn;
He looked as if he nevcr smiled.

As if he never had been warra.

Sudden, he spied beneaii his feet
A faded button-holc bouquet:
I'rampled and wet with rain and sleet,
Withered and worthless, there it layX

He bounded, seized it with delight,

Stood still and shook it frec from snow;
Into his coat he pinned it tight,—

His eyes lit up with sudden glow.

He sauntered on, all pleased and proud,
His face transformed in every line;

And lingered that the hurrying crowd
Might chance to see that he was fine.

The man who threw the flowers away
Never one half such pleasure had;

The flowers’ best work was done that day
In cheeiing up that beggar lad.

Ah me, too often we forget,

Happy in these good homes of ours,
How many in this world are yet

Glad cven of the withered flowers 1 |

HE:RMANN THE BRAVE.

, Bv H.

He lived a great many yeats ago, in a country
across the sea, ncar the Black Forest. His fathcr
was a small Saxon land-holder by the fiame of Bill-
ung, who owned a fcw acres of feeding-ground,
some more of forest, and a poor hut of wood, with
a thatched 100% wherein he lived with his wife and
two children,— Hermann and a girl.

Hevmann was two years older than his sister
Gertrude, who was sevcn. He was a manly little
fellow, very brave and very strong for his age.
Often the children were sent to the forest to cut
wood for fuel, for the father had to work in the
field all day and the mother had to spin. The boy
canied a big, heavy knife, curved almost like a
sickle. This he used instead of an ax. Hermann
cut the wood, and his. little sister tied it in srnall
bundles and carried these to the hut.

Makia Gkorge,

At this day, wolves are seldom found in the Black
Forest; but in Hermann's time, almost a thousand
ycars ago, they were very numerous there. Great,
flerce, shaggy monsters they were, who, when
urged on by hunger, would not hesitate alone to
attack men.

Hermann and hissister had been toldnot tolinger
in the forest after sundown. But one day the boy
espied an eagle’s nest, and he was so long in
reaching it that twilight had ended before they
started home. Just in the edge of the forest they
were met by a flerce growl, and Hermann had
liarely time to clutch his knife, which was slung

. at his back, when a wolf rushed upon his sister.

The beast was one of the largest and fiercest of
its kiiid, and Gertrude must certainly have fallen a
vic'tim to its savage attack, had not her brother



placed himself in front, cutting and slashing in a
way that would have done credit to any of the
knights at the Empcror Otho’s court. Butthe wolf
was not disposed to give up its supper even then,
and plunged at Hermann, rising on its liind legs, and

HERMANN OPFBRS BATTLE TO THE WOLF

snarling and gnashing its sharp tccth in a fearful
manncr.

The boy stood his ground manfull)’, and made
vigorous defense with his stout knife, while little
Gertrude clung to his frock, crying. Finally, he
gave the beast a blow that disabled it. Then he
struck another that quite killed it.

Hermann cut oiT the great hairy ears of the
monster and thnist them under his girdle, and then
thc two children shouldered their wood and marched
toward home, as if nothing had happened. Out-
side the forest they met their father, who, alarnied
by their long absence, was coming in search of
them. He bore a flaming torch in bis hand, and
by its light he saw that the boy's clothing was
strcakcd with great red stains.

“ What have you becn doing?” askcd he.

“ | have been killing a wolf,” was the reply of
the nine-year-old hero.

“ Killing a wolfl” exdaimed the father, still
alarmed, and uncertain whether to believe him.
“ Not so fast, my boy. Wherc is tbe wolf?”

“ Back in the forest, dead; but here are
his ears. The beast attacked Gertie, and
I killed him with my knife. This is all
wolf-blood on my breast and arms.”

Billung clasped bis children to his
breast, murmuring a thankful prayer.
The peril they had escaped was great,
and the boy’s heroism was the talk of
tile neigliborliuod for years. Nor did his
courage, as he grew older, become less.

Some four years after this, when Her-
mann was about thirteen, as he was tend-
ing his father’s cattie in thc open field
one day, he saw a gay cavalcade of hoise-
men turn aside from the road and enter
the field. The boy sprang to place him-
self in their way, and cried out in a boid
voice:

mGo back! Only the road is yours:
this field belongs to me.”

Their leader, a tall man with an im-
posing mien, reined hishorse and inquired,
“And who may you be, my lad?”

“ My fiame is Hermann Billung. Yon-
der is my father’s homestead. This isour
field, and you have no right here.”

“ 1 have the right to go where I will,”
said the knight, shaking his lance threat-
eningly. “ Get out of thc way, or you
will be ridden over.”

But the boy stood his ground, and with
flashing eyes turned on the cavalier,—

“ Right is right,” he cried, “ and you
can not ridc through this field without
first riding over me.”

“ What do you know about right, younker?”

“ 1 know that this is our field, and no Billung
ever gives up his right.”

“ But do you think it right to refuse to obey your
emperor? | am Otho,” and the horseman drew
himself up with a kingly air. .

“You King Otho, the pride of Saxony?” cried
Hermann, in astonishment. “ But it can not be !
Otho guards our rights— you would break them.
That is not like the emperor. Father has often
told me so.”

“ 1| should like to see the father of so brave a
boy; load me to him,” said the emperor, kindly
intcrest depicted in his earnest face.

“ The smoke that you may see above those
bushes rises from our home. You will find my
father there, but 1 can not leave these cows which



he hade me tend. But if you are in truth the
emperor, you will keep to the road, for Otho pro-
fects our rights.”

So the coui-tly train turned from the field, leav-
ing the brave boy unmolested to care for his cattle.
Otho i-ode direct to the peasant’s cottage, and when
he had found the father, he saidto him ;

“ Your fAiame is Bilung, and mine is Otho. |
want to take your son to court with me, to edlcate

him so that he may become my esquire. He will
make a true man, and 1 have need ofsuch.”
Billung joyfully granted Otho’s request. Her-

mann was called in, and told of his good fortune.
He put on his best clothes and rodé away on a war-
horse by the side of Otho, as proud as any boy
could be. But this was not the last of Hermann.

He grew to be a brave knight— the bravest, in
fact, atthe cmperor’s court. He had a horse of his
own now, and ho wore cloth of gold and silver,
with a long plume in his velvet cap, and a golden
spur on his hcel. When he went to war he dressed
up in dark stoel armor, and looked as grim and
formidable as any of the oid knights, though he
was only twcnty years oid.

One day, Otho senthis young favorite across the
country to visit a great castle where a duke Uved.
It was miles away, and a drcary road, but Her-
mann, accompanied by only a single esquire, set
off with a light heart, singing a merry song.

For two or three days all wentwell. The birds
sang in the woods, his horse cantered briskly, and
Hermann’s heart was joyful. In the afternooii of
the third day, the woods grcw thicker and the road
wilder, and just where it was the darkest and wild-
est, he was startled by loud screams, and then he
heard rough, fierce oaths, and the rush of many
feet, and the clank of armor.

He did not stop to count his enemies, but draw-
ing his swoi;d, spurred hishorse forward right upon
the scene. And such a scene itwas! A grace-
fiil and richly dressed- lady, whosc jewels seemed

worth a monarch’s ransom, was in the grasp of a
savage-looking man, whosc foUowers had already
beaten her three attendants to the earth. There
were nearly a score of them, rough, desperate-look-
ing fellows, but Hermann did not hesitate.

He was in their raidst almost before they knew
it, cutting and slashing away in terrible earnest.
With his first blow he struck down the ruffian
whose arms were around the lady. Then he
turned upon the others. At first they were greatly
scared, but when they saw there were only two to
fight, they crowded around with a great clatter,
and soon Hermann had his hands full.

But he was very brave and very strong, though
he was so young. He had unhorsed all the famous
knights at Otho’s court, and here were no knights,
but robbers. He knew he should conquer, and
conquer he did, though hc'got a wound that laid
him by for more than a fortnight, but he himself
slew eleven of the robbers outright.

The lady took him to her father’s castle, which
was not distant, and there she tended him until he
was able to mount his war-horse again. During his
confinement he discovered that the castle was thé
very one he had been journeying to, and that the
lady was Duke Henry’'s daughter. On ihe last
day of his stay he did the emperor’s errand, and
he also did another for himself, for when he rodé
away it was as the accepted siiitor of beautiful
Lady Adelaide.

At their marriagc, which occurred not long after-
ward, Otho himself was present, with many oi his
princes, and the ceremony was a very grand one.
At its conclusiéon the emperor bestowed upon his
young friend a great dukedom. For thirty years
he reigned as duke of Saxony, and then he died,
but not until he performed many other gallant
deeds, which we have no room to relate. You will
find his Aiame in all the oid German histories, for
Hermann the Brave was one of the noblest and
most celebrated men of his time.



DONALD AND DOROTHY.

Bv Mary Mapes Dodge.

Chapter i.
IN WHICH NONE OF THE CHARACTERS APPEAR.

JHE door of the study was closed,

and only Nero was to be seen.

He, poor dog, stood in the

wide hall gazing wistfully at

the knob, and pricking iip

his ears whenever sounds of

movementin the room aroused

his hope of being admitted.

Suddenly he gave a yclp of

delight- Soinebody surely

was approaching the door.

The steps— they were a

man’s— haltcd. Thcre was a soft, rolling sound,

as if the mastcr’'s chair had been drawn 'to the

table; next a rustling of paper; a deep-voiced

moan; the rapid scratching of a quill pen; then

silence— silence— and poor Nero again stood at
half-mast.

Any ordinary dog would have barked or pawed
impatiently at the door. But Nero was not an
ordinary dog. He knew that something unusual
was going on— something that even he, tlic pro-
tector and pet of the household, the frisky Master
of Cereraonies, must not interferc with. But when
the bell-puU within the room clicked sharply, and
a faint tinkle carne up from below, he flew eageily
to the head of the baseraent staii, and wagged his
bushy tail with a steady, vigorous stroke, as thoiigh
it were the crank of some unseen machine which
slowly and surely would draw Liddy, the housc-
maid, up the stair-way.

The bell rang again. The machine puton more
steam. Still no Liddy. Could she be out? RNero
ran back to take an agonized glancc at the inotion-
less knob, leaped frantically to the stair again—
and, at that moment, the study door opened.
There was a heavy trcad; the ecstatic Nei'O rushed
in between a pair of dignified legs moving toward
the great hall-door; he spun wildly about for an
instant, and then, with a deep sigh of satisfaction,
settled down on the rug before the study firc. For
there was not a soul in the room.

Chapter Il

FOURTEEN YEARS AFTERWARD.

T he house is there still, so is Nero, now an hon-
ored oid dog, frisky only in his memories. But
oid ashe is in tceth and muscle, he is hardly past

middle-age in the wag of his still oushy tail, and is
as young as ever in happy devotion to his master.
Liddy, too, is down-stairs, promored, but busy as
in the days gone by; and the voice of that very
bell tinkled but an hour ago.

Here is the same study; some one within, and
the door closed. Opposite, on the other side of
the wide hall, is the parlor, its Windows looking
across piazza, sloping lawn, road-way, and field,
straight out to the sparkling iake beyond. Back
of the parlor is a sunny sitting-room, its bay-
window framing a pleasant view of flower-garden,
apple-orchard, and grape-arbor— a few straggling
bunches clinging to the almost leaflcss November
vines. And within, throughout the house indeed,
floats a simny-shady combination of out-door
air, with a faint, delightful odor of open wood-fires.
What a quiet, home-like, beautiful place it is !

Let us look into the sitting-room.

A boy, with his back toward the door, sitting,
feet and all, upon the end ofa big sofa, his hended
knee tightly held between his arms, his head
thrust forward earnestly— Eiltogether, from the rear
view, looking like a remarkable torso with a mod-
ern jacket on— that 's Donald. On the other end
of the sofa, a glowing face with bright brown hair
waving liack from it, the chin held in two brownish
little hands, and ljeneath that a inass of dark red
merino, revealing in a meandering, drapery way
that its wearer is half-knceling, half-sitting— that 's
Dorothy.

1 am obliged to confess it, these two inelegant
objects on a very elegant piece of furniture are the
hero and heroine of my story.

Do not imagine, however, that Donald and
Dorothy could not, if they chose to do so, stand
before you- coinely and fair as any girl and boy in
the land. It is merely by accident that we catch
this first glimpse of them. They have been on that
sofé in just those positions for at least five minutes,
and, from present appearances, they intend to
reraain so until further notice.

Dorothy is speaking, and Donald is— not exactly
listening, but waiting for his turn to put in a word,
thus forming what may be called a lull in the con-
versation, for up to this point both have been
speaking together.

“ It 's too much for anything, so it is! | 'm
going to ask Liddy about it, that 'swhat | 'm going
to do, for she was almost ready to tcll me the othei
day, when Jack carne in and made her mad.”
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“ Don’t you do it!” Donald’s tone is severc,
but still affcctionate and confidcntial. “ Don’t you
doit. It 's the wfong way, 1 tell you. What did
she get mad at ?”

“ Oh, nothing. sac«x called her ‘mess-mate or
somethi'ng, and she flared up. But, I tell you,
1 'm just going to ask her right out what makes
him act so.”

“ Nonsense,” said Donald.
sailor-ways, and besidcs ”

“No, no. Jdon't mein Jack.
I do believe he hates me 1”

“ Oh, Dorry! Dorry!”

“Well, he docs n't love me any more, anyway!
I know he ’s good and all that, and | love him just
as much as you do, Don, every bit, so you need n't
be so dreadful astonished all in a minute.” (Doriy
was apt to be ungramraatical when excited.) “1
love Unele George as much as anybody in thc
world does, but that 's no reason why, whencvcr
Aunt Katc is mentioned, he ”

“ Yes, it is, Dot. You ought to wait.”

“ 1 have waited— why, Don” (and her manncr
grows tearful and tragic), “ 1 Ve waited nearly
thirteen years!”

Here Don gives a quick, suddcnly suppressed
laugh, and asks her, “ why she did n't say four-
teen,” and Dorothy tells him sharply that “ he
need n't talk— they 're pretty even on that score”
(which is true enough), and that she rcally has been
“longing and dying to know ever since she was
a little, little bit of a girl, and who would n't?”

Poor Dorothy! She will “ long to know " for
many a day yet. And so will the good gentleman

“It 's only his

I mean Unele.

“ THE SPASKUNG UAKK BEVOND

who now sits gasing at the fire in the study across
the wide hall, his feet on the very rug upon which
Nero settled himself on that eventful
day, cxactly fourteen years ago.

And so will good, kind Lyciia, the housekeeper,
and so will Jack, the saiior-coachman, at whom
she is always “ flaring up,” as Dorothy says.

November

Chapter |lll.

WHICH PARTLY EXPLAINS ITSELF.

DOROiI'HY Reed was of a soraewhat livclier
temperament ihan Donald, and that, as she often
could not but feel, gave her an advantage. Also,
she was ahead of him in history, botany, and
grammar, But Donald, though full of boyish
spirit, was steadier, more self-possessed than
Dorothy, and in algebra and physical geography
he “ left her nowhere,” as the young lady herself
would tersely confess when in a very good humor.
But ncver were brother and sister bctter friends.
“ She ’s first-rate,” Don would say, confidcntially,
to some boon companion, “ not a bit like a girl,
you know— more like— well, no, there 's nothing
tomboyish about ber, but she s spirited and never
gets tired or sickish like other girls.” And many
a time Dorothy had declared to some choice confi-
dential friend of thc twining-arms sort, that Don-
ald was “ perfectly splcndid! nicer than all the
boys she had ever seen, put together.”

On -one point they were fully united, and that
was in their love for Unele George, though of late
their Gnele had scem ed always to be unconsciously
making rough weather between them.

This expression, “ rough weather,” isnot original,
but isborrowed from Jack, whom you soon shall
know nearly as well as the two D’s did.

And “ the two D’'s” is not original, either.
That’s Liddy’'s. She called Donald and Dorothy
“ the two D’'s” for short, when they were not
prescnt, just as she invaiiably spoke of the master
of the house, in his absence, as “ Mr. G.” There

was not the slightest dis-
respect in this. It was a
way that had come upon
hcr after she had iearned
her alphabet in middle life,
and had stopped just at the
point of knowing or guess-
ing the first letter of a
word or a fiame. Farther
than that into the paths
of learning, Liddy’'s pa-
tience had failed to carry
her. But thc use ofinitials
she felt was one of the
short cuts that education
afforded. Besides, the good
soul knew secrets which, without her master s per-
mission, nothing would tempt her to reveal. So,
to speak of “ Mr. G.” or “ the D's,” had a con-
fidential air of mystcry about it that in some waj-
was a great relicf to her.

Mr. George was known by his lady friends as a

confirmed bachelor, but a most excellent man,”



the “ but” implying that every well-to-do gentle-
man ought to marry, and the “ excellecnt man”
referring to the fact that ever since the children
had been brought to him, fourteen years ago, two
helpless little babies, he had given them more than
a father’'s care. He was nearly fifty ycars of age,
a tall, “ iron-gray” gentleman, with the courtliest
of manners and the warmest of hcarts; yet ho was,
as Liddy described him to her cousins, the Crumps,
“ an unexpccted kind o’ person, Mr. G. was.
Just when you made up your mind ho was very
stiff and dignified, his face would light up into
such a beautiful glow! And then, when you
thought how nice, and hearty, and sociable he
was, he would look so grave out of his cyes, and
get so straight in the back that he seemed like a
king in an ermine robe.”

When Liddy had compared a man to “ a king
in an ermine robe,” she had expressed her utmost
pitch of adiniration. She had heard this expres-
sionlong ago in a camp-meeting discourse, and it
seemed to her aimost too grand a phrasc for
human wuse, unless one were speaking of Mr,
George.

And a king Mr. George was, in some ways— a
king who ruled himself, and whose subjects— Mr.
George’s traits of character— were loyal to their
sovereign. Yet on one point he did deserve to be
otherwisc compared. All difficulties that were
under his powcr to control, he wouid bravely meet,
but when anything troubled him which he could
notremedy,— infact,.on occasions when he was per-
plexed, worried, or imable to decide promptly upon
a course of action,— he often was a changed being.
Quick as a flash the beautiful, genial glow would
vanish, the kingly ermine would drop off, and he
could be likened only to one of the little silver owls
that wc see upon dinner-tables, quite grand and
proper in bearing, but very peppery within, and
liable to scatter the pepper freely when suddcnly
upset.

Poor Dorry! It had been her sad experience
to cali forth this catastrophe very oilen of late, and
in the raost unexpected ways. Sometimes a mere
gesture, even the tone of her volee, seemed to annoy
her unclc. On one occasion, while he was pleas-
antly explaining some public matter to Donaid
and herself, she laid her hand gently upon the
back of his, by way of expressing her interest in
the conversation, and his excited “ Why did you
do that?” made the poor girl jump from him in
terror.

Lydia, who was softly brightening the fire at
that moment, saw it all, and saw, too, how quickiy
he recovered himself and spoke kindly to the
child. But she muttered under her breath, as she
went slowly down to the basement;

“ Poor Mr. G. 's gettin’ worse of late, he is. |
don't see as he ever will feel settled now, It's
amazin’ puzzlin’, it is.” *

Yes, it was puzzling. And nobody better under-
stood and pitied the kingly soul’'s peiplexity than
the good woman, Even Jack, the coachman,
though he knew a good deal, had but a faint idea
of what the poor gentleman suffcred.

On the day when wc saw Donald and Dorothy
perched on the sof4, Mr. Reed had been remark-
ably changeful, and they had been puzzled and
grieved by his maimer to*vard Dorothy. He had
been idnd and irritable by turns, and finally, for
some unaccountable reason, had sharplyrequestcd
her to leave him, to “ go away for mercy’s sake,”
and then she had been rccalled on some slight pre-
text, and treated with extra kindness, only to be
wounded the next moment by a look from her
uncié that, as she afierward declared, “ made her
feel as if she had sti-uck him.”

Donald, full of sympathy for Dorry, yet refusing
to blame Unele George™without a fuUer understand-
ing, had followed his sister into the parlor, and
there they had tried in vain to solve the mystery
for a mystery there evidently was. Dot was sure
ofit; and Donald, falling to get this “ foolish
notion,” as he called it, from Dot's mind, had
cnded by seeretly sharing it and reluctantly admit-
ting to himself that Unele George— kind, good
Unele George— really had not, of late, been very
kind and good to Dorry.

“ He has n't been ugly,” thought Donald to
*himself, while Dorothy sat there, eagerly watching
her brother’s countenance,— “ Unele could n't be
that. But he seems to iove her oi;e minute, and be
half afraid of her the next— no, not exactly afraid
of her, but afraid of his own thoughts. Some-
thing troubles him. | wonder what the blazes it

is! May be "
“ .Well?” exclaimed Dony, irfipatiently, at last.
“Well,” repeated Don, in a different tone,—

“ the fact is, it is trying for you, Dorry, and | can't
make it out.”

Meanwhiie Lydia, down-stairs, was working her-
self into what she callcd “ a state” on this very

matter. “ It is n't Christian,” she thought to
herself, “ though if ever a man was a true, good
Christian, Mr. G .'is— but he ’'s amazin’ odd.

The fact is, he does n't loiow his own mind in this
business from one day lo t’ other, and he thinks me
and Jack sces nothin’— Mecrcy | If here don’'t
come them precious children!”

Surely enough, the precious children were on
their way down the kitchen stairs. They did not
go into that cheerful, wcll-scrubbed apartment,
however, but trudged directly into the adjoining
room, in which Liddy, guarded by the faitljful oid



dog, Nero, was now seated, peeling apples. It
liad been fitted up for Liddy years ago when, from
a simple houseraaid, she was “ prometed,” as she
said, “ to have eyes to things and watch over the
D’s.”

“You may think it strange,” she had said, grand-
ly, that very morning, to Jack, lookmg around at
the well-polished, old-fashioned fumiture, and the
still bright thrce-ply carpet, “ that | should have
my setcing-room down here, and iiiy sleeping apart-
ment upstairs, but so it is. The servants need
watching more than the children, as you know,
Mr. Jack, and | 've had to have eyes to things ever
since Uie D’s first come. Master Donald says |
oiight to cali it ‘having an eye,” but sakes ! what
would one eye be in a house like this? No, it’s
eyes | want, both eyes, and more too, with the
precious D’s wild as young hawks, and Mr. G. as
he is of late, and the way things ate.”

Liddy lookcd up when Donald and Dorothy
entercd, with a “ Sakes! You 've not been fret-
ting again, Miss Dorry ?”

“ No— not exactly fretting, Liddy; that is, not
verymuch. We just carne down to— to— Give
me ’'n apple ?”

“ Steady! St-e-a-dy !” cried Liddy, as after her
hearty “ help yourselves,” the brofher and sister
made a simultaneous dash at the pan on her ampie
lap, playfuUy contesting for the largest. “ One
would think you were starving!”

“ So we are, Liddy,” said Dorothy, biting her
apple as she spoke ; “ we are starving for a story.”

“Yesl”

echocd Donald, “a story. We 're
hound to have it
“Hum!” muttered Liddy,. much flattered.

“ Do you know your lessons?”

“ Per-fectly ! ” answered the D’s, in one breath.
“ Westudied them right after Dr. Lafie left.”

“ Well,” began Liddy, casting a furtive look at
the red wooden clock on the mantel; “ which story
do 5ou want? You 've heard 'em all a score of
times.”

“ Oh, not that kind,” said Dorothy, playfully
inotioning to her brother, for you see by this time
she was quite cheerful again. “ We want a cer-
tain par-tic-ular story, don't we, Don ?”

Instead of replying, Don took Dorry’s out-
stretched hand with nonsensical grace, and so
dancing to the fire-place together in a sort of bur-
lesque minuet, they brought back with them two
little mahogany-and-hair-cloth foot-benches, plac-
ing them at Lydia’s feet.

Ignoring the fact that these seats were absurdly
low and small, the D’'s settled themselves upon
them as comfortably as in the days gone by, when
the benches had been of exactly the right size for

them; and at the risk of upsetting the ajiples, pan
and all, they leaned toward Liddy with an
expressive “ Now !”

All this had been accoraplished so quickly that
Liddy would have been quite taken by surprise
had she not been used to their ways.

“ Bless your bright eyes!” she laughed, uneas-
ily looking' from one beaming fece to the other,
“ you take one’'s breath aw”y with your quick
motions. And now what certain, special, wonder-
ful kind of a story do you want?”

« “Why, you know. Tell us all about it, Lydia,”
spoke Dorothy, sober in an instant.

“ Sakes! Not again? Well,
begin?”

“ Oh, at the very beginning,” answered Donald;
and Dorothy’s eager, expressive nod said the same
thing.

“ Well,” began Liddy,
ago

“ No, no, not therc, please, but 'way, 'way back
as fai- as you canrcmember; farther back than you
ever told us before.”

“ Well,” and Lydia proceeded to select a fresh
apple and peel it slowly and deUberately; “ well, |
was once a young chit of a girl, and | carne to this
house to live with your aunt Kate. She was n’'tany
aunt then, not a bit of it, but a sweet, pretty, perky,
lady-girl as ever was; and she had ” (here Lyddy
luoked sad, and uttered a low “ Dcar, dear! how
strange it seems!”)— “ she had two splendid
brothers, Mr. Georgc Reed and Mr. Wolcott
Reed (your papa, you know). Oh, she was the
sweetest young lady you ever set eyes on. Well,
they all lived here in this very house,— your grand-
pa and grandma had gone to the better world a
few years before,— and Master G. was sort of head
of the family, you see, as the oldest son ought to
be.”

Donald unconsciously sat more erect on his
ljench, and thrust his feet farther forward on the
carpet.

“ Yes, Master G. was the head,” Liddy went on,
“ but you would n’'t have known it, they were all
so United and loving, like. Miss Kate, though
kind of quick, was just too sweet and good for any-
thing— ‘ the light of the house,” as the young
master called her, and ”

“ Oh, I do love so much to hcar about Aunt
Kate !” exclaimcd Dorothy, her color brightening
as she drew her bench up still closer to Liddy.
Both of the apples were eaten by this time, and the
U 's had forgotten to ask for more. “ Do we look
like her?"

Here Donald and Dorothy turned and looked
full in Lydia’s face, waiting for the answer.

“ Well, yes— and no, too. You 've her shining

where shall |

“ about fourteen years



daik hair, Master Donald, and her way of step-
pin’ fii-m, but there is n't a single feature like her.
And it’s sowith you, Miss Dorry, not a feature
just right for the likeness  still you 've a some-
thing, somchow— somewhere— and yet | can't
place it; it ’'s what I cali a vanishin’ likeness.”

At this the two D’s lost their eager look and
burst into a hearty laugh.

“ Helio, oid Vanishei 17 said Donald, making a
sudden dive at Dorothy.

“ Helio, oid Stiff-legs!” retorted Dorothy,
laughing and pushing him away.

Here oid Nero roused himself, and growled a

“ VOU'Vg HER SHINING DARK HAIR,

low, rumbling, distant growl, as if protesting
against son~unwelcome intruder.

“ There, children, that ’'s sufficient!" said
Liddy, with dignity. “ Don’'t get tussling. It

is n't gentleman-and-lady-like., Now see how
you 've iumbled your sistcr’s hair, Master Donald,
and Mr. G. ’'s so particular. Hear Nero, too!
Sakcs ! it scems somctimes like a voice from the
dead to hear him go that way when we 're talking
ofold times.”

“ K«ep still, oid fellow!” cried Donald, play-
fully. “ Don't you see Liddy’s talking to us?
Well, we look like our mamma, anyway— don’t
we, Liddy?”

“ That picture of your ma in your room, Master
Donald,” replied Lydia, “ has certainly a good
deal of your look, but I can’'t say from my own
knowledge that it ever was a good likeness. It
was sent over aftenvard, you know, and your ma
never was here except once, when | was off to
camp-meeting with Cousin Crump. Your pa used
to go to see the young lady down at her home in
New York, and after the wedding they went tu
Niagara water-falis, and after that to Europe.
Seems to me this going out of your own country’s
bad business for young couples who ought to settlc
dov/n and begin Ofe.” (Here Nero stood up, and

MASTER DONALD," SAID LIDDV.

his growl grew more decided.) *“ Well, as | was
If there is n’'t that man

saying Mercy on us'!
again!”
The iast part of Lydia's sentencc, almost

drowned by Nero’s barking, was addressed to the
empty window; at least it seemed cmpty to thc
D’'s when they tumed toward it.

“Who? Where?” shouted Dorothy. But Don-
ald sprang up from the bench, and, followed by
the noisy oid Nero, ran out of the room, across the
basement hall, and through the back-door, before
Liddy had time to reply.

“ Who was it, Liddy?” asked Dorry, still look-
ing toward thc empty window, while Nero carne



sauntering back as though the matter that had
lured him forth had not been worth the trouble of
followingup. ,

“ Oh, no one, dearie,” said Lydia, carelessly;
“ that is, no one in particular. It’s just a man.
Well, asi was going to say.your aunt Kate was n't
only the light of the house, she was the heart of
the house, too," the very heart. It was dreary
enough after she went offto England, poordarling.”

“ Yes, yes,” urged Dorry, earnestly, at the same
time wondering at her brother’s hasty departure.
“ Go on, Liddy, that's a dear. | can tell it all
to Donald, you know.”

"There is n't any more, Miss Dony. That’s
the end of the first part of the stoiy. You know
the second well enough, poor child, and sad

enough it is.”

“ Yes,” said Dorry, in a low tone, “ but tell me
the rest of the beginning.”

“ Why, vihsXdo you mean, Miss Dorry? There’s
nothing else to tell,— that is, notling that | got ear
of. | suppose thete were letters and so on; in fact,
1 himu there were, for many a time I brought
Mr. Ceorge’s raail in to him. That day, | took
the letters and papers to Mr. G. in the library,—
poor, lonely gentleman he looked!— and then |
went down to my kitchen fire (I was imthc house-
work then), and some minits after, when 1'd been
piitting on coal and poking it up bright, it kind
o' struck rae that master’s bell had been ringing.
Up | scdmpered, but when | reachcd the library,
he was gone out and no one was there but Nero
(yes, yon, oid doggie !), lying before the fire, as if
he owned the house. And that’'s the end of the
first part, so far as 1 know.”

“ Yes,” insisted Dorothy; “ but | want to hear
more abnut what happened before that. 1 know
abnut our poor papa dying abroad, and about the
wrcck, and how our mamma and ”

She could not go on. Often she could speak of
all this without crydng; but the poor girl liad been
strained and excited all the afiernoon, and now,
addcd to the soirow that surged through her heart
at the sudden thought of the parents whom she
could not even remember, carne the certainty that
again she was to be disappointed. It was evident,
from Lydia’'s resolute, though kindly face, that she
did not mean to tell any more of the first half.

The good woman smoothed Dorothy’s soft hair
gently, and spoke sootliingly to her, begging her to
be a good girl and not cry, and to remember what
a bright, happy little miss she was, and what a
beautiful home she had, and how young folk
ought always to be laughing and skipping about,

“ Liddy !” said Donald, suddenly appearing at
the door. “ Unele wants you.”

Lydia, fiushing, set down the pan, and hurricdly
smoothing her apron, walked briskly out of the
room.

“ He called me from the window— that's why
| staid,” explained Donald, “ and he told me to
oi-der John to hitch the horses to tlie big carriage.
We 're to get ready for a drive. And then he
asked me where you were, and when 1 told him,
he said : ‘Send Lydia here, at once.””

“Was Unele very angry, Donald? ” asked Dorry,
wiping her eyes.

“ Oh, no. At first he seemed sorry, and |
think he got up the drive justto give you pleasure,
Dorry. He wantecl to see me about something,
and then he asked more about our visit to Liddy'’s
room, and | told him she was only telling us a true
story about him and papa, and— and that 's when
he sent me for Liddy, before I could get out
anotlier word. Doii’'t cry any more, Dot,— please

don’t. Go puton your things, and we 'll have a
gay oid drive with Unele. | wont take the pony
this time.”

“ Oh, do!” coaxed Dorry, faintly, for m her
heart she meant, “ Oh, don’'t!” It was good in
Donald, she knew, to be willing to give up his
pony-ride, and take a seat in the stately carriage
instead of cantering alongside, and she disliked to
rob him of the pleasure. But to-day her heart
was lonely; Unele had been “ queer,” and life
looked so dark to her in consequence, that to have
Donald on the same seat with her would be a great
comfort.

“ No,” said Don. *“ Some day, soon, you and
1 ’Il take our ponies, and go offtugether for a good
run; but, to-day, |’'d rather go with you in the
carriage, Dot,”— and that settled it.

She i-an to put on her_hat and bright wann
woolen wiap, for it was early November, and
beginning to be chilly. The carriage roUed to the
door; Unele George, grave but kind, mei her,
handed her in as though she were a little duchcss,
and then said:

“ Now, Dorothy, who shall go with us, to-day?
Cora Danby or Josie? You may cali for any one
vou choose.” n

“ Oh, may 1, Unele? Thank you! Then we’ll
go for Josie, picase.”

Hcrtroublcswercforgotten; Unele smiled; Don-
ald besidc her, and Josephine Manning going with
them; the afiernoon bright and glowing.
were not so bad, after all.

“ Drive to Mr. Manning’s, John,” said Mr. Recd,
as Jack, closing the carriagc-door, climbed up to
the box in a way that reminded one of a sailor
starting to mount hito a ship’s rigging.

“ Aye, aye, Cap'n,” said Jack, and they were
off.

Things



Chapter IV.
THE DRIVE.

JOSIE Manning was not at homc, and so the
party decided to drive on without company.

It was a beautiful autumnal day, and the modest
little lake-side village, which, in deference to its
shy ways, we shall cali Nestietown, did its best to
show its apprcciation of tlie weather. Its Windows
iighted up brilliantly in the slanting sunlight, and
its two spires, Baptist and Methodist, reaching up
through the yellow foliage, piously rivaled each
other in raising their shining points to the sky.
The roads were rcmaikaljly fine at that time; yot
it seemcd that almost the only persons who, on,
this special aftemoon, cared to drive out and cnjoy
them were our friends in the open carriage.

The fine oid equipage rolled along at first with-
out a sound beyond the whir of its wheels and the
regular quadruple faeat of the horses’ hoofs; and
everything appeared to be very placid and quiet.
But how many interests were represented, and how
different they were !

First, the horses; Whiie vaguely wishing Jack
would loosen his hold, and that the hard iron some-
thing in their mouths would snap in two and
relieve them, they were cnjoying their own speed,
taking in great draughts of fine air, kccping their
eyes open and their ears ready for any startling
thing that might leap from the rustling bushcs
along the drive, or from the shadows of the road-
side trees, and longing in an elegant, weU-fed way
for the plentiful supper that awaited thein at home.
Next was the group of little belated insects that,
tempted by the glittering sunlight, happcned to go
along, alighting now on the carriage, now on Jack,
and now on the horses. Not being horse-flies,
they were not even noticcd by the span,— yet they
had business of their own, whatever it could have
been so late in the season, and were briskly attend-
ing to it. Next, there was Jack,— poor salor
Jack, — sitting upright, soberly dressed in snug-
fitting clothes, and a high biack stovc-pipe hat,
when at heart he longed to have on his tarpaulin
and swagge”about on his sea-legs again. His only
consolation was to feel the carriage roll and pitch
over the few uneven places aiong the road, to puli
at his “ tiller-ropes,” as he called the veins, and
“ guide the craft as trim ” as he could. For Jack,
though honest coachman now (for reasons which
you shall know before long) was a sailor at heart,
and clung to his oid ways as far as his present situ-
ation would allow. At this very moment he was
wondering at his own weakness “ in turning him-
self into a miserable land-lubber, all for love of
the cap’n and the two little middies.” Meantime,
Donald was divided between a scoic of boy-

thoughts on one side, and his real manly interest
in Dorothy, whose lot seemed to him decidedly less
pleasant than his own. Dorry was quietly enjoying
the change from keen grief to its absence, and a
sense of security in being so near Unele and
Donald. And the Unele— what sbpl) i gay
him? Shall 1 describe only the statelyform being
borne with them through the yellow afternoon
light, the iron-gray hair, the kindly face?— or
shall I tell you of the lately happy, but now anx-
ious, troubled man, who within a few days had
been made to feel it possible that the dearest thing
he had on earth might soon be his no longcr.

“ Oh, Unele,” said Dorry, suddenlj’, “ 1f0rgot to
tell you something.”

“ You don’t say so !"” exciaimed Mr. George, in
playful astonishmcnt, a quick smile rising to his
lips, and his eyes full of pleasant inquiry. “ What
did my little maid forget to tell me ?”

“ Why, about the man on the croquet-ground.
| was practidng a roquet-shot, and before | knew
it, he was ciése by me, a great tail, lanky man,
callingme * Sis’ and

“ The rascal!” exciaimed Unele George, grow-
ing red and angry in a moment. “ W hat business
had you to "

“ 1 did n't, Unele, | did n't. | 'm too oid to be
called *‘Sis,” and he acted just as if I ought to
know him and be real pleasant. | would ji't have
a word to say to him, but just turned around and
ran to look for Donald. Didn'tl, Don?”

“ Yes,” said Donald, but before he said it he
had scowled, and nodded to his unele, slyly, as he
thought, but his sister’'s eyes were keen.

“ | declare it's too bad !” brokeforth Dorry, im-
petuously. “ Everybody gcts mad at me for noth-
ing, and makes signs and everything !” and with
this incoheront speech Dorry began to pout vyes,
actually to pout, the brave, good Dorry, who
usually was sunny and glad, “ the light of the
house,” as her aunt Kate had been before her!
Donald stared at her in astonishmcent.

At this moment, one of the horses received a cut
which he certainly did notdcserve, but otherwise all
was quiet on the coachman’sbox. No one looking
up at that placid, wcll-dresscd back would have
dreamed of the South-Sea tcmpest raging under
the well-padded and doiibly buttoned coat.

“ Dorothy,” said her unele, with a strange trem-
blingin hisvoice, “ try to control yourself. Idonot
blamc you, my child. John, you may drive toward
home.”

Foor Dorry stiflcd her lising sobs as well as she
could, and, sitting upright, drew as far from her
Unele as the width of the seat would allow. But
after a while, seiiding a sidelong glance in his direc-
tion, she edged slowly back again, and timidly



leaned her head upon his shoulder. In a inoment
his arm was about her, and she lookcd rip saucily,
with eyes sparkling through her teai-s.

“ April weather to-day, is n't it, Don?” said
Unele. Don laughcd. The unde laughed,
though not so cheerily as Don, and even Jack
chuckled softly to himself to think that “ all was
well again abaft.”

“ Spoiled child!” said Unele George, patting
her gently. But his heartwas full ofa wild terror,
and he reproached himself for many things, chicf
among which was that he had made it possible for
the idolized little girl beside him to know a
inoment’s sorrow,

“ 1 must be inore watchful after this,” be said
to himself, “ and inore even. 1 have acted like a
brutc to-day: what wonder the little raaid is upset.
But that rascal! 1shall have to warn the children,
though it 's an ugly business. Donald,” said lie
aloud, and vith great dignity, “ come into the
library after supper, both of you.”

“ Yes, sir,” said Donald, respectfully.

And as the dear home-road carne in
sight, the horees quickened their already
brisk pace, the party leaned back luxuri-
ously and gave themselves up to enjoy-
ment of the clear air, tlie changing road-

side, and the glories of the western sky, now ablaze
with the setting sun.

No one excepting Jack saw a tall, lank figure
disappearing among the shrubbery as the carriage
rumbled down thc avenue that led to the house.

“ Look to windward, Cap’'n!” whispered Jack,
mysteriously, to Mr. George, while Donald was
gallantly assisting Dorothy from thc carriage;
“ there’s mischiefin the air.”

“What now, John? ” asked Mr. George, rather
patronizingly.

“ A queer craft 'sjust hove to, sir, in the ever-
gieen buslics as we carne in,” inumbled Jack, al-
most under his breath, while pretending to screw
the handle of his whip.

Mr. George scowled.

“ Can'’t say, sir.”

“Very well; probably it is some one waiting
to see me.” And Mr. George, with a pleasant but
decisive, “ runin, youngsters,” as Liddy opened the
wide hall-door, walked briskly down the carriage-

drive.
When the door closed, he tumed into the
shrubbery. (To in cluHmed.)

“ Is he there now ?”

THE END OF THE DRIVEI



THE RALLAD OF BABETTE.

By Thomas Dunn English.

Babette, the peasant maiden,
The guileless, gi-aceful child,

To gathcr nuts ahd'berries,
Went tq the copsewood wild.

And glancing in the fountain,
Beneath the shadows brown,

She saw her comcly fcatiircs
And russet-linsey gown.

Fine birds come from fine feathers,
The little maiden said—

Had 1| a crown of rubies
To wear upon my head;

If this poor gown were silken.
And | among the girls

Had maidens four to serve me,
And a necklacc madc of pearls;

And | had silver slippers
Upon these little feet,

A prince would come to woo me,
And cali me fair and sweet.”

Then suddenly before her
A wounded dove was seen,
With drops of blood down falling
Upon the leaves of green.

It trembled when she touched it,
But had no power to fly;

And in her face looked upward
W ith scared and piteous eye.

She washcd the red drops gently,
That started from the wound,

And the weary bird lay quiet,
As though content it found.

Then when her hand was opened,
It made a plaintive coo,

And rising slowly upward,
Far in the distaitce flew.

Then on the maiden wandered
Till, by a hazel there,

Escaped from cruel hunters,
She saw a panting haré.

Her words of loving kindness
It did not seein to hear,
Till from her quivering eyelids

Dropped on it many a tear.

When lo | it rose and trembled,
Its eyes grew full of light,

And through the briers and hazeis
It bounded out of sight.

And throbbed the maiden’s bosom
With pleasing, painful start.

And happy thrills of gladness
Made inusic in her heart.

When io! on purple pinions,

A flock of doves thcrc carne; .
The first one bore a ruby,

And each one had the same.

And still carne flying, flying,,
The doves on pinions flcet;

And rubies there on rubies
They laid before her feet.

And they made her a crown of rubies,
Of rubies bright and red,

And they made her a crown of rubies,
And placed it on her head.

And next of liares, a hundred
Carne from the North and South,
And each in coming carricd
A great pearl in his mouth.

And still carne running, running,
More hares, with motion fleet,

And pearls, in countless number,
They laid before her feet.

And they made her a lovely necldace
Of pearls without a speck.

And they made her a lovely nccklace
And placed it on her neck.

Was it the poor dove’s life-blood
That now in rubies burned ?

And from Babette's kind weeping
Had tears to pearls been turned ?

And then the doves flew over.
And cooed with voices sweet.

And a pair of silvem slippers
She found upon her feet.

And then the hares ran round her.
And her skin grew white as milk,
And her gown of russet-linscy
Was changed to one of silk.
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And lo! there carne four maidens, And a train of lords and ladies,
To wait on her, forsooth! The little raaiden met;

Simplicity, and Pity, And the Prince, he walked beside her,
And Innocence, and Truth. The downcast-eyed Babette.

And the dove became a faity. And never in the copsewood
And touched her with her wand; Was the little maiden seen,

And the haré became Prince Charming, For she dwells all time in Elf-land,
And he was young and fond. As the good King Charming’s queen.

VOL. IX.— 8.
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By Washington Gladden.

ELL, sir, |

am sorry;

but 1 ‘'ve

done the

besticould
for you.”

It is the

conductor

ofthenight

express on

the East-

em Ratlroad

who is speak-

ing; and the

passenger, to

whom his remark is ad-

dressed, standswith watch

in hand, near the door of

the car, as the train draws into the Boston station.

“ 1 do not doubt it,” is the answer. “ You can

not be biamed for the delay. The other train must
have left the Western station already.”

“ Undoubtedly; the time is past, and they always
starC on time.”

“ And there is no train that connects through to.
Cincinnati before to-morrow morning ?”

“No!” “ Well, that settlesit. Thank you.”

Mr. Haliburton Todd steps down from the plat-
form of the car, and walks slowly past the row of
beckoning and shouting hackmen. He is too good
a philosopher to be angry with the freshet that
delayed the train, but there is a shade of disap-
pointment on his face, and a trace of moisture in
his eye. He is a wholesome-looking man of fortj'-
five, with grayish hair and beard, blue eyes, and
a itiddy countenance. Probably he is never much
given to grinning, butjust now his face is unusually
grave; neVertheless, it is a kind face; under its
sober mask there is a world of good nature. In
short, he is just the sort of man that a shrewd girB



of twelve would pick out for an uncle. If any one
thinks that is not high praise, | should like to have
him try his hand at commendation.

There are, indeed, quite a number of boj*s and
girls to whom Unele Hal is both a saint and a
hero. At that Christmas party, in the home of
his sister in the Western city to which he has been
hurrying, these boys and girls are to be assembled.
All the married brothers and sisters, with their
families, wiE be there. But it is of no use now for
him to try to join them. The feast will be ended,
and the circle will be broken, before he can reach
Cincinnati. So he stroUs out of the station and
up the Street. No, he will not take a hack fior a
horse-car; happy people may consent to be car-
ried; those whose minds are troubled would better
go afoot. He will walk off his disappointment.

He trudges along the narrow streets; the drays
and the express wagons, laden with all sorts of
boxes and pareéis, are clattering to and fro; por-
téis, large and small, are running with bundles, big
and little; the shops are crowded with eager cus-
tomers. Mr. Haliburton Todd is too good a man
to be dismal long in the midst of a scene like this.
“ What hosts of people,” he says to himself, “ are
thinking and working with all their might to-day to
make other people happy to-morrow! And how
happy they Ml are themselves, to-day 1 We always
say that Christmas is the happiest day in the year;
but isit? Is n'titthe day before Christmas?”

So thinking, he pauses at the window of a small
print-shop, when his attention is caught by the
voices of two children, standing in the hall at tlic
foot of the stairs leading to the stories above. On
the sign beside the door-way he reads, “ Jackman
& Company, Manufacturéis of Ladies' Underwear.”

The children are a girl of twelve and a boy of
ten, neatly but plainly dressed; a troubled look is
on their bright faces.

“ How much, Ruby?” asks the boy.

“ Only seven dollars,” answers the girl, choking
back a sob. “ There were four dozen of the night-
dresses, you know, and the price was two dollars
a dozen; but the man said that some of them were
not well made, so he kept back a dollai-.”

“ The man lied,” says Ben, “ and I 'll go up and
tell him so.”

“ Oh, no,” answers Ruby; “ that would n't do
any good. He would n't mind you, and he might
not give us any more work. But the work was well
done, if we did help; for you run the machine
beautifully, and Mamma says that my button-holes
are every bit as good as hers. Just think of itl
Only seven dollars for two weeks’ hard work of all
three of us1”

“We can’t have the turkey,” says Ben, sadly.

“ Oh, no. | found a nice young one down at

the comer store that we could get for a dollar and
a half, but we must lay by two dollars for the rent,
you know; and there 'll be coal to buy next week.
I 'm sure Mamma will think we can’t afford it.”

“ Come on, then,” says Ben, bestowing a farewell
kick upon the iron sign of Jackman & Company.

Mr. Haliburton Todd has forgotten all about
his own disappointment in listening to the more
serious trouble of these two children. As they
walk up the Street, he foUows them closely, trying
to imagine the story of their Eves. They stop now
and then for a moment lo look into the Windows
of the toy-stores, and to admire the sweet wonders
of the confectioners, but they do not tarry long.
Presently, the eyes of Mr. Todd are caught by a
largo theater-bill, announcing the Oratorio of the
Messiah, at Music Hall, Tuesday evening, Decem-
ber 24, by the Handel and Haydn Society. Mr.
Lang is to play the great organ. Theodore
Thomas’s orchestra is to assist, and the soloists are
Miss Thursby and Miss Cary, and Mr. Whitney
and Mr. Sims Reeves.

“ Correct!” says Mr. Haliburton Todd, aloud.
He knows now what he wiE do with the coming
evening. It islong since his passion for music has
been promised such a gratification.

While he pauses, he notes that Ruby and Ben
are scanning with eager eyes the same bill-board.
“ Rather remarkable children,” he says to himself,
“ to care for oratorio. If it were a minstrel show,
| should n't wonder.”

“ Would n't I like to go ?” says Ruby.

“ Would n't 1?” echoes Ben, with a low whistie.

“ Don’'t you remember,” says the girl, “ the
night Papa and Mamma took us to hear Nilsson?
Miss Cary was there, you know, and she sang this:

“ *Birds of ihe night ihat softly cali,
W lInds in the night that strangely sigh.* "

It is a sweet and sympathetic voice ihat croons
the first strain of SulEvan'’s lullaby.

“ 1 remember it,” says Ben. “ Mamma used
to sing it afterward, pretty near as weE as she did.
And don’t you remember that French chap that
played the violin? Blue Tom, they caEed him,
or some such fiame.”

““Vieuxtemps,” laughs Ruby, who knows a little
French.

“ Yes, that 'sit. But could n't he make the oid
fiddle dance, though!” And the boy tilts his
basket against his shoulder, and executes upon it
an imaginary roulade with an imaginary bow.
“ We used to have good times at home, did n't
we— when Papa played tlie violin and Mamma
the piano ?” Ben goes on.

“ Don't!” pleads Ruby, turning, with a great sob,
from the bright promise of the bill-board.



The two children walk on in sEence for a few
moments,— Mr. Haliburton Todd still ciése behind
them. Ruby has resolutely dried her tears, but
her thoughts are still with the great singers, and
thc voice of the wonderful Swede is ringing through
her mcmory, for presently Mr. Todd hears her
singing low :

“ Angels ever bright and fair,
Taire» oh, takc me to your care!”

“ Well, my child,” he says, in a low tone, “ I
don't think that angels are apt to have gray hairs
in their whiskers, fior to wear ulsters; but there ’'s
an oid fellow about my size who would like to be
an angel just now for your sake."

W hile he is talking tlius to himself, the children
turn into the hall of a tenement house. Mr. Hali-
burton Todd glances after them, and sees them
enter a room on the first landing. He walks on
a few steps slowly, hesitates, then quickly turns
back, In a moment he is knocking at the door
which had been opened for the children. The
knock is answered by the boy.

“ 1 beg your pardon, my little man,” says Mr.
Todd. “ 1 am a stranger to you; but I should like
to see your mother if she is not engaged.”

“ Come in, sir,” says a voice witliin. It is the
voice of a lady. Her face is palé and anxious, but
her manner is quiet and self-possessed,

“ Itisacurious crrand that brings me, madam,”
says Mr. Haliburton Todd; “ but | trust you will
pardon my boldnessand grant my request. These
children of yours chanced to be standing with me
in front of the same placard, announcing the ora-
torio to-night; and | heard enough of what they
said to know that they have a rare appreciation of
good music. | have come in to see if you will
let me take them to the Music Hall, this evening.”

“ Oh, Mamma !” cries Ben.

Ruby’s eyes plead, but the mother’'s face is
grave. “ Your offer is extremely kind, sir,” she
says at length, slowly; “ and the thing you propose
would give my children great pleasure; but "

“ You do not know me,” Mr. Todd supplies.
“ That is true; and of course a wisc mother would
not commit her children to the care of an entire
stranger. Here's my card,— ‘ Todd & Templeton,
Mattawamkeag, Maine,’— but that proves noth-
ing. However, | ’'m not going to give it up so.
Let me see; | wonder if | know anybody that you
know in this big city. Who is your minister?”

“ W e attend, at present, St. Matthew’s Church,
of which Mr. Brown is rector.” -

“What is his first iame?” “ John, | think.”

“ John Robinson Brown? ”

“ Yes; that is the iame.”

Cor-rect!” ejaculates Mr. Todd, triumphantly,

”

with a distinct hyphen between the two syllables
of his favorite interjection; “ that fixes it. What
luck this is! | know your minister perfectly. He
has been up in our woods fishing every summer
for five years, and we are thc best of friends. Can
you tell me his residence ?”

“ 1 know,” cries Ben. “ He lives next door to
the church, on Chaucer street.”

“ All right. Let the boy run up to his house
after dinner, and see whether Mr. Brown indorses
me. |l drop in on him this morning. Ifhe says
so, you 'll let thc children go with me to-night? ”

“ | know no reason,” answers the mother, “ why
they may not go. You are very kind.”
“ Kind to myself, that's all. But | shall be

obligad to ask your ilame, madam.”

* Johnson.”

“ Thank you, Mrs. Johnson. | will cali for the
children at half-past seven. Good-morning !”

Mr. Haliburton Todd bows himself out with a
bearaing face, and leaves sunshine behind him.
He pauses a moment on the landing. The door
of the room adjoining the Johnsons’ stands open,
and he observes that the room isvacant. He steps
in and finds a glazier setting a pane of glass. Itis
a pleasant room, with an open fire-place; the jear
parlor-chamber of an old-fashioned house, and it
has been newly papered and painted. It com-
municates with the sitting-room where the children
and their mother live.

“ Is this room rented ? ” he asks the glazier.

“ Guess hot”

“ Where is the agent?”

“ Number seven, Court Street”

“Thank you!” Mr. Haliburton Todd glances
around the room again, nods decisivcly, and hurries
down the stairs.

W hat becomes of him for the next hour we will
not inquire. A man is entitled to have a little
time to himself, and it is not polite, even in stories,
to be prying into all the doings of our neighbors.

The next glimpse we get of him, he is sitting in
the study of the rector of St. Matthew'’s, explain-
ing to that gentleman what he wishes to do for
these two little parishioners of his.

“ Just like you,” cries thc minister.
are the children ?”

“ Their fame is Johnson, and they live in a tene-
raent house on Denison Street, number forty-five.”

“ Ah, yes. Their father was the master of a
bark in the African trade, and he was lost on
the west coast a year and a half ago. Nothing
was ever known of his fate, excepting thata portion
of the vessel bearing its iame, ‘ Ruby,” was washed
ashore, somewhere in Angola, 1 think. They had-
a home of their own, bought in fiush times, and
mortgaged for half its valué, but in the shrinkage

“ But who



everything was swept away. They have lived in
this tenement now for nearly a year, supporting
themselves by sewing. | suspect they are poor
enough, but they are thoroughly independent; it
is hard to get a chance to do anything for them.
You seein to have outflanked them.”

“Oh, no; |I'm not much of a strategist; |
moved on their works, and captured them. It’s
my selfishness; | want to hear Thursby and Cary
with those children’s ears to-night, that’'s all. And
if you will kindly write a little note, assuring the
mother that | will not eat her children, the boy
will cali for it. And now, good-morning. | sliall
see you next suinmer in the woods.”

The rector presses his friend to tarry, but he
pleads business, and hurries away.

Now he mysteriously disappears again. Afier
a few hours we find him seated before the grate,
in his cozy room at the Parker House; the tele-
gram has gone to Cincinnati with the bad news
that he is not coming; the oratorio tickets have
been purchased; dinner has been eaten; there is
time for rest, and he is writing a fcw letters to
those nephews and nieces who know, by this time,
to their great grief, that they wiU not see Unele
Hal to-morrow.

Meantime, the hours have passed cheerily at the
little room of the Johnsons, on Denison Street;
for, though the kindness of their unknoivn friend
could not heal the hurt caused by the hardness of
their greedy employer, it has helped them to bear
it Ben has brought from the rector an enthusias-
tic note about Mr. Todd, and the children have
waited in delighted anticipation of the evening.
Promptly, at half-past seven, the step of their
friend is on the stair, and his knock at the door.

“ Come in, sir1” says Ben. It is a very differ-
ent voice from that of the boy who was talking at
Jackman & Company’s entrance a few hours ago.

“ This has been a day of great expectations
here,” says Ben’s mother. “ | do not know what
could have been promised the children that would
have pleased them more. Ofmusic they have had
a passionate love from infancy, and they have n’t
heard much lately.”

“ Well, they shall have to-night the best that
Boston affords,” says Mr. Todd. “ Now, you
must teil me your fiame, my boy. Wc want a
good understanding before wc start.”

“ Ben, sir, is what my mother calis me.”

“ Ben Johnson, eh? A first-class fiame, and a
famous one. Correct 1” laughs Mr. Todd. “And
now, will the little lady tell me her flame ?”

“ Ruby, sir, is all there is of it,” answers the
maiden.

“ Well, Ruby,” says Mr. Todd, “ your fiame is
like the boaxdcr’s coffee; it is good enough what

there is of it, and there’s enough of it, such as it
is. Now, you want to know what to cali me. My
namc’s Unele Hal. That'’'s what a lot of boys
and girls out West would have been calling me to-
morrow if I had n't missed the train; and if you 'll
just let me play, to-night, that I 'm your uncle, |
shall have a great deal better time.”

So they go off merrily.

Music HaU is packed from floor to topmost gal-
lery. On either side of the great organ rise the
ranks of the chorus, eight hundred singers; the
orchestra is massed in front; the soloists are just
entering, to take their places at the left of the
conductor.

“ There's Miss Cary!” cries Ruby, eagerly.

Mr. Todd points out to the children the other
singere whom they do not know, and, while he is
speaking, the click of Mr. Zerrahn’s baton is
heard, the musicians of the orchestra lift their
Instruments, and the glorious strains of the over-
ture burst upon the ears of the wondering children.

But no wise historian will try to tell about this
evening’s music, Aior how Ruby and Ben enjoy it.
More than once, in the rush of the great chotuses,
Ben finds himself catching his breath, and there is
a rosy spot all the while on Ruby's cheek and
a dazzling brightness in her eye. Mr. Todd
watches them, momently; he listens, as he said,
with their ears as well as his own, and fmds his
own pleasure trebled by their keen enjoyment.

“ Oh, Mamma,” says Ben, as she tucks him into
bed, “ it seemed, some of the time, as if | was so
full that | could n't hold another bit. When Miss
Thursby sang that song— you remember, Ruby.
What was it ?”

“ ‘1 know tliat my Redeemer liveth,”” answers
Ruby.

“ Yes; that's the one;— when she sang that, |
thought my heart would stop beating.”

“ But what | liked best,” says Ruby, true to her
oid love, “ was one Miss Cary sang about the Sav-
iour, ‘He was despised.””

“ It was all very beautiful, | know, my darlings,”
answers the mother; ‘‘but you must forget it now,
as soon as you can, for it is late.”

The next morning, Ruby is wakcned by the stir-
rmgoiher mother. “ Oh, Mamma,” she says, softly,
putting her arms about her mother’s neck, “ | had
a beautiful dreain last night, and ! must tell it to
you before you get up. | dreamed that Miss
Thursby ivas standing on a high rock on the sea-
shore, singing that song, ‘I know that my Re-
deemer liveth’; and when she carne to that part,
‘In the latter day he shall stand upon the earth,’
| thought tliat dear Papa rose right up out of the
sea, and walked on the water to the shore; and
that Mr. Todd took him by the hand and led him



up to US; and just as he flew toward us, and
caught you in his arms, | woke up.”

The desoiate mother kisses the daughter with
tears, but can not answer. Beside that dream the
dark and stem reality is hard to look upon. Yet,
somehow, the child’s heart clings to the comfort of
the dream.

Prescntly her eyes are caught by an unwonted
display of colors on a chair beside the bed. “ Oh,
what are these ?” she cries, leaping to her feet.

“ They are yours, my daughter.”

“ Look here, Ben! Where did they come from,
Mamma? M-m-y! Oh, look! look |l And here
are yours, Ben !”

By this time the drowsy boy is wide awake, and
he pounces with a shout upon the treasures heaped
on his own chair, and gathers them into his bed.
A book and a nice silk handkerchief for each of
the children; an elegant morocco work-box stocked
with all sorts of useful things for Ruby, and a com-
plete little tool-chest for Ben; the Christmas St.
NiCHOLAS for both, with a receipt for a year’s sub-
scription, and a nice box of sweetmeats to divide
between them,— these are the beautiful and mys-
terious gifts.

“ Whobrought them, Mamma?” they cty, with
one voice.

“ Your friend, Mr. Todd. He hadtwo packages
concealed under his coat, when he carne for you
last night; and when he rose to go | found them
on the floor beside his chair, one marked, ‘For the
Girl,’ and the other, ‘ For the Boy 1'”

“ What makes him do such things?” asks Ben,
solemnly.

“ “Good-wiU,” | think,” answers his mother.
“ He seems to be one of those men of good-will
of whom the angeis sang.”

“ Anyhow, | 'd like to hug him,” says the
impetuous Ben. “ Did he say he would come and
see USagain?”

“ Perhaps he will, in the course of the day. He
said that he should not retum to Maine until the
evening train.”

Suddenly Ruby drops her treasures and flings
her arms again about her mother’s neck. *“ You
blessed Mammal!” she cries, tenderly, “ you 've
got nothing at all. Why did n't some of the
good-willers think of you ?”

“ Perhaps they will, before night,” answers the
mother, speaking cheerfully, and smiling faintly.
“ But whether they do or not, it makes the day a
great deal happier to me that my children have
found so good a friend.”

It is a merry morning with Ruby and Ben. The
inspection of their boxes, and the examination of
their books, make the time pass quickly.

“ Somebody’s moving into the next room,

says

‘1 saw @ man
Queer time

Ben, corning in from an errand.
carrying in a table and
to move, | should think.”

“They are going to kecp Christmas, at any
rate,” said Ruby; “ for | saw them, a'little while
ago, bringing up a great pile of greens.”

“ P'r'aps they 've hired the reindeer-team to
move their goods,” says Ben.

“ Then,” answers his mother, “ they ought to
have come down the chimncy instead of up the
stairs.”

So they have their little jokes about their new
neighboi-s; but the children have moved once
themselves, and they are too polite to make use of
the opportunity afforded by moving-day to take an
inventory of a neighbor’s goods.

They ate to have a late dinner. The turkey,
hankered after by Ben, is not for them to-day; but
a nice chicken is roasting in the oven, and a few
oranges and nuts will give them an unwonted
dessert. While they wait for dinner, the children
besecch their mother to rcad to them the Christmas
story in ST. NIiCHOLAS. “ It means so much
more when you rcad,” says Ben, “ than it does
when | read.”

So they gather by the window; the mother in
the arm-chair, on one arm of which Ben roosts,
with his cheek against his mother’s — Rutiy sitting
opposite. It is a pretty group, and the face of
many a passer-by llghts up with pleasure as his eye
chances to fall upon it.

It is now a little past one o’'clock, and Mr. Hali-
burton Todd, sauntering forth from his comfortable
quarters at Parker’s, makes his way along Trcmont
Street, in the direction of Court. He is going
nowhere in particular, but he thinks that a little
walk will sharpen his appetite for dinner. When
he approaches Scollay’s Square, his eye lights on
a man standing uncertainly upon a cérner, and
looking wistfully up and down the streets. The
face has a familiar look, and as he draws a little
nearer, Mr. Todd makes a sudden rush for the
puzzled wayfarer.

“ Helio, Brad!” he shouts, grasping the man
by the shoulders.

“ Helio !” the other answers, coolly, drawing
back a little; then, rushing forward: “ Bless my
eyes! Is this Hal Todd?”

“ Nobody else, cid fellow! But how on earth
did I ever know you? Come to look you over,
you 're not yourself at all. Fifteen years, isn'tit,
since we met?”

“ All of that,” says the stranger.

“ Let’'s see: you 've been in the sea-faring line,
have n't you ?” says Mr. Todd.

“Yes, | have, bad luck to me!”
friend, with a sigh.

some chairs,

answers his



“ Oh, well,” says the hearty lumberman, “ the
folks on shore have n't all been fortinate. Where'’s
your home, now?”

“ Just what I 'm trying to find out.”

“ What do you mean?”

“ My dear fellow,” says the stranger, with qua-
vering voice, “ my ship was wrecked a year and a
halfago on the west coast of Africa; | reached the
shorc, only to fall sick of a fever, through which
my cabin-boy nursed me; for a long time | was
too weak to move; finady, by slow stages, we
made our way to Benguela; there we waited
months for a vessel, and, to make a long story
short, | reached Boston this morn-
ing. 1 went to tbe house that was
mine two years ago, and found it

THE AHGBL SHOWS THE SAILOR A PRETTY PICTURE.

occupicd by another family,— sold under mortgage,
they said. They could not tell me where | should
find my wife and children. | went to thc neigh-
bors who knew them; some of them had moved
away, otherswere out of town on their Christmas va-
cation. Of course, I shall find them after a little; but
just where to look at this moment | don't know.”
Mr. Todd has listened to this story with a
changing expression of countenance. When his
friend first mentioned the sliip\vreck, a sudden
light of intelligence sprang into his eye, and his
lips opened, but be quickly shut them again. He
is greatly interested in what he hears, but he is

not greatly pained by it. His friend wonders
whether Hal Todd has lost some of the oid manly
tenderness of the academy days.

“ Well, Brad Johnson,” he cries, drawing a
long breath, after the short recital is ended, “ this
is a strange story. But, as you say, this family of
yours can be found, and sball be. Come with me.
There is a police-station down this way.”

The two men walk on, arm-in-arm, in
direction of Denison Street.

“ How much is there of this missing family?”
asks Mr. Todd.

“There’s a wife and two children,— 1 hope,”
answers the other. “ The best woman in
the world, Hal, and two of the brightest
children. Singlike larks, both of’em. Bless
their hcarts!” says the sailor, brushing
away a tear; “ I thought 1 should have 'em
in my lap this Christmas day, and it’s tough
to be hunting for 'em in this blind fashion.”

“ It is tough,” says the Ilumberman,
choking a bttle. He has stopped on the
sidewalk, on Denison street, just opposite
Number 45. He lays his hand on, his
friend’s shoulder. “ Look here, Brad John-
son,” he says, “we are going to find that
wife and those children pretty soon, | sus-
pect. And you 've got to keep cool. D’ ye
hear?”

“What do you mean?” gasps the sailor.

The eye of Mr. Haliburton Todd is quietly
lifted to the window of thc second story
opposite. His friend’s eye follows, and falls
on the picture we saw there a little while
ago,— the mother intent upon the book, the
children intent upon the mother’s face.

Thcro is no outcry, but the father lifis his
hands, as if to heaven, staggers a little, and
then plungcs across the Street. Mr. Todd
is after him, and seizes him by the collar
just as he reaches the foot of the stairs.

“Hold on, man!” he says, decisively.
“You mustn’t rush in on that woman in
this way. You 'd kill her. She ’'s none too

strong. Wait here a few moments, and I 'll break
it to her.”

“You're right,” answers the father, pressing
his hands against his temples, and steadying him-
selfby the wall. “ But you wont keep me waiting
long, will you?”

Mr. Haliburton Todd knocks at the door, and is
let in by Ben.

“Oh, Mr. Todd, how good you are! Thank
you a hundred thousand times!” cry both the
children at once.

“WcU, | 'm glad if you 've enjoyed my little
gifts,” he answers. “ But | 've been thinking that

the



your good mother ought to have a little of the
checr of this Christmas as well as you.”

“ Just what we said,” answers Ben.

Mrs. Johnson colors a little, but before she can
speak, Mr. Todd goes on. “ Pardon me, madam,
but what your minister told me yesterday of your

"PATHEE REMAEKABI-E CHILDREN,” MR. HAUIIURTON

affairs has led me to take a deep interest in them.
How long is it since your husband Icft home?”

“ More than two years,” answers the lady.

“ You have had no direct intelEgence from him
since he went away?”

“ None at all, savc the painful news of the loss
of his vessel, with all on board.”

“ Have you ever leamed the full particulars of
the shipwreck?"

“No; how could 1?”
dcnly palé,

“ Be calm, | beseech you, my dear lady. 1 did
not suppose that you could have heard. But I met

Mrs. Johnson tums sud-

just now, in the Street, an oid friend of mine— and
of yours— who knows a good deal about it. And
I want to assure you, before he comes in, that—
that the story as it reached you— was— was con-
siderably exaggerated, that is all. Excuse me, and
I will send in my friend.”

TODD SAYS TO JiIIMSELF, 'TO CARE FOR ORATORIO."""

Mr. Todd quickiy withdraws. The color comes
and goes upon the mother's face. *“ Merciful
Father!” she cries, “ what does it all mean?”

She rises from the chair; the door that Mr.
Todd has left ajar gently opens, and quickiy closes.
We will not open it again just now. That place
is too sacred for prying eyes. It is a great cry of
joy that filis the ears and the cyes of Mr. Hali-
burton Todd, as he goes softly down the stairs, and
walks away to his hotel.

An hour later, when the shock of the joy is over
a little, and the explanations have been made, and
father and mother and children are sitting for a



few moments silent in a great peace, the nature
of the human boy begins to assert itself.

“Is n't it,” ventures Ben, timidly, as if the
words were a profanation, “ is n’'t it about time for
dinner?”

“ Indeed it is, my boy,” answers his mother;
“and | 'm afraid our dinner is spoiled. Open the
oven door, Ruby.”

Ruby obeys, and finds the poor, forgotten chicken
done to a cinder. “ Nevermind,” says the mother.
“Qur dinner will be a little late, but we 'll find
something with which to kecp the feast.”

Just then, there is a knock at the door opcning
into the new neighbor’s apartment.

“ What can they want?” says Mrs. Johnson.
“ Perhaps, my dear, you had better answer the
knock. They are new-comers to-day.”

Mr, Johnson pushes back the bolt and opens the
door. The room is hung with a profusién of
Christmas greens. A bright fire blazes on the

hearth. A table in the middle of the room
loaded with smoking viands.
waiter, with napkin on arm, bows politely when the
dooris opened.

“ Efyou please, sah, dinnah is ready, sah !”

“ Whose dinner?” demands Mr. Johnson.

ismusingly:
A smiling colored Mr. Todd when you were a boy?”

a real man.
angel.”

De folks’s dinnah 'n dis
It was ordered fo’ dem.”

Where was it ordered? ”

Copeland’s, sah.”

“ Who orderedit?”

“ Gen'I'm'n with gray ulcerated coat on, sah;
1 seen him kim up t’ yer room 'bout 'n hour ago.
| was to git it all ready 'n' cali you jes’ half-past
two.”

“ Another of Todd’s surprises,” exclaims Mr.
Johnson. “ Well, my deats, the dinner is here;
and we should be very ungrateful not to partake of
it with thanksgiving.”

What a happy feast it is] How the laughter
and the tears chase each other around the table!
How swiftly the grief and misery and dread of
the two desoiate years that are gone, fiy away into
a £ar-offland!

By and by, when the cloth is removed, and thcy
are seated around the open fire, Ruby says.

“Your dinnah, sah.
yer front room.

“ Papa, did you reallyand truly know

“ Certainly, my darling; why do you ask?”
“ 1 can’'t quite think,” says the girl, “ that he is
It seems to me as if hemustbe an



While she speaks, the dngel is knocking at the
door. They all fly to him; the father hugs him;
the mother kisses his hand; the children clasp his
knees.

“ Help ! help !'” shouts the hearty lumberman.
“ 1 did n’'t come here to be garroted.”

Then, with much laughing and crying, they tell
him Ruby’s doubts concerning him.

“Well,” he says, merrily, “ I may be an angel,
but, if so, I 'm not aware of it. Angels are not
generally addicted to the lumber business. And
you need n't make any speeches to me, for | have

n't time to hear 'em. Fact is, this has been the
very reddest ofall my red-letter days; themerriest
of my Christmases; and you people have been
tlie innocent occasion of it all. And | 'm notdone
with you yet. 1'll have you all up to my lumber-
camp next summer; there 's a nice cabin there, for
you. Pine woods 'll do you lots of good, madam.
Great fishing there, Ben 1 You 'llall come, wont
you ? It ’'s almost train-time. Good-bye!”

And beféte they have time to protest or to prom-
ise, Mr. Haliburton Todd is down the stairs, rush-
ing away to the station of the Eastern Railroad.

There was a worthy school-master who wrote to the trustees

A full report, three times a year, in words quite like to these:
“ The scholars are so orderly, so studious and kind,

'T is evident | have a gift to train thc youthful mind.”



STORIES OF ART AND ARTISTS.»

By Clara Erskine Clement.

Raphael.
Raphael Sanzio, or Santi, was born at Urbi-
Tio, on Good Friday, 1483. His father was a good
painter, and the son showed his talent for art when
very young. ~Raphael’'s mother died when he was
eight years oid, and his step-mother,'Bernaxdina,
was rievoted to him, and loved him tenderiy. As
his father died three years after his mother, he was
left to the care of an Unele and of Bernardina. His
father was doubtless his first instructor, for he was
occupied in painting a chapel at Cagli before his
deatii, and he took the young Raphael with him to
that place. But we usually say that Perugino was
his first master, because, when twelve years oid, he
was placed in the school of that painter at Perugia.
Here he remained nearly eight yeais, and here,
just before leaving, he painted one of his very cele-
brated pictures, which is now in the gallcry of the
Brera at Milan. It represents the marriage of the
Virgin Mary, and is called “ Lo Sposalizio.”

The legend of the life of the Virgin relates that,
when she was fourteen years oid, the high-priest
told her that it was proper for her to be married,
and thathe had had avisiéon concerning her.

Then the high-priest followed the directions
which had been givcn him in the visién, and called
together all the widowers among the people, and
directed that each one should bring his rod or wand
in his hand, as a sign would be given by which
they should know whom the Lord had selected to
be the husband of Mary.

Now when Joseph carne with the rest before the
high-priest, a dove flew out from his rod and rested
a moment on his head, and then flew off toward
heaven. And so it was loiown that he was to be
the husband of Mary. Still another account says
that all the suitors left their rods in the temple over
night, and in the morning that of Joseph had blos-
somed.

In the picture painted by Raphael, with this
story as its subject, there is a large temple in the
background, to which many steps lead up. At
the foot of the long flight of steps the high-priest
is joining the hands of Joseph and Mary, whilé
groups of men and women stand on each side.
Joseph holds his blossoming rod in his hand, while
some of the disappointed suitors are breaking their
rods in pieces.

This picture of “ Lo Sposalizio” isa very inter-
mesting and important one, because it shows the

* Copyright, t88i, by Clara Enikioe Ckment-

highest point of his earliest manner of painting.
In the same year in which he painted this picture,
1504, Raphael made his first visit to Florence, and
though he did not remain very long, he saw a new
world of art spread out before him. He beheld
the Works of Ghirlandajo,FraBartolommeo, Leon-
ardo da Vinci, and Michael Angelo, and we can
well understand that after his retum to Perugia he
tried to equal whathe had seen. He soon rcturncd
to Florence, and remained there until 1508. Some
of the most famous and loveiy pictures of this
artist were painted during these three years,
before he was twenty-five years oid; one is called
the “Virgin of the Goldfinch,” because the little
St. John is presenting a goldfinch to the infent
Jestis. Another is called “ La Belle Jardiniére,”
on account of the garden in which the Virgin sits
with the child standing at her knee. In all,
he painted about thirty pictures during his stay
at Florence, and he made himself so famous that
the Pope, Julius Il., who was a great patréon of the
fine arts, sent for him to come to Rome.

When Raphael presented himself to the Pope,
he was assigned sevcral rooms in the palace of
the Vatican, which he was to decérate in fresco.
These pictures can scarcely be described here, but
they were, taken altogether, his greatest work, and
they are .visited by thousands of people every year.
They are frequently called “ Le Stanze” [meaning
“ the rooms ” or “ apartments "] of Raphael.

At this time he also painted several beautiful
easel pictures: his own portrait which is in the
Gallery of Painters at Florence, and thc lovely
“ Madonna di Foligno,” in the Vatican gallery,
which is so called because it was at one time in a
convent at Foligno. Whie the painter was at
work upon “ Le Stanze,” Julius Il. died, butLeoX.,
who followed him, was also a patrén of Raphael.
The artist was very popular and became very rich;
he built himself a house not far from St. Petcr’s, in
the quarter of the city called the Borgo. He had
many pupils, and they so loved him that they ren-
dered him personal service, and he was often seen
in the streets with numbers of his scholars, just as
noblemen were accompanied by their squircs and
pages. His pupils also assisted in the immense
frescoes which he did, not only at the Vatican, but
also for the rich banker Chigi, in the palace now
called the Villa Farnesina.

One ofthc greatworks Raphael did for Pope Leo
X. was thc making of the Cartoons which are so

All rights reservcd.



often spoken of, and which are now at Hampton
Court, in England. These were designed to be
executed in lapestry for the decoration of the
Sistine Chapel, where Michacl Angelo painted
the “ Last Judgment.” The Pope, LeoX., ordered
these tapestries to bewoven in the looms of Fian-
ders, in rich colors, with wool, silk, and threads of
gold. They were completed at Arras and sent to
Rome in 1519, and were first exhibited on St.
Stephen’s Day, December afith, when all the peo-
ple of the great city flocked to see them. These
works have an interesting history. In 1527, when
Rome was sacked by the fierce Constable de Bour-
bon, the tapestries were removed by the French
soldiers ; they were restored in 1553, but one piecc
was missing, and was supposed to have been
burned in order to obtain the gold thread that was
init. In the year 1798 the French once more car-
ried off these precious spoils, and sold them to a
Jew in Leghom. It is known that this Jew burned
one of the pieces, but he found he gained so little
gold from it that he kept the others whole. Plus
VII. afterward bought them, and once more placed
thera in the Vatican. This history adds an inter-
est to'the tapestries, but the Cartoons are far more
valuable and interesting, because they were the
actual work of Raphael. After the weaving was
finished at .Arras, they were tossed aside as worth-
less; some were torn; but, a hundred years later,
the painter Rubens Icarncd that a part of them
were in existencc, and he advised King Charles
I. of England to buy them. This he did, and
then the Cartoons went through almost as many
adventures as the tapestries had met. When
they reached England they were in strips, having
been.so cut for the. convenience of the workmen.
After Charles I. was executed, Cromwell boiight
the Cartoons for ¢300. When Charles Il. was
king he was about to sell them to Louis X1V ., for
the English king needed money badly, and the
French king was anxious to add these treasures to
the others which he possessed; but Lord Danby
petsuaded Charles Il. to keep them. They.were
at Whitchall, and were barcly saved from the fire
in 1698; and soon after that, by command of
Wi illiam 111., they were properly repaired, and they
now hang in a room at Hampton Court, which
was made expressly for them under the care of the
architect Sir Christophcr Wren. There were orig-
inally eleven; seven only remain.

Raphael's fame had so spread itself to other
countries that it is said King Henry VIII. invited
him toEngland. HenryVIIIl. was told that he could
not hope to see the artist, who, however, courteously
sent him a picture of St. George, a patrén saint of
England, and when Francis I., in his tum, tried to
induce Raphael to visit France, the artistsent him a

large picture of St. Michael overpowering the Evil
One. Francis I. then sent Raphael so great a sum
of money that he was unwilling to keep it without
some return, and sent to Francis the lovely “ Holy
Family,” nowin the gaUeryofthe Louvre, in which
the infant springs from his eradle into his mother’s
arms, while angels scatter flowers. At the same
time the artist sent a picture of St. Margarct over-
coming the Dragén, to the sister of Francis—
Margaret, Queen of Navarre. After these pictures
had been rcccived, Francis I. sent Raphael a sum
equal to fifteen thousand dollars, and many thanks
besides.

About 1520 Raphael painted his famous “ Sis-
tine Madonna,” so called because it was intended
for the convent of St. Sixtus, at Piacenza. The
Madonna, with the. child in her arms, stands in
the upper part of the picture, while St. Sixtus and
St. Barbara kneel below. This is very beautiful
and very wonderful, because no sketch or draw-
iug of it has ever been found, and it is beheyed
that this great painter put it at once upon the
canvas, being almost inspired to the worlc. In the
year 1753, Augustus Il1l., the Elector of Saxony,
bought it of the raonks of Piacenza, and paid
nearly thirty thousand dollars for. it. It is now
the great attraction of the fine gallery at Dresden.
It was originally intended for a procession stand-
ard, or drapfiellone, but the monks used it as an
altar-piece. A copy of it is shown on page 120.

Another famous picture is called “ Lo Spasimo,”
and represents Christ bearing his cross. In 1518
this was painted for tire monks of Monte Oliveto,
at Palermo. The ship in which it was sent was
wreckcd, and the case containing the picture
floated into the port of Gcnoa, and the picture
was unpacked and dried before it was injured.
There was great joy in Genoa over this treasure,
and the news of it spread over all Italy. When
the monks of Palermo clatmed it, the Genoese rc-
fused to give it up, and it was only the command
of the Pope that secured its restoration to its own-
ers. During the time of Napoledn I. it was car-
ried to France, but it is now in the muscum of
Madrid.

While Raphael was so productive as a painter,
he.foand time' to devote to other pursuits. The
Pope had nained him superintendent of the build-
ing of St. Peter’s, and he made many architectural
drawings for that church; he was also very much
interested in digging up the works of art which
were buried in the ruins of ancLent Rome. There
still cxists a letter that he wrote to Leo X., in
which he explained his plan for examining all the
ruins of the city.

He also made some designs and modcls for
works in sculpture, and thcrc is a statue of Jonah



sitting on a whale, in the Church of Santa Maria
del Popolo, in Rome, said to have been .modeled
by Raphael and executed in marble by Lorcnzetto
Lotti. An Elijah, seen in‘the same church, is said

PAHHABL'S PORTRAJT OP himself

fo have been made by Lotti from a drawing by
Raphael, He also interested himself in what was
happening in the world; he corresponded with
many learned men in different countries; he sent
artists to make drawings of such things as he
wished to see and had not time to visit, and was
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generous in supplying the needs of those who were
poorer than himself.

Raphael lived in splendor and loved the gay
world, and at one time he expected to marry Maria

NICHOLAS

di Bibbiena, a niece of the Cardinal Bibbiena, but
she died before the time for the marriage carne.
Among the most lovely Madonnas of this artist is
that called “ DeUa Sedia” [ofthe chair], and there
is a very pretty legend about it which says that
hundreds of years ago there was a hermit named



Father Bernardo, dwelling among thc Italian hills;
and he was much loved by the peasants, who
went to him for advice and instruction. He often
said that in his solitude he was not lonely, for he
had two daughters: one of them could talk to him,

1A MADONNA DBLLA SBDIA (THB MADONNA OP THB CHAIR).— PAINTED BY RAPHAEL.

but the other was dumb. He meant to speak of the
daughtcr of a vine-dresser who was named Mary,
and always tried to do all in her power for the com-
fort of the oid man— she was the daughter who
spoke. By his dumb daughter he meant a grand

oid oak-tree that grew ncar his hut and sheltered
it from storm, and hung its branchcs over him so
lovingly that the oid man grew to feel it was like a
dear friend to him. Thére were many birds in its
branches to whom he gave food, and they, in

SPECIALLY RSPRODUCBD FOR ST. NICHOLAS.

retum, gave him sweet songs. Many times the
woodmen had wished to cut this strong tree down,
but Father Bernardo prayed for its life, and itwas
spared to him.

At last there carne a terrible winter— the storms



were so severe that few trees and huts remained,
and the freshets that rushed down the hills swept
off all that the tempests had left. At last, after a
dreadful storm, Mary and her father went, with
fear, to see if the hermit was still alive, for they
thought he must have perished. But when they
carne to him thcy found that his dumb daughter
had saved his life. On the coming of the freshet,
he had gone up to the roof of his hut, but he soon
saw that he was not safe there; then, as he casthis
eyes to heaven, the branches of the oak seemed to
hcnd toward him, and beckon him to come up to
them; so he took afew crusts of bread and cUmbed
up into the tree, where he staid three days.
Below, everything was swept away, but the oak
stood firm; and, at last, when the sun carne out
and the storm was ended, his other daughter carne
to take him to her own home and make him warra
and give him food, for this dreadful time of hunger
and storm had almost worn him out.

Then the good Father Bernardo called on heaven
to bless his two good daughtcrs who had saved his
life, and prayed that in some way they might be
distinguished together. Years passed, and the oid
hermit died- Mary married, and became the mother
of two little boys; the oid oak-tree had been cut
down and made into wine-casks. One day, as Maiy
sat in the arbor, and her children were with her,
— she held the youngest to her breast, and the
older one ran around in merry play,— she called to
mind the oid hermit, and all the blessings that he
liad asked for her, and she wondered if his prayers
would not be answered in these children. Just then
the little boy ran to his mother with a stick to
which he had fastcned a cross, and at that moment
a young man carne near. He had large, dreamy
eyes, and a restless, weary look. And weary he
was, for the thought of a lovely picture was in his
mind, but not clear enough in form to cnable him
to paintit. Itwas Raphael Sanzio d'Urbino, and
when his glance fell upon the lovely, living picture
of Mary and her children, he saw, in flesh and
blood before him, just the lovely dream that had
floated in his thoughts. But he had only a pencil!
On what could he draw ? Just then his eye foll on
the smooth cover of the wine-cask standing near
by, He quickly sketched upon this the outlincs of
Mary and her boys, and when he went away he
took the oaken cover with him. And, thereafer,
he did not rest until, with his wholc soul in his
work, he had painted that wonderful picture which
we know as “ La Madonna della Sedia.”

Thus, at length, was the prayer of Father Ber-
nardo answered, and his two daughters were made
famous together.

At last the time carne in Rome when there was
much division of opinién as to the nierits of the

two great masters, Michael Angelo and Raphael;
the followers of the latterwere the more numerous,
but those of the former were very strong in their
feelings. Finally, the Cardinal Giulio dei Medici,
who was afterward Pope Clement VIL, gave
orders to Raphael and to Sebastian del Piombo
to paint two large pictures for a cathedral which
he was decorating at Narbonne.

It was well known that Michael Angelo would
not enter into an open rivalry with Raphael, but
he was credited with making the drawing for the
“ Raising of Lazarus,” which was the subject to
be painted by Sebastian.

Raphael’s picture was the “ Transfiguration of
Christ”— but alas! before it was finished, he was
attacked with a fever, and died after fourteen days.
He died on Good Friday, 1520, his thirty-seventh
birthday. AH Rome was filled with grief; his.
body was laid in state upon a catafalque, and
the picture of the Transfiguration stood near it.
Those who had known him went to gaze on his
face, to weep, and to give the last tokens of their
love for him.

He was buried in the Pantheon, where he him-
self had chosen to be laid, near the grave of his
betrothed bride, Maria di Bibbiena. An immense-
concourse, dressed in mourning, followed his body,
and the cereraonials of his funeral were magnifi-
cent. A Latin inscription was written by Pietro.
Bembo, and placed above his tomb. The last sen-
tcnce is: “ This is that Raphael by whom Nature
feared to be conquered while he lived, and to die
when he died.” Raphael had also requested Lo-
renzetto Lotti to make a statue of the Virgin to.
be placed over his sepulcher.

His property was large; he gave all his works.
of art to his pupils, Giulio Romano and Francesco
Penni; he gave his house to Cardinal Bibbiena; he
ordered a house to be purchased with a thousand
scudi, the rent of which should pay for twelve
masses to be said monthly on the altar of his
burial chapel; and this wish was observed until
1705, when the rent of the house was too small
to pay for these Services. The remainder of his
riches was divided among his relatives.

There was for many years a skull in the Acad-
emy of St. Luke, at Rome, which was called that
of Raphael, although there was no good reason
for this. At length, in 1833, three hundred and
thirtcen years after his death, some antiquarians.
began to dispute about this skull, and received per-
mission firora tlie Pope, Gregory XVI., to make a.
search for the bones of Raphael in the Pantheon.

After five days spent in carefuUy removing the
pavement in several places, the skeleton of the
great master was found, and with it such proofs as-
made it impossible to doubt that the bones were
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really liis. Finally, a grand funeral Service was
held. Gregory XVI. gave a marble sarcophagus,
in which the bones were placed and interred rever-
ently in their oid resting-place. More than three
thousand people attended the burial ceremony,
among whom were the persons of the highest
rank in Rome, and many artists of all nations,
who moved about the church in a procession,
bcaring torches, while beautiful music was chant-
ed by a concealed chair.

The number and amount of Raphael’s works are
marvelous when the shortness of his lifc is remem-

WHAT MAKES THE.

By W. W.

| CLOSED my book, for Nature’s book
Was opening that day,

And, with a weary brain, | took

My hat, and wandered toward the brook
That in the meadow lay,

And there, beside the tiny tide,

| found a child at play.

Prone on the sward, its little toes
Wrought dimples in the sand.

Its cheeks were fairer than the rose.

I heard it murmur, “ Mam-raa knows,
But I not unnerstand.”

While all unharmed a dainty blade
Of grass was in its hand.

What wouldst thou know, my little one?”
Said I, with bearing wise;

For 1, who thought to weigh the sun,
And trace the course where planets run.
And grasp tlieir raysteries,

Unto a baby’s questionings

Could surely make replies.

What wouldst thou know ?” again | said,
And, gently bowing low,

i stroked its half-uplifted head.

With chubby hand it grasped the blade
And answered; “ 'Oo will know,

For 'oo has whixers on 'o6r face.—
What jnakes the grasses grow ? "

Last fall,” | said, “ a grass-seed fell.
To the earth and went.to sleep.

All winter it slept in its cozy cell

Tin Spring carne tapping upon its shed;

VoL. IX 9.

beted. He left behind him two hundred and
eighty-seven pictures and five hundred and sev-
enty-six drawings and studies.

It was not any one trait or talent which made
Raphael so great, but it was a rare combination
of faculties, and a personal charm which won all
hearts, that entitled him to be caUed the greatest
modcm painter. His famous picture “ St. Cecilia,”

with its sweet expression and exquisite coloring,

its impressive union of earthly beauty with holy
enthusiasm, is symbolic of the varied qualities
of this wonderful man.

GRASSES GROW?

Fink.

Then it stirred, and tried to peep,
With its little green eye, right up to the sky.
And then it gave a leap;

For the sun was \varm and the earth was fair,
It felt the breezes blow,

It turned its cfieek to the soft, sweet air,

And a current of life, so rich and rare.

Carne up from its roots below,

it grew and kept growing, and that, my child,
Is the reason the grasses grow.”

'Oo talks des like as if ‘oo s’posc

I’s a baby and | don’t know

'Bout nuffin’! But babies and ev’'vy one knows.
That grasses don’'t think, for thcy only grows.
My Mam-ma has told me so.

W hat makes 'em start an’ gct bigger an’ bigger?
What is it that makes 'em grow?”

How could | answer in words so plain

That a baby could understand ?

Ah, how could I answer my heart! 'T were vain
To talk of the unién of sun and rain

In the rich and fruitful land;

For over them all was the mystery

Of will and a guiding hand.

What could | gather from learning more
Than was written,so long ago?
1 heard the billows of Science-roar
On the rocks of.truth from the mystic shorc,
And, humbly bowing low,
| answered alike the man and child:

“ God makes the grasses grow.”
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THE POOR COUNT'S CHRISTMAS.
(A Fairy Ta)

By Frank R. Stockton.

Very many years ago therelived a noble Count,
who was one of the kindest and best-hearted men
in the world. Every day in the year, he gave to
the poor and helped the friendiess, but it was at
the merry Christmas-time that his goodness shone
brightest. He had even vowed a vow, that, as far
as he was able to make them so, every child he
knew should be happy on Christmas-day.

Early every Christmas morning, each boy and
girl in the neighborhood, who was oid enough, and
not too oid, carne to the castle of the CountCormo,
and there the Count and the Countess welcomed
them all, rich or poor, and through the whole day
there were games, and festive merry-making, and
good things to eat, and fun of every kind, and
besides all this, there was a grand Christmas-tree,



with a present on it for each of the eager, happy
youngsters who stood around it.

But although the good Count had a castle and
rich lands, he gave away so much money that he
became poorer and poorer, so that at last he and
his wife often found it hard to get the clothes and
food they absolutely needed.

But this made no difference with the Christmas
festivities. The Count was not now afale to be
very generous during the year, although he was
always willing to divide a meal with a hungry
pcrson; but he managed so that the children could
have their festival and their presents at Christmas.
Year by year he had sold for this purpose some of
the ljeautiful things which the castle contained, so
that now there was scarcely enough furniture left
for the actual use of himself and the Countess.

One night, about a week before Christmas, the
Count and his wife satin the great hall before a fire
smaller and poorer than those which burned on the
hearth of most of the cottagers in the surrounding
counti7, for the cottagers could go into the woods
and pick up sticks and twigs, whereas the Count
had sold all his forests, so that he could not cut
‘'vood, and he had only one oid man for outdoor
work, and he had already picked up all the fallen
branches within a wide circuit of the castle.

“Well, one thing is certain,” said the Countess
Cormo, as she drew her chair nearer to the little
pile of burning sticks, “ and that is, that we can
not have the children here at Christmas this year.”

“Why not?" asked the Count.

“ Because we have nothing to give them,” re-
plied his wife. “ We have nothing for them to
cat; notliing to puton the tree, and no money to
buy anything. What would be the good of their
coming when we have nothing at all for them ?”

“ But we must have something,” saidthe Count.
“ Think of all the years that we have had these
Christmas gatherings, and then think how hard it
would be, both for us and the little ones, to give
them up now we are growing oid; and we may not
be with the children another year. There are yet
several days before Christmas; | can sell some-
thing to-morrow, and we can have the tree and
everything prepared in time. There will not be so
much to eat as usual, and the presents will be
smaller, but it wiU be our good oid Christmas in
spite of that.”

“ | should like very much to know what you are
going to sell,” asked the Countess. “ | thought
we had already parted with everything that we
could possibly spare.”

“ Notquite,” said the Count. “ Thereisour oid
family bedstead. It is very Icirge; it is made of
the most valiiable woods, and it is inlaid with gold
and silver. It will surely bring a good price.”

“ Sell the family bedstead!” cried the Countess.
“ The bedstead on which your ancestors, for gener-
ations, have slept and died ! How could you even
think of such a thing! And what are we going to
sleep on, | 'dlike to know?”

“ Oh, we can get along very well,” said the
Count. “ There is a smallbedstead which you can
have, and | will sleep upon the floor. 1 would
much rather do that tlian have thc children disap-
pointed at Christmas-time.”

“ On the floor! at your age!” exdaimed the
Countess. “ It will be the death of you! But if
you have made up your mind, | suppose there is
no use in my saying anything more about it.”

THE YOUNG OIANT WAS TALKSNG TO A LITTLE FAIRV I'ERCHED
ON HIS POREFINGBR.
“ Not the Icast in the world,” replied her hus-
band, with a smilc ; and so she said no more.
It was on the morning of the next day that
there carne through the forest, not very far from



the Count Cormo’s castle, a tail young giant. As
he strode along, he appeared to be talldng to the
forefinger of his right hand, which he held up

FELPAR INTERVIEWS THE SICK GIANT.

before him. He was not, however, talking to his
forefinger, but to a little fairy whowas sitting on
it, chatting away in avery lively manner.

“ And so,” said this little crcature, “ you are
two hundred miles from your own home 1 What
in the world made you take so long ajourney?”

“ 1 don't cali it very long,” replied the giant;
“ and | had to take it. There was nothing else to
do. You see | have nothing to eat, or almost
nothing, in my castle, and a person can’t getalong
that way. He must go and see about things.”

“ And what are you going to see about ?” asked
the fairy.

“ 1 am going to see if my grandfather’s Unele is
dead. He isvery rich and | am one of his heirs.
When | get my share of his money, | shall be
quite comfortable.”

“ It seems to me,” said the fairy, “ that it is a
ver'" poor way of living, to be waiting for other
peopie’s money.”

“ It is so,” replied the giant. “ I 'm tired ofit.
I 've been waiting ever since | was a littlf boy."”

The fairy saw that her companion had not
exactly understood her rcmark, but she said no
more about it. She merely addcd, “ It seems

strange to hear you say that
you once were little.”

“ Oh, yes, | was,” said the
giant. “ At onc time, | was
no taller than a horse.”

“ Astonishing !” said the
fairy, making bclieve to be
very much surprised. “ Now,
when | was a baby, | was
about the size of a pea.”

This made the giant laugh,
but he said he supposed it
must have been so, consider-
ing the present size, and then
he said; “ Talking of peas
reminds me that | ain hun-
gry. We must stop some-
where, and ask for something
to eat.”

“ That will suit me ven-
well, but don’t let us go to
the same place,” said tho

fairy. “ 1 expcct you are
dreadfully hungry.”

“ All right,” replied the
other. “ There is a great

house over in the valley, not
more than fifteen miles away.
1’1l just step over there, and
you can go to Count Cormo’s
castle. 1’ll take you to the
edge of the woods. When
you 've had your dinner,come back to this big oak,
and | will meet you; | 've heard the Count is get-
ting very poor, but he 'll have enough for you.”

So the giant put the faivy down on the ground,
and she skipped along to the castle, while be
stcpped over to the house in the valley.

In an hour or two they met again at the great
oak, and the giant taking up his little friend on his
forefinger, they continued their journey.

“ You told me that Count Cormowas poor,” shc
said, “ but I don’t bclieve you know how poor he
really is. When | went there, he and his wife
had just finished their dinner, and were sitting
before the fire-place. | did n’'t notice any fire in
it. They were busy talking, and so | did not dis-
turb them, but just climbed up on the table to see
what I could find to eat. You have n't any idea
what a miserable meal they must have had. Of
course there was enough left for me, for I need
only a few crumbs, but everything was so hard
and stalc that | could scarcely eat it. | don’'t see
how they can Uve in that way. But after the meal,
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when | hcavd them talking, | found out how poor
they really were,”

“ It was n't exactly the proper thing to sit there
and listen to them, was it ?” asked the giant.

“ Perhaps not,” said the fairy, “ but I did want
to hear what they were saying. So | sat quite still.
They were talking about the Christmas-tree, and
all the other good things they give the children
every year; and although they are so poor, they
are going to do just the same this year.”

“ 1 don’t see how they can,” said the giant.

“ The Countis going to sell his family bed-
stead,” replied his companion.

Theyoung giantstopped short in the path.

“ You don't meanto say,” he exclaimed, “ that
the celebrated family bedstead of the Cormo family
is to be sold to give the children a Christmas-
tree !

“ That is exactly what I mean,” replied the
fairy.

“Well, well, well!” said the giant, resuming
his walk. “ I never heard of such a thing in all

my bom days. It ’s dreadful, it 's pitiful!”

“ Indeed it is,” said the fairy.

“ It ought to be stopped,” added the giant.
“ He should n’'t be allowed to do such a thing.”

“ Indeed he should n’t,” the fairy said.

And thus they went on lamenting and regretting
the poor Count’s purpose, for about eleven miles.
Then they carne to a cross-road Uirough the forest.

“1'E go down here,” said the giant, “ and
leave you among your friends at Fairy Elms,
where you want to go.”

“1’'m not sure that | do want to go there just
now,” said the fairy. “ I think | should like to go
with you to your grandfather’s uncle’s castle, and
see what your prospccts are. If you find he is still
alive, shall you wait?”

“ | guess not,” said the giant, laughing. *“ But
you can come along with me, and we 'll sec how
things stand.”

Befdte very long, they carne to a great castle, and
a warder stood before the gate.

“ Ho, warder! ” cried the giant when he carne
up, “ How goes itwith my grandfather’s uncle,
the oid giant Omscrag?”

“He lias been dead a month,” said the warder,
“ and his property is all divided among his heirs.”

“ That is not so,” roared the giant. “ | ain one
of his heirs, and | have n't got anything.”
“1 don't know anything about it,” said the

warder. “ | was told to give that message to
every one who carne, and | 've given it to you.”

“ Who told you to give it?” cried the giant.

“ My master, Katofan, who is the oid giant’s
principal heir, and who now owns the castle.”

“ Katofan !” exclaimed the giant, “ What im-
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pudence I He’'s a ninth cousin by ftiarriage.
Where is he ? | ivantto see him.”

“ 1 don't think he is well enough to see any-
body to-day,” said the warder.

“ Open that gate !” the giant roared, “ or | shall
plunge your family into woe!”

The warder turned palé, and opened the gate as
wide as it would go, while the giant, with the fairy
on his finger, walked boldly in.

In a large inner hall, sitting before a great fire,
they saw a giant so tall and thin that he looked as
if he had been made of great fishing-poles. He
turned uneasily in his chair when he saw his vis-
ilor, and was going to say something about being
too unwell to receive company, when our young
giant, whose fiame was Feldar, interrupted him by
calling out, in a tremendous voice;

“Well, now, Katofan, I should like to know what
all tliis means! How did you come to be heir to
this castle ?”

THE YOUNG giant'S WAY OF OCTTINC THE KBV.

“ Because it descended to me from my good oid
relative and friend,” said the other.
“ | expect there are a hundred heirs, whohave a



better right to it than you,” said our giant. “ The
truth is, no doubt, that you were here when my
grandfather’s unclc died, and that you took posses-
sion, and have since kept everybody out.”

“ Oh, no,” said the thin giant, “ the other heirs
have had a share of tlie fortune.”

“ How many ofthein?” said Feldar, *
much did they get?”

“ As many as two or three of them,” said the
other, “ and they got some very nice things in thc
way of ornaments and curiosities.”

“Well,” said Feldar, stretching himselfup high,
“ 1 am one of the heirs to this property, and |
want my share of it. Who attends to the dividing
business? Do you do it yourself?”

“ Oh, no!” said the thin giant. “ I am not
weU enough for that. | can not go about much.
But | will send for my dividing-agent. 1 had to
employ one, there wasso much todo. He will see
that you get your share.”

He then rang a bell, and a small man appeared.
W hen the fairy saw him, she could not help laugh-
ing, but her laugh was such a little one that no
one noticed it. He had a bushy head of hair,
which was black as ink on one side, and as white
as milk on the other. Looking at him from one
side, he seemed quite young, and from the other
side, quite oid.

“ Flipkrak,” said the thin giant, “ thisis another
heir to this property; we overlooked him when we
made our division. | wish you would take him, as
you did the others, and let him choose something

that he would like to have.”

“ Certainly,” said Flipkrak. *“ This way, good
sir,” and he went out of a side-door, followed
dosely by Feldar.

“ How would you like a hinge ?" cried the thin
giant, as they reached the door. “ There are some
very handsome and odd hinges, nearly new. If
you take one, you might some day got another to
match it, and then you would have a nice pair
all ready, when you putup a new door.”

Feldar stopped a moment in the door-way.

“1’'E look at them,” he answered, and then
went on.

“ Here, good sir,” said Flipkrak, showing the
young giant into a large room, “ is a collection of
most beautiful arricies. You can choose any one
of them, or even two if you like. They will be
admirable mementos of your deceased relative.”

Feldar looked around. There were all sorts of
brass and iron ornaments, oid pieces of furniture,
and various odds and ends, of little valué.

“ A nice iot of rubbish,” said the young giant.
“ If I ever have any holes to fill up, on my ground,
1 may send for a few wagon-loads of it. Suppose
we look through the rest of the castle ?”

and how

“ Oh, good sir,” said the dividing-agent, “ the
things in the rest of the castle belong to my good
master!"

“You can come, if you choose,” said Feldar,
striding away, “ oryou can stay behind,” and thc
poor man, frightened, ran after him as fast as he
could.

The young giant walked through several of the
vast rooms of the castle. “ | see you have a great
deal of very fine furniture here,” he said to Flip-
krak, “ and I need furniture. | will mark some of
it with this piece of chalk, and you can send it
to me.”

“ Oh, yes, good sir,"” cried the dividing-agent,
quite pleased at this. “ We can send it to you
after you go away."

Feldar took a piece of chalk from his pocket, and
marked enough furniture to furnish an ordinary
castle.

“ This kind of chalk will not rub off,” he said,
“and | 've marked the things where it wont show.
But don’t overlook any of them. Now, where are
your money-vaults ?”

“ Oh, good sir 1” cried the dividing-agent, “ you
can’'t go there, we don’t divide any of— | mean we
have n’'t any money-vaults !”

“ Give me the key,” said Feldar.

“ Oh, good sirl ” cried Flipkrak, shaking with
terror, “ 1 must not let that go out of my keeping
— | mean | have n't got it.”

The giant made no answer, but taking the
dividing-agent by the heels, he held him upside
down in the air, and shook him. A big key
dropped from his pockets.

“That’s the key, no doubt,” said the giant, put-
ting the man down, and picking up the key. “1
can find the vault by myself. | wont trouble you
any more.”

But as he went down to the lower parts of thc cas-
tle, the dividing-agent ran after him, wailing and
tearing his two-colored hair.

When he reached thc money-vault, Feldar
casily opened the door and walked in. Great bags
of gold and silver, each holding about a bushel,
werepiled up around the walls. Feldar took out
his piece of chalk, and marked about a dozcn of
those bags which held the gold coin.

“ Oh, that'’s right, good sir,” cried Flipkrak,
feeling a little better. “ We can send them to you
after you go away.”

“ What is in those small bags, on tliat shelf?”
asked Feldar.

“ Those are diamonds, good sir,” said the
agent; “ you can mark some of them if you like.”

“ 1 will mark one,” said the giant to the fairy,
who was securely nestled in the ruffles of his shirt-
bosom, “ and that | will give to you.”



“To me!” exclaimed Flipkrak, who did not
see the fairy; “ what does he mean by that?”

“Thank you,” said the little creature, in delight.
¢ Diamonds are so lovelyl How glad I am that
your grandfather’s uncle died !'”

“ You should n't say that,” said the giant.
isn't proper.”

“ But you feel glad, don't you ?” she asked.

“ 1 don't talk about it, if | do,” said Feldar.
Then turning to the dividing-agent, he told him
that he thought he had marked all the bags he
wanted.

“ All right, good sir,” said Flipkrak, “
send them to you, very soon— very soon.”

“ Oh, you need n't trouble yourself about that,”
said Feldar; “ | will take them along with me.”
And so saying, he put the bag of diamonds in one
of his coat-pockets, and began to pile the bags of
money on his shoulders.

The dividing-agent yelled and howled with dis-
may, but it was of no use. Feldar loaded himself
myith his bags, and walked off, without even look-
ing at Flipkrak, who was almost crazy at seeing
so much of his master’s treasure boldly taken away
from him.

Feldar stopped for a moment in the great hall.

“ It

we will

where the thin giant was still sitting before the fire.
“1 've taken my share of the money,” he said,
“and | 've marked a lot of furniture and things
which | want you to send me, inside of a week.
Do you undcrstand ?”

The thin giant gave one look at the piles of bags
on Feldar’s shoulders, and fainted away. He had
more money left than he could possibly use, but he
could not bear to lose the least bit of the wealth he
had seized upon.

“What in the world are you going to do wfth
all that money ?” the faiiy asked.

“ 1 am going to give one bag of it to Count
Cormo, so that he can offer the children a decent
Christmas-tree, and the rest | shall carry to my
castle on Shattered Crag.”

“ | don’t believe the Count will take it,” said the
fairy. “ He’s awfully proud, and he would say that
you were giving the Christmas feasts and not he.
I wish you would let me manage this affair foryou.”

“ Well, I will,” said the giant.

“ All right,” cried the fairy, clappingher hands.
“ 1’1l do the thinking, and you can do the wotk-
ing. 1t’s easy for me to think.”

“ And it’s just as easy for me to work,” said
Feldar, with hearty good-will.

{Conclusién next inonik.)
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RECOLLECTIONS OE A DRUMMER-BOY*

By Harky

Chaptkr 1V.
A GRAND REVIEW.

On a certain day near the beginning of April,
1863, we were ordered to prepare for a grand re-
view of our Corps. President Lincoln, Mrs. Lin-
coln, Master Tad Lincoln (who used to play among

Kieffer.

itself to the eyes of the beholders when, on the
morning of the ninth day of April, 1863, our gal-
lant First Army Corps, leaving its camps among
the hills, assemblcd on a wide, extended plain for
thc inspection of our illustrious visitors.

As regiment after regiment, and brigade after
brigade, carne marching out from the surrounding

WAITIHG TO DE KEVIEWED BY THE PKRAIDENT.

our tcnts at “ Soldiers’ Home "), and some of the
Cabinet officers, were coming down to look us over
and see what promise we gave for the campaign
soon to open.

Those who have never seen a grand review
of weil-drillcd troops in the field have never seen
one of the finest and most inspiring sights thc
oyes of man can bchold. 1 wish | could impart
to thc readers of ST. Nicholas some faint idea
of the 'tlvrilling scene which must have presented

' Copyrighl,

hills and ravines, with flags gayly fiying, bands
and drum corps making such music as was
enough to stir the blood in the heart of the most
indifferent to a quicker pulse, and well-drilled
troops that marched in the morning sunlight with
a step as steady as thc stroke of machinery— ah,
it was a sight to be seen but once in a ccntury!
And when thosc twenty thousand men were ail at
last in line, with the artillery in position off to one
side on the hill, and ready to fire their salute, it

by Htury M. Kicflecr. All rights reserveU.



seemed well worth the President’s while to come
all the way from Washington to look at them.

But the President was a long, long time in com-
ing. The sun, mounting fast toward noon, began
to be insufferably hot. One hour, two hours, three
hours were passing away, when, at last, far off
through adefile between the hils, we caughtsight of
a great cloud of dust.

“Fall in, men!” for now here they come, sure
enough. Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln in a carriage,
escorted by a body of cavalry and groups of offi-
cers, and at the head of the cavalcade Master
Tad, sure as the world, mounted on a pony, and
having for his especial escort aboyorderly, dressed
in a cavalryman’s uniform and mounted on another
pony! And the two little fellows, scarce restraining
their boyish delight, outrode the company and
carne on the field in a cloud of dust and at a full
gallop— little Tad shouting to the raen, at the top
of hisvoice; “ Make way, menl Make way, raen!
Father's a-coming! Father’s a-coraing!”

Then the artillery breaks forth into a thundering
sahite, that wakes the echoes among the hills and
sets the air to shivering and quaking about your
ears, as the cavalcade gallops down the long line,
and regimental standards droop in greeting, and
bands and drum corps, one after another, strike
up “ Hail to the Chief,” till they are all playing
at once in a grand chorus, that makes the hills
ring as they never rang before.

But all this is only a flourish by way of prelude.
The realbeauty of the review is yet to come, and
can be seen only when the cavalcade, having gal-
loped down the line in front and up again on the
rear, has taken its stand out yonder iminediately
in front of the middle of the line, and the order is
given to “ pass in review.”

Notice now, how, by one swifi and dexterous
movement, as the officers step out and give the
command, that long line is broken into platoons
of exactly equal length; how, straight as an arrow,
each platoon is dressed; how the feet of the men
all move togethcr, and their guns, flashing in the
sun, have the same inclination. Observe particu-
larly how, when they come to wheel off, there is no
bend in the line, but they wheel as if the whole
platoon were a ramrod made to revolve about its
one end through a quarter-citclc; and now that
they ave marching thus down the field and past the
President, what a grandeur there is in the steady
step and onward sweep of that column of twenty
thousand boys in bine!

But, once we have passed the President and
gained the other end of tlie field, it is not nearly
so nice. For wc must needs finish the review in
adouble-quick, just by way of showing, | suppose,
what we could do if we were wanted in a hurry—

as, indeed, we will be, not more than sixty days
henee! Away we go, then, ona dead run_off the
field, in a cloud ofdust and amid a clatter of bay-
onet-scabbards, till, hid behind the hills,we come to
a more sober pace, and march into camp just as
tired as tired can be.

Chapter V.

ON PICKET ALONG THE RAPPAHANNOCK.
“Harry, would n't you like to go out on picket
with US to-morrow ? The weather is pleasant, and
1 'd like to have you for company, for time hangs
rather heavy on a fellow’s hands out there ; and,
besides, | want you to help me with my Latin.”

Andy was a studious fellow, and carried on his
studies with greatcr or less regularity during our
whole time of service. Ofcourse wchad no books,
except a pocket copy of “ Cicsar,” but to make up
for the deficiency, particularly ofa grammar, 1 had
ivritten out the declensions of the nouns and the
conjugations of the verbs on odd scraps of paper,
which Andy had gathcred up and carricd in a-roU
in his breast-pocket, and many were the lessdns we
had together under the canvas or. beneath the sigh-
ing branches of the pines.

“ Well, oid boy, I'd like to go aJong first-rate,
but we must get permission of the adjutant first.”

Having secured the adjutant’s consent, and pro-
vided rayself with a gun and accoutorments, the
next morning at four o’clock | set out, in company
with a body of some several hundred men of the
regiment. We were to be absent from camp for
two days, at the expiration of which time we were
to be relieved by the next detail.

It was pleasant April weather, for the scason was
well advanced. Our loute lay straight over the
hills and through the ravines, for there were no
roads, fences, fior fields. But few houses were to
be seen, and from these the inhabitants had, of
course, long since disappeared! At one of these
few remaining houses, situated some three hundred
yards from the rivct's edge, our advance picket-
reserve was established, the captain in command
making his head-quarteis in the once beautiful
grounds of the mansién, long since left empty and
dcserted by its former occupants. The place had
a very distressing air of neglect. The beautiful
lawn in front, where merry children had no doubt
played and romped in years gone by, was over-
grown with weeds. The large and commodious
porch in front, where in other days the family
gathered in the evening-time and talked and sang,
while the river flowed peacefully by, was now
abandonad to the spiders and their webs. The
whole house was pitifully forlom-looking, as if



wondering why the family did not come back to fill
its spacious halls with life and mirth. Even the
colored people had left their quarters. There was
not a soul anywhere about.

W e were not permitted either to enter the house
or to do any damage to the property. Pitcliing
our shelter-tents under the outsprcading branches
of the great elms on the lawn in frontof the house,
and building our fires back of a hill in thc rcar, to
cook our breakfast, we awaited our tuni to stand
guard on the picket-line, which ran ciése along the
river's cdge.

It may be interesting to the boys of St. NtCHO-
L.AS to know more particularly how this matter of
standing picketisanunged and conductcd. MTien
a body of men numbering, let us say, for the sake
of cxamplc, two hundred in all, go out on picket,
the detail is usually divided into two equal parts,
consisting in the supposed case of one hundred
each. One of these coinpanies of a hundred goes
into a sort of camp about a half-mile from thc
picket-line,— usually in awoods or near by a spring,
if one can be found, or in some pleasant ravine
among the hills,— and the raen have nothing to
do but make themselves comfortable for tbe first
twenty-four liours. They may sleep as much as
they like, or play at such games as they pleasc,
only they must not go away any considerable dis-
because they may be veiy
the

tance ftom the post,
suddenly wanted, in case of an attack on
advance picket-line.

The other band of one hundred takes position
only a short distance to the reai' of the line
where the pickets pace to and fro on their beats,
and is known as the advance picket-post. It &
under the charge of a captain or lieutenant, and is
divided into three parts, each of which is called a
“ relief,” thc three being known as the first, the
second, and the third relief, respectively. Each
of these is under the charge of a non-commissioned
officer,— a sergeant or corporal,— and must stand
guard in succession, two hours on and four
off, day and night, for tlie first twenty-four hours,
at the end of which time the reserve one hundred
in the rear march up and relieve thewhole advance
picket-post, which then goes to the rear, throws off
its accouterments, stacks its arms, and sleeps tiil it
can sleep no more. | need hardly add that each
picket is furnished with the countersign, which is
regularly changed every day. While on thc
advance picket-post no one is permitted to sleep,
whether on duty on the linc or not, and to sleep on
the picket-line is death! At or near midnighta
body of officers, known as “ The Grand Rounds,"
goes all along the line examining every picket to
see that “ all is well.”

Andy and | had by request been put together on

the second relief, and stood guard from eight to
ten in the morning, two to four in the afternoon,
and eight to ten and two to four at night.

It was growing dark as we sat with our backs
against the oid clms on the lawn," telling stories,
singing catches of songs, or discussing thc proba-
bilities of the summer campaign, when the calirang
out; “ Fallin, second relief!”

“ Come on, Harry— get on your horse-hide and
sholting-iron. We 've got a nice moonlight night
for it, any way.”

Our line, as | have said, ran directly along the
river's edge, up and down, which Andy and 1
paced on our adjoining beats, each of us having to
walk about a hundred yards, wben we turned and
walked bagk, with gun loaded and capped and ata
right-shoulder-shift.

The night was beautiful. A full round moon
shone out from among the fleecy clouds overhead.
At my fcci was the pleasant plashing of the river,
ever glidjng on, with the moonbcams dancing as if
in sport on its rippiing surface, while thc opposite
bank was hid in the deep, solemii shadows made by
the overhanging trees. Yet the shadows were not
so deep there but that occasionally I could catch
glimpscs of a.pickct silently pacing his beat on the
South side of the river, as | was pacing mine on the
north, with bayonet flashing in the patches of
moonlight as he passed up and down. | fell to
wondering, as | watched him, what sort of man
he was? Young or oid? Had he children at
home, may be, in thc far-off South ? Or a father and
mother? Did he wish thiscruel war was over? In
the next fight may be he 'd be killed ! Then 1 fell
to wondering who had lived in that house up yon-
der— what kind of people were they? Were the
sons in the war, and the daughters, where were
they?— and would they ever come back again and
set up their houschold gods in the good oid place
once more? My imagination was busy trying to
picture the scenes that had enlivened the oid planta-
tion, the darkies at work in the fields and the------

“ Helio, Yank! We can lick you !”

“ Beautiful night, Johnny, isn'tit?”

“ Y-e-s, lovely!”

But our orders are to hold as little conversation
with the pickets on the other side of the river as
nccessary, and so, declining any further civilities, |
resume my beat.

“ Harry, 1 'm going to lie down here at the
upper end of your beat,” says the sergeant who
has charge of our relief. “ 1 aint agoing to
sleep, but | 'm tired. Every time you come up to
this end of your beat speak to me, will you ?>— for
I mighi fall asleep.”

“ Certainly, Sergeant.”

The first time 1 speak to him, the second, and



the third, he answers rcadily enough, “ All right,
Harry,” but at the fourth summons he is sound
aslecp. Sleep on, Sergeant, sleep on! Your slum-
bers shall not be broken by me— unless the
“ Grand Rounds” come along, for whom | must
keep a sharp lookout, lest they catch you nap-
ping and give you a pretty court-martial! But
Grand Rounds or no, you shall have a little

IK A DAKCBROUS PART OF HIS BCAT.

sleep. One of these days, you, and many more
of us besides, will sleep the last long sleep that
knows no waking. But hark!— | hear the chal-
lenge up the line! I must rouse you, after all.

“ Sergeant! Sergeant! Getup— Grand Rounds!”

“Halt! Who goes there?"

“The Grand Rounds."

“ Advance, officer of the Grand Rounds,
give the countersign.”

An officer steps out from the group that is half-
hidden in the shadow, and whispcrs in my car,
“ Lafayettc,” when the wholc body siiently and
stealthily passes down the line.

Relieved at ten o'clock, we go back to our post
at the house, and find it rathcr hard work to keep
our eyes open from ten to two o’clock, but sleep is
out of the question. At two o’clock in the morn-

and

ing the second relief goes out againdown
through the patch of meadow, wet with the heavy
dew, and along down the river to our posts. It is
nearly three o'clock, and Andy and | are standing
talking in low tones™ he at the uppcr end of his
beat and | at the lower end of mine, when----—-—-

Bang ! And the whistle of a hall is heard over-
head among the branches. Springing forward at

once by a common impulse, we gct
behind the shelter of a trec, run out
our rifles, and make ready to fire.

“You watch up-river, Harry,” whis-
pers Andy, “ and 1 'll watch down,
and if you see him trying to handic
his ramrod, let him have it, and don’c
miss him.”

Butapparentl)- Johnnyisin no hurry
to load up again, and likes the deep
shadow of his tree too well to walk his
beat any more, for wc wait jmpatientl>-
for a long while and see nothing of
him. By and by we hear him calling
over; “ I say, Yank!”

“ Well, Johnny ?”

“ 1fyou wont shoot, I wont. ”

“ Rather late in the morning to
make such an offer,is n'tit? Did n't
yop shoot, just now ?”

“You see, my oid gun went off by
accident.”

“That 's a likely yarn o’ yours,
Johnny!”

“ But it 's an honest fact, any way.”

“ Well, Johnny, next time your gun
's going to go off in that uncomfort-
ablc way, you wuUl oblige us chaps
over here by holding the muzzle
down toward Dixle, or somebody 'l
turn up his toes to the daisies before
morning yet.”

“ All right. Yank,” said Johnny, stepping out
from behind his tree into the bright moonlight like
a man, “ but we can lick you, any way !”

“ Andy, do you think that fcllow’s gun went off
by accident, or was the rascal trying to hurt soino-
body?”

“ 1 tliink he 's honest in what he says. Harry.
His gun might have gone off by accident. Thcre
's no telling, though. He 'll need a little watching,
| guess.”

But Johnny paces his beat harmlessly enough
for the remainder of the hour, singing catches of
song, and whistling the airs of Dixie, while we pace
ours as leisurely as he, but, with a wholcsome
regard for guns that go offso easily of themselves,
we have a decided preference for the dark shadows,
and are cautious lest we linger too long on tirése



parts of our several beats where the bright moon-
beams lie.

It mustnot be supposed that the sentries of the
two armies were forever picking one another off
whenever opportunity offered; for what good didit
do to murder each other in coid blood ? It only
wasted powder, and did not forwaid the issue
of the. great conflict at all. Except at times im-
mediately before or after a battle, or when there
was some specially excifing reason for mutual
defiance, the pickets were generally on friendly
terms, conversed freely about the news of the
day, exchanged ncwspapers, coffee, and tobéceo,
swapped knives, and occasionally had a friendly
game of cards together. Sometimes, however,
picket duty was but another fiame for sharp-shoot-
ing and bushwhacking of the most dangerous and
deadly sort.

When we had been relieved, and got back to our
little bivouac under the elms on the lawn, and sat
down there to discuss the episode of the night, |
asked Andy:

“ What was that piece of poetry you read to me
the other‘day, about a picket being shot? It was
something about ‘all quiet along the Potomac to-
night.” Do you remember the words well enough
torepeatit?”

“Yes, | commitled it to memory, Harty', and if
you wish, 1'll recite it for your benefit. W e 'll just
imagine ourselves back in the dear oid Academy
again, and that it is ‘ declamation-day,” and my
Alame is called and | step up and declaim:

‘“ALL QUIET ALONG THE POTOMAC TO-NIGHT.

“ “A11 quiet along the Potomac, they say,
Except, now and then, a stray picket

Js shot, as he walks oq his beat to and fro,

in the ihicket.

'T is nothing— a private or two, now and then,
W il not count in the news of the hattle;

Not an officer lost— only one of the meo,
Moaning out, all alone, the deaih*rattle.

By a rifleman bid

‘e'All quiet along the Potomac to*night,

W here the soldiers lie peacefully dreaming;

Tlieir tents, in the rays of the dear autumn mom,
O’er'thc light of the watch-firca are gleaoiing.

A tremulous sigh of the gcntle night-wind
Through the forest-leaves sofdy is creeping,

W hile stars up above, with their glittering cyes,
Keep guaid, for the army is slecping.

“ There 's only the sound of the lonc sentry's tread.
As he tramps from the rock to the fountain,
And thinks of the two, in the low crundle*bed,
Far away in the cot on the mountaln.
His musket falls slack — his &ce, dark aod gfim,
Grows gentle with memories tender,
As he mutters a praycr for the children aslecp —
For their mother— may Heavcn defend heri

“ 'He passes the fountain, the blastcd pine-D'ee -
His fooistep is lagging and weary;
Yet onward he goes, through the broad belc of Hght,
Toward the shades of the forest so dreary.

H aik! was it the night-wiiid that rustled the leaves ?
W as it the moonlighc so wondrously flashing?

It looked like a riftc-“ Hal Mary, good-bye! ”
And the life*blood is ebbing and plashing!

“All quiet along the Potomac to*night—
No souod savc the rush of the river;

W hile soft falls the dew on the hcc of the dead—
The picket's off duty forever!” '

Chapter VI.

HOW WE GOT A SHELLING.

Pack upt Fall inl All is stir and excite-
the camp. The bugles blowing
“ boots and saddles ” for the cavalry camped above
US on the hill; we drummer-boys are beating the
“long roll” and “ assembly ” for the regiment,
mounted orderlies are galloping along the hill-side
with great ytllow envelopes stuck in their belts;
and the men fall

ment in are

out of their miserable winter-
quarters, with shouts and cheersthat make the hills
about Falmouth ring again. For the winter is
past; the sweet breath of spring comes balrtuly
up from the south, and the whole army is on the
move— whither ?

“ Say, Captain, tell us where are we going?”
But the captain does n't know, fior even the colonel
— nobody knows. We are raw troops yet, and
have not leatned that soldiers never ask questions
about ordcrs.

So, fall in there, all together, and forward 1
And we ten little drummer-boys beat gayly enough
“ The Girl 1 Left Behind Me,” as the line sweeps
over the hills, through the woods, and on down to
the river’'s edge.

And soon here we are, on the Rappahannock,
three miles below Fredericksburg.
we emerge from the woods,
the long

W e can see, as
away over the river,
line of earth-works thrown up by the
enemy, and small dark specks moving about along
the field, in the far, dim distance, which we know
to be officere, or perhaps cavalry-pickets.
see, too, our own first division
pontoon-bridge,

W e can
laying down the
on which, according to a rumor
that is spreading among us, we are to cross the
river and charge the enemy’s works.

Here is an ofd army-letter lying before me,
written on my drum-head in lead-pencil, in that
stretch of meadow by the river, where | heard my
first Shell scream and shriek:

Near Rappahannock River, Apr. aSth.
“DearFather: We have moved to the river,

and are just going into battle. | am well and so

are the boys.— Youraffect. son, Harry.”

But we do not go into battle that day, fior next
day, fior at all at that point; for we are making
only a “ feint,” though we do not know it now, to
attract the attention of the enemy from the main



movement of the axmy at ChancellorsvilJe, some
twenty-five or thirty miles farther up the river.
The men are in good spirits and all ready for the
fray, but as the day wears on without further devel-
opments, arms are stacked, and we begin to roam
about the hills; some are writing letters home,
some sleeping, some even fishing in a little rivulet
that runs by us, when toward three o’clock in the
afternoon, and all of a sudden, the enemy opens
fire on us with a salute ofthree shells fired in rapid
succession, not quite into our ranks, but a little to
the left of us; and see ! over there where thc Forty-
third lies, to our left, come three stretchers, and you
can see deep crimson stains on the canvas as they
go b)’ USon a lively trot to the rear; for “ the ball
is opening, boys,” and we are under fire for the
first time.

I wish | could convey to the readers of St.
Nicholas some faint idea of the noisc made by a
shell as it flies shrieking and screaming through
the air, and of that peculiar whirring sound made
by the pieces after the shell has burst overhead or
by your side. So loud, high-pitched, shtill, and
terrible is the sound, that onc unaccustomed to it
would'think at first that thc very heavens were
ljeing torn down about his ears !

How often | have laughed and laughed at myself
when thinking of that first shelling we got there by
the river ! For, up to that time, | liad had a ver)'
poor, old-fashioned idea of what a shell was like,
liaving derived it probably from accounts of sieges
in the Mexican wat.

| had thought a shell was a hollow ball of iron,
filled with powder and furnished with a fuse, and
that they threw it over into your ranks, and there
it lay, hissing and spitting, till the fire reached the
powder, and the shell burst and killed a dozen raen
or so— that is, if some venturesome fellow did n’t
run up and stamp the fire off the fuse before the
miserable thing went off! Of a conical shell,
shaped like a minie-ball, with ridges on the out-
side to fit the grooves of a rifled cannon, and ex-
ploding by a percussion-cap at the pointed end, |
liad no idea in the world. But that was the sort
of thing they were firing at us now— Hiir-r-r—
bang! Hur-r-r— bang!

Throwing myselfflat on my face while that terri-
ble shriek is in the air, I cling closer tothé ground
while | hear that low, whirring sound near by,
which | foolishly imagine to be the sound of a
burning fuse, but which, on raising my head and
looking up and around, I find is the sound of
pieces of exploded shells fiying through the air about
our heads! The enemy has excellent range of us,
and gives it to us hot and fast, and we fall in linc
and take it as best we may, and without the pleas-
ure of replying, for the enemy’s batteries are a full

mile and a half away,
reach half so far.

“ Colonel, move your regiment a little to the
right, so as to get under cover of yondet bank.”
It is soon done; and there, seated on a bank about
twenty feet high, with our backs to the enemy, we
let them blaze away, for it is not likely they can
tumble a shell down at an angle of forty-five
degrees.

And now, see! Justto therearofus, and there-
fore in full view as we are sitting, is a battcry of
our own, coming up into position at full gallop— a
grand sight indeed I The officers with swords
flashing in thc evening sunlight, thc bugles clang-
ing out the orders, the carriages unlimhered, and
the guns run up into position ; and now, that ever
beautiful drill of the artillery in action, steady and
regular as the stroke of machinery! How swiftly
the man that handles the swab has prepared his
piece, while the runners have meanwhile brought
up the little red bag of powder and thc long, coni-
cal shell from thc caisson in the rear! How swiftly
they are rainmed home! The lieutenant sights his
piece, the man with the lanyard with a sudden jerk
fires the cap, the gun leaps five feet to the rem’
with the recoil, and out of the cannon’s throat, ina
cloud of smoke, rushes the shell, shrieking out its
raessage of death into the lines a raile and a half
away, while our boys rend the air with wild hur-
rahs, for the enemy'’s fire is answered !

Now ensucs an artillery dnel that keeps the air
all quivcring and quaking about our ears for an
hour and a half, and it is all the more exciting that
we can see the beautiful drul of thc batteries beside
us, with that steady swabbing and ramming, run-
ning and sighting and bang lbang 1l bang! The
mystery is how in the world they can load and fire
so fast.

“ Boys, what are you tiying to do?” It is the
general commanding the divisién, who reins in his
horse and asks the question, and he is one of the
finest artillerists in the service, they say.

“Why, General, we are trying to put a sheU
through that stone barn over there; it’s full of
sharp-shootcrs.”

“Hold a moment!”— and the general dis-
mounts and sights the gun. “ Try that elevation
once, Sergeant,” he says; and the shell goes crash-
ing through the barn a mile and a half away, and
the sharp-shooters come pouring out of it like bees
outof a hive. “ Let them have it so, boys.” And
the general has mounted, and rides, laughing,
away along the line.

Meanwhile, something istranspiring immediately
before our eyes that amuses us immensely. Not
more than twenty yards away from us is another
high bank, corresponding exactly with the one we

and no Enfield rifle can



are occupying, and runiiing parallel with it, the
two hills inclosing a little vaviiie some twenty or
thirty yards in width.

This second high bank,— the nearer one,—yon
must remember, faces the enemy’s fire. The water
has worn out of the soft sand-rock a sort of cave,
in which Darky Bill, our company cook, took
refuge at the crack of the first shell. And thcre,
crouching in the narrow recess of the rock, we can
see him shivering with affright. Evcry now and
then, when there is a lull in the firing, he comes to
the wide-open door ofhishouse, intent upon flight,
and, rolling up the grcat whites of his eyes, is aljout
to step out and nin, when Hur-r-r -hang- «
crack! goes the shell, and poor scared Darky Bill
dives into his cave again hcad-first, like a frog into
a pond.

After repeatcd attampts to run and repeated
frog-leaps backward, the poor fellow takes heart
and cuts for the woods, pursued by the laughter
and shouts of the regiment— for whicli he cares far
less, however, than for that terrible shriek in the
air, which, he aftenvard told us, “ was a-sayin.” ali
de time, ‘“Where 's dat nigger ! Where 's dat nig-
gcr! Where ’s dat nigger !'”

As night-fall comes on, the firing ceases. Word

is passed around that under cover of night we are
to cross the pontoons and chargc the enemy’s
works j but we sleep soundly all night on our arms,
and are awaked only by the first streaks of light
in the morning sky.

W ¢ have orders to move. A staff-officer is deliv-
ering orders to our colone!, who is surrounded by his
staff. They press in toward the messenger, standing
immediately below me as 1 sit nn the bank, when
the enemy gives us a morning salutc, and the shell
comes ricochetting over the hill and tumbles into a
mud-puddlc about which the group is gathered;
the mounted officers crouch in their saddles and
spur hastily away, the foot officers throw them-
selves flat on their faces into the mud ; the druin-
mer-boy is bespattered with mud and dirt; but
fortunately the shell does not cxplode, or the read-
ers of St. Nicholas would never have heard how
we got our first shelling.

And now, “ Fall in, men!” and we are offon a
double-quick in a cloud of dust, amid the rattic of
canteens and tin cups, and the regularjlofi,fiop of
cartridge-boxes and bayonet-scabbards, pursued
for two miles by the hot fire of the cncmy’s batter-
ies, for a long, hot, weary day’s march to the
extreme right of the army at ChancellorsviEc.

(I'o be cfiutinued.)

“ THE UBKIsKAL UISMOUNTS ANp SIGHTS THE GUN



THE HOOSIER

SCHOOL-BOY.

By F.dward Egglestox.

“ KOT THEBB, NOT THERB,

Chapter 1
THE NEW SCHOT.AR.

W kile the larger boys in the village scltool of
Greenbank were having a game of “ three oid
cat” before school-time, there appearcd on the
playground a strange boy, carrying two books, a
-slatc, and an atlas under his arm.

He was evidently from the country, for he wotc
asuitofbrown jeans, or woolen homespun, made
up in the natural color of the “ black ” sheep, as
we caliit. He shyly sidled up to the school-house
door, and looked doubtfully at the boys wJio were
playing: watching the familiar game as though he
had never seen it before.

The boys who had the “ paddles” ivere stand-
iug on three bases, while three others stood each
behind a base and tossed the hall round the
tnangle from one hole or base to another. The
new-comer soon perceived that, if one with a
paddle, or bat, struck at the ball and missed it,
and the hall was caught directly, or “ at the first
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bounce,” he gave up his bat to the one who had
“ caught him out.” When the ball was stnick,
it was called a “ tick,” and when there was a tick,
all the battcrs were obligad to run one base to the
left, and then the ball thrown between a batter
and the base to which he was running “ crossed
him out,” and obliged him to give up his “ pad-
dle” to the one who threw the ball.

“ Four oid cat,” “ two oid cat,” and “ five oid
cat” are, as everybody knows, played in the same
way, the number of bases or holes increasing
with the addition of each pair of players.

It is probable that the game was once— some
hundreds of years ago, may be— called “ three
hole catch,” and that the fiame was gradually cor-
rupted into “ three hole cat,” as it is still called in
the interior States, and then became changed by
mistake to “ three oid cat.” It is, no doubt, an
early form of our present game of base-ball.

Ir was this game which the new boy watched,
trying to get an inkling of how it was played. He
stood by the school-house door, and the girls who
carne in were obliged to pass near him. Each



of them stopped to scrape her shoes, or rather the
girls remembered the foot-scraper because they
were curious to see the new-comer. They cast
furtive glances at him, noting his new suit of

»brown clothes, his geography and atlas, his arith-
metic, and last of all, his face.

“ There 's a new scholar," said Peter Rose, or,
as he was always called, “ Pewee” Rose, a stout
and stocky boy of fourteen, who had just been
caught out by another.

“ | say, Greeny, how did you get so brown?”
called out Will Riley, a rather large, loose-jointed
fellow,

Of course, all the boys laughed at this, Boys
will sometimes laugh at any one suffering torture,
whether the victim be a persecuted cat or a per-
secuted boy, The new boy made no answer, but
Joanna Merwin, who, just at that moment, hap-
pened to be scraping her shoes, saw that he grew
red in the face with a quick flush of anger.

“ Don’t stand there, Greeny, or the cows 'll eat
you up!” called Riley, as he carne around again
to the base nearest to the school-house.

W hy the boys should have been amused at this
speech, the new scholar could not tell— the joke
was neither new fior witty— only impudent and
coarse. But the little boys about the door giggled.

“ jt's a pity something would n't eat you, Will
Riley— you are good for nothing but to be mean.”
This sharp speech carne from a rather tall and
graceful girl of sixteen, who carne up at the time,
and who saw the annoyance of the new boy at
Riley’s insultingwords. Ofcourse the boyslaughed
again. It was rare sportto hear pretty Susan Lan-
ham * take down” the impudent Riley.

“ The bees will never eat you for honey, Susan,”
said Will.'

Susan met the titter of the playground with a
quick flush of teraper and a fine look of scorn.

“ Nothing would eat you, Will, unless, may be,
a turkey buzzard, and a very hungry one at that.”

This sharp retort was utteredwith amerry laugh
of ridicule, and a graceful toss of the head, as the
mischievous girl passed into the school-house.

“ Thatsettles you, Will,” said Pewee Rose. And
Bob Holliday began singing, to a doleful tune:

Poor oid Pidy,
She died last Friday."

Just then, the stem face of Mr. Ball, the master,
appeared at the door; he rapped sharply with his
ferule, and called; “ Books, books, books!” The
bats were dropped, and the boys and girls began
streaming into the school, but some ofthe boys man-
aged to nudge Riley, saying; “ You'd better hold
your tongue when Susan’s around,” and such like
soft and sweet speeches. Riley was vexed and

angry, but nobody was afraid of him, for a boy
may be both big and mean and yet lack courage.

The new boy did not go in at once, but stood
silently and faced the inquiring looks of the pro-
cession of boys as they filed into the school-room
with their faces flushed from the exercise and
cxcitement of the games.

“ | can thrash him easy,” thought Pewee Rose.

“He is n't a fellow to back down easily,” said
Harvey Coliins to his next neighbor.

Only good-natured, rough Bob Holliday stopped

and spoke to the new-comer a friendly word. All
that he said was “ Helio!” But how much a boy
can nut into that word “ Helio!” Bob put his

whole heart into it, and there was no boy in the
school that had a bigger heart, a bigger hand, or
nearly so big a foot as Bob Holliday.

The village school-house was a long one built of
red brick. It had taken the place of the oid log
institution in which one generation of Greenbank
children had learned reading, writing, and Web-
ster’s spelling-book. There were long, continuous
writing-tables down the sidcs ,of the room, with
backless benches, so arranged that when the pupil
was writing his face was turned toward the wall—
there was a door at each end, and a box stove
stood in the middle of the room, surrounded by a
rectangle of four backless benches. These benches
were for the little fellows who did notwrite, and for
otherswhen the coid should drive them nearer the
stove.

The very worshipful master sat at the east end
of the room, at one side of the door; there was a
blackboard— a “ new-fangled notion” in 1850—
at the other side of the door. Some of the older
scholars, who could afford private desks with lids to
them, suitable for concealing smuggled apples and
maple-sugar, had places at the other end of the
room from the master. This arrangement was con-
venient for quiet study, for talking on the fingers
by signs, for munching apples or gingerbread, and
for passing little notes between the boys and girls.

When the school had settled a little, the master
struck a sharp blow on his desk for silence, and
looked ficrcely around the room, eager to find a
culprit on whom to wreak his ill-humor. Mr. Ball
was one of those old-fashioned teachers who gave
the impression that he would rather beat a boy
than not, and would even Uke to eat one, if he could
find a good excuse. Hiseye litupon the newscliolar.

“ Come here,” he said, severely, and then he
took his seat.

The new boy walked timidly up to a place in
front of the master’s desk. He was not handsome,
his face was thin, his eyebrows were prominent,
his mouth wasrather large and good-humored, and
there was that shy twinkle about the comers of his



eyes which always marks a fun-loving spirit. But
his was a serious, fine-grained face, with marks of
suffering in it, and he had the air of having been
once a strong fellow; of late, evidently, shaken to
pieces by the ague.

“ Where do you live ?” demanded Mr. Ball.

«on Ferry street.”

“What do they cali you?” This was said with
a contemptuous, rasping infiection that irritated
the new scholar. His eyes twinkled, partly with
annoyance and partly with mischief.

“ They cali me Jack, for the most part,”— then
catching the titter that carne from the giris’ side
of the room, and frightened by the rising hurri-
cane on the master’s face, he added quickly :
“ My flamo is John Dudley, sir.”

“ Don’t you try to show your smartness on me,
young man. You are a new-comer, and I let you
off this time. Answer me that way again, and you
will remember it as long as you live.” And the
master glared at him like a savage bull about to
toss somebody over a fence.

The new boy turned palé, and droppcd his head.

“ How oid are you ?” “ Thirteen.”

“Have you ever been to school?”
months.”

“ Three months. Do you know how to read ?”
Yes, sir,” with a smile.

Can you cipher?” “Yes, sir.” '

In multiplication ?” “ Yes, sir.”

Long division?”

Yes, sir; | 've been half through fractions.”
You said you’'d been to school hut three
months!” “ My father taught rae.”

There was just a touch of pride in his voice as
he said this— a sense of something superior about
his father. This bit of pride angered the master,
who liked to be thought to have a monopoly of all
the knowledge in the town.

“ Where have you been living ?”

“ In the Indian Reserve, of late ; 1 was born in
Cincinnati.”

“ 1 did n’t ask you where you were born. When
] ask you a question, answer that and no more.”

“ Yes, sir.” There was a touch of something
in the tone of this reply that amused the school,
and that made the master look up quickly and
suspictously at Jack Dudley, but the expression on
Jack’s face was as innocent as that of a cat who
has just lapped the cream off the milk.

“Three

“
“
“
“
“

Chapter Il.
KING MILKMAID.

Pewee Rose, whose proper fiame was Peter
Rose, had also the nickname of King Pewee. He

was about fourteen years oid, square built and
active, of great strength for his size, and very
proud of the fact that no boy in town cared to
attack him. He was not bad-tempered, but he
loved to be master, and there were a set of flatter-
ers who foLLowed him, like jackals about a lion.

As often happens, Nature had built for King
Pewcc a very fine body, but had forgotten to give
him any mind to speak of. In any kind of chaff
or banter, at any sort of talk or play where a good
head was worth more than a strong arm and a
broad back, King Pewee was sure to have the
worst of it. A very convenient partnership had
therefore grown up between him and Will Riley.
Riley had muscle enough, but Nature had made
him mean-spirited. He had— not exactly wit—
but a facility for using his tongue, which he found
some difficulty in displaying, through fear of other
boys’ fists. By forming a friendship with Pewee
Rose, the two managed to keep in fear the greater
part of the school. WOI's rough tongue, together
with Pewee’s rude fists, were enough to bully almost
any boy. Thcy let Harvey Collins alone, because
he was oldpr, and, keeping to himself, awed them
by his dignity; good-natured Bob Holliday also,
was big enough to take care of himself. But the
rest were all as much afraid of Pewee as they were
of the master, and as Riley managed Pewee, it
behooved them to be afraid of the prime minister,
Riley, as well as of King Pewee.

From the first day that Jack Dudley entered the
school, dressed in brown jeans, Will Riley marked
him for a victim. The air of refinement aljout his
face showed him to be a suitable person for teasing.

Riley called him *“ railksop,” and “ sap-head”;
words which seemed to the dull intellect of King
Pewee exceedingly witty. And as Pewee was
Riley’s defender, he felt as proud of these rude
nicknames as he would had he invented them
and taken out a patcnt.

But Riley’s greatest stroke of wit carne one
morning when he caught Jack Dudley milking the
cow. In the village of Greenbank, milking a cow
was regarded as a woman’s work; and foolish
men and boys are like savages,— very much
ashamecd to be found doing a woman’swork. Fools
always think something else inore disgraceful than
idleness. So, having seen Jack milking, Riley
carne to school happy. He had an arrow to shoot
that would give great delight to the small boys.

“ Good-morning, milkmaid !” he said to Jack
Dudley, as he entered the school-house before
school. “ You milk the cow at your house, do
you ? Where ’s your apron?”

“ Oh-h!  Milkmaid! milkmaid! That 's a
good one,” chimed in Pewee Rose and all his set.

Jack changed color.



“Well, what if I do milk my mother's cow?
I don't milk anybody’s cow but ours, do 1I?
Do you think I 'm ashamed of it? | 'd be
ashamed not to. lean"— but he stopped a min-
ute and blushed— “ 1 can wash dishes, and make
good pancakes, too. Now if you want to make
fun, why, make fun. | don’t care.” But he did
care, else why should his voice choke in that way?

“ Oh, girl-boy; a pretty girl-boy you are ”
but here Will Riley stopped and stammered.
There right in front of him was the smiling face of
Susan Lanham, with a look in it which made him
suddenly remember something. Susan had heard
all the conversation, and now she cante around
in front of Will, while all the other girls clustered
about her from a vague expectation of sport.

“ Come, Pewcc, let 's play ball,” said Will.

“ Ah, you ’'te running away, now; you 're afraid
of a girl,” said Susan, with a cutting little laugh,
and a toss of her black curls over her shoulder.

Wi ill had already started for the ball-ground,
but at this taunt he turned back, thrust his hands
into his pockets, put on a swagger, and stam-
mered ; “ No, | 'm not afraid of a girl, either.”

“ That 's about all that he is n't afraid of,” said
Bob Holllday.

“ Oh ! you 're not afraid of a girl?” said Susan.
“ What did you run away for, when you saw me?
You know that Pewcc wont fight a girl. You 're
afraid ofanybody that Pewee can’t whip.”

“ You've an awful tongue, Susan. W e’ll cali you
Sassy Susan,” said Will, laughing at his own joke.

“ Oh, it isn't my tongue you 're afraid of now.
You know I can tell on you. | saw you drive your
cow into the stable last week. You were ashamed
to milk outside, but you looked all around ”

“1did n't do it. How could you see? It was
dark,” and W ill giggled foolishly, seeing all at
once that he had betrayed himself.

“ It was nearly dark, but | happened to be
where | could see. And as | was coming back, a
few minutes after, | saw you come out with a pail
of milk, and looking around you like a sneak-thief.
You saw me and hurried away. You are such a
coward that you are ashamed to do a little honest
work. Milkmaid ! Girl-boy ! Coward! And Pe-
wee Rose lets you lead him around by the nose!”

“ You 'd better be careful whatyou say, Susan,”
said Pewee, threateningly.

“ You wont touch me. You go about buUying
little boys, and calling yourself King Pewee, but
you can’t do a sum in long divisién, for in short
subtraction, for that matter, and you let fellows
like Riley make a fool of you. Your father’s poor,
and your mother can’t keep a girl, and you ought
to be ashamed to let her milk the cow. Who
milked your cow this morning, Pewee ?”

“ 1 don't know," said the king, looking like the
king'’s fool.

“ Youdidit,” said Susan. “ Don’'tdenyit. Then
you come here and cali a strange boy a milkmaid!”

“ Well, I did n’t milk in the Street, anyway, and
hedid.” At this, aillaughed aloud, and Susan’svic-
tory was complete. Sheonlysaid, with a pretty toss
ofherhead, asshetumed away: “ King Milkmaid!”

Pewee found the nickname likely to stick. He
was obliged to declare on the playground tlie next
day, that he would “ thrash” any boy that said
anything about milkmaids. After that, he heard
no more of it. But one morning he found “ King
Milkmaid ” written on the door of his father’'s cow-
stable. Some boy who datcd not attack Pewee,
had vcnted his irritation by writing the hateful
words on the stable, and on the fence-corners near
the school-house, and even on the blackboard.

Pewee could not fight with Susan Lanham, but
he made up his mind to punish the new scholar
when he should have a chance. He mustgive some-
body a beating,

Chafi'ER 111l

ANSWERING BACK.

IT is hard for one boy to make a fight. Even
your bully does not like to “ pitch on” an inoffen-
sive school-mate. You remember ~Esop’s fable of
tlie wilf and the lamb, and what pains the wolf
took to pick a quarrel with the lamb. It was a lit-
tle hard for Pewee to fight with a boy who walked
quietly to and from the school, without giving any-
body cause for offense.

But the chief reason why Pewee did not attack
him with his fists was that both he and Riley had
found out that Jack Dudley could help them overa
hard place in their lessons better than anybody else.
And notwithstanding their continual persecution
of Jack, they were mean enough to ask his assist-
ance, and he, hoplng to bring about peace by
good-nature, helped them to get out their geogra-
phy and arithmetic almost every day, Unable to
appreciate this, they were both convinced that
Jack only did it because he was afraid of them,
and as they found it rare sport to abuse him, they

kept it up. By their influence, Jack was shut out
of the plays. A greenhorn would spoil the game,
they said. What did a tioy that had lived on

Wildcat Creek, in the Indian Reserve, know about
playing buffalo, or prisoncr’s base, or shinny ? |If
he was brought in, they would go out.

But the girls, and the small boys, and good-
hearted Bob Holllday liked Jack’s company very
much. Yet, Jack was a boy, and he often longed
to play games with the others. He felt very sure
that he could dodge and run in “ buffalo” as well as



any ofthem. He was very tired of Riley’s contin-
ual ridicule, which grew worse as Riley saw in him
a rival in influence with the smaller boys.

“ Catch Will alone sometime,” said Bob Hol-
liday, “ when Pewee is n’t with him, and then thrash
him. He ’'ll back right down if you bristle up to
him. If Pcviee makes a fuss about it, 1’ll look
after Pewee. 1 'm bigger than he is, and he wont
fightwithme. What do yousay?”

“ | sha' n't fight unless 1 have to.”

“ Afraid?” asked Bob, laughing.

“Itis n't that. I don’tthink | 'm tnuch afiraid, al-
though | don’t like to be pounded or to pound any-
body. 1think I 'd rather be whipped than to be
made fun of, though. But my father used to say
that people who fight generally do so because they
are afraid of somebody else, more than they are of
the one they fight with.”

“1 believe that's a fact,” said Bob.
Riley acbes for a good thrashing.”

“1 know that, and | feel like giving him one,
or taking one myself, and 1 think I shall fight him
before 1/'ve done. But Father used to say that
fists could never settle lvetween right and wrong.
They only show which is thc stronger, and it is
generally the mean one that gets the best ofit.”

“ That 's as sure as shootin’,” said Bob. “ Pewee
could use you up. Pewee thinks he’'s the king,
but laws! he ’s only Rlley’s bull-dog. Riley is
afraid of him, hut he manages to keep the dog on
his side aH the time.”

“ My father used to say,” said Jack, “ that
brutes could fight with forcé, but men ought to
use their wits.”

“ You seem to think a good deal of what your
father says,— like it was your Bible, you know.”

“ My father 's dead,” replied Jack.

“ Oh, that's why. Boys don’t always pay atten-
tion to what their father says when he ’s alive.”

“ Oh, but then my father was " Here
Jack checked himself, for fear of seeming to boast.
“ You see,” he went on, “ my father knew a great
deal. He was so busy with his books that lie lost
'most all his money, and then we moved to the
Indian Reserve, and there he took the fever and
died; and then we carne down here, where we
owned a house, so that I could go to school.”

“Why don't you give Will Riley as good as he
sends ?” said Bob, wishing to get away from
melancholy subjccts.  “ You have as good a tongue
as his.”

“ 1 have n't his stock of bad words, though.”

“You 've got a power of fun in you, though,
— you keep everybody laughing when you want to,
and if you 'd only turn the pumps on him once,
he 'd .howl like a yellow dog that 's had a quart o’
hot suds poured over him out of a neighbor’s win-

* But

dow. Use your wits, like your father said. You
've lived in the woods tiil you 're as shy as a flying-
squirrel. All you 've got to do is to talk up and
take it rough and tumble, like the rest of the
world. Riley can’'t bcar to be laughed at, and you
can make him ridiculous as easy as not.”

The next day, at the noon recess, about the time
that Jack had finished helping Bob Plolliday to
find some places on the map, there carne up a litde
shower, and the boys took refuge in the school-
house. They must have some amusement, so
Riley began his oid abuse.

“ Well, greenhorn from thc Wildcat, where’s the
black sheep you stole that suit of cloties from ?”

“ 1 hear him bicat now,” said Jack,— “ about
the blackest sheep 1 have ever seen.”

“ You 've heard the truth for once, Riley,”
Bob Holliday.

Rfiey, who was as vain as a peacock, was very
much mortificd by the shout of applause with
which this little joke of Jack’s was greeted. It was
not a case in which he could cali in King Pewee.
The king, for his part, shut up his fists and looked
silly, while faint-hearted Jack took courage to keep
up the battle. But Riley tried again.

“ 1 say, Wildcat, you think you 're smart, but
you 're a double-distillcd idiot, and have n’t got
brains enough to be sensible of your misery.”

This kind of outburst on Riley’s part always
brought a laugh from the school. But before the
laugh had died down, Jack Dudley took the word,
saying, in a dry and quizzical way ;

“ Don't you try to claim kin with me that way,
Riley. No use; | wontstand it. | don’t belong to
your family. | 'm neither a fool fior a coward.”

“Hurrah!” shouted Bob Holliday, bringing
down first one and then the other of his big feet
on the floor. “ It’s your put-in now, Riley.”

“ Don’'t be backward in coming forward, Will,
as the Irish priest said to his people,” carne from
grave Harvey Coliins, who here looked up from his
book, thoroughly enjoying the bully’s discomfiture.

“ That's awfully good,” said Joanna Merwin,
clasping her hands and giggling with delight.

King Pewee doubled up his fists and looked at
Riley to see if he ought to try his sort of wit on
Jack. If a frog, being pclted to death by cruel
boys, should tum and pelt them again, they could
not lje more surprised than were Riley and King
Pewee at Jack’s repartees.

“ You 'd better be carcful what you say to Will
Riley,” said Pewee. *“ | stand by him.”

But Jack’s blood was up now, and he was not
*to be frightened. *“ All the more shame to him,”
said Jack. “ Look at me, shaken al! to pieces with
the fever and agiie on the Wildcat, and look at that
great big, bony coward of a Riley. | 've done

said



him no harm, but he wants to abuse me, and he s
afraid of me. He daré n't touch me. He has to
coax yon to stand by him, to protect him from
poor little me. He 'sagreatbig "

“ Calf,” broke in Bob HoUiday, withalaugh.

“You'dbetter be careful,” said Pewee to Jack,
rising to his feet. “ | stand by Riley.”

“Will you defend him if I hithim?” “ Yes.”

“Well, then, I wont hit him. But you don’t
mean that he isto abuse me, while I am not allowed
to answerback aword? ”

“Well ” said Pewee, hesitatingly.

“ Well,” said Bob Holliday, hotly, “ | say that
Jack has just as good a right to talk with his
tongue as Riley. Stand by Riley if he ’s hit,
Pewee : he needs it. Butdon’tyou try to shut up
Jack.” And Bob got up and put his broad hand
on Jack’s shoulder. Nobody had ever seen the
big fellow angry before, and the excitement was
very great. The girls clapped their hands.

“ Good for you, Bob, I say,” carne from Susan
Lanham, and poor ungainly Bob blushed to his
hair to find himself Che hero of tiie girls.

“ 1 don't mean to shut up Jack,” said Pewee,
looking at Bob’s size, “ but | stand by Riley.”

“ Well, do your standing sitting down, then,”
said Susan. “ I’ll gct a milking-stool for you, if
that'll keep you quiet.”

It was well that the master carne in just then, or
Pewee would have had to fight somebody or burst.

Chapter IV.
I.ITTLE CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS.

Jack’s life in school was much more endurable
now that he had a friend in Bob HoUiday. Bob
had spcnt his time in hard work and in rough
surroundings, but he had a gentleman’s soul,
althougli hismannersand speech were rude. More
and more Jack found himself drawn to him. Har-
vey Collins asked Jack to walk down to the rivcr-
bank with him at recess. Both Harvey and Bob
soon liked Jack, who found himself no longcr
lonely. The girls also sought his advice about
their lessons, and the youngcr boys were inclined
to come over to his side.

As winter carne on, country boys, anxious to
learn something about “ reading, writing, and ci-
phering,” carne into the school. Each of these
new-comers had to go through a certain amount
of teasing from Riley and of bullying from Pewee.

One frosty morning in December, there ap-
peared among the new scholars a strange little
fellow with a large head, long straight hair, an
emaciatedbody, and legs that looked like reeds,
they weré so slender. His clothes were worn and
patched, and he had a look of being frost-bitten.

He could not have been more than ten years oid,
to judge by his size, but there was a look of pre-
mature oldness in his face.

“ Come here !” said the master, when he caught
sight of him. “ What is your filame?” And
Mr. Ball took out his book to register the new-
comer, with much the same relish that the Giant
Despair in Pilgiim’s Progress showed when he had
bagged a fresh pilgrim.

“ Columbus Risdale.” The new-comer spoke
in a shrill, piping voice, as strange as his weird face
and withered body.

“ Is that your full iame? ” asked the master.
No, sir,” piped the strange little crcature.
Give your full iame,” said Mr. BaU, sternly.
My fiame is Christopher Columbus George
Washington Marquis de Lafayettc Risdale.” The
poor lad was the victim of that inania which some
people have for “ naming after” great men. His
little shrunken body and high, piping voice made
his naine seem so incongruous that all the school
tittered, and many laughed outright. But the dig-
nified and ecccntric little fellow did not observe it.

“ Can you read ?”

“ Yes, sir,” said the lad, more shrilly than ever.

“Umph,” said the master, with a look of doubt
on his face. “ In the first reader ?”

“ No, sir; in the fourth reader.”

Even the master could not conceal his look of
astonishmcnt at this claim. At that day, the
fourth-reader class was the highest in the school,
and contained only the largest scholars. The
school laughed at the bare notion of litie Chris-
topher Columbus reading in the fourth reader,
and the little fellow looked around the room,
puzzled to guess the cause of the merriment.

“We 'll try you,” said the master, with suspi-
cion. When the fourth-reader class was called,
and Harvey Collins and Susan Lanham and some
others of the nearly grown-up pupils carne forward,
with Jack Dudley as quite the youngest of the
class, the great-eyed, emaciated little Columbus
Risdale picked himself up on his pipe-stems and
took his place at the end of this row.

It was too funny for anything!

Wiill Riley and Pewee and other large scholars,
who were yet reading in that oid McGuffey’s Third
Reader, which had a solitary picture of Bonaparte
Crossing the Alps, looked with no kindly eyes on
this prepostcrous infent in the class ahead of them.

The piece to be read was the poem of Mrs. He-
mans’s called “ The Better Land.” Poems like
this one are rathcr out of fashion nowadays, and
people are inclined to laugh a little at Mrs. He-
mans. But thirty years ago her rcligious and
sentimental poetry was greatly esteemed. This
one presentcd no difficulty to the readers. In that



day, little or no attention was paid to inflection— the
main endeavor being to pronounce the words with-
out hesitation or slip, and to “ mind the stops.”
Each oneofthe classread astanzacndingwith aline:

“ Not there, not there, my child! ”

The pocm was exhausted before all had read, so
that itwas necessary to begin over again in order
to give each one his turn. All waited to hear the
little Columbas read. When it carne his turn, the
school ivas as still as death. The master, wishing
to test him, told him, with something like a sneer,
that he could read three stanzas, or “ verses,” as
Mr. Ball called them.

The little chap squared his toes, threw his head
back, and more fluently even than the rest, he read,
inhisshrill,eager voice, the remaining lines, ivinding
up each stanza in a condescending tone, as he read;

“ Not there, not there, my child!”

The effect of this from the hundred-year-old
baby ivas so striking and so ludicrous that every-
body was amused, while all were surprised at the
excellence of his reading. The master proceeded,
however, towhip one ortwo of the boys for laughing.

When recess-time arrived, Susan Lanham carne
to Jack with a request.

“ 1 wish you 'd look after little Lummy Risdalc.
He 's a sort of cousin of my mother’s. He is as
innocent and helpless as the babes in the wood.”

“ 1 'll take care of*him,” said Jack.

So he took the little fellow walking away from the
school-house; Will Riley and some of the others
calling after them; “ Not there, not there, my
child!”

But Columbus did not lay their taunts to heart.
He was soon busy talking to Jack about thmgs in
the country, and things in town. On their return,
Riley, crying out: “ Not there,my child 1” threw a
snow-ball from a distance of ten feet and struck the
poor little Christopher Columbus George Washing-
ton Lafayette so severe a blow as to throw him off
his feet. Quick as a flash, Jack charged on Riley,
and sent a siiow-ball into his face. An instant
later, he tripped him with his foot and rolled the
big, scared fcUow into the snow and washed h;s
face well, leaving half a snow-bank down his back.

“What makes you so savage?” whined Riley.
“1 did n’t snow-ball you.” And Riley looked
around for Pewee, who was on the other side of the
school-house, and out of sight of the scuffle.

“ No, you daré n't snow-ball me,” said Jack,
squeezing another ball and throwing it into Riley’s
shirt-front with a certainty ofaim that showed that
he knew how to play ball. *“ Take that one, too,
and if you bother Luin Risdale again, I 1l make
you pay for it. Take a boy of your size.” And
witli that he inolded yet another ball, but Riley
retrealed to the otlier side of the school-house,

(I'o be coHiiuued.)
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One Christ-
mas day at Grand-
mainma’s, wc all dressed
up, for fun ; and sat inaline and
called them in to look when we were
done. We never laughed a single time,
but sat in a solemn row. Toinmy was Queen Eliza-
beth, and Jane had an Alsace bow. Freddy was
bound to be a nun (though he did n't look it, a
bit 1) and Katy made a Welsh-woman's hat and
sat down under it. Sister was Madame de Main-
tenon, or some such Frenchy dame; and Jack had
a Roman toga on, and took a classic fiame. As for.

A HUNDRED

By W. H.

T he areaofthe original thirteen States, a century
ago, was less than one-eleventh as great as that of
our entire country now, and their population did not
reach one-fiftcenth the number at present within
the nation’s horders. New York, Pennsylvania,
Ohio, and lllinois each had as many inhabitants in
1870 as the United colonies had in the year 1770.

A hundred years ago, the regién west of the
Allcghanics was styled The Wilderness, and only a
few bold spirits, like Daniel Boone, had dared to
penétrate its solitude. The Rocky, then called
Stony, Mountains were known to exist, but no
white man had explored them. Even within this
century, the beliefwas held that the Missouri River
had some connection with the Pacific Ocean.

The journey from Baltimore to Pittsburgh took

poor me, | really think | carne out best of ail,
though | had n’'t a thing for dressing up, 'cept
Dinah’s bonnet and shawl. Well, Grandma
laughed, and Grandpa laughed, and all admired
the show,— | wish 1 'd seen us sitting there, so
solemn, in a row !

YEARS AGO.

Venable.

tweh’e days, and was not only toilsome, but dan-
geroiis, for hostilc Indians lurkcd in the woods.
Wagons often stuck fast in the mire, or broke
down on “ corduroy” roads made of logs laid side
by side in the mud. The heavy stage-coach of
early times, although it made great show of speed
when dashing through a village, was as long in
lumbering from New York to Boston as a mod-
ern exprcss train is in Crossing the continent. In
great contrast with the present niode of traveling
was the journey made by Thomas Jcfferson, in
the year 1775, when he went in a carriage from
Williamsburg, Virginia, to Philadclphia, He was
ten days on the road, and twice was obliged to
hire a guide, to show the way to the largest city
in the country. In 1777, Elkanah Watson rodé



from Newbcm to Wilmington, North Carolina,
on horseback, and not only lost his way, but
was cmbarrassed further by meeting a large bear.

'GSOINtf.oKAVItIT.

A person traveling in New England, about a
century ago, would have found there a frugal and
industrious people, dwelling generally in or near
villages, and employed mainly in trade and tillage.
He might have seen, in the older towns, factories

The life and habits of the common people were
extremely simple. The furniture of an ordinary
house, in J776, was scéinty, plain, and cheap.

In many houses, the floor had no carpet, and the
walls of that day had no paper fior paint. Neither
pumps fAior cooking-stoves were in use. The sofa
was a high-backed bench of unpainted wood. The
rude, low bedstead was honored almost always with
a coat of green paint. The scwing-machine was

*THE ACT OF OPFBRING AMD RECEIVINO A FINCH OP SMUFP WAS PBSFORMBD WITH PROFOVNTJ CERE™roKY,

for the making of cloth, hats, shoes, axes, ropes,
paper, and guns; and with a sail-boat he might
have visited flourishing fisheries off the coast.

VoL, IX.—n.

not dreamed of; but the spinning-wheel, flax-dis-
taff, and yarn-reel found a place in all houses,
and the weaver’s loom could be seen in many.
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Queen’s-ware, or glazed earthenware, was un-
known, yet well-to-do families often had sets of
small china cups and saucers. The rich tookpride
indisplaying urns and salvers of puré silver. There
was no plated ware. The table was setwith dishes
of wood and of pcwtcr.

Our forefathers depended upon the tallow-candle
and the lard-oil lamp for artificial light. They
knew nothing of kerosene, gas, and sulphur
matches. The embers in the fire-place were sel-
dom suffered to burn out, but when the last coal
chanced to expire, the fire was rekindlcd by strik-

ing a spark from a flint into a piece of tinder.
Sometimes a burning brand was borrowed from
the hearth of a neighbor.

The dress of the common folk in town and
country was more for use than beauty. A pair of
buckskin breeches and a corduroy coat formed the
essentials ofa man’s suit, and they never wore out.
After the breeches had been rained upon a few
times they hardencd into a garment more durable
than comfortable.

The wearing-apparel of fashionable people of
the city, however, was very gay and picturesque.
Men wore knee-breeches and hose, broad-skirted
coats lined with buckram, long waistcoats, some-
times of gold-cloth, wide cuffs lined with lace.

powdcred wigs, three-cornered hats, and swords.
Womecen's dresses were made of heavy silks and
satins, called brocades, on which raised figures of
leaves and flowers wcrc woven, or worked, in col-
ored silk or thread of silver and gold.

Both sexes took pains in dressing the hair. A
stylish gentleman had his locks curled and frizzed,
or suspended in a queue, as you have often seen
in oid pictures. A New England belle spent many
hours in plastering her hair up into a sort of tower,
decorated with powder and ribbons.

There were few, if any, millionaires in the early

days of the Republic, and the power of money was
not felt as it is now. However, the aristocracy was
less approachable by the common people than are
the higher circles of to-day, or, probably, of the
future. This was owing to the fact that, at that
time, American society was mainly copied after the
English System, in which rank and title play an
importan! part; and also to the influence of slavery,
which existed in a!l the States.

Magistrates and clergymen were regarded, in
New England, with extreme respcct and revcr-
ence. Had our traveler dropped into a Puritan
meeting-house, and sat through the service, he
would have seen the minister and his family walk



solemnly down the aisle and through the door-way
before the congregation presumed toleavc the pews.
The New England country people combined

A tseLLS OF A HUNDRED YEARS AGO

amusement with work, at their house-raisings,
quilting partios, and like gatherings. The poet
Bryant speaks of the process of cider-making as
one that “ carne in among the more laborious
rural occupations in a way which diversified them
pleasantly, and which made it seem a pastime.

The time that was given to making eider, and the
number of barréis made and stored in the cellars
of the farm-houses, would now seem incredible.

A hundred barréis to a single farmwas no (incom-
mon proportion.”

“ But,” says Doctor Grecnc, in his charming
Short History of Rhode Island, “ the gieat pas-
time for young and oid, for matron and maid,
and for youth just blushing into-manhood, was the
autumn husking, where neighbors met at each
other’'s corn-yards to husk each other’s corn—
sometimes husking a thousand bushels in a single
mecting. Husking had its laws, and never were
laws better obeyed. For every red ear, the lucky
swain who had found it could claim a kiss from
every maid; with every smuttcd ear he smutched
the faces of his mates, amid laughter and joyous
shoutings; but when the prize fell to a girl, she
mould walk the round demurely, look cach eager
aspirant in the face, and hide or rcveal the secret
of her heart by a kiss. Then carne the dance and
supper, running deep into the night, and often
encroaching upon the early dawn.”

Our traveler would be interested in Salem, next
to the largest town in New England, and a fiour-
ishing sea-port; and he certainly would have gone
to Boston, then, as now, a center of cducation and
culture. Many of the streets of Boston were nar-
row and crooked. Shops and inns were distin-
guished in Boston, as in other cities and towns, by
pictorial' signs for the benefit of those who could
notread. One did not look for a lettcred board,
fior a number over the Street door, but for the sign
of the “ Bunch of Feathers,” the “ Golden Key,”
the “ Dog and Pot,” or the “ Three Doves.”

Piidt-1ocK
e?
TmiEP.

Had our traveler passed from New England to
the State of New York, say at Albany, he would
have had evidence that the frontier was not far off.



Goods sent from Albany to supply the Indian trade,
and the forts and settlemcnts out West, werc hauled
in wagons to Schenectady, then loaded in light
boats, and poled up the Mohawk to Fort Schuyler,
then carried across to Wood Creek, and again
transported in boats down Oneida Lake and Osage
River to the great lakes. The town of Albany
was, at that time, a quiet, shady, delightful place,
with cow-bells tinkling in the streets. Lazy In-
dians went lounging about the principal thorough-
fares with bead-work and baskets to sell.

New York State continued to show evidence of

XT MADE GREAT sHow OF SPEED IN DASHINC THROUGH A VILLAGE-

Dutch customs, as could be seenby going down the
Hudson from Albany to Manhattan Island. The
trip was taken in regular passenger sloops. The
scenery along the Hudson was grander than now,
for the wild forest had not disappeared from the
hills. The passenger saw no large towns fior vil-
lages, but farm-houses nestled in the rich hollows,
and the Dutch “ bouweries” or farms spread to
view broad acres of corn and tobaceo, and tbrifty
orchards of apple and pear trecs. Just below Al-
bany the family mansién and greatbarns of Gen-
eral Schuyler used to stand. The good general
had many negro slaves,— indolent fellows, who

were scared into occasional fits of work by the
threat that they should be sent to the West Indies,
and traded off for rum and molasses.

New York City was an important commercial
center, larger than Boston, but not so large as
Philadelphia. It occupied buta small part of the
Southern end of Manhattan Island, the whole of
which it now covets. Most of its streets were nar-
row and crooked. Tradition says that the Dutch
settlers built their houses along the winding courscs
of cow-paths. Broadfkay, however, was a fine
Street, even in the days of the Revolution, and gave
promise then of the splendor it
afterward attaincd. New York
City, in 1776, was lighted dimly
with oil-lamps. Burning gas
did not come into use till forty
years later. Not unusually the
New York housey were built
with a flat space on the roof,
surrounded by a railing, and
where the people carne out on
the house-tops on summer evcn-
ings to enjoy thc pleasant breeze
from the bay.

Our traveler would have vis-
ited Philadelphia, the largest
city in America, and the capital
of the Republic. There he
might have seen many evi-
dences of wealtli and social rc-
finement. There were to be
found noted public men from
different parts of thc country.
The wise and bencvolent Frank-
iinlived there. There Congress
met, and there Washington
dwelt during the greater part
of his adininistrations.

Philadelphia society claimcd
to lead the fashion in dress and
amusements, though NewYork,
Williamsburg, Charleston, and
other places disputed this prc-
eminence. Fashionable people frequently gave
formal dinner-parties. The lady guests, robed in
their stiff brocades, were handcd from their coaches
and sedans, and daintily stepped to the door of the
reception-room. A sedan was a covered chair for
carrying a single person, borne on poles in the hands
of two men, usually negrees. The dinner consisted
of four courses, with abundance ofwine. The heallh
of every guest at table had to be drunk separately,
at least once during the sitting, as to neglect this
complimcnt was considered a breach of politcness.

After dinner, a gamc of whist was in order.
Smoking was not fashionable, but every gentleman



carried a snuff-box, and the act of offering and
receiving a pinch of snuff was performed with

profound ceremony.

Dancingwas a favor-

ite amusement in all
parts of the country.
General Greene telis
WS that, on a ccrtain
occasion,GeorgeWash-
ington danced for three
hours without once sit-
tingdown. No doubt
the stately Virginian
chose to tread the dig-
nified measure of the
contra-dance rather
tlian to trip through
the lighter movements
of the minuet. The
quadrilles and round
dances of our day were
unknown in 1776.

The violin was held
in high esteem, espe-
cially in the Middle
and Southern States.

Thomas Jefferson said

of Patrick Henry, that

“his passion was for AN OLD*TIHE
fiddling, dancing, and panee:
pleasantry.” Jefferson was himself fa-
mousfor attendingballs. Once, when he
was away from home, his father’s house
burneddown. Aslavo wassentto tell this
bad news to his young master Thomas.

“Didn’'t you save any of my books ?”
asked the future author of the Declara-
tion of Independence.

“ No, massa,” answered the ebony
mcssenger; “ but wesaved the fiddle !'”

It was customary for young ladies to
take lessons on the harpsichord or the
spinet, as they do nowadays on the
piano-forte.

Our traveler, extending his journey
to the Southern States, would have
found fcw towns of considerable size,
excepting Williamsburg and Richmond,
in Virginia, and Charleston, South
Carolina. W calthy planters of cotton
and rice owned most of the fertile land.
The Fairfax estate, on the Potomac,
had five million acres. < It was quite an
expedition to go from one planteles
house to another, for the distance, in

taken, the great family coach, drawn by four or
six horses, driven by a pompous black coachman,

convcyed the ladies, while the gentlemen of
the party wenton horseback. Notunfrequently
ladies rodé behind gentlemen, mounted on
cushions, called pillions; but the more inde-
pendent of the “ fair sex” preferred to manage
their own palfrey, and to grace the saddle
alone. Colorcd servants, riding upon jnulcs,
jogged after their masters and mistresses, to
cari7 bandboxes and parccls, and to open gates.

*Southern estates were distinguished by de-
scriptive fiames, such as “ Mount Vernon,”
“ Monticello,” “ Ingleside,” “ The Oaks.”
Particular mansions were known, also, by ro-
mantic titles,— such as *“ Belvoir,” “ Liberty
Hall,” “ Greenway Court,”— reminding us of
oid English manor-houscs. Such Southern
mansions were large and strongly built, and
some ofthem were costly and elegant. “ Dray-
ton Hall,” on Ashley River, cost ninety thou-
sand dollars— a vast sum to spend on a house

THB LADY GUBSTS WBRS HANOBD FROM THEIR COACHES.

-

some cases, was as much as ten or twelve miles, at the period of which | write. “ Drayton Hall” is
and the roads were bad. When a visit was under- Yyet standing, a fair specimen of oid-fashioned



architecture. The wainscotand mantels are of solid
mahogany. The wallswere once hung with tapestry.

The planters, like the
English rural gentry, laid
off their grounds with ter-
races, hedges, and ponds;
and adorned them with
shrubbcry, summer-houses,
and statuary. Many lived
at ease in the midst of
plenty. They had much
pride, and looked down
upon the laboringand trad-
ing classes of the North.
All their work was done by
slaves. The planters’ sons
were sent to the mother
country to be educated.
The daughters were in-
structed by private tutors.

Most fine gentlemen were fond of fine horses
and dogs. There is a flavor of romance in the
page of history that tells of Washington and his
friends dashing through the forests of the Oid
Dominion, to the music of hound and horn.

The times of which this article treats are often
spoken of as the “ good oid days” of our ances-
tors; wc should be strangely at loss if we had to
live in the good oid ways of the last century. We

&AVIKG GOOD*BY12 TO THE I-ADY iN THE SEDAN.

should consider it inconvenient enough to do with-
out steam-boat, railroad, telegraph, and dauy news-
paper, not to mention horse-

cars, express companies,
letter-carriers, and the tei-
ephone.

The farmer of 1776 had
no grain-drill, harvcster,
or threshing-machine; and
even his plow, ax, and
hay-fork were so rude and
clumsy that a modern
laborer would laugh at
them.

How great, to-day, should
we regard the general loss,
were the shipper deprived
of his grain-elevator ; the
merchant of his fire-proof
safe ; the publisher of his
revolving press ; the surgeon of the use of ether;
the physician of vaccination ; the cripple of arti-
ficial limbs; the writer of envelopes and metallic
pens; the ladies of pins, and hooks and eyes;
the soldier of his breech-loading gun! All the
articles and arts above enumerated, and many
more now considered essential to comfort and
convenience, are of modern invention. A hundred
years ago they did not exist.

THE POET WHO COULD N'T
WRITE POETRY.

By JOEL Stacy.

Mr. Tennyson Tinkleton Tupper von Burns
Was no poet, as every one knew;

But the fact that he had his poetical turns
Was well understood by a few.

«1 long, | aspire, and | suffer and sigh,
When the fever is on,” he confessed;

“Yet never a line have | writ,— and for why?
My fancies can not be expressed!

“ Ah, what avail language, ink, paper, and quill,
Whep the soul of a gifted one yearns j
Could 1 write what 1 think, all creation would
chrill,”
Said Tennyson Tupper von Bums.



STORIES FROM THE

By James

The Fore Word.

When the world was in its childhood, men
looked upon the works of Nature with a strange
kind of awe. They fancied that everything upon
the carth, in the air, or in the water had a life like
their own, and that every sight which they saw,
and every sound which they heard, was caused by
some intelligent being. All men were poets, so far
as their jdeas and their modes of expression were
concerned, although it is not likely that any of
them wrote poetry. This was true in regard to
the Saxon in his chilly northem home, as well as
to the Greek in the sunny southland. But, while
the balmy air and clear sky of the south tended to
refine men’s thoughts and language, the bleak
storms of the north made them rugged, hold, and
energetic.

Thus, in the souli, when reference was made to
winter and to things connected with it, men did
not take painsto explain the changes of the seasons,
as our teachers do at school; but they probably
told how Kermes had stolen Petsephone (the sum-
mer) from her mother Demetre (the carth), and
had carried her in a chariot, drawn by four coal-
biack steeds, to the gloomy land of Hades; and
how, in sorrow for her absence, the earth was
clothed in mourning, and no leaves grew upon the
trees fior flowers in the garden. And they added
that, after five or six months, Persephone would
return for a time to her sorrowing mother, and
then the flowers would bloom, and the trees would
bear fruit, and the harvest-fields would be full of
golden grain.

In the north, a different story was told, but the
meaning was the same. They said that Loki (heat)
had betrayed Balder (the sunlight), and induced
blind Heder (the winter months) to slay him ; and
that all things, living and inanimate, wept for tire
bright god until Death allowed him to revisit the
earth for a time.

Sometimes men told how Odin (the All-Father)
had become angry witlt Brunhild (the maid of
spring), and had wounded hcr with tlie thorn of
sleep,and how all the world was wrapped in silence
until Sigurd or Siegfried (the sunbeam) awakened
herwith a kiss. So, also, when the sun arése, and
scattcred the darkness, men spoke of how a noble
young hero had slain a dreadful dragén, or how
he had taken possession of the golden treasures
of Mist Land. When threatening clouds darkened

NORTHERN MYTHS.

Baldwin.

the sky, and thunder rolled overhead, they said
that Thor was battling with the storm-giants.

It was thus that men, in thc eatlier ages of the
world, spoke of all the workings of Nature, and in
this manner many myths, or poetical fables, were
fonned, which embody some of the most beautiful
ideas ever expressed in any language. By and by,
tlie first meaning of the story was forgottcn, and
men began to regard it no longer as a poetical
fancy, but as a historical fact. Perhaps some real
hero had performed noble deeds, and had made the
world around him happicr and better. It was easy
to compare him with Sigurd, or some mythical
slayer of dragons, and soon the deeds of both were
ascribed to but one. Thus you see that many
myth-storics probably contain some historical facts,
as well as poetical fancies; but it is often impossi-
ble to distinguish what is history from what s fable.

All nations have had their myth-storics, but, to
my mind, the purest and grandest are those which
we have received from our ancestors who once
lived in Northern Europe. These stories are ours
now, because they are our inheritance; and when
we are able to make them still more our own, by
rcmoving the blemishes which rude and barbarous
ages have added to some of them, we shall doubt-
less find in them many things that are beautiful
and true, and well calculated to make us wiser and
better.

One ofthe oldcst, as well as one of the finest, of
these Northern mytlis, is the story of Sigurd, the
son of Sigmund. But, while this story contains
much that is grand and beautiful, it is somewhat
tarnislied with the prevailing coarseness of a rude
and war-loving people. There are many latcr ver-
sions of the same myth, differing from one another,
according to the time in which they were written,
and the character of the people among whom they
were received. One of the most recent of these
versions is thc Nibelungen Lied, a grand cid Ger-
man poem, which may well be compared with the
lliad of the Greeks. In it, Sigurd is called Sieg-
fried ; and, while it retains very much of the origi-
nal myth-story, it introduces manynotions peculiar
to the Middle Ages, and unknown to our Norse
ancestors.

Our purpose here is to tell you a few stories
founded on some of the earlier portions of this
poem, and if, now and then, we allow our fancy
and judgment to color the narrative, it is quite in
keeping with the way in which writers and story-



tellers of various nations and times have dealt with
these Myths of the Northland.

Story the First.

It was in the oid Norwegian days, in a strong-
built castle by the sea, that were told the stories
which | shall relate. The suinmer-Ume and tlic
short-lived autumn had passed away. Warm
breezes had ceased to blow. The Frost-giants, in
their chill northem Home, had rallied all theii"
strength, and had forced the Sun to withdraw to-
ward the South. Then the Winter carne and stole
the flowers, and stripped the trees, and scaled up
the rivers, and built great ice-mountains, and
wrapped the world in silence. And the North-
winds, with flapping wings, swept furioiisly over
land and sea, and covered the earth with snow, and
filled the air with flying frost.

But within the low-raftered halls of the Norse
castle, the fire blazed bright and warm, and there
were comfort and good cheer. « Safely housed from
the storms, the good jari {or earl) Ronvald and his
handsome wife Gudrun entertained their guests and
their fair-haired children with games, and music and
song, and with wondrous stories ofthe olden time.

Well-built and tail was jarl-Ronvald; somewhat
rude in manners, but kind at heart; and his face,
though eroiighened by wind and weather, was
lighted always with a pleasant smile. A right
jovial host was he. And among the chiefs who
did homage to King Harold Harfager, Ronvald
wks accounted the most noble. The fair Gudrun
was in every way worthy to be the wife of such a
man, for she was loving and wise, and lacked no
grace of mind or body. To her husband, she was
a true helpraate j to her children, a loving mother,
and a kind téacher and friend.

Three sons and a daughter brought sunshine
and laughter into this household; Rollo, the eldest,
tal!, slim, and straight as the mountain pine, having
his mother’s clear gray eyes, and his father’s heavy
brow; Leif, tlie second son, of small stature, quiet-
and timid as a girl, with high forehead, betokening
deep thoughts; then Ingeborg, the daughter, fairer
than dream can paint, with golden locks, and eyes
bluer than the clearest sky of summecr; lastly,
Harold, a tottering baby-boy, the mother’s darling,
the father’s pet, with all of life's promises and
uncertainties still before him.

Few guests carne that year to jarl Ronvald’s cas-
tle; only two young men,— kinsmen to dame
Gudrun,— and a strolling harper, oid and gray.
The winter days passed swiftly away, and brought
many joys in their train. For, while such good
cheer was found within the castle walls, no one
recked that outside the coid winds whiscled and
shrieked, and the half-starved wolves howled and

snarled even in sight of the gates, and at the doors
of the poor. Thus, the season of the Yule-feasts
carne; the great hall was decked with cedar and
spruce, and sprigs of the mistlctoe; and a plen-
teous feast was served ; and the Yule-log was rolled
into.the wide-mouthed chimncy-place, where the
cheerful fire blazed high, throwlng warmth and a
ruddy glow of light into every nook and cérner of
the room. When the feast was over, and the com-
pany had tired of the festal games, the jarl and
his family and guests sat around the hearth, and
whiled the evening hours away with pleasant talk.
And each of them sang a song, or told a story, or
in some way added to the merriment of the hour.

First, the oid harper tuned his harp, and played
most bewitching music. And as he played, he
sang. He sang of the Asa-folk, who dwell in
Gladsheim on the heaven-towering Asgard mount-
ain; of Odin, the Ali-Father, and of his ravens,
Thought and Memory; of the magic ring, Draup-
ncr, which gives richness to the earth; and of the
wondrous horse, the winged Slcipnir, upon whom
the worthiest thoughts of raen are carried heaven-
ward. Then he sang of Thor, the mighty Asa,
who rides in the whirlwind and the storm, and
wages fiercest w'ar with the giants of the mist and
frost; and of Frey, the gentle peace-maker, who
scatters smiles and plenty over the land; and of
the shining Balder, beloved by gods and men ; and
of the listening Heimdall,* who guards the shim-
inering rainbow-bridge, and waits to herald, with
his golden horn, the coming of the last twilight.

When the harper had ended, all sat in silence
for a time, watching the glowing embers and the
flames that encircled the half-burnt Yule-log. For
never had they heard more charming music, or
listened to words more touching. Tlicn Rollo, the
ever restless, broke the silence.

“ Father,” said he, “ it is now four months
since you carne back from Rhineland and the
south. You have told us about Urc strange people
you saw there, and of the sunny skies and the pur-
ple grapes. But | should like to know more; |
should never tire of hearing about those lands.
Tell us, please, some story that you heard while
there,— some story that the Rhine people love.”

“ Yes, Father,” said Ingeborg, layinghcr slender
hand in the broad, rough palm of thejarl; “ tell
US a story of those people. Do they think and acl
aswe do? Do they know aught of Odin, and Thor,
and Balder? And do they love to think and speak
of noble deeds, and brave men, and fair women?”

“ They think and act very much like our Norse
people,” answered the jarl; “ for they are kinsfolk
ofours. Indeed, their forefathers were our fathers
long ago, in a distant and now forgotten land. |
will tell you a story which is often sung among

« Sec Volumc V1., page 277.



SIEOFRIED TKMPERING THE SWORD BALMUNG- [SER PACE 1&]
them. ButitisnotaUastoryoftheRhinepeople.

Tales much like it you already know, .which were
told inNonvayhundreds of years ago.”

Siegmund, was ldng of thc rich country throug
which the lazy Rhine winds its way just
reaching the great North Sea; and he wm known,
both far and near, for his good deeds and ¢ » dent
THE SWORD BALMUNG. thrii. And Siegfried’s mother, the gentle Sigel-
At Santen, in the Lowlands, there once lived a ind, was loved by all for hcr goodness of heart and
noble young prince named Siegfried. His father, her kindly charity to the poor. Neither kmg fior



queen lefi aught undone that might make the
young prince happy or fit him for life’'s usefulness.
Wise men were brought from far-off lands to be
his teachers, and every day something was added
to his store of knowledge or his stock of happiness.
Very skillful did he become in waiiike games and
in manly feats of strength. No other youth could
throw the spear with so much forcé, fior shoot the
arrow with truer aim. No other youth could run
more swiftiy, ior ride with more becoming easc.
His gentle mother took delight in adding to the
beauty of his matchless form by clothing him with
costly garmcnts, decked with the rarest jewels.
The oid, the young, the rich, the poor, the high,
the low,— all praised the fearless Siegfried, and all
vied in friendly strife to win his favor. One would
have thought that the life of the young prince
could never be aught but a holiday, and that the
birds would sing, and the flowers would bloom,
and the sun would shine forever for his sake.

But the business of man’s life is not mere
pastime, and none knew this truth better than the
wise oid king, Siegmund.

“ All work is noble,” said he to Siegfried, “ and
he who yearns to win fame must not shun toil.
Even princes should know how to cam an honest
livelihood by the labor of their hands.”

And so, when Siegfried had grown to be a tall
and comely youth, he was apprenticed to a black-
smith naraed Mimcr, and sent to live at the smithy
near the borders of the great Rhine forest. For,
from the earliest times, the work of the blacksmith
has been looked upon as the most, noble of all
trades— a trade which the gods themselves are
not ashamed to follow. And this smith, Mimcr,
was the keeper of a wonderful well, or flowing
spring, the waters of which imparted wisdom and
far-seeing loiowledge to all who drank of them.
To Mimer’s school, then, where he would be
taught to work skillfully and to think wisely,
Siegfried was sent, to be, in all respects, like
the other pupiis there. A coarse blue blouse,
heavy leggins, and a leathem apron took the
place of the costly clothing which he had worn in
his father’'s castle. His feet were incased in awk-
ward wooden shoes, and his head was covered
witlr a wolf-skin cap. The dainty bed, with its
downy pillows, wherein every night his mother had
been wont, with gentle care, to see him safely
covered, was given up for a rude heap of straw in
a corner of the smithy. And the rich food to
which he had been used gave place to the
coarsest and humblest fare. But the lad did not
complain, and for a time he was mirthful and
happy. The sound of his hamraer rang cheer-
fully, and the sparks from his forge flew briskly,
from morning till night.

And a wonderful smith he became. No one
could .do more work than he, and none wrought
with greater skill.  The heaviest chains and the
strongest bolts, for prison or for trcasure-house,
were but as toys in his stout hands, so easily and
quickiy did he beat thera into shape. And he was
alike skillful in work of the most delicate and brit-
tle kind.

One jnoming, his master, Mimer, carne to the
smithy with a suEcn frown and a troubled look.
It was clear that something had gone amiss, and
what it was the apprentices soon leamed from the
smith himself. Never, until latcly, had any one
questioned Mimer’s right to be called the foremost
smith in all the world; but a rival had come for-
ward. An unknown upstart, one Amilias, in Bur-
gundy-land, had made a suit of armor which, he
boasted, no stroke of sword could dint, and no
blow of spear could scratch; and he had sent a
challenge to all the other smiths in Rhineland to
equal that piece of workmanship, or else acknowl-
edge themselves his underlings and vassals. For
days had Mimecr himself toiled, alone and vainly,
trying to forge a sword whose edge the boasted
armor of Amilias would not foil; and now, in de-
spair, he carne to ask the help of his apprentices.

“Who among you will undertake the forging of
such a sword ?” he asked.

One after another, the twelve apprentices shook
their heads. And the foreman, whose fiame was
Veliant, said: “ | have heard much about that
wonderful armor, and | doubt if any skill can make
a sword with edge that can injureit. The best wc
can do is to make a coat of mail whose tempér
shall match that of Amilias’s armor.”

Then the lad Siegfried quickiy said: “ 1 will
make such a sword as you want,— a blade that no
coat of mal] can foil. Give me but leave to try!”

The apprentices laughed in scorn, but Mimer
checked them : “ You hear how this stripling can
talk; let us see what he can do. He is the king's
son, and we know that he has uncommon talent.
He shall make the sword; but if, upon trial, it
fail, 1 will make him rué the day."

Then Siegfried went to his task. And for seven
days and seven nights the sparks never stopped fly-
ing from his flaming forge; and the ringing of his
anvil, and the hissing of the hot metal, as he tem-
pered it, were heard continuously. On the eighui
day the sword was fashioned, and Siegfried brought
it to Mimer.

The smith felt the razor edge of the bright
wcapon, and said; “ This seems, indeed, a fair
fire-edge. Let us make a trial of its keenness.”

Then a thread of wool as light as thistle-down
was thrown upon water, and, as It floated there,
Mimer struck it with the sword. The glittering



blade cleil the slender thread in twain, and the
pieces floated undisturbed upon the surface.

“Well done!"™ cried the delighted smith.
“ Never have 1 seen a keener edge or truer tem-
per. With this, methinlcs, 1 can well cope with
Amibas for the championship of the world.”

But Siegfried was not so easily satisfied, and he
said to Mimer; “ | pray you give me leave to
temper the weapon yet a little more.”

And he took the swovd and broke it into many
pieces; and then for three days he welded itina
red-hot fire, and tempcred it with milk and oat-
meal. Then, in sight of Mimer and the scoffing
apprentices, he cast a light ball of wool upon the
water, and, as it floated, he struck it with the
bright blue blade. And it was parted at a stroke,
as had been the single thread before, and not the
smallest fiber ivas moved out of its place.

Then back to the smithy Siegfried went again,
and his forge glowed with a brighter fire, and his
hammer rang with a cheerier sound. But he
suffered none to come near, and no one ever knew
what witchery he used. For seven weeks he
wrought, and then, palé and haggard, he carne
and put the sword into Mimer’'s hands. “ It is
finished,” he said. “The sword Balraung is
yours. Try its edge and prove its temper in any
way you list.”

Forthwith, a great pack of wool, the fieeces of
ten sheep, was brought and laid upon the water.
And the sword Balmung divided it as smootliy
and as easily as it had cleft the woolcn ball or the
slender woolen thread.

“ Now, indeed,” cried the delighted Mimer,
“ 1 no longer fear to make tria! with that upstart
Amilias. If his coat of mail shall -withstand the
stroke of such a sword as Balmung, then will 1
cheerfully be his underling. But, if this good
blade deceivc me not, it will serve me well, and I,
Mimer, shall still be called the wiscst and greatest
ofall the smiths in the world.”

And he at once sent a challenge to Amilias in
Burgundy; and a time and place were set for the
two mighty smitlis to meet and settle, by trial, the
question of the championship.

When the time which had been appointed drew
near, Mimer, with the sword Balmung by his side,
and followed by all his apprentices, set out on his
way to the place of meeting. Through the forest
they went, by the nearest road, to the sluggish
Rhine, and then they followed the river’'s winding
course for many a league, until they carne to the
height of land which marked the boundary be-
tween Burgundy and the Lowlands. It was here,
midway between the shops of the rival smiths, tliat
the trial was to be made. And here were already
gathered great numbers of people from the Low-

lands 2ind from Burgundy, anxiously waiting lor
the coming of their champions. On the one side
were the wise Siegmund and his gentle queen, and
their train of attendant knights and courtiers and
fair ladies. On the other side were the three Bur-
gundian kings, Gunther, Gemot, and the child
Giselher, and a mighty retinue of warriors led by
grim oid Hagen, the uncle of the kings, and the
‘'variest chiefin all Rhineland.

When everything was in readiness for the con-
test, Amilias, ciad in his boastcd armor, went up
to the top of the hill, and sat upon a great rock,
and waited for the appearancc of Mimer. As he
sat thei-e, he looked, to the people below, like
some great castle-tower; for he was a giant of
huge dimcnsions, and his glittering coat of mail
was not only skillfully wrought, but so great in size
that fifty men of common mold might find shelter
or be hidden within it. As the smith Mimer,
himself a man of no mean stature, toiled up the
steep hill-side, a grim and ghascly smile ovcrspread
the giant’s face; for he felt no fear of the slender,
glittering blade which was to try the metal of his
armor. And, already, a shout of triumph was
sent up by the Burgundian hosts, so sure were
they of their champion’s success.

But Mimer’s friends waited in breathlcss silence.
Only King Siegmund whispered to his queen, and
said; “ Knowledge is stronger than brute forcé.
The smallest dwarf who has drunk from Mimer’s
well, and carries the sword of the knowing one,
may safelyengage in contest with the stoutestgiant.”

When Mimer teached the top of the hill,
Amilias folded his huge arms and smiled again—
this time in scorn. But the smith knew no fear.

“ Are you ready ?” asked the smith.

“ Ready!” answered the giant. “ Strikc!”

Mimer drew back the glittering sword, and the
muscles on his brawny arms stood out like grcat
ropes. Then Balmung, swift as lightning, cleft
the air from right to left. The waiting lookers-on,
in the valley below, thought to hcar the noise of
clashing Steel; but they listened in vain, for no
sound carne to their ears, save a sharp hiss, like
that which red-hot iron gives when plungcd into a
tank of coid water. The giant sat, unmoved, with
his arms still foldcd upon his breast; but the smile
had vanished from his face.

“ How do you feel now?” asked Mimer, in a
half-mocking tone.

“ Rather strangely, as if coid iron had touched
me,” faintly answered the giant.

“ Shake thyself!” cried Mimer.

The giant did so, and lo | he fell in two halves,
for the sword had cleft sheer through tlie vaunted
coat of mail, and cut in twain the huge body in-
cased within. Down tumblcd the giant's head



and shoulders, and his still folded arms; and they
rolled with thundering noise to the foot of the hill,
and fell with a fearful splash into the deep Rhine
waters. And there, fathoms down, they may now
be seen, when the water is clear, lying like great
gray rocks at the bottom ofthe river. The rest of
the huge body, with its incasing armor, still sat
upright in its place. And to this day, travelers
sailing down the Rhine are shown, on moonlight
evenings, the giant’s armor on the high hOl-top.
In the dim, uncertain light, one easily fancies it to
be the ivy-covered ruins of some oid castle of
former times.

The smith Mimer sheathed his sword, and
walked slowly down the hill-side to the plain,
where his friends welcomed him with glad cheers
and shouts of joy. But the Burgundians, bafflcd
and feeling vexed, turned silently homeward, fior
cast a look back to the scene of their disappoint-
ment and their ill-fated champion’s defeat.

And' Siegfried rctumed, with Mimer and his
fellows, to the smoky smithy, to his roaring bel-
lows and ringing anvil, and to his coarse fare and
rude, hard bed, and to a life of labor. And while
all the world praised Mimer and his skill, and the
fiery edge of the sunbeant blade, none knew that
it was the boy Siegfried who had wrought the
wonderful piece of workmanship.

But, afier a while, it was whispered around that
not Mimer, but one of his apprentices, had forged
the sword. And when the smith was asked what
truth there was in this story, he shook his head
and made no answer. The apprentices, too, were
sUent, save Veliant, the foreman, who said: “ It
was | who forged the fire-edge of the blade Bal-
mung; but to my master, Mimer, belongs all the
praise, for my work was done in accordance with
his orders." And none denied the truth of what
he said; even Siegfried himself was speechless.
Henee it is that, in songs and stories, it is said by
some that Mimer, and by others that Veliant,
made the doughty sword Balmung.

But falind hate and jealousy were uppermost in
the coaree'and selfish mind of the foreman, and
he sought how he might injure the prince, and,
inayhap, drive him away from the smithy in
disgrace. “ This boy has done what none of us
could do,” said he. “ He may yet do greater

deeds, and set himself up as the Champion smith
of the world. In that case, we shall «di have to
humble ourselves before him.”

And he nursed this thought, and brooded over
the hatred which he felt toward the blameless
prince. Yet he did not daré to harm him, for fear
of their master, Mimer. And, although Siegfried
suffered much from the cruel taunts of the foreman
and the unldnd words of his fellow apprentices, yet
the sparks flew from his forge as merrily and as
bright as ever, and his busy bellows roared from
carly morning until late at night. And Mimet’'s
heart grew warm toward the prince, and he
praised his diligence and skill, and by pleasant
talk urged him to greater efforts.

“ Hold on in your course, my brave lad,” said
he, “ and your workmanship will, one day, rival
the handicraft of the dwarfs themselves.”

Here the jari paused, and all his hearers waited
sEently for several minutes, expecting him to go
on with his story. But he only smiled, and stroked
gently the silken tresses of little Ingeborg, and
gazed thoughtfully into the glowing fire. Then
Rollo, when he saw that his father had cnded, said,
impatiently: “ Is that all?”

“ That is all of Siegfried’s smithing. For, the
next day, the envious Veliant sent him on an
errand into the forest, and he never carne back to
the smithy again.”

“Why?” asked Ingeborg. “ Was he lost, or
did he go back to his parents at Santen ?”

“ Neither,” answered the jarl. “ The world lay
before him, and much noble work was waiting
to be done. With brave heart and willing hands,
he went out to help the innocent and wcak, and
to punish wTong-doers wherever he might find
them.”

“ What did he do?” asked Rollo.

“ About the first thing that he did was to slay
the dragén ofthc Glittering Heath.”

“ Tell us about it!” cried all the young people
in a breath.

“ Not now,” said the-jarl, smiling. “ Itis nota
very pleasant story to tell before the Yule-fire.
But our good harper will sing for yon again; and
then, mayhap, he will tell you something about
the dragén that Siegfried slew.”

(To bt coHIimtid.)



HE N ervous [tttle M an ,

n BV malcolm douclas i

hJ./~.LITTLE HOAMSE-TH/ST'STOOD

IhI-T{*E [*1DDLE- OF-Ay~WOOD '
WELT «AXLITTLE *p hJERyoJS'AASCOULD BE-
'f& XmtHOLIT'ANY-fAFIGhjBORAM-t'IEAN

AN qiJITE- UI'NDOriE-Vv;iTh(-FEA,R™.-.,, |

~oifi-BETTEI"BUYAGIJK;'

"E UT e\ GUfjTpLANED-AT'T E<hjEAD
]i . *-~nE'HIS'EA) E*QLDY”~AS?1i0O?JED-F-4 c...
'Pa.U~ D'TIjE sLfTTLE-
T-INChlT-GO-0FRA--""6 0 piE~|JIGH
1, Aid D,ThJEN~-DIE-QF-FRIGbHIT- ~
luL-aETA-BOy 3 -T 0-wAfCh|-t>iE-GUNA

"SajD'HN

.E”™ RIGAP-ED/\-Boy-TO.ST/ANO -
aj'itl] Th|E-'WEA~POSI-If>i-1jIS-HAbID-
o ¢-TfijANyOUjgaS ter,-W ITt-[-THFTR ,IG .~
WAASriTOO-ERpE-"""
~ F-TI"E-BOy-DOES-yOT-LOOK; OUT
e-w 1Lt -KILL-US-BOTI-j-hIQ'DOUBTfI™
I'LL-)~,*yET?|E-FAJtILR.WAJGM-2i15-5 0 N~
«yi*hID-C.UARDEOQ = X [iE-G-Ur]
"p]E- "
" TJE'LITTLE'IV]JAj*OF.r-0>]JUCKLE;SA-I
LIh]JEIJ tH~>"'"SJlrsl«s.-,le-w ¢g]
It- I5eswee'teVo'r-"AAro-R|:st- \
. X | ITXmTAE: @ TA|biJa™| /= THJAT- ITAri’s A fE- F,Rp>i-



A REMARKABLE FIGHT.

Eveky readingboy orgirl knows sometliing about
thc poisonous scrpent of India, called thc Cobra
de Capello. This fiame, which means “ hooded
snake,” was given it ;>haccountofits habit of dilat-
ing or stretching its neck into a sort of hood, partly
covering the head. The snake is from three to

four feet long, of a brownish-yellow color, and its
poison is exceedingly dangerous, and generally fatal.

But there is also in India a little animal called
the mongoose, which is said to fight and Overedme
the cobra, and even to receivc its bite without
injury. The mongoose, which resembles the
weasel in size and general habits, is covered with
gray and dark-freckied hairs,— a sharp-nosed, won-
derfully agilc little creature, as you will see from
the picture. Some naturalists believe that the
mongoose knows of a plant or root which, when
caten, counteracts the snake-poison; but others
deny this, and maintain that the venom has no
effect on the animal, which therefore destroys the
cobra without danger, just as hogs kill rattlesnakes
in our own country. It is a singular fact that
poisons do produce different effects upon different
animals, and the following account seems to show
that the mongoose is really a natural enemy of the
cobra, and is thoroughly proofagainst the serpent-
poison. The fight described was witnessed by sev-
eral officers of the British army in India, who signed
a report of it, which reads, mainly, as follows ;

“ The mongoose approached the cobra with cau-
tion, but without fear. The cobra, with head erect

and bodyvibiating, watched its opponent anxiously,
knowing well how dcadly an enemy he had to
contend with. The mongoose was soon within
easy striking distance of the snake, which, sud-'
denly throwing back his head, struck at the mon-
goose with tremendous forcé. But the little
creature, quick as thought,’sprung back out of
reach, uttering savage growls. Again the hooded
reptile rose, and the mongoose, nothing daunted
by the distended jaw'S and glaring eyes of its an-
tagonist, approached so near to the snake as to
forcé it to draw its head back considerably; this
lessened its distance from the ground. The mon-
goose, at once seizing the opportunity, sprung at
the cobra’s head, and appeared to inflict as well as
to receive awound. Again the combatants renewed
the encounter; again the snake struck at its wily
opponent, and again thc latter’s agility saved him.

“ The fight wenton in chis tvay threc-quarters of
an hour, and both creatures seemed now to nerve
themselves for the final encounter. The cobra,
changing its position of defense for that of attack,
advanced, and seemeddetermincd now ‘todoordie.’
The cobra soon approached so ciése that the mon-
goose (which, owing to want of space behind, was
unable to springoutofreachbyjumping backward,
as it had done in the previous encounters) nimbly
bounded straight up in the air. The cobra missed
its object, and struck the ground under him. Im-
mediately on thc mongoose alighting, the cobra
struck again, and, to all appearance, fixed its fangs
in the head of the mongoose. The mongoose, as thc
cobra was withdrawing its head after ithad inflicted
the bite, instantly retaliatcd by fixing its teeth in the
head of the snake, which quickly unfolded its coils
and ignominiously slunk away. Instantly the mon-
goose was on its retreating foe, and burying its
teeth in the cobra’s head, atonce ended the contest.

“ The mongoose now set to work to devour its
victim, and in a few minutes had eaten the head
and two or three inches of the body, including the
venom so dreaded by all. We should have men-
tioned before that, previous to this encounter, thc
cobra had struck a fow], which died within half an
hour afterreceiving the bite, showing, beyond doubt,
the snake’s power of inflicting a deadly wound.

“ After the mongoose had satisfied its appetite,
we proceeded to examine with a pocket lens the
wounds he had received from the cobra; and on
cleansing one of these places, the lens disclosed the
broken fang of the cobra deeply imbedded in the
head qf the mongoose. W e have had the
mongoose confined ever since (now four days’ time),
and it is as healthy and lively as ever.”
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‘ Lost! lost!” you hear him say—

‘ Stolen or strayed away !

Strayed away from Buttercup town,
The fair little Princess Thistledown 1”

All the court had gone to difie,
Knights and lords and ladies fine.
Through the open gate-way straying,
Carne a troop of minstrels playing;

One was a fiddier, shriveled and black;
One had a banjo over his back;
Onc was a piper, and one did naught

But dance to the tune, as a dancer ought.

First, the fiddier drew his bow,
Struck a chord, so sweet and low,
Lords and ladies held their breath
In a silence deep as death.

Ting-a-ting, the banjo rang,
Up the lords and ladies sprang;

Round about the piper pressed—
Ho, good piper, pipe your best!”

And they danced to the sound

In a meiTy-go-round,

For never before had a minstrel band
Chanced to stray into Fairyland.

They filled their pockets with silver money,
They fed them on barley-cakcs and honey;
But when they were fairly out of the town,
Tli'ey missed little Princess Thistledown.

Cali the crier! ring the bells |
Search through all the forest dells;
Here Is silver, here is gold,

Here are precious gems untold;



He who finds the child may take
Half the kingdom for hor sake!”

Eira! boom ! comes a blustering fellow,
Dressed in black velvet, slashed with yellow.
He 's the king’s trumpeter, out on the track
Ofthe wandering minstrels, to bring them back.

But the fiddler is telling his beads by the fire,

In a cap and a gown, like a grizzly oid friar.

The man with the banjo is deaf as a post,

The jolly oid piper as thin as a ghost.

And the dancer is changed, by some magical
touch,

To a one-legged beggar tliatlimps on his crutch.

Then Mistress Gentian bent to look

At her own sweet image in the brook,
And whispered, “ Nobody knows it, dear,
But I have the darling safely here.”

VoL. IX.—12.

And, dropping her fringes low, she said =
"1 was tucking my babies into bed,

When the poor little Princess chanced to pass,
Sobbing among the tangled grass;

Her silver, mande was rumpled and torn,
Her golden slippers were dusty and worn;
The bats had frightened her half to death,
The spiders chased her quite out of breath.
| fed her with honey, I washed her with dew,
| rocked her to sleep in my eradle of blue;
And | could tell, if I chose to say,

Who it was coaxed her to run away.”

The mischievous Wind the eradle swung.
‘ Sleep, little lady, sleep!” he sung;
‘What would they say if they only knew

It was | who ran away with you?”



THE MAGIC PEN.

By E.

Brooks.

CContinuedfrom the Novem&er Number.)

After 2 momeDE of deep thought, the M aster conticues:

W here all speak well, 't is hard to tell
Just which advice to take.
Come, Fancy Bright!

W hat cholee

Come,
shall
Fable !
stories

High Desire!

now we make ?

Come, Fact! Counsel now !

gleaming,

come,

From all these

Can you not say which way— which way

Your specim choioe is leaning?
W hat? Not a word? W hy, that's absurd I
I 'm ready to receive it--—-—--
Pause.
Now, by the Pen, I have it, then—
W e 'lIl to the children leave it!
A1, eagerly:
Yes— to ihe children leave it.
Master
W hat ho! my Puck, my sprightiy Puck,

Come hither to thy master.
N ow hasten, hasten,

Come — faster, faster,

merry Puck,
6ster!

Fucic, as a raessenger-hoy, running in breathless:

H ail, M aster of the

W hat would you

M agic Pen !
now with Puck again?
Master :
H aste thee,
To some happy home below,
W ith children in it.
Bring me three — all joy and mirth,—

Puck, ,to earth now go,

Puck

fn“ half a minute.

Froucs, mogu;—dng only ihe firse two stanzas:

Exit, runnjng.

[ —

e

1. Come, children,
2. CoQie, chudreu,
3. Gome, children

come, by
come,
. come,your
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A/ter 3/fverse.

Pues, reenlcring in haMe :
| carne back by the moon,
Not a momenl too
The

By special balloon.

soon;
children are coming

ChokuS of Fbolics, third stanza;

Diifinz thischorus the Children enter, on the Elephant-car, wiA a
toy balloon tied to the waist of cach. D river snlams. The
Children stand amaaed, and jump down from car. D river
leads oE clcphant.

Childbeh, to M aster;

W e are Dolly,
W hat you
Please to tell

Dot, and Dick!
want us for ?
us pretty quick,
W hat you want us for !

They look around in wonder.

Oh ! what lots of pretty thingsl
Little girls with birdies’
Lots of folies—

W hat you

wings,
and bw s— and kings! —

want us for?

Mastbr :
Children dear,
W elcome here,
To our council-hall!
W hence — you know —
Stories flow
For the children all.
Tell me, then—
For the Pen
Some new tale would write —
W hat shall be
Told by me
Through tire Pen to-night ?
Stories nice,
In a trice,
Here may be expressed.
Can you find,
In your mind,
W hich you like the best?
Children |
W e like 'em big— we like ’'em small,
But most we like — the best of all—
The kind our mamma tells.
Master:
And what are they?
Children i
W kv, what we say/
The kind our maroma tells.
Master;

But what does she tell, children dear ?

Children, checking them off on their fingers :
W hy—
That'

fairy, Bible,

what our

true, and queer;
mamma tells.

Fact, quickly:

Then they 're fact!
Pable:
W ell, and fable !
Master:
Yes, they 're both !

I 'm unable
To decide what the Pen shall write
the children, 1 find,
blind—
they can get.

yet;
For
To no merits are

As they like any kind

Reenter PucK, who says:

o M aster,
Craves

a herald from Gnome
leave lo present you his

Man’'s Land
sovereigiis’ command.
Mastck :

Let tlie herald appear.

PucK, ushering m the herald

M aster mine— he is.here.
Herald i
There are forly kings in ihe Gnome Man's Land —
Forty kings with their crowns of gold;
And not a icing of the kingly band
Is over twelve years oid.
There are forty queens in the Gnome Man’'s Land —

Forty queens in their jewels fine ;

And not a queen of the queenly band

Has passed the age of nine.

And the forty kings,
In Gnome Man's

and the forty queens,

Land hear all day long

The stories told by the Gnome Man oid,
A's lie sits in that royal throng.

And the forty kings, and the forty queens,
Know your trouble, O M aster great,

And they bid me say that the Gnome Man gray
Can set the matter straight.

So the forty kings,
Send him here to council-hall;
Bid the Gnome Man tell what he knows
The needs of the children

and the forty queens.
your
so well,—
small.

General Chorusof Wclcome:
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All colors blend
For ridnbow hues,

All forces send
o rlailthail! hail |
gnome man gtay, The morning dcws.

So, Master great,
The cbhiudish mind,

In al; yon state,
M ay pleasure find.

N ot Fact alone
Can counsel give,

Dry as a bone;
ifJay Fable Uve.

Fable and Fact
Should mingled be;
Both counteract,
Yet both agree.

Let both be dressed
In colors gay ;
Tints mix the liest
That vaiying lay.

~omc mangray, From theklng;aandthequeensover All things have worth,
All joys are bright;
== Give children mirth —

Good-night— good-night!

Master, to Gnome Man :

Thanks, Gnome Man gray,
Thy counsel sage
Shall be iny gauge,
For tale or lay.
Gnome Man disappcar,,
M aster contintes, to all the others:

field andglen, Heiscom -ing to coun-sel the
“ Black spirits and white,

&aa Red spirits and gray,
m =r=t Mingle, mingle, mmgle,
You that mingle may."

MinsUng Chorus. Fnoucs, Stories, and all the charactersjoin in
mis chorus, marching and countermarching in cffective ngiir™
the design being to represent the mixing of feet and feble in tlie
chiJdren’s stories.

=s=

LM m—~ .
Ssp [7, i ~ |
L .

M aster, rbingjoytuliy:
Gay are the joys of Christmas;
Thanksgiving's feasts are gay;
But the ringing chime of the Gnome Man’'s rhyme m

M arks the children’'s fairest day. m
Curtain parts at rear and discloses the Gnome M an on elevated
dais. AJlform biopen half.circle before him. GnomeMan:
In storm and shine, Mingle, mingle, mingle, mingle, M ix! mix 1mix1

In cloud and sun, (%_

O M aster mine,
Life's course is run.

And shine and cloud,
And sun and storm,
Are all allowed
Life's course to form.
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Pen ;Brightestjoys mayjingle, jingle, '"Houlud about the
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'RouQd about the Pea, 'Rouad aboutthe
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v giﬁ,ﬂound aboutthe Pen,'Round ~outthe Pen.
o m

M astbr, rising :

The
From

spirit moyes !

gaze of men
Bear off the Pen;

The spirit moves

Page 07 Pen presenta cushion, hneeling at throne. The M aster
deposits the Pen on the cushion, and the Page bears it off

Master :

1'm the lord of the wonderful Magic Pen,
I 'm the master of every tongue,
And my stories oid for the children | 've told,

Since the days when the earth was young.

So, while Fact and Fable both agree
To color my stories all,

And my Magic Pen writes the thoughts of men
For the children large and small,

I will rule with my scepter the teeming brmn,

N o monarch more mighty than Ij
And the warm glow as the ages go,
W ith the thoughts fnat can never die.

hearts

Then ho! fiUu the little folks’ magazines,
Load the presses with stories again,
And salute tne world with our flag un/urled —

The flag of the Magic Pen |

Grand salute; all cbaracters maiehing abreasc, or in two files, to
frontof stage — standard in center. Colors are dipped co audi-
ence: then countermarch to throne. Salute tne Masteu.
Elephani-mr entere, and all the chaiactcre (eacepdng the chil.
dren) march offiu procession, singiug the Chorus.

Moderato% sempiice.

Si

ff Falland flow, Fall and flow, W ith the
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Aul:
W hy, why, why !

Then, suddenly rcmcmbering, they siart niter the teticalbg proces-
sion, saying:

Oh ! here! say! yon forgot us!
Beenter PUCK.

PucK :
Come with me;
I 'll apee
Safe at home
Meanrime, the children stand amazed until lhe proc~rion pa”es off You soon shall be.
Then waJking slowly to front oi stagc, they look at each other Childrek, to Pick :
and say: All right!
DOL1.V: .
To atidience:
i !
My, iny, my! Good-night!
Dot: To one anotltet:
Did you ever ! i i i
Now we 'Il wait for the stories bright.
Dick:
No, | never!

All lock arms and run off with PuCK.

A CHRISTMAS-OIFT IN THE OU>EN TIME.



W hicii of these little girls lives in your house?



W hich of these little boys lives in your house ?



JACK-IN-THE-PULTIT,

Again the beautiful wonder-day, called Christ-
mas, is drawing near, sending long gleams of light
before it like a star.

May it bring you abundant joy, my youngsters ;
so much joy that your little hearts will overflow,
and fill the land with brightness.

Now for a word or two about my friends,

THE BIRDS.

W hat keen eyes they have ! And it is a happy
thing for those brave little things who stay North
through the winter that they have far sight as well
as sharp sight, or else they might miss many a
meal that they could ill spare in that hungry sea-
son. Just try them, my hearers. Throw a fresh
bone or a piece of meat on the snow, and watch
the crows come. Itis a cheering thing to scatter
bread-crumbs or a little corn on some bare place
in snow-time, and to see the eagerness of the
fK>orly fed wild birds as they enjoy the unexpccted
ieast.

“ One midwinter,” writes a real bird-lover, “ |
cleared away the snow under an apple-trec ncar
the house, and scattered some com there. | had
not seen a blue-jay for weeks, yet that very day
they found my corn, and after that the jays carne
daily and partook ofit, holding the kcrnels under
their feet upon the limbs of trees and pecking them
vigorously.”

Your Jack thinks, too, that it may prove to be a
pleasant thing to invite the birds in this way to a
share in the Christmas festivities, especially if all
the other dear “ chicks"— the poor and ill-pro-
vided human ones— have also been well remem-
bered, for then the Christmas carolings will be
complete. Not one will be overlooked if, as the
Little School-ma’ara says, “ Loving eyes have the
sharpest sight of all.”

WHAT ABOUT THISP

Dear JacKS You are inierested, | koow, in every new and
Btrange inveniion» and iike to have something odd to chac about
wlih your hearers. So l'il just tellyou of a wonderful insirumeoi
that Monsieur Armcngaud, asclentific Frenchroan, poritivcly prom-
ises (o bring out.

le is called the “ telestroscope,” and, if successful, it will enable u
man in his own office at, say, New York, not ooly to hear the volee
of his friend in Nankin, China, but aJso to seo an imagc of his
friend exactly as he may happeo lo be at the inoment of communi-
catiéon! Yours very iruly, J. A, K.

A VESPER-BELL OF NATURE.

Not so very long ago, we talked about the
Campanero, or Bell-bird, of South America, and
now here is news concerning a useful little cousin
of his in Australia. He is not much larger than a
snow-bunting, bul he has a pleasant note, not
unlike the sound of a distant sheep-bell. About
sunset the bell-birds begin their tinkling, and for
a while the whole forest echoes with the silvery
tones,— a sort of Angelus, or Vesper-bell of Na-
ture in the wild bush, hushing the woods for
evening prayer.

Besides their musical swoetness, these notes are
a sure sign that water is near, and the weary trav-
eler in that thirsty land is glad enough to hear the
bell-bird calling to rest and refreshmcnt after a
hot day’s tramp.

A MUSIC-1.0VINQ SQUIRREL.

Dear Jack: You told us once that hunters of sedis somelimcs
manage to diaw ciése to their game by whUtling tunes to eng.igc
thefi attection. And now | have just read abouta sportsman who,
one day, in the woods, saivery still, and began to wnistie an air to
a red squirrel on a near Cree.

“In a twinkiing,’*says he, “ thc little fellow sat up, leaned his
head to one side, and listened. A moment after, lie bad scrambled
down the uunk, and when wlthin a few yards he sat up and
listened again. Preliy soon he jumped upon the pile of rails on
which | wDs, carne within four feei or me, sat uj), made an umbrella
of his bushy uil, .nnd looked straight at me, his liitlc oyes beamIng
with pleasure. Then | changed” the tune, and chut! away he
skipped. But before long he carne back lo his seat on the rails,
and, as | watched him, it actually seemed as if he were trying lo
pucker up his mouth to whisilc. | changed che tune again, buc this
time he looked so funny as he scampered off that [ burstout laugh*
ing, and he carne back no more."

Now, Jack dear, that man had much more enjoymentout of his
mustC'loving squirrel than if he had shot him; and perhaps aAer
thisyou wiu luar the boys of your neighborhood piling up rails lo
sit on, and whistUog to the squlrrels who come to talk with you.
And if they don't whistlc well eoough, seod for me” for | can
whbistle niceiy, if I am a girl.—Yours and thc squlirrels’ friend,

Amv T D, twelve years.

SNOVY EMBROIDERY.

| DONT mean the frozcn lace-work on branch
and spray, fior the pretty heaps and furrows sculpt-
ured in the snow by the wind, fior the star-marks
of the partridge on his hungry rounds, fior the
dents of the hare’s soft pads among the trees, fior
the scratchy tracks of the busy squirrel. But |
mean the stitching left by the Deer-mouse on his
swift journeys over Mother Earth’'s snowy cover-
lid. The lines cross one another like a little girl’s
first attempts at quilting by hand. He does n’i
really need to risk showing his little brown body on
the white surface, for below the snow his dwelling
is Joined to the homcs of his friends by a maze of
little tunnels and winding arch-ways, and along
these he can stroll quietly and safcly to pay neigh-
borly visits and exchange the compliments of the
season. And, if I 'm not mistaken, you will find a



portrait of liim and his mate in St. Nicholas for

June, 1877. | may as well tell you, too, that he
is commonly called the “ white-footed Western
mouse.”

QUITE A DIFFERENT “ REASON.”

Dear Jack : | suppose your more leamed youngsters know all
about why winter days are short and summcrdays are long. | wish
I did; hut I really can not understand the reasons given in the
aslronoiny books, | get so muddled up with the “ inclinadon of the
eailh’saxis,” “ the eccenlricity ofihe earih's orbit,” and “ ihc pre-
ccssion ofthe cquinoxes”— but 1 am not quite sure this last thing has
anything to dowithit Anyhow, | wish totell you a difierent reason,
which llieard in a song. It is something like this; In sutnmer the
weather iswarm, and to walk fastwould make everybody uncomfort-
able; so peoplejust strollalong, and ihe elobeis pushed around but
slowly, like the barréis that aciobats walk on. But in winter the
wealber is so chilly thateverybody is glad towalk briskly, aod cven
torun, inorder to keep warm; and theconsequence is that the giobe

s kickcd around quickiy, and night comes sooner than in summer.
&( is convenient, because it tires one so to walk fastall day.

fter making this explanacién, the song says: " Oh, it’'s wonder-
ful how they do ii,~but they do!" and thatisjustwhat 1 sayabout
the causes given in the aslronomybook. Perhaps,when I am older,

I shall grasp the proper idea; am sure | hope | shall.— Yours
truly, W ILLIE HansOn, ten years.

P. S.— 1 told my papa what to say and he wrote it, because my
haodwritiog is coojoggly. W. H.

Yes, Master Willie, and it strikes your Jack that
the earth’s motion would be joggly, too, if it moved
according to the theory of that merry song. Ever
since 1l 've been a Jack-in-the-Pulpit | 've noticed that
folks don’t a/¢, move in the same direction.

EICHTEEN HUNDRED CARRIAGES!

Now and then a fine carriage rolls along the
corduroy road by my meadow, drawn by spirited
horses that evidently do not relisli exploring ex-
peditions. They would much prefer the fine tum-
pike, and for my part | am quite
willing that they should keep to it.

No literary Jack-in-the-Pulpit with
sensitivo nerves craves the company
of clattering horses and rumbling
mcarriages; but just think what my

noble ancestors on the Prussian side of the family
must have endured in the days when the first
King Frederick carne into power. Why, | 've just
had an interesting letter from a little school-ma’am
that has made me almost deaf with its racket.
Only listen:

“ It was onthe occasion, dearJack, ofthe coronaron of Frederick,
the firstking of Pnissia, the grandfather of the femous Frederick ihe
Gieab The cavalcade movca iiom Berlin co Kdoigsberg, five hun-
dred miles, ihrough awild, uncullivaied counliy. 1lrequiredeighceen
hundred cairiagus and thir™ thousand posuhorses w convey the
court lo the sccncofcoronation, The carriages moved Uke an army,
in three divisions ofslx hundred each.

"The streets of the coronation city were tapestried with ihcrichcst
and most gorgeous colore.d cloth, and many of them wcrc carpeted.
The king's diamond coai-buttons each cost a sum equal toseven and
a halfthousand dollars.

“ Frederick’s own hands placed the crown upon his brow. (twas
in 1700 that thus began the now powerful kingdom of Prussia.”

STAND 6Y THE OEACON.

1 told my good friend Deacon Green is com-
ing out with a grand oifer of a hundred brand-new
dollar-bills, as prizes for my boys and girls. Stand
by the deacon, my chicks, and get his money if
you can

A CHRISTMAS SERENADE FOR ME.

Dbab Jack-in-thb-Pulpit: Do you ever He— no, | mean stand
awake nighis? I1fyou do, lisien sharply,as Christmté draws ne«:
for Percy, Charley, and | are going tosurprise you with a sercnade!
W e are practidag for It already. Unele Ben says we need not
stand out*of*doors to serenade, as the bi~ sercoaders do, for »l we
sing and play in the house with all our mighi, you will uke itjustas
weU, if not better, Tliat seems quecr lo me, bul I suppose it must
be so. | 'll sendyou in this letter the picture Unele drcw ofus thtcc
practicing. He madeitoutofiok, and he putPompey and Kitty
into the picture, because they are so much interested. W ¢ nave

hard work leaching Pompey not to bark as
s00Q as Percy begins to scrapc. Though we
Uve about a quarter of a rolle from the dear
Little School-roa'acn's red school-house, we do
not go lo school ihere. W e have a nice gov-

emess.
Percy and Charley send iheir love to you,
and so do I.— From your faithful litie friend,

Lily Kissam.



DEACON GREEN'S OFFER.

ONE HUNDRED NEW ONE-DOLLAR BILLS [

SoMETiucs, in (he bes[-orderedprinting>offices, it sobappens that
a /ortH (which is one or more pages of rcading*malter, set up in
typc, and fastened in an iron &ame ready for the priniing-press)
meets with an accident The man whois carrying it trips and drcps
it; or he bangs it down io such a way that it is looscncd, and out
tumble the typc, heller-skelter, It is then “in pi/’ as the printera
caliit, and some one must pick up the scattered type, and, exam
ing each Uitle bitof mcwl, restore it to its proper posidon. The
printer who &ts in (he cérner busicd with this pi is not in the least
likeJack Horncr, but is generally for theiaomeRC a sad and aorcly
tried fcUow.

Now see what has happened tous\ Deacon Green, assisted by
his friend Mr. Timotby Pluokelt, had preparad some insiructive
paragraphs concerning cenain noted men of history, and no soooer
were they pul in type than a young compositor tumblcd them in(o
pi. He atonce, in the excitement of the moment, did hjs best to
restore the paragraphs, butah! whata messbe made of thework!

When (he Deacon heard of it, he wrotc, in bts heartyway:

" Nevermind ! The boys and girls of St, Njcm olas shall make
all straight Print it justas Itis, caliit '\@J‘Kﬂ P|,and tell the
young folks (hat I, Deacon Green, happen to have by me exactly
one bundrcd new one*doliar bilis, all of which shall be given as
prizes for restoring the pi, viz.: one biU for each of the onc hundred
best Solutions received. The conditions are that the paragraphs
are to be reslored with pcrfect accuracy as to histortcal iact and
the puuctuadon ofevery sentence; that ihc soliition mustbe writien
onone sideofthepaperonly, and addre&sed to Deacon Greeo, care of
The Century Co., Union Square (nonh), N.Y.— and thatnot only
accuracy, bulneatnessand penmanshlp, are to be conridered in dedd-
ing upon the best Solutions, Every word, every leiter, every punctu*
alion pointthatwas in the original paragraphs is also In che pi, and
all thatis ncccssary is to make sute that, in the re-arrangcment, they
all getinto (herightplaces. The prizes will be awarded by a com*

mittee of seven, induding che editor of St. Nicholas, ‘The Little
Schoobma'am,” Mr. Timothy Plunketc, and
“ The children’s to command, Sitas Green."

Now, you shall have the PI, just as che Deacon

Fortunately, no one word is injuced in the least; and the opening

retumed it.

sentence is unharmed, But look at (he rest of the paragraplu\

Even the fiames are divided and mixed up J

Historical Pi

W e propose to mention hete a few of the world's great generais,
invemors, discoverers, poeCs, and men ofnotcd dceds.

Geoige Stephenson was born ac Carthage, whichdty was so hated
by Goethe that he rately made a speech without saying: and
“ Carthagc must be destroyedi” Of other noied generais, Eli
W hitney was a Rouian; Sliakespmro was a Prussiaii; James W att
was a Corrican: and Haimibal is an American.

It is believed thai Charles Darwin iavented Man; Newion, the
horse: JuUus Cmsar, the monitor; Napoleén, theblood; Fredcrick,
the sewing*machine: Cato, the circulacion of the earth; that Erics-
son invented che satellltes of Jupiter; that Bucephalus fceqgiicnCly
discovered the law of gravitacién and Dante the revoluticn of the
steam-boat; Gallleo the Great, che telegraph;
Bonaparte, the ste.~*engine; Elias Howe and Bloiidin, the cotton-
gin of che telescope and Dr.Tanner, the fastcst, if not the mostfiery,
nacuralist ofancienc rimes, discovered the cheory of The DescenL

Among poets, the greatestin all history is Samuel Morse; while
Roben Fulton ranks highest in the poetry of Germany, and Ulysscs
S. Grantin thatof Italy.
ofour day,

Many men have performed special feats.
and rodé the locomoilve;

William Harvey

John and lIsaac are himous EngUsh poets

Aldexander conquered
Tennyson crossed the Niagara River od

‘theright*rope; and Browning claims to have lived forty days wilh-

ouc eating.

Now, young folk, one and aU, who of you wiU belong to the fort-
Unate one hundred who are co receive the Deacon’s dollar-failis ?

Remember, the hundred prizes are for the beii hundred soUirions
received before January loch, 1882, and ihey shaU be awarded even
if not a single solurion should prove to be absoliitely correct A
“ Solution” is the enrire pn properly slraightcncd and written out
according to the above direciions.

Send your full post-ofiice addiess, and state whether you are
under or over fiftecii years of age.

THE LETTER-BOX.

The news of the sudden death of Dr. J. G. Holland comes to us
just as ihis number Is going to press, and therefore we can add only
a few words to ihc sad announcemcnt Dr. Holland’s lifc and
work, as author, lecturer, and editor, are familiar 10 some of our
readers, and co many chousands of parents all over the land. Our
next number will contain a paper cooceming the helpful bfluences
which he exerted upon young people. Meanwhilc, it should inter-
ese allour boys and girls W know that, while a mcmbcr of the com-
pany whbich publishes St. Nichoi.a5, his generous spirit showed
itself constantly in his hearty enthusiasm for the magarine, and for
any new or special delightwhich we were abie co briog to our read-
ers. His kindUness and high courtcsy were always among the most
cherished associaricns of the editorial offices.

Ousthanks are due to Messrs. Jouvet & Co., of Paris, for their
kind permission tOTcprcduce In this number their beautiful «ngrav-

ings ofRaphael's “ Madonna di San SisCo” and “ La Madonnadella
Sedia’'l; and wc are indebied (0o Messrs. Goupil & Co., of Paris, for
their courceously aJlowing us to copy, for our ftonrispiece thU monch,
thefine picture of “ The King's Favorite,” by the&mous Spanish
punter, Zamacois.

Acknowledgmecent is also made to Messrs. Porter 8 Coates, of
Philadelphia, owners ofthe copyright of the poem “ All Quietalong
the Poiomac to-nigh(" —which, through their courtesy, is given to
our readers in ihe presentcbaptersof “ Recollecuons ofa Druaimet-
boy."

Ths Very Lltde Folk will find for themselves charming stories in
(he pretty silhouettes given on pages 176 and 177, andwhich we have
copled from a book printed in far-away Russia.

It is an excellenc plan, as many wise mochers and teachers well
know, to encourage young folk lo rcad aloud from pictures as well
These bright glimpsesof*“ little boys" and
will sec many a todaier talking,

as from prinicd words.
“ little girls’’
mistaken.

or we are much



W e had hoped to notice in thismonth's “ Letter-box" the many
capital letters that have been received in responso to our requestfor
“New Games” and to the September “ Invitation to our Readers."
Butthe pressure upon our space in this number has been so great,
Chat we are forccd to defer our special acknowledgment of ibese
hearty coramunicarions uotil next month— meanwhiie, thaniting the
generous young writers, each and all, for the promptnessand eamest
spirit of their repites. W e shall be glad if others of our readers,
who may have fhiled to send answers, in fearof being coo late, will
regatd Che inviiations as still open to them and forward their letters
sbon.

A CHAIitMiNG little book just published by Messrs. J. R. Osgocd
& Co., with colored illustrations in the Kale Greenaway sryle, is
entited'The GladYear Round.” The author, A. G. Plympton,

is well known to many of our readers through the capiui “ Mary
Jane" stories conttibuted to St. Nicholas. "The Glad Year
Round” is full ofgood things both in text and pictures. Itwillecr-

lainly delight the young folk ofevery household into which it enters,
and will make a beautiful holiday gifi.

Another pretty volurae is “ The May Blossom " or “ The Princess
and Her People,” illustratcd by H. H. Emmerson, and published in
New York by A. C. Armstrong & Son,and in London by F. Waroe
StCo. The illustradons ace in color throughout, all interesting, and
someo fthem unusiially fine. Although notannounced in the book,
itis evident from tbe pictures thatthe “ Litele Princeas" is the good
Queen Victoria, and tho illustrations in which the Princess appeais
probably represent actual scencs in the child-life of that gracious
lady. The book comesin happUy at this holiday season for those
who are seeking pretty Christmas presents for young folk.

The editor hopes that not a single reader of St. Nicholas,—
whcther interested in history and art ornot,— will “ skip " the admi-
rable ardeles by Mes. Clement, which have now reachcd the eraofthe
great masters of painting- For these papers are anything bul dry
descripdonsand biographics, and, as shown in the ardele on Raphael

THE AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION—NINTH REPORT.
AWARD OF PRIZE!».

The competition for the prise offered fot the best six specimens of
prcssed flowers was not very extended, owing, doubtiess, to the fact
that the time during which the collections had to be made was
limited nnd camc duriog the extremely hot months of July and
August. All that were sent, however, were deserving of much
credit. Tho priee of an Axierkrm Plant Book is awarcled to Miss
S. E. Arnold, of the Hartford, N. Y., Chapter. The contest for the
saw of the saw-fish has been much more excitingi aimost every
miil has brought one or more essays on the curious PrU li, deiailing
the strange habiis of the fish and ihe deeds ofitswonderful saw.

After careful comparison, the saw is awarded to Master T. Mills
Clarke, of Southamplon. There were others who sentreports more
eleganily written, and looger; but his smacked least strongly of the
cyclopedia, and is on the whole most sarisfactory. His drawing of
thefishisreproduced opon thenextpage, and hisrepon is as follows:

The Saw-fish.

The saw-fish (Pristis) is a gentis of carrilaginous fishes consK-
luring the fiimily PrisHdir, which is rankcd with the rays, bul the
elongaied form ofits body agrecs rather with that of the shnrks.
Still, it differs Irom tho sharks, and agrees vrith the rays, in severa
aaalooiicai characters, most conspicuously in ihat it has ine giU
opcnings on the under surface, as m rays, and noton ihe ade, as iq
sIWks, Several of the rays seem to have woapons of offense. or
defensc— indeed, you mightsay al! ofthem, the sca-eagle besng the
only kind, as faras | can finé, which is not armcd in some way,
severa] of them being armed wilh terrible spHnes. The torpedo is
armed with clectricity, and the saw-fish itself is armed by having its
sooutelongated into a fiat, bony sword, sometimes five or six feet

in this number, contain many chamiing stories and legends, full of
interest to young readers.

The listof Raphael's workswas crowded out ofthe pages contain-
ing ihc arricie, and thetefore is given hete, it mustbe remembered,
however, that, as Mrs. Clement tclls you in the &rdele, the great
arrise left nearly three hundred pictures and more than five hundred
studies and sketches, so, that the following list menrions, ofcouree,
only the mostimporiant existing works of Raphael, and where they
now are:

The Madonna di Foligno, Vatican, Rome.

The Transfiguradon, Vatican, Rome.

The Violin-player, Sciarra Palace, Rome.

St. Cecilia, Pinakothck, Eologna.

Several fine poitraits, Piiti Gallery, Florence.

La Madoona della Sedia, Piti Gallery, Florence.

Holy Family, called "D ell’ Impannata,” Pitri Gallery, Florence.
The Madonna de! Baldacchino, Pitu Gallery, Florence.
The Madonnn “del Gran Duca,"” Pitti Gallery, Florence.
The Madonna ofthe Goldfinch, Uffizl GaUery, Florence.
S1 John in the Deseit, Ulfizi Gallery, Florence.
Portraitof Pope JuJius Il., tffiri GaUery, Florence.

Lo Sposaldisio, The Brera, Milan.

Adoraiion of the Shephcrds, Museum, Berlin.

Madonna and Child and John Baptist, Museum, Berlin.
Madonna di San Sisto, GaUery at Dresden.

Seven picturesin the Pinakothck, Munich.

Seven pictures in ihe Museum, Madrid.

Ten pictures in the Louvre, Paris.

The Vision of a Knight, Nationai Gallery, London.

S1 Catherioe of Alexandria, National Gallery, London.
The “ Garvagh” Madonna, National GaUery, London.
Two fine Madonnas, The Hermitage, St. Petersbuig.

Sl. Geoige and the Dragén, The Hermitage, St. Petcrsbnrg.

Inthe “ Double Acrostic,” on page 88 of the November number,
the descripiion of the fiflh cross-word should have read as fbllows;
An island named by a sailor, credited with wonderful adventures, in
describing his sixih voyage.

long, with from twenty to ihirly bony spines or teeth on each sido.
Thtoé terrible insirument seems to be usccl in kiUing its prey; and il
dashes about among the shoals of fish, slaying them right and Jen.
This saw is indeed a terribleweapon. It jssaid that cven whales are
often slain by it, and the hulls of vesseU pierccd by its fearful power.
An East Indian species lives partly in fresh water. The saw-fish is
grayish-black above, and lighter beneath. Itisa very rapid swim-
mer, and is often found fer out at sea.

There are six or sevcn known species of the saw-fish. which are
found all over ihe world, from the polc to the tropics. The common
saw-fish (Prisit anfi*fonwi) is found in the Mediierianean” and
was known to ihe ancients, but no species is included in the listof
British fishes.

It is found off the coast of Florida, and is occasionally found all
along the eastem coastof the United Statesand Canada-

The fish are often.(including the saw, which is generally about
one-lhird of the entire length) cighleen feet long.

Those of you who have become Interested in ihfr fish will be glad
to read Hugh Millcr's book, “ Poot-prinis of the Crcator.” In it
he tellshow he once discovered part of an ancient skeleton einbed-
ded in a rock 5n Orkney. Itpreved tobe a bone of ihc Ast$roUpis
— so far as is yet known, the most gigantic ganoid of the Oid Red
Sand-stone, and, judging from ihc place of this fragmenc, appaxenUy
one of the first- Now the placold family of fishes, to which our
saw-fish belongs, is still older than the ganoid family, and many
things of great interest are told about these oid monsters m Mr.
Miller's book. The meaning of the words Pristi antiquorum is
the saw-fish of (he anclenis.

O f course most of our information regarding such creatures must
come from books; but when we cometo “ sand-dollars,” and such
small specimens as can be obtalned along any ofour coasts,we are
sure lo get some information from some member who relies for
knowledge mainly on his cyes; as the following letter shows:



Galveston, Texas, Sept, 9, 1881-

Dear 5m : | noticed your request to some dweller by the ocean,
lo wriie a descripdon of the sand-dollar and fes habits. | caught
one while I was 10 bathiog in the Gulf of Mexieb. It was the firsi
one tbat | had ever seen aDve. Itwascovered withshortspines, and
was of a handsome violet red. Here itis called the Texas star*fish.
Afier hndiiig it, L searched for It inseveral
books. Aftersometimemy search was re*

wardcd. Its zoological
fiame is ClypeasUr Ro~
sacfus (rosy shield'Star); anditbe*
longs to ihe family of Eckmoder-
/fiAia or sea-urchins. It is suppiied with six ambulacra, or
feet | haveoften picked them up on thebeach here. Tliey
rarely exceed two mches in widtk— Yours truly,
Philip C. Tuckek, Jr.

Notlongago I recdved from a lady of Galveston a specimeQ of
chis “ Texas star”—which | Imagine may, oddly enough, be the
idéntica! one that the wriier of ihe above

letter found.
cate asmuch:

This letier seems to indi-

Galveston, Texas.

Dbae Sir: In St. Nicholas forSep-
tembcr menrion is made of whatyou cali
sand-dollar. W ccallit“ Texasstar,” You
ask who has seen oneulive. | sendyou
ene taken from the Gulfof México, last
raonth (August), by a boy, who, while
bathiog,dived and broughtitup. Though
dry, you can yet see the haliy coatitis
covered with. W hen first taken ftom the
wateryou could see this hairy coat move,
which proved it was alive, | was always
under the impression that it was peculiar
te our coasL— Respectfully,

Mrs, M. E. Steslk.

Our Texas friends will have to relin-
quish their “ patent” on this Utlleurchin,
forheisfoundabuodantly along thc coast
»f Mas&achusetts, and probably any-
where along the Atlantic coast between
thcrc and the Gulf.

nePORTS OF CHAPTERS.
The following new Chapters have been admitted to thc “A, A .":
<. @1
Memoéers. Secreiarys Address.
10..Mrs. N- B. Jones,
8..Ray L. Baker.

No. Name.
96. Lansiog, Mich. (A)
97, St. Croix, Wis. (A)
93. Chicago (C).

99. Leonilas, Mich. (A) — ..AdeJbert S, Covey.

100. Hartford, Ct (B).... 2, .F.Parsons, 55 Prospectst.

101. Middleiown, Ct (A). la.,Philip P. WeWs.

X02. Oakiand, Cal. (B).. s.,Geo. S. Merediih,

103. La Porte, Ind, (A).... 7., Fnmk EJiel.

104. Osage City, Kan. (B) — ..John T. Nixon (Pres).

105. Limerick, Il (A).. e 130 .~ho W. fordan.

106. Lebanon Springs, N.Y.(A) 15-.~bcrt M, Royce.

*07. Newburypott, Mass. (A) zI..Naonie G. Poore.

108. Chicago, (E>)...

109. Washington, D. C. (C) 6..Emily K. Ncwcomb, 1336
iitn st.,, N. W.

110. Frankford, Pa. (A).. 18..R. T. Taylor, 131 Adams sL

WiU the secretaries of Chapters 99 and 104 ktndly forward fiames
of all mcmbers for our regisier ?

In July St. Nicholas, ao error of the printer made Chapter 96
hail from Stanton, insiead of Taunton, Mass., and the secretar/ of
said chapter is now F. H. Lochrop.

The secretar/ of Chicago (D) writes:

There are four of us boys who would Hke to join thc “ A. A."
W have been waiting witli longine hopes for che 15111 of Scptcm-
ber. We have quite a collection 01 geological specimens, and also
insects, and have made acabinetto hold them all, but itis haid work
to find ~ecitnens in the city, and we have to makctrips into the
woods after our butterflies and moihs.

The secretar/ of No. 107 says:

If any of thcmembers have motbers who are of thc same opin-
ion as mine, that inexperienced giris and boys should not haodle
poisons, | would advisc them to put any butterflies, etc’, which they
wish to kill, under a goblet, or in an odorous cigar-box witn
camphor.

5..Nelson Bennett, $s Cicero st.

Mr. Crucknell writes: We ibink it would be best for aJl the
iDcmIMrs to have the same kind of badge, the only thing differeni
being thc flame of the chapter.

Apropos of the badge, here is the manner m which the Nashua,
N. H., Cbaptcr has cut the knot:

SepL 17- We held a meeting in our club-room, and decided the
badge oucstion, We decided tonave a bUie ribbon 2~ incheslong by
XN wicfcjwith iettcring on it in gilt [see firstcolumnj, W hatdo you
thmk of itf Our mcmbers are very much pleased with it.

It seems to us pretty, and perhaps
nothing more generaUy acceptable
could bedevised. W e would suggest,
however, thatthe inscription wouldbe
moresaiisfactoryifitran asin thecut
below: it is easier to infer that the
last “ A." stands tor “ Chapter A.’
thaiiihac ihe “ N .“ stands for “ Nash*
au, N. H.” If the corresponding

THE SAW-PISH, mcmbers of ihe Lcnox Chapter likc
this idea, let us kncwat once, and badges will be provided which cao
be ordered directly from us, as dcslced. Each Chapter will, of
course, provide its own badges.

Chapter zio sends a very ncat little book, containing tbe coostitu-
tion and by-laws of the Frankford Chapter. It is the best yet.

Reqiests for Exchanchs.

Eggs, minerals, and shcUs, for gold
or silver ore— W hitney Kirkc, 1518
N . i8th street, Philadelphia, Pa.

Mounted Sea-weed— R. S. Tarr,
Oloucester, Mass., Box 729.

Prepared woods, pressed flowers,
or mounted sea-weed, for mounted
birds, or labeled eggs— Frank N.
Barrows, Lenox, Mass.

QUBSTIONS,

Where can | get entomological
supplies, such as pins, ncts, etc. ?
Frank E. Austin,
Northampton, Mass.

W ¢ wish to know how many eyes
a fiy has. We suppose the red spots
on each ride of thc head are the
compound eyes, but has he any oth-
ers? Ifso,how ___
many? We ~
have obscrved ~
ahomprotrud- ~
ing from the ~
mouth of a lo-
cust, W hatis
it?
W ashington,

D.c.Chaf-

TER C.

Notes by Members

In tlie August repon it says; “ The king-
fisher lays two white eggs on a ncst of fish-
bones.” 1 have often found the eggs deposlted
On the floor of the room al the end of the
bcle, and ncver found a nest containing less
than six eggs, and oftcn eight or nine. The
following Isa ground plan 01 a hole thatl dug
out this spring. It was about five feet deep,

Harry G. W hite, Taunton, Mass.

I send drawlngs and dcscriptions of three
bird.~. These dcscriptions are made from my
own observatlonsof tfie Hving birds. The draw-
ings are copied by myself from “ Wllson's
Birds,” and Lam rwelve years oid.

Respectfully yours, D. M. Perinr,

Jhe dlrawings were exceillenily made, the
descriptions fine, and the meihods of study
worthy thc imitation of members who are puzzled as lo what they
can do “ Ina cicy.” We will give onc of ihese descripdons next
month, but must now bid our members {numbering nearly 1300)
a reiuporary adieu.

Harlan H. Bati-ara, I™enox Academy, Lenox, Mass.



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

A “ftCOTT" DOUBLE AOROSTIC.

FOR OLDBK PU22LERS.

Ali. the chamcters rcferred to are to be found in Sir Waltcr
Scott'g novéis; and the titles of two of hisworks are named by the
Primais and Fi . , ,

Cross-WORDS: i. The hcto of an early novel, who was siolen
in his infoncy. a. A commanderof the Covenanters, mcntioned m
the “ Legena of Montrosc,” who took part in the cogagement al
Tippemuu-. 3. The rejccied suitor of An>y Robsarl. 4. Theoamc
of a beautiful Jewess. 5. The discoverer of the pretended Popjsh
ploiin “ Peveril of the Peak,” 6. An English colonel who oblains
the pardon of Edward Waveriy, when guilry of treason, 7. The
flame of a noble lady, the ward of George Heriol, occumog in tte
"Fortunes of Nigel.” 8. The fiame of the owner of “ Woirs
Crag,” who perished in a quicksand. 9. A nobleman who >vas a
favonte of Queen Eliaabeth, and husband of Amy Robsart. i.s.

DOrBLE CROSS-WOKD EMC~MWA.

Insomeparts of Germany there is observed the foliowing cuslom:
Oft a cenain day, a quaintly dressed man vUiis the homes of che
children, and on such as have beccn dudful, he bestows vanous
gifia The first lecier of the fiame given to the person who disinb-
tucsthe presenis, and the first Iclterof the dav on which the ores-
ents are distributed, are ic be found “ in crack, butnot in qw® »
ihe second letters, “ in pantber, not in mole/’ and so on, ull uie
fiame of the person and day liave been rightiy spelled:

In ctack, but notin hole;
In pantber, not :n mole;
In cinder, not in sooc;

In inch, but noc in foot;
In short, but not in loog;
In twitter, not in song;

In rhyme, but not in lay:
In au'bum, not in grey;
In spring, bul not in fall;
In slender, not in small;
lo tais, but not In micc:
In preicy, not in nice pasthenia

IIOLIDAY ANAGKAMS.

The Unesof each couplet rhyme, and the omittcd words may all
be formed from the thirteen letters omittedin the last Une.,

A foir little maid, with the ktndest *****
Flittcd about to bazar and to****.

Purchasing gifts, if rightiy 1 guess;
First, 'twas a doli, then a board to play e****-

Then, dear Mamma!— 't was surely no ****
To buy for her wacch-chain a liny gold »****,

Hours seemed just little inches of
They flew ll she found she had spent her last****-
Then, turning borneward, this fair Iltlle ****

Saw one whom she pided and gladly would *e*.

Are you not coid, little girl, with that

And what is your mufie?” She replied, “ Icis Bess.
" Yes, am coid, but,” — her eyes they grew**' —
“ Bul ‘m only vhinking of sick brother

“He 's home, and helame,
I wish 1

and he never was
could buy him just one lude

Her sorrow our foir liule maid could not***",
“ My purse is quite empty,” she whispered »e*"*,

" But here’s my gold dollar— ; 't is precious! no ***"*
Her fece is so blue, and her tecth— how they *******

Then, speaking aloud,— “ Little girl. come with «*,
For firstyou need clothing,— that plamly 1 see.

“ A part of my wardrobe and supper | '11
And poor Uiile Tim, too, shall have bis fuu

Very happy that night were chose three Uctle ******;
One happy from giving,— two happy with **'*

And our dear little maiden'a sweet joy will abide,
And she long will remember that glad *** toe
ULTAN FAYSON-

CENTBAI/ SYNCOPATIONS AND KEJIAINDEBS.

Each of the words described conlains five letters, and the syn”-
pated letters, placed in the order here giveo, speQ the fiame of a.
famous EngUsh philosopher, who was born on ChnstmM Day, i6*a-

I. Syncopate to bcsiege, and leave a vegetable,
balance, and leavc a formal atotude. 3. Syncopate to shaipcn, ana
leave a check. 4. Syncopate a river m France, and leave lcarnmg.
5. Syncopate dispatch, and leave to dciesL 6, SyncoMte a minute
particle, and leave a smirL 7- Syncopate a countiy jn Europe, and
feave 10 whirl. 8. Syncopate worldly pelf, and leave a snare.
g. Syncopate to chop insmall pieces, and leavc rodent animais. 10.
Syncopate lo delude, and leave small talk. it. Syncop” an
under-CTound canal, and leave a sootlisayer. 12. Syncopate rhjdhm,
and leave a small lakc. *3. Syncopate to be buoyed up, and I"ve
insipid. 14. Syncopate aweapon, and leave to fasten wiih J coro.

KIDDDE.

Cut offF my head,— a tido you will see;
Cut off my tail,— you 'll find me on a cree;
Cut both off, and it truly may be said
1 still remain a porcion of the head.
Cunail me twice, and then there wiil appear
A dainty ediblc, for spriog-lime cheer. ~
Though deep in iropic seas my wholc is fcund,
It oiUn glimmers in the dance's round.
GBORCE D.

NIJMEBICAL ENIGMA.

IAW composed of forty-sevcn letters, and am a weQ-known saying
by a femous man. ®*

c. A
‘M Vv 2«;-.~6-t?-A4-7-i4-87 IS this evenmg-

My4372."8 isa nxec

regulacion. My 3-4»-37 is an uproar. "My 41-3~-35

Mv i8-"~2-i8-is is an instniment for graspmg chings closcly. My
22-XQ-24 are “ children of a larger growlh. ' M «
general chMactcr. M y lo-ae-s-iQ -aoi. an Arabian rulcr. My 4a

17-1is a bulky piece of timber. My 4-2-29-47-13 to prepare lor
food by caposure to heac My 28-6-11-12-2-28747, or« easenjents-
My 0-6-8 is a iransgression. My 31-40-45-4® isinehomeol

tain insccls. My 16-17-2-30-25 isa lailocs smoothing-iron. My
21-23-34-4-17is an African. e "*e

s- Syncopaie lo



PICTUBIAL ACROSTIC.

Each of the small pictures may be described by a word wbich rhymes with “ ¢

supplied spell two words which fidy describe one of the above illustrations.

My
My
My
My
My
My
My

first is kingly — —
second, vague -
third, an Intimate ¢
fourth, a formal —
fifih, a courtly-—-
rixih, a trying
scventb, decidcd -

LTI
NS <<<<

elebration.” The initial letters of the words to be

The following lines hint at the meaningof cachpicture:

eighih, a hcated
ninth, a thorough —
tcnth is saying
eleventh is lofty —
twelfth is tearful —
thirteenth, welcome «
fourceenih, final —

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE NOVEMBER NUMBER-
N UMERicAL Enigma: "The wisdom of many, and thewitofone,' Diamond. 1. C- s. Car- 3. Caper. 4. Captain- 5, Rcalm.
ZiG-zAC. Nutcrack night. Cross*words: i. Near. a. BUrn- 6. Rim. 7 N.
3. MaTe. 4. ChiC. 5. TaRe, 6. S-\te. 7. Core, 8. SKin. Rebus: “ A prince can make a belted knight,

PaNe. xo. Lodl. ti, PaGe. la. SHed. 13. Tell. A marquis, duke, and a* tbat;

COMSBINATION Puzzle Thanksgiving. 1. Stage— gaTes- 2. But an honest man ‘s above his might.”

Throe— otHer. 3. Regal— glAre. 4. Roman— maNor- 5. Smkc RODEKT BuRNS, in Ho7esiFoveriy."
— mKcs. 6.Saves— vaSes; 7.Rouge— roGue. 8, Tinis— stint. DoUSLR Decapitations. i- S-t-ray. a. S-t-rap. 3- S-t-ale.
~ Drovc— roVed. 10- Withc— whlic. 11. Notcd — toNed. is- Quadruple Acrostic, Reading across: x. BinD. 2. RoaR,
Gmcs— paGes. 3. ArlA. 4, GIiB.

Two Word-Squares, i. 1i. Paris, s. Aslde. 3. Risen. 4. Double Acrostic. Agassiz— Audubon. Cross-words: T«
Ideas. 5. Sense. 1. i. Larch. 2. Azure. 3. RuralL 4. AgricolA. 2. GnuU, 3. AmenD- 4. SoU. 5. SeocriB. 6*
Crane. 5. Helen. TndigO. 7. ZitherN. \

Charape- Fox*glove. Central Syncopations. Purse, r. Se-P-al. 2. Fo-U-nd"'

Novfi. Doublb AcCROSTIiCS- 1. Udin— Thor Cross-words : 3. Ho*R-se, 4. Ba*S-Il. 5.. St-E-ep.

T.COaTs, 2,1DaHo. 3.BlgOt.” 4. ANgRy, |Il. EBdda—S&aga. Chanceo Heads. i. Bat. 2. Cat. 3. Mat. 4. Hat. 5. Nal
Cros~"words; i. FEaSt. 2 iDcAl. 3. ADaGe. 4. PApAI. 6, Pac. 7. Rat. 8. Sat. 9. Fat. 10l Vat.
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