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ST. NICHOLAS.
V O L . IX. M A Y ,  1 8 8 2 ' . No. 7.

[C o p y rig h t i8 8 í, T h u  C E N T .U R Y  .CO'.]

W H Y  T H E  C L O C K  S T R U C K  O N E .

B y  S o p h i e  - S w e t t .

K f.TURAH was in the kitchen m aking a chicken- 
pie o f the Piyinouth R ock rooster, whose domi- 
ncering disposition had become, unendurable.

She had been m aking pOp-overs, which would 
soon com.e out o f the oven, in all the crispness, 
and flakiness, and general toothsomeness which 
made K eturah’s pop-overs fam ous; so the kitchen 
was not a  bad  place to bé in, just now. But Ke- 
turah had her apron on her head, and that was á 
sign that she was in the doleful dumps, and small 
boys and girls had better keep out o f the way. 
T haf apron o f K eturah’s cast a  shadow over the 
whole house, especially when A un t Kate and Unele 
Rufe had gone to Boston, and Keturah. had all the 
small fry under her.thum b. .

Sam put his nose in at the crack o f the kitchen 
duor, and sniffed. T h e  pop-overs allured, but K e ­
turah’s apron waved a  wtu'ning, and Sam, being a 
wise boy, retreated.

Polly was in the garden han ging out the clothes., 
Sam, looking out o f the hall window, saw her, and 
tvondered if a blackbird had nipped her nose, it 
was so red. But the next moment a  b ig  tear 
dropped past it, and he saw that she was weeping, 
and there was hcr lover, Jakc Pettibone, beating 
a hasty retreat, looking very shcepish. Keturah 
had “ shooed”  him  off, Just as she “ shooed”  the 
chickens. Keturah was Polly’s aunt, and had 
been “ more ’n  a mother to her,”  as she was 
always rem inding her.

Sam  did wish that Polly had more spirit, and 
would n ’t allow her lover to be “ shooed”  away. 
Jakc was such a good fellow, and owned such 
delightful boats.

Ike was down b y  the currant-bushes, now, dig- 
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gin g worms for báit, preparatory .to going fishing 
with Jake. Sam  had been invited to go, but K e ­
turah would n ’t let' him, because it m ight rain, 
arid he had had the croup when he was six months 
oíd. (This was the very woi-st attack o f  doleful 
dumps that K eturah had ever had.)

K itty  .ú'as in the garden, too, trjdng to put salt 
on a  robin’s' tail; somebody 'had told h'er she 
could catch a robín so, and she believed it, because 
she was only a g ir l ; and she. did n’t care i f  she 
could n ’t go fishirig, for the sam e reason. It was 
almost as .well to b e  a  girl, as to' be a  boy, under 
Keturah’s tliu m b; and A un t K ate would be away 
for three weeks m ofe, and thcrc wás no hope that 
Keturah would come out o f the doleful dumps, 
and be her usual good-natured self— unless that 
provóking oíd clock should get over its mysteripus 
habit o f striking One, and unless she should find 
her saffron-colored silk  stockings!

F or Keturah was superstitious; she believed ip 
signs and omens, and nobody could reason, nor 
laugh, nor coax her oul o f the .belief. N othing 
could induce hcr to begin any undertaking on 
F riday; she would not burn egg-shells, lest she 
should come i.0 want; and, i f  she spilled salt, she 
was sure she should q'uarrcl. I f  she saw the new 
moon over her left shoulder, o f the .first robiii on 
a low bough, ill-luck was certain. Í í  a  mirror was 
broken, or a whip-poof-will san g on the roof, some­
body in the house would die before the year was 
out. I f  a  fork or a pin that was dropped stood up 
on the floor, or Casabianca, the cat, washed his 
face, she made preparations for com pany. She 
carried a  horscshoc in her pocket to ward off
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witches, and a potato to ward oíF rheumatism. 
She was always hearing mysterious noises, and 
was ve ry  scornful when anybody suggested rats. 
W h en  she saw a  “ c a lic ó " horse, she wished, and 
she was sure that she would g e t her w ish; and she 
always m ade a b ow  to the new  m oon, that it 
m igh t b rin g  her a present.

U n e le  R u fe  and A u n t K a te — who svere like  the 
best o f  parents to  their little, orphaned nephews 
and n ieces— were always te llin g them , privately, 
that Keturah ’s signs were a ll nonsense, and they 
must not listen to thera; but so m any signs “ came 
true ”  that Ik e  and K it ty  m ore than h a lf believed  
K elu rah  was right. D id  n’ t Ik e  have that figh t 
w ith N e d d y  Forrester the very  day that h e  spiiled 
a ll his sait a t breakfast? A n d  d id  n’ t he g e t his 
velocipede, and K itty  her w a lk ing doll,— presents 
from  U n ele  Jack,—  on ly two days after th cybow ed  
to  the m oon ? Sam declared it  to be his lie lie f that 
they wou ld have had the presents, even i f  th ey had 
fa iled  to pay their respects to the m oon, and, as for 
the salt, N ed d y  Forrester had been  threaten ing to 
“ w h ip ”  Ik e  for a lo n g  time.

Sam  was alm ost ten, and A u n t K a te  had told 
h im  that she depended upon h im  to teach the 
other children not to  m ind Keturah ’s nonsense.

Dut h e  d id  quako, inwardly, whenever Keturah 
heard  ve ry  strange noises, and prophesied dreadful 
things. H ow ever, h e  had  n’t  quaked h a lf so much 
since K eturah  had tw ice called  h im  to the door, in 
the even ing, to  see a  ghost in  the garden ; and one 
ghost was the Bartlett pear-tree, a ll blossom ed out 
white, and  the other was a stray white cow  that 
had taken a fancy to  the cabbagcs ! T h en  Sam 
had concluded that there was som ething as sub- 
stantial and com m onplace as a  pear-tree o r a  cow 
at the bottom  o f  a ll ghost stories, and he had felt 
sure that Keturah  could n’ t scare h im  aga in — but 
it  was queer that that d o ck  should strike One !

T h e  disappearancc o f  K cturah ’s saffron-colored 
silk stockings— which had been  given  her b y  her 
first and on ly lovcr, a  sailor, who was drowned on 
his second voyagc  — was not so unaccountable. 
Keturah  had a great m any bundles and budgets; 
she was, as she declared, “ uncom m on savin ’ ,’ ’ 
and hoarded a ll the scraps that would otherwise 
have found their way to the rag-bag. Sam  sus- 
pected  that in one o f  K eturah ’s budgets the 
saffron-colored silk stockings, which she fe lt sure 
had been  spirited aw ay as a w arn ing o f  im pend ing 
evil, w ere h id in g  themselves.

Ilu t w hat could m ake that d o c k  strike One?
It was a tail o ld  hall-clock, that had been  in 

the fam ily  for generations; it had not been  in 
w ork ing order for years, and was supposed to  have 
outlived its usefulncss. Som e peop le adm ired  it 
very  much, but the 'ch ildren  thought it very  ugly,

with its g rea t g ilt  griffin  on the top, and its gilt 
claw  feet, just lik e  a beast. Keturah  had always 
fe lt there was som eth ing queer about that dock.

A n d  now  it  d id  seem  as i f  there was something 
queer about the d o c k ; for it had struck, on five or 
six occasions, just one loud, solem n stroke, which 
could be heard a ll over the house.

It  struck the very  first n igh t after U n e le  Rufe 
and A u n t K a te  w en t away, betw een  n ine and ten 
o ’d o c k  at n ight. Sam  and Ik e  w ere awakcned, 
and go t out o f  their beds to see what was the mat­
ter. Keturah  was as white as a sheet, wringing 
her hands, and bew ailing  that som ething was 
go in g  lo happen, whereupon Ik e  go t back in lo  bed, 
and covered  his head w ith the clothes.

Sam  slipped into his pantaloons, so as to be ready 
for em ergencies, and crep t dow n two o r three stairs. 
H e  peered  o ver the balusters a t th e  dock . A  
iTiüOnbeam fe ll exactly across the griffin ’s head. It 
d id  n’ t w ink, Ijut its eyes flashed lik e  coals o f  fire.

I am sorry to say that Sam  follow ed Ike.
Keturah  said that som eth ing dreadful must have 

happened to U n e le  R u fe  o r A u n t K ate . But the 
next day she rece ived  a  tc legram , saying that they 
were well, and had had  a v e ry  pleasant journey.

A n d  Sam  thought that som eth ing m igh t have 
ja rred  the d ock , and m ade it  strike, and h e  wished 
he had n’ t covered  up his head with the bedclothcs. 
I f  h e  ’d  on ly had tim e to think, h e  ’d  have marched 
bold ly  up to the d ock , and found out what was 
the m a tte r ! H e  lay  awake for m ore than an 
hour, m ou m ing that he, the m an o f  the family, 
should have le t the others th ink he was afraid.

H e  tvas awakened b y  another stroke o f  the 
d ock . T h e re  was a  faint g iim in er o f  dawn creeping 
in at the w in dow — not enough to  g ive  the cheerful 
courage that comes w ith  m orning, but just enough 
to m ake the furniture take on  ghostly shapes.

Instead o f  g o in g  b o ld ly  down-stairs, Sam  sat up 
in bed, with his toeth ch a tterin g ; and when the 
door-knob turned slow ly, and the door opened 
softly, Ik e  or even K itty  could not have popped 
down under the clothes m ore qu ick ly  than he did !

I t  was on ly  Keturah. Sam  fe lt wonderfully 
re-assured w hen he heard  her voice, and he 
em erged  from  his retirem ent, and assuraed as easy 
and con fiden l a  m anner as a  b oy  conld assumc 
w hile his teeth were chattering.

“ T h a t c lock w a ’ n ’t  never struck with hands! ’ ’ 
announccd Keturah, solemnly.

“  O f  course it was n’ t the hands that made it 
s trike," began  Sam , but his fceblc  attem pt at a 
jo k e  was p rom ptly  frowned dow n b y  Keturah.

“  I  fe lt in m y liones that som eth ing was a-goin’ 
to happen, even before them  saffron-colored silk 
stockin ’s was sperited aw ay,”  said she, in a doleful 
voice, and w ith m any shakings o f  the head. “  And,
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I haint

as if them stockin’s w a’ n ’t  warnin’ enough, there ’s 
that oíd d o ck , that haint been  wound up nobody 
knows when, and with its insides all gi’n out, any­
how, a-strikin’ out loud and solemn enough to 
wake the seven sleepers o f Christendom  ! 
no expectation that we shall ever 
see your aunt and uncle a g ’in ! ”

“  I say, K eturah, if I were 
you, I ’d  go down and take 
a look at that d o c k ! You 
might find out what makes 
it strike,”  said Sam.

“  1 sha’ n ’t  meddie nor ■ 
make with the works o f dark- 
iiess, and I ’d advise you 
not to, neither,”  said Keturah.

Sam scarcely needed that ad­
vice. He felt even less like  in- 
vestigating the m atter than he had 
tlie night before. E ven in the broad, 
chccrful daylight he gave that 
dock a  wide berth.

A fter that, the d o ck  struck, once 
or twice, every n ig h t; and three 
times it had struck in the day- 
time,— each time when Jake Petti- 
bone, Polly’s lover, was in the house;
.and from this, Keturah had become pos- 
sessed o f thc idea that Jake liad  something 
to do with thc im pending evil o f which they were 
warned b y  the do ck. A n d  so she had forbidden 
Polly to have anything to say to him . Polly was 
almost broken-hearted, in consequence, and Jake 
was as much under the weather as such a Jolly 
sailor could be.

Sam and Ike and K itty  all thought it was a 
great shame. If there ever was a sweetheart that 
ivas worth having, Jake was one. Indeed, K itty 
had resolved to maiTy him, herself, when she 
should grow up, i f  Polly did n ’t — unless Ike and 
she should keep a  candy store, for w hich enter- 
prise she was w illing to forego matrimony. Jake 
had been “ 'round the world and home again ,” 
when he was only a boy. H e had seen cocoa- 
nuts, and bananas, and dates, growing; he had 
been down in the ocean, and brought up great 
branches o f coral, and shelb  that looked as i f  they 
were made o f puré g o ld ; he bad been on intímate 
terms with m onkeys, and wild men, and alligators, 
and earthquakes, and volcanoes; he had been half 
cooked b y  cannibals, scalpcd— in a mild w ay— by 
Indians, and had had a piece o f his arm  bitten out 
b y a s h a r k ;  he had been on a  fisliing expedition 
to “ the B an k s” ; had killed, with his own hands, a 
shark as b ig  as— well, I am  obliged to confess that 
the size o f that shark varied with each tim e that 
Jake told the story; but it was never smaller than

a whale, and it was once as large as the fabulous 
sea-serpent; he had caught a cod-fish so heavy 
that it nearly san k the vessel; had got wreckcd, 
and escaped drowning only by  a  hair’s breadth.

A fter all those good times, he had settled 
quietly down in Northport, and, wonderful man as 

he was, had becom e so condescending as to 
wish to marry Polly, the children’s nurse. 

Polly was a  nice girl enough, and pretty, 
too; but she did not know what a 

volcano was, and seem ed to

think it was an an im al; she 
said she saw one stuffed in a 
m enagerie, once; and she w w /rf 
say, “  O h, la, now, I know y o u ’re 1
jokin’ ! ”  while Jake was relating 
his most thrilling adventures, 
which was very disagreeable.

To, say nothing of his past greatness, Jake was 
now the proprietor o f three boats; in one, he went 
fishing; the other two he kept to let. I f  there 
could be a  happier or proudcr position in life than 
Jake’s, Sam  and Ike would like to know what it was.

T h e fishing vessel was “  as tidy a craft as you 
often run afoul of,”  as its owner often remarked, and 
the children were very  fond o f going fishing in it, 
although, to tell the truth, there was a fishy smell 
about it, which grew very strong just about the time 
the water began to break up into hills, and the boat 
began to m ake dancing-school bows, and you began 
to wish you had n ’t come. T h e  little pleasure-yacht, 
the “  Harnsome P olly ,”  was “ desarvin’ o f her name, 
and more ’n that you could n’t say.”  T h a t was 
Jake’s opinión. T h e  children thought Polly ought
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to be very proud and grateful for the honor o f hav­
in g  such a beautiful boat nam ed for her. Jake’s 
third boat was only a  row-boat, named the “ R acer,” 
which he had made for him self; but it was every­
thing that a row-boat ought to be, and he often 
len t it to Sam and Ike to row in, by  themselves.

It w ill readily be seen that Jake was a valuable as 
well as a distínguished friend, and his m arriage to 
Polly was an event greatly to be desired, especially 
as Jake threalened, i f  A un t Keturah persisted in 
“ cutting up rough,”  and prevcnting him  from see­
ing Polly, to go off to the Cannibal Islands, and get 
him self wholly cooked, this time, and eaten; a  har- 
rowing possibility, the thought of which caused 
K itty  to dissolve into tears, and made Sam and Ike 
lose their zest for fishing, even, for a whole day.

A n d  that queer, ridiculous oíd clock was at the 
bottom of all this trouljle !

A s  Sam, looking out o f the hall window, saw 
Jake being “ shooed” aw ay from Polly, he beck- 
oned tó him , slyly. H e wanted to see whether 
that clock would strike as soon as he set foot in 
the house, as on former occasions, and he also 
wished to cheer Jakc a little, lest he should, in des- 
peration, set sail at once for the Cannibal Islands.

Poor Jake’s round, rosy face was elongated until 
it looked like the reflection o f a face in a  spoon, 
and its jo llity  had given place to a woe-begoneness 
that was enough to make your h eait ache.

H e carne cautiously around to the door, anxious 
lest Polly's vigilant aunt should espy h im ; but 
Keturah had returned to her chicken-pie, without 
having the faintest idea that Jake would be so 
audacious as to enter the house by  the front door.

Jake stood still, just inside the door, and sur- 
veyed the clock. He was superstitious, as sailors 
usually are, and he seemed to prefer to keep at a 
respectful distance from that clock.

“  She ’s an onacountable cre’tur’, now, aint s h e ? ”
Sam  understood that he m eant the clock, for 

Jake had a way o f eonsidering docks, as well as 
vessels, as o f the female scx.

“ But it did n ’t strike, Jake ! It did n ’t  strike 
One when you carne in ! ”  exclaim ed Sam.

“  She did n ’t, that ’s a  fa c t ! ”  said Jake, bright- 
ening a little. “  M ebbc she ’s g i’n over her pesky 
tricks. I don’t see what nolDody ’s got ag ’in’ me to 
go to bewitchin’ on her like that, anyhow ! ”

“ I don’t think it has anything to do with you, 
Jake. It strikes evpr>' night, and you are not here 
then,”  said Sam.

“  B u t it ’s kinder cur’us that she don’t never set 
up to strike in the day-time, onless I be here. 
B u t there is folks, Saramy, that says none o’ them 
things don’t happen without nateral causes, and if 
there is a nateral cause for that there clock’s per­

formances, I ’d  g in  somethin’ harnsorae to find it 
o u t ! F or there haint nothin’ but jcst clearin’ up 
this here m ystery that ’U ever fetch the oíd woman 
’round”— with a nod toward the kitchen. “ As 
for them  saffron-colored silk  stockin’s,— she says, 
mebbe I haint got nothin’ to do with their bein’ 
sperited away, but that pesky clock’s strikin’ is a 
wam in’ a g ’in’ me. W ell, if  Polly ’n ’ me has got 
to part, there ’s the Cannibal Islands for me, and 
the sooner I ’m off the b e tte r! ”

“ Oh, Jake, don’t go ! ”  cried Sam , in distress. 
“ Perhaps we shall find out what m akes it strike.
I ’ra going to try ! ”

“  Sam m y, i f  you will find out, and fetch Ketuvali 
’round, I ’I l — I ’ll take you m ackerelin’ clear’n 
outside the shoals, and I '11 —  Sam m y, I ’ll make 
you a row-boat that ’ll beat the ‘ R acer ’ all hol- 
1er, and as pretty as new paint can m ake her ! ” 

T his was a dazzling offer, indeed ! Sam  fclt 
ready to brave all the ghosts he had ever heard of, 
for such a  prize. A n d  to keep Jake away from 
the Cannibal Islan d s!— though he must be a  great 
goose to let cannibals eat him, just for Polly.

“ O f course, it is nothing but what can be 
accounted for, and I ’ll find out for you, for noth­
ing, Jake,”  said he, grandly. Just at that moment 
a  sudden breeze, blowing through the open 
window, slam m ed the hall door.

A  moment afterward the clock struck O n e ! 
Jake’s ruddy face actually changed color, and he 

gazéd at Sam  in awe-stricken silencc. Sam  did n’t 
feel so brave as he had felt a  few moments before, 
but he marched up to the clock, and had his hand 
on the door. when he heard K eturah’s voice. He 
turned to look for Jake, but he had vanished.

“ It ’s jest because that Jake Pettibone was 
hangin’ ’round here, though he did n’t set his foot 
in the house. I did n ’t send him  off none too 
soon, for it ’s as true as preachin’ that that warnin’ 
has got somethin*-to do with him ! Sakes alive, 
child, you aint a-touchin’ o f i t ! Com e right away, 
this m inute; it ’s a-flying in the face o ’ Providence 
to meddle with such things! ”

Sam  was not at all sure that he would have 
opened the clock door if Keturah had not ap­
peared, for he felt very queer and “  shaky.”

His heart sank. H e had a  “ presentiment,” 
like Keturah. He fclt sure that he should never 
have a boat that could beat the “  R acer,”  that Polly 
would die o f a broken heart, and the cannibals 
would diñe off roasted Jake.

"  H ickory, dickory, dock, A m ouse ran  iip ihe clock;
T he clock struck one, and  down he ran , H ickory, dickory, dock I

Sam  awoke in the dead o f  the night, with this 
poem  o f M other Goose running in his head. It
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had, in  some w ay, m in g led  itse lf w ith  h is dreams. 
It was no wonder, for K it ty  was continually repeat- 
ing M other G oosc ’s poetry, and the d ock , which 
was in everybody ’s m outh, figu ra tive ly  speaking, 
had probably put that verse into her head. Indeed,

tiresom e o ld  lady , whose poetry was o f  v e ry  little 
account— b y  which it  w ill be seen that Sam ’s 
literary taste was poor. But now  it  occurred to 
h im  that a mouse m ight m ake a d o c k  strike One, 
í f  it g o t in  and frisked about am on g the works.

T H E  M Y S T E R Y  S O L V 6 D .

Sam rem em bered, now , that h e  had  heard her 
singing it over and o ver the day before. I t  had 
not suggested any id ea  to h im  th e n ; he only 
wished that he n eed  n ot hear qu ite so m uch about 
docks, and he thought that M oth er G oose was a

A  mouse m igh t b e  the “  nateral cause that 
Jake would g ive  so much to find. Sam  m igh t 
possibly m ake a discovery that wou ld b rin g  K e ­
turah out o f  the dolefu l dumps, keep  Jake from  the 
cannibals, d ry  P o lly ’s tears, take them  a ll mack-

. r í i  
- .1
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ereling out beyond the shoals, and last, but not 
least, give him a row-boat o f his own that could 
beat thc “  R accr ’ ’ a!I hollow.

H e must be a queer boy who would not daré 
som ething with a chanco o f gaining all that.

H e m ight wait until morning to investígate, but 
Keturah seem ed to know, by  instinct, when any­
body went near that d o ck , and she would be sure 
to interfere, and, besides, he could n ’t  wait.

H e slipped out o f bed and lighted his candle 
(Keturah did not allow him to have a lam p, lest he 
should break it and set the house on fire), and he 
stole softly down-stairs. T h e one sm all candle 
had very little effect upon the darkness nf thc great 
hall. There seemed to be shadowy shapes in 
every córner, and the stillness was awful. It rc- 
quired all the courage that Sam  could muster to 
forcé him self to go forward.

But at last he did stand before thc do ck, with his 
heart in his mouth, and his hand trem bling so that 
he could scarcely hold the candle. Y o u  m ay think 
it strange that he was afraid, but you have n ’t 
heard Keturah talk about ghosts and witches until 
your blood ran cold. Sam  knew there were no 
such things, just as w ell as you do, but he felt very 
“  shivery.”

It was not too late to turn b a c k ; but that was 
not the kind o f boy that Sam  was.

H e thought o f the boy that stood on thc burning 
deck, o f D aniel in thc lions’ den, and, queerly 
enough, o f the Plym outh R ock rooster that w ould  
fly around after its head was cut off. People do 
think o f queer things at great crises, you know.

T hen, with a  bold little jerk, he opened the 
d o ck  door.

T h e  d o ck  struck One !
T h e  stroke cam c in the midst o f a rushing and 

scram bling noise, and Sam  saw a  mouse’s tail 
whisking out o f  s ig h t!

Sam  put his head inside the do ck, and there, 
down in one' com er, was a nest, full o f tiny mice, 
scarcely as large as your little fin g er! A n d  what 
do you suppose the nest was made of? A  great 
quantity o f bits o f paper carne first, but sticking 
out at the side was a strange som ething that 
caught Sam ’s eye. ' H e pulled, and out carne—  
just as true as you live— K eturah’s saffron-colored 
silk stockin gs!

Sara was a  brave boy, then, you m ay be sure ! 
You could n ’t have made him  believe that he 
ever had been otherwise; and happy?— if he had 
had anything to set the candle on, he would have

turned a  somersault, then and there. A s  it was, 
he had to content him self with uttering a shout; it 
was what Ike and he called a  Cam anclie war- 
whoop, and it raised the whole household.

Keturah carne first, with her night-cap strings 
flying, a  Bible under one arm, and a horseshoe 
under the other. Ike carne next, in his night- 
gown, with his hair standing upright, from terror, 
but tuggin g his velocipede along, because, as he 
afterward explained, “ i f  everything was going to 
smash, he was going to save that, anyhow.” 
T h en  carne K itty, h a lf awake and sobbing; and 
Polly brought up the rear, her face as white as her 
curl-papcrs.

K eturah sat down flat on the hall-floor, when 
she heard Sam ’s report, and saw her saffron- 
colored silk stockings, soiled and tattered, but still 
her precious treasures.

“  Seein’ that wa’ n’t a  warnin', I ’ll never believe 
in warnin’s no more ! ”  she cxclaimed.

“ Oh, don’t  1 piease don’t, K e tu ra h !”  cried 
Sam. “  Nor hear raps nor have doleful dumps— ”

“  N or turn ag’in’ poor J a k e ! ”  interrupted Polly.
“ It was just because he is big, and stepped 

heavily, and ja ired  the clock, and scared the 
mouse, that the clock struck One when he carne 
here ! D on’t you see ? ”  cried Sam.

“  I ’m a  foolish oíd woman, and I ’m frcc to 
confess I ’d ought to put more trust in Providencc, 
scein’ things m ostly turns out to be jest what you 
m ight have known, and as nateral as life  ! ”

W ith  this not very clear confcssion, Keturah 
retired. She dropped her horseshoe on the way, 
and did n ’t  stop to pick it up !

Keturah wanted to let Casabianca have those 
wee mice, but Sam  begged them  off; he thought 
it was m ean to take thc advantage o f such little 
bits o f things, and he declared they should have a 
fair chance for their lives. But the next time that 
they went to look at them ,— lo and behold! 
their mother had carried them  all off! She evi­
dently thought a  quieter tenem ent was better 
suited to a  growing family.

A n d  so the clock never struck again.

T h a t new boat is a  beauty. Sam  and Ike agree 
that the “ R a cer” “ is n ’t  anyw liere” beside it.

T h e Cannibal Islanders will have to go hungry 
for a  long time, before they m ake a m eal off Jake.

If you ’Il believe it, Keturah washed, darned, 
and patched those saffron-colored silk stockinp , 
and danced in them  at Jake and Polly’s w eddin g!
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T H E  O R I G I N  O F  D A N T Z I C .
( A  iVest-PrMiiaK Legend.)

B y  a . M . C o o k ..

“ T H E  T 0 W K 5- E 0 L K  S T O R M E D  A G A I N S l ' T H E  IR O H -B O U H D  C A T E  O E  T H E  C A S T L E . "  [ S E l i  H A C E  5 I 4 . ]

O n  the spot now  occupied b y  the great com m er- 
cial port o f  Prussia, the strongly fortified  city o f  
Dantzic, there stood, in ancient tim es, a  litt le  fish- 
ing-town nam ed W iek e .

T h e  inhabitants o f  this place supportcd them ­
selves m ostly b y  trad ing in eels and sm oked hcr- 
r in gs ; there were, however, a good  m any soldiers 
in the town, and their presence m ade the fishermen 
turbulont and quarrelsomc. W h en , as had been 
their custom frora tim e out o f  m ind, a ll the towns- 
folk assembled, w ith  their w ives and children, to 
celébrate their ancient festivals, and k ind led  great 
fires, around which they danced, there was pretty 
sure to  be a disturbance and a figh t before  the 
frolic was over, and not unfrequently it  ended  in 
the death o f  one o f  their number.

T h e  “  grundherr,’’ o r landed proprietor o f  
W iek e  — that is, the noblem an to whose estáte the 
v illage  and a ll the surrounding country b e lon ged —  
was a man o f  h igh  rank, but very  uncertain tem ­
per. H is nam c was H age l, and he had built for 
h im self a la rge  castle, m ade entirely o f  wood, and 
situated upon the top o f  a  h igh  h ill that «'as  called, 
from  him , “ T h e  H age lsb erg ,”  But o f  neither cas­
tle  ñor v illage  can the smallest trace now  be found.

H a g e l was a  pow erfu l and hard  m an, for whom  
his dependents felt no affection. H e  punished tire 
sligh test offenses w ith great severity, and it  must 
b e  confessed that the rough conduct o f  the v illagers 
too  often gave h im  an excuse and opportunity. 
But he was not on ly  severe, h e  was also unjust, and 
insisted upon having, as a sort o f  tribute, th e  best

m
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o f  a ll that the peop le obtained b y  their fisberies, 
in addition to their labor in cu ltivating his land.

T H E  E N T R A N C E  O E  T H E  W I K K E B - W O M B N  B E A R I N G  W B D D I N C .C I F T S .

Even  the wom en had to do their share whenever 
extra help  was wanted a t the castle, and as the 
work up there seem ed to have no end, there was a 
general alarm  whenever the b o ig t (o r steward) o f 
H agelsberg  was seen com in g  down to the village, 
for no one could te ll who or what wou ld be wanted 
next.

But, before go in g  on to te ll the rest o f  the 
story, I must stop and exp lain  to the little  A m er i­
can reader that in those o íd  times in Europe the 
country peop le, o r “  peasantry,”  as they are called, 
did  not own their farms, as most A m erican  farmers 
do. Nowadays, som e o f  the richest own their land, 
bu t in  form er days the whole country belonged  
e ither to the k in g  or to som e great m an, and the

peop le w ere their tenants and dependente. Some­
times they paid their rents in produce, sometimes 

b y  their Services, some­
tim es in both, but within 
certain lim its. M on ey  they 
seldom  used —  it  was too 
scarce. T h e ir  condition 
depended en tire ly  upon 
the character o f  the land­
lord, who in different coun­
tries had  d ifferent titles, 
but a ll s ign ify in g  the same 
th ing,—  the “  lord ,”  or 
“ ow ner,”  o f  the soil. ' 

H ow ever dissatisfied a 
peasant m igh t be w ith his 
landiord, he could not 
m ove  away and go to 
another. Peasants never 
thought o f  such a  thing. 
In  the first place, they 
could not go unless b y  the 
consent and perm ission o f 
the m an under whom  they 
w ere liv in g ; and then the 
landlord w ho would trcat 
them  the worst would be 
most im w illin g  to pai t with 
a  good  tcnant. So that for 
peasants to rem ove was a 
sort o f  d isgrace, for it  at 
once raised the suspicion 
that they bore a bad char­
acter, and had, perhaps, 
been  sent off. Therefore, 
they g o t a lon g  as they 
best could, and lived  and 
d ied  where their fore- 
fathers had lived  and died 
before them ,— often  in the 
same house.

In  som e countries there 
still is but litt le  change, not, in these days, be- 
cause they m igh t not rem ove i f  th ey wished, but 
s im ply from  hab it and custom. N o w  that a ll parts 
o f  Europe are govcrned  by good  laws, tho land- 
owners have no lon ger such absolute pow er over 
their tenants as they had in what are called  the 
“  feudal ”  tim es,— an expression which means the 
times when affairs were in the v e ry  state just de­
scribed. Besides this, the peasants fee l a  natural 
p ride in h av in g  liv ed  for m any generations on the 
same estáte, and therefore they are v e ry  unwilling 
to rem ove, unless driven  to it  b y  the m ost urgent 
necessity.

N o w  to return to the legend.
F o r  ten lo n g  years the “ W ie k e r ,” o r inhabitants

[ $ C E  P A C E  5 2 4 . ]
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o f  W iek e ,— with im patience and murmure, it is 
true,— had borne the w eigh t o f  the yoke la id  upon 
Ihem  b y  their grundheiT. But a t last it g o t to 
be past bearing, and they determ incd  to put an 
end to his oppressions, e ith er b y  forcé or stratagem. 
T h ey  wou ld much have preferred to use forcé, fo r  • 
to their honest, m an ly  hearts there was som ething 
mean and sm all in stratagem  ; but it was on ly too 
evident that th ey  would n o t b e  able to accomplish 
their purpose in that way. F o r  how  could they, 
undisciplined villagers, hope to m ake their w ay to 
the top o f  the H agelsberg, in the face o f  the strong 
garrison w ith in  the cas- 
tle-walls ? A n d  i f  they 
gained thc summit, 
how could they effect 
an entrance through 
bars and iron-bound 
doors and arm ed serv- 
ing-men, to g e t at the 
tyrant h idden w ith in?
Muskets and cannon 
were things altogether 
unknown in those 
days ¡ arrows shot up- 
ward would on ly fall 
back, and perhaps in- 
jure those who sent 
tbem. So th ey  carne 
to the conclusión that 
there was n oth ing le ft 
for them  but to try  
stratagem.

It was again  tim e for 
one o f  their great fcs- 
tivals, the remains o f  
the o íd  heathen wor­
ship o f  their ancestors, 
but which their de- 
ccendants still contin­
ued to observe for mere 
amusement and frolic,
T h e  even ing  before the 
festival they always 
assembled to ligh t a 
huge bonfire,— form er­
ly  k ind led  in honor o f  
their gods,—  and all 
the n ight they danced 
around it w ith songs 
and all sorts o f  w ild  
antics.. Accord in g ly , 
on this occasion, they 
ascended to the usual 
place,— thc open space 
in front o f  the castle. T h e  selection o f  this spot an- 
ciently had been m ade as a  m ark  o f  respect to the

noblem an who owned the castle, im p ly in g  a degree 
o f  va lor and heroism  on his part so great as to en- 
title  h im  to a share in the honors offered  to their 
deities. T h is  com plim ent custom ob liged  h im  to 
acknow ledge b y  sending out to  thc rcvelers a  cask 
o f  beer, which, with loud shouts and hurrahs, they 
drank to  his health.

T h e  W iek e r  had  lo n g  fixed  upon the present 
festival as the tim e for carry ing out their plan o f  
vcngeancej and when the appointed day carne, 
they ascended the H agelsberg , as they had  often 
done before, bu ilt and k ind led  their bonfire, began

-i
T H E Y  T H R E W  O F F  T H E  D I S G U I S E S  A N D  R U S H E D  Ü F O N  H A G E L  A K D  H I S  M E N - [ S S B  N E X T  P A G E .]

their dance, and seem ed to be en joying themselves 
to thc utmost. B u t scarcely had the cask o f  beer
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m ade its appearance w hen th ey  seized upon the 
serving-m en w ho brought it, and h av in g secured 
and fastened them , m ade a rush toward the castle, 
hop ing to  effect an entrance th ro u g h 'th e  gate, 
w h ich  still stood open.

A l l  were arm ed with swords and axes concealed 
under their clothes, and not a  doubt was enter- 
tained o f  their success, fo r  no one in the castle 
cou ld  have had the least suspicion o f  their inten- 
tions; but the watchman on  the tower happened 
to detect the flash o f  some o f  their weapons just 
in tim e to spring forward and cióse in the face o f  
the assailants the iron-bound gate, against which 
they now storm ed in unavailing fury. T h e  raging 
towns-folk were fina lly  ob liged  to retire, having 
accom plished noth ing but the capture o f  the two 
serving-m en, about whom  H a g e l cared n ot a straw.

Sorely  against their own wills, they w ere  now 
under the necessity o f  keep ing themselves quiet 
until another opportunity should offei' fo r  carrying 
out their plans. But the outbreak had  taught the 
oppressor some respect fo r  the courage o f  the v il­
lagers, whom  h e  d id  not th ink it w ise to im bitter 
b y  further exactions. H e  even began  to believe 
tbat it  was worth  his w h ile  to m ake some efforts to 
conciliate them , and therefore he determ ined to 
g ive  his daughter Pech ta  in  m arriage to one o f  
the most d istinguished am on g them , h op in g by 
this means to form  w ith  them  a bond o f  mutual 
interest which they wou ld be slow  to break.

N ow , it was a  custom that the bridegroom , at­
tended b y  h is friends and fam ily, should go  with 
great re jo ic in g  to carry away the bride ffom  the 
hom e o f  her parents, and take her to the great 
square in the centcr o f  the v illage , where the com­
pany w ere  ass,emblcd to witness the betrothal. 
H a g e l knew, this well, but, s till m istrusting the 
W iek e r , was not w illin g  to  allow  any la rge  b od y  o f  
them  to  com e togeth er up the h ill and into the 
castle. H e  therefore gave orders that the m other 
o f  the b ridegroom  should com e in  his stead to carry 
away the bride, and intim ated that she could b ring  
with her as m any youn g maidens for her attend- 
ants as she m igh t choose.

A ccord in g ly , on  the day appointed for the cere- 
m ony, a lon g  train o f  wom en, laden  with rich 
presents for the noble bride, slow ly and wearily 
ascended the H agelsberg. H age l, on his part, 
rece ived  them  with the m ost flattering cordiality, 
and conducted them  to  the great ha ll o f  the castle, 
w here a  numerous and rich lj' dressed com pany was 
assembled, musicians were in attondance, and the 
bride in her m arriage robes awaitcd the villagers.

T h e  m aster o f  the house and the bride ’s m other

im m ed iate ly  led  o f f  th e  “  ehren-tez ”  (lite ra lly  the 
honor dance), and the principal m em bers o f  the 
castle household, whose duty it  was to fe ll in a t a 
certain poin t and fo llow  their m ovem ents, began 
to seek am on g the new ly arrived  damsels for 
partners. But a t that m om ent the pretended 
youn g wom en, th row ing o ff  their disguises and 
grasp ing the weapons concealed beneath, rushed 
upon the unwary H agelsbergers, w ith  so much 
promptness and v ig o r  that few  escaped with 
their lives. H a g e l h im self was slain, and with 
his d y in g  breath exc la im ed : “ O  dan ce ! O
dance ! • H ow  hast thou betrayed  m e ! ’’ N o t  long 
afterward, the great wooden castle o f  Llie oppressor 
was dem olished and burned to tbe ground.

T h e  country at this tim e was subject to  Sub- 
islaus, the first D uke o f  Pom erellen , who was 
threatened with a  war b y  K in g  W a idem ar, o f 
Denm ark. A s  Subislaus had no fortified  city 
in which he cou ld  m ake a  stand against the 
enem y, h e  ca lled  upon bis subjects to erect 
the necessary fortifications in  their several 
towns, p rom ising them  land and tim ber for 
the purpose, together w ith whatever else they 
m igh t need. H e  m ade them  such representa- 
tions o f  tlie  advantages w h ich  they, as towns, 
would derive from  these defenses, that the inhabit­
ants o f  W ie k e  were qu ite captivated b y  the idea, 
and o ffered  to bu ild  and fortify  a  town themselves, 
i f  Subislaus w ou ld  g ive  them  for it as much land 
as they could inclose w ith  their arms.

T h e  duke d id  n o t exactly  understand what it 
was they wanted, bu t h e  im hesitatingly granted 
their petition  for so sm all a  b it o f  land, and ap­
poin ted  a day for them  to  com e to select and 
measure it  off. A t  the tim e named, the inhabitants 
o f  W ie k e  a ll assem bled— m en, wom en, and cbil- 
dren, old  and young, masters, mistresses, and serv- 
ants— no onc was le ft out, not even som e strangers 
who happened to  be  spending a few  days among 
th em ; and, form ing a  circle around the spot 
chosen, they took  hold  o f  hands and stretched out 
their arms to  the utmost. T h e  space thus encom- 
passed was ve ry  large, but D uke Subislaus had to 
keep his word, cost h im  what it  m ight.

But the W ie k e r  k ep t theirs also, and in an in- 
cred ib ly  short tim e the g iven  ground was covered 
with houses and strong defenses.

In rem em brance o f  their agency in bu ild ing it, 
and o f  the c ry  that accom panied the death o f  their 
oppressor and le ft them  at lib erty  to  g iv e  their aid 
to their good  duke, they ca lled  the new  city 
“  T an z-W iek e ,”  which has sincc been  corrupted 
in to its present n am e— “  D antzic.”
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A n  oíd  m an w ho lived  b y  a gate,
O n the passei's-by p rom ptly  would w a it ; 

A n d  when no one wou ld ride,
H e  wou ld open it wide,

A n d  m arch through h im self in great state.

K I N G  M I D A S .

B y  C e l i a  T h a x t e r .

H e a r d  you, O  litt le  children,
T h is  wonderfu l story to ld  

O f  the P h ryg ian  k in g  whose fatal touch 
T u rn ed  every th in g  to  go ld?

In  a  great, dim , dreary chamber,
Beneath the palace floor.

H e  counted h is treasures o f  g littering coin, 
A n d  he always lon ged  for more.

W h en  the clouds in  the blaze o f  sunset 
Burned flam in g fo ld  on  fold,

H e  thought how  fine  a th in g  ’ t would be 
W e r e  they but rea l g o ld !

A n d  w hen h is dear litt le  daughter,
T h e  ch ild  h e  loved  so well,

Carne b rin g in g  in from  the pleasant fields 
T h e  ye llow  asphodel,

O r  buttercups from  the meadow,
O r dandelions gay,

K in g  M idas wou ld look  at the blossoms sweet. 
A n d  she wou ld hear h im  s a y :

“ I f  on ly  the flowers were really 
G o lden  as they appear,

’ T  were worth  you r w h ile to gather them,
M y  litt le  daughter dear ! ”

One day, in  the dim , drear chamber,
A s  h e  counted his treasure o’ er,

A  sunbeam slipped through a  chink in the wall 
A n d  qu ivered down to the floor.
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“  W ou ld  it were g o ld ,"  he muttcred,
“  T h a t  broad, b righ t ye llow  bar ! ”
Suddenly stood in its m ellow  ligh t,

A  F igu re  b righ t as a  star.

Y o u n g  and ruddy and glorious,
W ith  face as fresh as the day,

W ith  a  w ingéd  cap and w in géd  heels.
A n d  eyes both  wise and gay.

■“ O  have your wish, K in g  M idas,”
A  heaven ly voice begun,

L ik e  a ll sweet notes o f  the m orn ing 
Bra ided  and b lended  in one.

“ A n d  when to-rnorrow’s sunrise 
W ak es  you w ith  rosy fire,

A i l  th ings you touch shall turn to gold ,
E ven  as you desire.”

K in g  M idas slept. T h e  m orn ing 
A t  last stole up the sky,

A n d  woke him , fu ll o f  eagerness 
T h e  wondrous spell to try.

A n d  lo  ! the b ed ’s fine draperies 
O f  linen  fair and cool,

O f  qu ilted  satin and cobweb lace,
A n d  blankets o f  snowy wool,

A l l  had been changed w ith thc sun’s first ray 
T o  m arvelous cloth o f  gold ,

T h a t r ipp led  and shim m ered as soft as silk 
In  m any a gorgeous fold.

But a ll this splendor weighed  so much 
’T  was irksorae to the king,

A n d  up he sprang to try  at once 
T h e  touch on  e v e iy  thing.

T h e  h eavy  tassel that he graspecl 
M agn ificen t became.

A n d  hung b y  the purple curtain rich 
L ik e  a  g low in g  mass o f  flame.

A t  every  step, on every  side,
Such splendor follow ed him ,

T h e  ve ry  sunbcams seem ed to palé,
A n d  m on i itse lf grew  dim.

But w hen he carne to the water 
F o r  his delicious bath,

A n d  d ipped his hand in  the surface smooth, 
H e  started in sudden w ra th ;

F o r  the liqu id, ligh t and leaping.
So crystal-bright and clear,

G rew  a solid iake o f  heavy go ld .
A n d  the k in g  began  to  fe a r !

^But out he went to  the garden,
So fresh in the m orn in g hour.

A n d  a  thousand buds ih  the balm y night 
H a d  burst into perfect flower.

’T  was a  w orld  o f  perfum e and color,
O f  tender and delicate b loom ,

But on ly  the hideous th iist for wealth 
In  the k in g ’s heart found room.

H e  passed like a  spirit o f  autumn 
T h rou gh  that fa ir space o f  bloom ,

A n d  the leaves and thc flowers grew  yellow  
In  a du ll and sccntless gioom .

Back  to the lo fty  palace 
W e n t thc g lad  m onarch then.

A n d  sat at his sumptuous breakfast,
M ost fortúnate o f  raen !

H e  b roke the fine, white wheaten roll,
T h e  ligh t and wholesom e bread,

A n d  it  turned to a  lum p o f  m eta l r ich —
I t  had as w e ll been  lead  !

A g a in  did  fear assail thc kihg,
W h e n — what was this he heard?

T h e  voice o f  his litt le  daughter deai-,
A s  sweet as a  gr iev in g  bird.

Sobb ing she stood before  him ,
A n d  a  go lden  rose held  she,

A n d  the tears that brim m ed her b lue, b lue eyes 
W e r e  pitifu l to see.

“ F a th e r ! O  Fa th er dearest!
T h is  dreadful th in g  —  oh, see I 

Oh, what has happened to a ll the flowers ? 
T e l l  m e, what can it  be ? ”  •

“ W h y  should you cry, m y daughter?
A re  not these blossoms o f  gold  

Beautiful, precious, and wonderful,
W ith  splendor not to b e  told ? ”

“ I  hate them , O  m y  fa th e r !
T h e y  ’re  s tiff and hard and dead,

T h a t were so sweet and soft and fair,
A n d  blushed so warm  and red .”

“ Com e h ere ,”  he cried, “  m y darling ,”
A n d  bent, h er cheek  to kiss,

T o  com fort h e r— w h en — H eaven ly  Pow ers! 
W h a t  fearfu l th in g  was this ?

H e  sank back, shuddering and aghast,
But she stood still as death —

A  statue o f  horrib le g leam in g gold ,
W ith  neither m otion nor breath.
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T h e gold tears hardened on hcr cheek,
T h e  gold rose in her hand,

Even her little sandals changed 
T o  gold, wliere she did stand.

Then such a  tum ult o f despair 
T h e  wretched k in g  possessed,

H e wrung his hands, and tore his hair,
A n d  sobbed, and beat his breast.

W eighed with one look from her sweet eyes 
W h a t was the whole world worth?

A gainst one touch o f  her loving lips,
T h e treasure o f all the earth?

T h e  Strangcr listencd— a  swceter smile 
K indled his grave, bright eyes.

“ G lad am I, O K in g  Midas,
T h a t you have grown so wise !

“ A gain  your wish is granted;
M ore swiftly than before,

A ll you have harmed with the fatal touch 
Y o u  shall again restore.”

H e clasped his little daughter —
Oh, jo y !  —  within his arms,

She trembled back to her hum an self, 
W ith  all her human charms.

Then carne that voice, like  music, 
A s fresh as the morning air, 

“ How is it with you, K in g  Midas, 
Rich in your answered prayer ?"

A nd there, in the sunshine smiling, 
M ajestic as before,

Ruddy and youn g and glorious, 
T h e  Strangcr stood once more.

“ T ake back your gift so terrible! 
N o blessing, but a curse 1 

One loving heart more precious is 
Than  the gold of the universe.”

Across her face he saw the life 
Beneath his kiss begin,

A nd steal to the charm ing diinplc deep 
U pon her lovely chin.

A gain  hei' eyes grew blue and clear, 
A gain  hcr check flushed red,

She locked her arms about his, neck.
“  M y father d e a r! ”  she said.

O h, happy was K in g Midas,
A gainst his heart to hold 

H is treasure o f love, more precious 
Than  a  thousand worlds of gold !

i
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T H E  S T O R Y  O F  T H E  S E C R E T A R Y  B I R D .

B y  Pa u l  F o r t .

It  must not b e  supposed that the Secretary 
Bird, which has its home in South A frica, received 
its nam e because it is in the habit o f writing letters 
for other birds, or attending to the correspondence 
of any livin g  creature. On the contrary, there is 
no other reason for his singular name than the 
fact that he has behind one ear a  tuñ o f feathers, 
somewhat resem bling a quill pen stuck behind 
the ear o f a clerk. T h is  bird has another 
nam e— that o f Snakc-Eater— which seems 
m uch more suitablc ; for the most remark- 
able thing about the Secretary Bird is his 
habit o f feeding upon large snakes. He is 
a  good-sized bird, with long, powerful legs, 
like those o f a  crane. W h en  he attacks a 
snake, which he does with great swiftncss 
and apparent fuiy, his usual w ay o f killing it 
is to starap it to death with his feet. There 
are m any birds which eat small snakes, but 
it is very unusual for any of the feathered 
tribe to pick out large serpents, and fced 
exclusively upon them.

T h ere  is a  story told about the w ay the 
Secretary Bird cam e to b e  a snake-eater, 
which is, I am quite sure, nothing but a  mere 
fable, but which m ay be o f interest to those 
who have heard o f the peculiarities o f this 
curious and interesting creature. T h e story 
runs as follows : ^

T h ere  was a  time when the Secretary Bird 
lived on fish, like the other long-legged and 
crane-like birds, and he was so well salisfied 
with this fare that he never cared for any 
other kind o f food.

One day, a  large Secretary Bird was stand­
in g  in the water, on the edge o f a  river, 
busily engaged in fishing. W h en  he saw a 
fish pass by, he would dart down his head 
and seize it in his bilí, which was strong and 
hookcd, like that o f  a fish-hawk. A s soon 
as he had caught a fish, he would wade 
ashore, and there cat it. W hile he was thus 
engaged  in fishing, a  large serpent came 
w inding his w ay along the river-bank, and, 
as soon as he perceived the bird, he stopped 
to see what it was doing. W hen the Secretary 
Bird cam e out o f  the water to eat the fish, the 
Snake rem arked:

“ Friend, it secms to me you would make a 
pleasanter meal if you would toss your fish upon 
the bank as fast as you catch them , and then,

when you have enough, com e out and eat them at 
your leisure.”

“ 1 should like that plan very w ell,’ ’ said the 
Secretary B ird; “ but i f  1 should toss a  freshly 
caught fish upon the bank, he wouid flop into the 
water as soon as I had gone to catch another. Thus 
I should always be catching fish, and eating none. ” 

“ T h ere  need be no trouble o f that kind to-day,”

T H S  A N O R Y  B I R D  A T T A C K S  T H E  S N A IC B .

said the Snake; “  for, i f  you will throw the fish on 
shore, 1 will sec that they do not get into the 
water again .”

“ T h an k you very kin dly,”  said the Secretary 
Bird, “  I f  you w ill do that, it will save time, and 
I shall soon catch enough fish for a  dinner.”
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“  I  shall b e  on ly too  g lad  to oblige y o u ,"  said 

the Serpent.
T liereupon  the B ird  waded into the river, and as 

soon as he caught a  fish he threw it ashore, where 
the Snake took  care that it d id  not get into the 
water again. W h en  the B ird  thought he had 
caught enough fish, h e  carne on shore and saw the 
Snake slow ly m oving away.

‘ • 'W h at is y o u rh u r ry ? ”  he cried. “  Stop and 
take d inner w ith  m e. 1 have now  caught twelve 
fish, and as 1 had eaten some before  you carne, six 
w ill be a ll I  shall want. Y o u  can have the other 
six, and we can take a  pleasant m eal toge th er.’ ’

“ I  am  very  much ob liged  to you ,”  said the 
Snake, still m ov in g  aw áy; “ but I  do not believe 
that anyth ing could induce m e to eat a  fish at 
present. I  have no appetitc at a ll for such food .”  
A n d  he g lid ed  in to the bushes, and was lost to 

sight.
“  H e  need not b e  so dain ty,”  said thc Secretary 

Bird to h im self i “ fo r fis h is v e v y  good  food , indeed; 
but, since h e  w ill not accept m y invitation, I  shall 
have a ll the m ote  d inner for m yself. But where are 
the fish ? ”

T h e  Secretary B ird  looked  anxiously about, on 
the shore and in the grass, but he could find  no 
sign o f  the fish h e  had caught. A t  Iength he carne 
to a.little p ile  o f  tw elve fish-tails ly in g  behind a 
bush. T h e  Snake d id  not like fish-tails, and had 
bitten these o f f  before  eatin g  the fish. Instantly 
the truth flashed through the m ind o f  the Secretary. 

Bird.
“  T h a t  wretched S erp en t! ”  he exclaim ed. “  H e 

has, indeed, taken good  care that m y fish shall not 
escape into the water. H e  has eaten them , one by 
one, as fast as T  threw  them  on  shore. I nevei 
heard o f  such an infamous trick. But I  w ill be 
revenged on  him . 1 w ill find him , no m atter where 
he has h idden  h im self.”  So saying, thc angry 
Bird rushed away in pursuit o f  the cra fty  acquaint- 
ance who had taken care o f  his fish.

T h e  Snake, w ho had m ade an unusually heavy

m eal, fe lt very  lazy and s leepy ; and when he had 
gone a  little  distance from  the river, he crepC 
am on g some ta ll grass and reeds, and coiled  h im ­
s e lf up to  take a  nap. But thc Secretary B ird  was 
not far away, and he saw a m ovem en t am on g the 

tall reeds.
“ T h e re  he is ! ”  h e  shouted, and he dashed 

toward the place.
In  a  m om ent h e  had pounced am ong the reeds, 

and attacked the Snake with great fury.
“  Y o u  infamous creature ! ”  h e  cried. “  I  w ill 

teach you  how  to deceive a  b ird  o f  m y standing.”  
A n d  in spite o f  the Snake's efforts to g e t away, he 
stam ped upon h im  and pecked h im  until he had 

k illed  him .
■ “  Y o u  have cheatcd  m e  o f  m y d inner,”  said thc 

angry B ird, “  and it wou ld serve you righ t i f  I  were 

to m ake a  d inner o f  you .”
So saying,— his appetite wbetted  b y  the m orn­

in g ’s w ork ,— h e b egan  to ea t the Snake, and did 
not stop until he had entire ly  devoured  him .

“ U p on  the w h o le ,”  said thc Secretary B ird, 
when h e  had finished, “  I  p refer snakes to fish, 
and I th ink that for the future I  shall m ake m y 
meáis upon these deceitfu l creatures, who go about 
p lay in g  tricks upon honest fo lk .”

A fte r  that, this b ird  gave up eatin g  fish, and fed 
en tire ly  upon snakes. H e  did  not trouble h im self 
to catch the litt le  ones, because it took  too m any o f  
thcin  to satisfy h is h u n g e r ; hut he preferred  the 
large  ones, as one o f  them  was enough for a 
m eal. H is  w ife and children soon learned that 
snakes were easy to catch and good  to eat, and they 
also gave up ea tin g  fish.

T h is  Secretary B ird  was a  v e ry  in fluential m em ­
b er o f  his tribe, and the new d iet soon becam e 
qu ite fash ion ab le ; and the descendants o f  the 
Secretary Birds o f  that day have since lived  
en tire ly  upon large  snakes.

I t  m ay  be noticed, also, that the serpents o f  that 
part o f  the country, rem em bering, perhaps, this 
oíd  story, have a great distaste for fish.

T H E  E R R I N G  S C I E N T I S T .

A  S T U D E N T  o f great enterprise 
W e n t  out early  to see the sun rise; 

But he faced thc w ron g  way.
A n d  stood there all day,

V e ry  m uch to his neighbors’ surprise.
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Wash tlie sfrawberries in their bed, - upon the Street,
i  Make them ripe and round and red; :'-:i C ''M i. Send up odors deán and sweet
f  Wash the cherries ’neath tlje eaves, i: " / Y t lT i ';  new-mown
I Blushing under thiclc green leaves. i'-.’ : .J When the little breezes pass.

grass,

......... .
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Steal into the robin’s nest, Rain-man, ’neath your clondy hat,
Make the nestüngs seek her breast; Come and clatter, pat, pat, pat;
Make the chickens vun and hide K v '  'ta O’er ihe roofs, and chimneys, too,
’Neath the mother-wmgs so wide. __ Let  us hear your tramping shoe.

Put your doak on, Goodman Gray,
Come and visit us to-day;
Ponr your buckets down the sk y ;
When you’re through, w e ’ll shout:'‘ Good-by!

, , . . p  ' I

y

V oL. IX ,— 34,
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“ 1 c a n ’ t  c r o w  t o  b e  a  g o o d  g i r l  u n l e s s  1 EAT GOOD THINGS.

S T O R I E S  O F  A R T  A N D  A R T I S T S . * — E l  G H T H  P A P E R .

B y  C l a r a  E r s k i n e  C l e m e n t .

A N D R E A  D E L  S A R T O .

T h e  true fam ily ñam e o f this painter was 
Vannucchi. H e was called del Sarto because his 
father was a tailor, or u n  Sarto, in Italian. A n ­
drea was born in 1488, and, when quite young, was 
em ployed as a  goldsmith and worker in m etáis; 
but his great desire was to becom e a painter, and, 
w hen he finaily studied art, he was untiring in his 
efforts to leam  its rules and to understand its prac­
tice. A ndrea was the pupil o f Pietro di Cosimo, 
but his style o f painting was not like that master’s. 
H e  seems to have had m any original ideas, and 
to have formed his soft and fascinating manner 
for himself.

A ndrea del Sarto can not b e  called a truly great 
painter, but his pictures are sweet and lovely, and 
would be more pleasing to m any persons than 
those o f artists o f higher fame. He was very suc­

cessful in his fresco-painting, and was employed in 
Florence in decorating the convent o f the Nunáata, 
and in a  building called the Sca lzo ; the last was 
named from the S c a h i,  Barefooted Friars, who 
held their m eetings in it. These frescoes are con- 
sidered the finest o f A ndrea’s works, although 
some o f them are now m uch injured.

A ndrea had so m uch sorrow in his life, that one 
is m oved to think he m ight have painted better 
had he been a  happier man. H e loved his wife 
devotedly, though she was a  selfish and mean- 
spirited woman, who never appredated his talents, 
and seemed only to think o f how she could get 
m oney to spcnd in a  showy and extravagant way of 
living. She was even unw illing that he should 
care for his aged parents, and it was owing to her 
that he at length deserted them , although formerly 
he had been a  kind and dutiful son.

• A fter a time (about 1518) Francis I., the king

'  C op yrigh t, x88x, b y  C la ra  Erskine Clem ent. AU rights reserved.
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of France, invited A ndrea to go to París and exe- 
cute works for him. T h e  artist consented, and 
was treated with great consideration in the briiliant 
French capital. Soon, however, his wife insisted 
that h e should return to Florence. Francis I. was 
very unwilling to allow A ndrea to leave France, 
where he had engaged already to do m any dccora- 
tive paintings; but A ndrea was so m uch under the 
influence o f his wife that he did not date to 
remain. , So, when he had made a  promise, ánd 
solemnly sworn with his hand on the Bible, that 
he would soon return and bring his wife with him, 
and remain as long as m ight be necessary to finish 
the works he had engaged to do, the k in g  con­
sented, Francis also intrusted to A ndrea a  large 
sum of m oney, with which he was to b u y works of 
art and other beautiful objects for the king.

W hen A ndrea reached Florence, Iris wicked 
wife not only refused to go to F ran ce, but 
persuaded him  to give her the m oney which 
belonged to Francis I. T h is  she soon spent, 
and, although A ndrea had been so w eak in 
listening to her wicked advice, he still was 
not so base that he could forget the wrong 
he had done in giving the money to her. He 
lived ten years longer, and painted m any 
more pictures, but he was ahvays very un- 
happy. Francis I. never forgave him for his 
breach o f  tru st; and, to this day, all who 
read the story o f A ndrea can not but feel 
sorrow in rem em bering how w eak he was and 
liow tvickedly he carne to act, in consequence.

In 1530, A ndrea was attacked by a conta- 
gious disease ; his wretched wife abandoned 
him, and he died alone, and was buried with­
out a  funeral or even a  prayer, in the same 
convent o f the Nunziata in which he had 
painted his finest frescocs. One of these 
pictures is a “ Reposo o f the H o ly  F am ily ,” 
which is usually called the ‘‘ M adonna de! 
Sacco,” because in it St. Joseph is repre- 
sented as leaning on a sack.

Now, there are so m any different pictures 
of the H oly Fam ily, that they are divided 
into classes, and such as are called, in Italian,
I I  Riposo, and, in our own tongue, T h e R e­
pose, all represent an incident o f  the fiight 
into E gypt, when St, Joseph, his wife Mary, 
and the child Jesús halted in their joum ey for 
rest ;uid refreshment. T h e  legend, in telling 
of this episode, says that, near the village of 
Matarea, where they were resting, a  fountnin 
sprang forth by  m iracle; and near by  was a syca- 
more grove, beneath \yhich the fam ily found shade 
and protection. T h e story has given a  peculiar 
religious significance to the sycamore tree, by 
associating it with the mother o f Christ'; and the

Crusadcrs were in the habit o f bringing branches 
o f it into Europe as sacred mementos o f the grove 
near the “ Fountain of M ary,”  as the spring is 
called. W h en  T was in E gyp t, I visited this spot, 
which is a few miles from the city  o f Cairo, and is 
always pointed out to the Christians b y  the Arab 
guides.

T h e oil paintings by  A ndrea del Sarto are very 
beautiful; the finest one hangs in the Tribune of 
the Uffizi G allcry, in Florence. T his is a place 
of great honor, because some o f the most re­
m arkable works o f art which exíst in any collec­
tion in the world are in this sam e buildin g— such 
as the “  V enus dei M edici,”  the “ D an cing F au n ,” 
and other beautiful antique statues, as w ell as 
some o f the finest pictures b y  M ichael Angelo,

A N D R B A  D E L  S A R T O .

Raphael, Titian, V an D yck, and other. great 
masters. T h is  painting, by  Andrea, is called the 
“  M adonna di San Francesco,”  and reprcsents the 
V irgin  M ary seated on a  throne, with the child 
Jesús in her arms, while St. John the Baptist and 
St. Francis stand, one at each side.

T h e  Madonna with her Child  was A ndrea’s 
favorite subject, and he represented it in a great 
variety o f ways, and always made sweet and at-

í . .. V ;- /
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tractive pictures. Occasionally he painted single 
figures o f saints, such as St. Barbara and St. 
A gnes ; one o f  these is in the Cathedral o f Pisa.

There are two cliurches in Rome dedicated to 
St. A gnes, besides m any others in various parts of 
the world, and, after the Apostles and Evangelists, 
she is a very iinportant saint. She is usually

place, and Lieto and A llegri are his fairaly ñames, 
and are Italian words w hich have the same raean- 
in g  as the Latin word Is tu s ,  or joyful. H e was 
born in 1493, and was so clever that, when thirteen 
years oíd, he had not only studied m any things 
such as other boys learn, but had mastered the 
rudiments of art, so that he could draw very well.

represented in works of art with a  lam b b y  hei 
side, because the lam b is the type or syinbol of 
raodesty, purity, and innoccnce.*

CORREGGIO.

A n t o n i o  A l l e g r i — fo r  th is  is  th e  tru c  ñ a m e  
o f  th is  g r e a t  p a in te r  —  is  c a lle d  A n t o n io  A l l e g r i  d a  
C o r r e g g io ,  o r  A n to n io  L ie to  d a  C o r r e g g io . T h e  
ñ a m e  C o r r e g g io  is ta k e n  fro m  th a t  o f  h is  b ir th -

He received his first lessons in drawing from his 
únele, Lorenzo A llegri, and then he studied under 
the famous Andrea M antegna, and, añer the death 
o f this artist, under his son, Francesco Mantegna. 
From  thcsc m cn Correggio acquired wonderful 
skill in drawing, especially in foreshortening— that 
is, in rcpresenting olijects* seen aslant. These 
masters all had what is termed a  dry, hard style, 
which is so different from Correggio’s that we are 
sure he soon added to what they had taught him the

• For list of the prmcipal works of Andrea del Sarto siUI ín exísiencc, ae« page s«7*
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G R O U P  O F  S I K C I N C  A N G E L S .  ( F R O M  A  I 'A I N T I N O  B Y  C O B R E O G I O . I N  T H E  C H O I R  O F  T H E  C H U R C H  O F  S T .  J O H N , I N  P A R M A .)

grace and movement, and exquisite inanagem ent I shall now try to explain further what is meant
of light and shade, which appear in his paintings. by  forcshortening, because it is a very important
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clem ent o f  good  draw ing, and a ll who wish to learn 
how to appreciate the works o f  others should under­
stand w hat it  is, as also should those w ho them ­
selves practice drawing. I t  is especially p roper to 
speak o f  this in  conncction w ith C orregg io , as h e  is 
often said to be  the most skillfu l o f  artists, in this 
particular, since the days o f  the ancient Grceks.

T h e  art o f  foreshorten ing is to m ake the objects 
which are painted o r drawn on a  plañe surface 
look  as they do in nature when one is farther back 
than another, and where one part is thrown out 
m tich nearer the eye  than others. T o  produce 
this e ffect it  is frequently necessary to m ake an 
nbject— let us say, for cxam ple, an arm  o r a  le g  —  
look  as i f  it was thrown forward, out o f  the can- 
vas, tow ard  the person who is look in g  d irectly at 
Lt. N ow , ¡n  truth, m o rd e r lo  produce this appear- 
ance, the ob ject is oftentim es thrown backw ard in 
the d raw ing, and som etim es it  is doubled up in  -a 
v e ry  unnatural manner, and so occupies a much 
sm aller space on  the canvas than it  appears to do, 
for as w c  look  a t it, it  seems to be  o f  fu ll size.

T h e  picture o f  “ Christ in G lo ry ,”  painted by 
C orregg io  in the cupola o f  the church o f  San G io- 
vanni Evangelista , in  Parm a, photographs o f  which 
are easily got, is, a fine piece o f  foreshortening, 
because the head is so throw n back and  the knees 
are so thrown forward that the figure seems to be 
o f  fu ll size; ye t, i f  the space from  the top  o f  
the head to  the soles o f  the feet, in  the pain ting 
itself, were measured, it wou ld b e  found to be 
much less than the fu ll h e igh t o f  the figure would 
b e  i f  it  were represented erecL

A n oth er charactcristic o f  this master is his delL- 
cate m anner o f  passing gradually  from  ligh t to 
shade, and so soften ing the whole effect o f  his 
w ork  as to  produce w hat is called in  ítaUan cAiara- 
oscuro, which must be  lite ra lly  translated clear- 
obscure— or a  sort o f  mistiness which has some 
ligh t in  it, but is gradually shaded o ff  in to either 
fu ll l ig h t  o r deep shadow. I t  is rem arkable that, 
in the early  works o f  C orregg io , his peculiar quali- 
ties were ev id en t; this is seen in the beautiful 
M adonna di San Francesco, now  in  the Dresden 
G allery , which was painted when h e  was but e igh t­
een years oíd.

W h en  C orregg io  was twenty-six years oíd, he 
m arried  G iro lam a M erlin i, and during the next 
e leven  years h e  was occupied w ith  his great frcsco- 
paintings in  Parm a and w ith  works in M antua, to 
which c ity  he was sum m oned b y  the rich D uke 
F ederigo  G onzaga, who re igned  there. In  1530, 
the artist returned to C orregg io , w here he passed 
the rcm ainder o f  h is life. In  1533, h e  was onc o f  
the in vited  witnosses o f  the m arriage o f  the Lord  
o f  C orreggio , so he doubtless was much csteemcd 
b y  that noblem an. In  1534, h e  died o f  a fever,

and was buried in  his fam ily  tom b in the F r^ c is -  
can convent a t C o rre g g io ; his g rave  is simply 
m arked w ith h is ñam e and the date o f  his death, 
C orregg io  had but one son, nam ed  Pomponio 
Quirino A l le g r i ;  h e  also was a painter, but he did 
not m ake h im se lf famous.

T h ere  are several anecdotes related  o f  Correg­
g io , the fa th e r ; onc is that, when h e  first saw one 
o f  R aphael’s great pictures, he gazed  upon it a 
lo n g  tim e, and then exclaim ed, enthnsiastically: 
“  I  also am  a  p a in te r ! ”  and, I  daré say, he then 
fe lt h im self m oved  to try  i f  he, too, m igh t produce 
pictures which should liv e  and bear his ñame 
through future centuries. ’

W h en  T itian  saw C o rregg io ’s frescoes a t Parma, 
he sa id : “  W e re  I  n o t T itian  I  should wish to 
be C o rregg io .”  A n n ib a le  Caracci, another great 
artist, said o f  C orreggio , m ore than a  century 
añer that master’ s d ea th : “ H e  was the only
p a in te r ! ”  and he declared that the childrcn
painted b y  C orregg io  breathe and sm ile w ith such
grace that one w ho sees them  is forced to smile
and be happy with them.

A t  Sevüle, in Spain, there was a  large  picture 
b y  C orregg io , representing the “  Shepherds Ador- 
in g  the In fant Saviour,”  and during the Peninsular 
W a r  (1808-14), w hen  the peop le o f  Seville sent 
a ll their va luab le th ings to Cádiz fo r  greater safety, 
this picture was cut in two, so that it  could be more 
easily m oved. B y  some accident the halves were 
separated, and afterward were so!d to different 
persons, each b e in g  prom ised that the correspond- 
in g  h a lf should soon be delivered  to h im . Great 
trouble aróse, because both  purchasers determined 
to keep  what they had , and each cla im ed that the 
other part b elon ged  to h im ; and as they were both 
obstínate, these half-picturcs have rem ained apart. 
I t  is v e ry  fortúnate that each o f  them  forms a fine 
picture b y  itself, and  perhaps th ey  thus give 
pleasure to a  grea ter num ber o f  peop le than if  
they were united.

I t  is v e ry  in teresting to visit Parm a, where the 
m ost im portant works o f  C orregg io  are seen. He 
painted much, not on ly in  the church o f  St. John 
the E vangelist, but also in the cathedral o f  Parma, 
and in the convent o f  the Benedictine nuns, 
where he decorated  a parlor w ith  wonderful fres­
cocs. O vcr the ch im ney-piece is a  picture of 
D iana, Goddess o f  the M oon , and protector of 
you n g  animals. Som etim es she has been  repre­
sented as a  huntress, but in this picture she is 
Goddess o f  the M oon , which is p laced  above hcr 
forehead, T h e  ce ilin g  o f  this parlor is h igh  and 
arched. T h e  pictures on pages 528 and 529, showing 
in the semicircles a Satyr and Ccres, the Goddess 
o f  P len ty , w ill help  you  to understand h ow  elabo- 
rately and beautifuUy the ce ilin g  is decorated.
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S T .  J O ÍIH  T H E  E V A W C 3 K L IS T , ( F R O M  T H E  P A I N T I N C  B Y  C O R R B G G I O , IN  T H E  C H U R C H  O F  S T .  J O H N . IH  F A K W A .)

I t  is painted to represen! an arbor o f  vines, hav­
ing sixteen ova l o p e n in p , at each o f  which some 
frolick ing children appear, p eep in g  in and out, as 
i f  th ey were passing around and lo ok in g  down into 
the room . E ach  chiid  bears som e sign  o r sym bol 
o f  Diana., Beneath each o f  the openings is a 
half-circular picture o f  some m ythologica l story 
or personage, such as “ T h e  T h ree  G races,”  
“ T h e  N u rsing  o f  Bacchus, Ceres,”  “  M inerva ,”  
“  T h e  Suspensión o f  Juno,”  “  A  Satyr,”  and oth­
ers. A l l  the frescoes 'in  this w onderfiil room  
have been  so often engraved  and photographed 
that they must be  known a lready to m any  readers 
o f S t . N i c h o l a s .

Som e o f  the  o il paintings b y  C o rre gg io  are very  
famous. A m o n g  them  is one called  the “  N o tte ,”  
or N igh t, which is in the D resden  G allery . It 
represents the “ N a tiv ity  o f  the Saviour,”  and has 
received its nam e because the on ly  ligh t in the 
picture shines from  the halo o f  g lo ry  around the 
head o f  the in fant Jesús. In  the sam e ga lle ry  is 
C orreggio ’ s “ M ary  M agda len e,”  represented as 
ly ing on  the ground and read ing the scripturcs 
from  a  b ook  ly in g  open  before her on  the sward. 
Probably no one picture in  the world  has been 
more genera lly  adm ired  than this.

Another m asterpiece is the “  M arriage  o f  St. 
Catherine,”  in  the Lou vre , at París. A ccord ing 
to the legen d  concern ing her, this saint, during the 
persecution o f  the Christians in  A lexandria , b ravely  
went up to thc tem ple and there trium phantly 
maintained her cause in  argum ent against the 
Em peror M axim in , and also against fifty  wise men 
whom he then called upon to oppose her rcasoning.

But her courage, w isdom , and saintliness availed 
not to save h er  from  the rage o f  persecution, for 
she was beheaded b y  the tyrant’s order. T h ere  
are two im portant saints b y  this nam e ; one is St. 
Catherine o f  Siena, the other, o f  whom  we now 
speak, is St. Catherine o f  A lexandria , and when 
the m arriage is represented it always refers to 
this saint. '

T he following is a  líst o f  th c  principal works of Andrea del Serto 
to be seen in European> galleries. P i t t i  P a l a c e ,  F l o r e n c e ; 
Eleven pictures, am ong which are two of thc H oly Family, two of 
thc ”  Assumption of the V irgin," and  portraits of Andrea and his 
wife, which are a im buied to Andrea, but a re  not porilively known 
to be his work. U f f i z i  G a l l e r y ,  F l o r e n c e ; M adonna di San 
Francesco, bis own poilia it, and two other pictures. D r e s d e n  
G a l l e r y  : M arriage o f  S i., Catherine, Sacríficc o f  Isaac, and
others. P i n a k o t h e k ,  M u n i c h ; F ou r studies for the frescoes i n  
the Soalzo a t  Florence. M u s e u m ,  M a d r i d  : Portrait of his wife, 
Sacrifioe o f  Abraham, H oly  Family, and  others. T h e  L o u v r e , 
P a r í s ; Charity, two pictures of the H oly Family- N a t i o n a l  
G a l l e r y ,  L o n d o n ; H is own portrait, T h e  H e r m i t a g e ,  S t . 
P e t e r s b u r g  : H oly  Fam ily and SaJnIs, S l  Barbara,

T he following are che principal works of Correggio, known to be 
s t i l l  in  cxistence. I r i  the U f f i z i  G a l l e r y ,  F l o r e n c e ;  Tho Re­
pose in Egypt, Virgin Adoring the Infan t Christ, M u s e u m ,  
N a p l e s ; T h e  M adonna della Zingarclla, M arriage of S l  Calh- 
crine, A  Pidta. P i n a c o t e c a ,  P a r m .a  ; M adonna della Scala, 
M adonna della SoodeUa, M adonna di San Q rolamo, called “ II 
G io m o" or " T h e  D ay,”  aad several others. M u s e u m ,  B e r l í n : 
Leda and Nymphs, and a  oopy o f  tho lo , which is a t thc B e l v e ­
d e r e ,  V i S N N A ,  where there are several other works of Correggio’s. 
D r e s d e n  G a l l e r y ; Enthroned Madonna, Virgin and Chiid in 
Glory, Repentant Magdalene, "  L a  N otte ,"  a  portrait called “  Cor­
reggio’s D octor," and others. M u s e u m ,  M a d r i d ; Noli M e Tan- 
gcre. L o u v r e ,  P a r í s :  M arriage of S l  Catherine, Antíopc 
Asleep. N a t i o n a l  G a l l e r y ,  L o n d o n ; M ercury Tnsirucling 
Cupid before Venus, Ecce Hom o, H oly Fam ily, called “ au 
panier’’ (a very beautiful picture), Christ’s Agony in the Garden. 
H e r m i t a g e ,  S t .  P e t e r s b u r g ; Madonna " d e l  L alte ," S tudy of 
thc Assumption, and another small mythological sulqect.

■̂>1
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P A R T  O F  T H E  C B I L I K O  I N  T H E  C O N V E N T  A T  P A R M A . ( A F T E R  F R E S C O E S  B Y  C O R B E G G I O .)
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D  .  p i ^ E T T y - . m g r ^ L u r  i Ñ . A ^ .  î o ] m

A  P L E A S A N T  S U R P R I S E .

By  K i t t y  W h i t e .

' Y brother Johnny says he would 
do for a  first-dass bum ble-bee; 
he ’s as hot all over as i f  he had 
forty stings. W e ’ve been talking 
through the stove-hole to com­
fort each other. T his hole is in 

the wall at the side o f m y  b ed ; so, i f  1 
put a  chair on thc bed, and then climb up 
and stand on tiptoe, I can see into Johnny’s 

room, and we can have a  good talk.
W e ’re in trouble; and this is how  it 

h a p p en ed :
One day last week, our teacher read us a  story 

about a  good little girl who had a  sick father; and 
he was goin g to starve to deaih 'cause he had n ’t 
any m oney to buy oran ges; and everything had 
gone wrong inside. W ell, the good little girl

heard that a  dentist wanted some teeth, and would 
pay w ell for them. (I don’t  see w hy he s'^ould pay 
m oney for teeth, when he could havc his own for 
nothing,) T h e little girl had fine teeth, so she 
went to the dentist and asked him to take some out 
and pay h er the m oney they were worth, for her 
poor father. T hen  the dentist m ade her tell him 
a ll about her father; and he would n ’t  take the 
teeth, but he gave her the m oney all the same, and 
went to see her father, and got a  doctor for him, 
so he did n ’t  die.

It was a beautiful story, and m ade me cry. 
Johnny said it was n’t anything to cry about; 
stories like  that were for examplcs, and when wc 
had a  chance we must just go and do likewise.

W ell, this m orning, when F ath er was putting on 
his overcoat, Johnny and I asked him  for a  penny.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



A nd Father, he said we were always wanting pen- 
nies, and h e was n’t made o f money ; and then he 
went out.

Sister E m  began to cry, 'cause Father said she 
could n ’t  have a  new dress this Easter. Everything 
was going wrong, and he did n ’t  know what would 
become o f him , and he was sick o f  everything.

Johnny and I did n’t cry; we only looked at 
each other.

W hile we were going to school, Johnny said this 
was our chance. Now we could do like the good 
little girl, and be a  support to our parents. Den- 
tists always wanted teeth, and we ’d go to the den­
tist right aw ay añer school, and have it over.

“ A n d  then,”  says Johnny, “ i f  we ’ve made five 
dollars for Father, perhaps he ’ll give us our penny, 
'cause it ’l l  be such a  pleasant surprise to him .”

W c could n ’t  hardly w ait for school to b e  out.
I got a b lack m ark in arithmetic, 'cause when 
Miss Stevens asked me if you had an apple, and 
if Sam uel Sm ith ate it up, what had you left? I 
said, “ Y o u r teeth.”

A fter school we walked about till we carne to a 
dentist’s, and we went in, and asked him  if  he 
wanted some teeth. A n d  he said, “ W h y ?  Did 
w ew ant tg lose so m e? ” A n d  we told him , “ Y e s .” 

W e thought he w ould sít down and ask us all 
about it, just as the other dentist did with the 
good little g ir l; but he only s a id :

“  L et ’s look at em .”
T hen  h e  made Johnny clim b up in the high 

chair, and tip his head b a c k ; and then he said, 
“ Y o u  w ant these two out that crowd the rest.” 
Then he put an iron thing into Johnny’s mouth, 
and pulled out one tooth, and then he pulled an­
other. A n d  he said Johnny was a  brave boy 'cause 
he did n ’t holloa.

I asked Johnny i f  it hurt, and he said, “ Not 
much, and don’t  you disgrace the family, K itty 
W hite, h y  how ling.”

“ N ow , m y little la d y,”  says the dentist, “ get into 
the chah-, and I ’U be as gentle as I can.”  So he 
helped me up, and tipped back m y head, and 
looked.

“ Y our teeth are crowded just like  your brother’s ,” 
says he ; and then he begins to pulí.

M y, how  it hurt! A n d  did n ’t I m ake a  noise ! 
I thought m y head was com ing off. But it was 
over in a minute, and the dentist told Johnny not 
to laugh at me, 'cause m y teeth carne harder than 
his did.

W hen our teeth were out, we thought the dentist 
would p ay  us. H e asked us whose little boy and 
girl we were, and where we lived, and said tiiis 
was pleasant weather for little folks.

A fter a  while he said ; “  It ’s four dollars.”

W e  thought he had four dollars for us, and 
held out our hands, but he did n’t  give us any­
thing. Instead o f that, he s a id : “  H ave n ’t you 
got any m oney ? ”

T h en  Johnny explained to him that we thought 
he would p ay  us for our teeth, so that we could help 
our poor father.

T h e  dentist began to laugh, and said he did n ’t 
pay for te e th ; but he would give us a  letter that 
would m ake it all right.

So he wrote a  letter, and sealed it, and told 
Johnny to he sure to give it to Father. H e kept 
laughing all the tim e he was writing it, and we 
thought he was the pleasantest man in the world.

W h en  we got hdm e, Johnny said we ’d  better 
wait till after dinner lo  give F ath er his pleasant 
surprise. A n d  at first I was glad  we ’d  waited; 
for the roast b e ef was too hrown, and Father s a id ; 
“  There never could be a  piece o f b e ef done right 
in this house, and Mrs. W hite, m y dear, if you 
could only have a carving knife that would c u t !
1 believe your son uses the carving knife for a 
jackkn ife.”

W e  felt so sorry for poor F ath er that we thought 
we ’d  give him  his surprise then, so he ’d feel 
better. Johnny took out the letter and gave it to 
him. H e sits next to Father, and I sit next to 
Johnny. F ath er took the letter, and s a id ;

“  W h at ’s this, sir ? ”
■ A n d  Johnny said : “  Read it, dear Pa, and 

see.”-
T hen  F ath er read it, and wrinkied his forehead 

all up, and we thought he was going to burst into 
tears, like the sick man did when the good little 
girl brought him  the oranges. But he did n’t burst 
into tears. H e threw the paper across thc table, 
and s a id ;

“ W h a t ’s this, Mrs. W h ite?  Have you been 
running m e into debt, after what I told you this 
m orning? ”

A n d  M other said ; “ I ’m  sure I don’t know 
what you mean, dear.”  T hen  she read the letter, 
and called us naughty children, and “ how daré 
you go and have sound teeth out without my 
con sen t?”

A n d  F ath er said that, “  W h at we had done was 
cataraount to robbery ¡ going and getting him into 
debt o f our own accord; and you m ay go to your 
rooms and think about it till your mother and I 
com e.”

W e  ’ve been in our rooms ever since, and both 
F ather and Mother said they were under the n’ces- 
sity o f ------

W e ll, Johnny says a  switch is the worst, but he 
does n’t  know anything about a  slipper. Anyhow, 
it ’s over for this time.
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W H A T  T H E  B U R D O C K  W A S  G O O D  F O R .

By  a . S. R.

“  G o o d  for notliing,”  the farmer said,
A s he made a  sweep at the burdocíc’s head; 
But then, he thought it was best, no doubt, 
T o  come some d ay and root it out.
So he lowered his scythe, and went his way, 
T o  see his corn, to gather his h ay;
A n d  the weed grew safe and strong and tail, 
Clüse by  the side o f the garden wall.

“ G ood for a hom e,”  cried the little toad,
A s  he hopped up out o f  the dusty road.
H e had just been having a dreadful fright, 
T h e boy wbo gave it was yet in sight.
H ere it was cool and dark and green,
T h e  safest kind o f  a  leafy screen.
T h e  toad was h ap p y; “ F o r ,”  said he,

“  T h e  hurdock was plainly m eant for m e.”

“  Good for a  prop,”  the spider thought,
A n d  to and ico with care he wrought,
T ill he festened ít w ell to an evergreen,
A n d  spun his cables fine between.

’T  was a beautiful bridge,— a  triumph o f skill; 
T h e  flies came 'round, as idlers w ill;
T h e spider lurked in his córner dim,
T h e  more that came, the better for him.

’ Good for p lay,”  said a  child, perplext 
T o  know what frolic was com ing next.
So she gathered the burs that all despised, 
A n d  her city playm ate was quite surprised 
T o  see what a  beautiful basket or chair 
Could be made, with a little time and care. 
T h ey  ranged their treasures about with pride, 
A n d  played all day b y  the burdock’s side.

t

N othing is lost in this world o f ours ¡
H oney comes from the idle flow ers;
T h e  weed which we pass in utter scom ,
M ay save a life b y  another morn.
W onders await us at every turn.
W e  must b e  silent, and gladly learn.
N o room for recklessness or abuse,
Since even a  burdock has its use.

P L A Y - D A Y  A T  M E N T O R .

By  F r e d e r ic  G . Ma t h e r .

O n e  very hot day, last July, I left the Lake 
Shore R ailw ay train at W illo u gh by, a  little station 
eighteen miles east o f Cleveland, in the State o f 
Ohio. Som e business took me to Mentor, three 
miles away, and, while the boy was driving m e over 
there, I thought I should Uke to make a  cali for 
pleasure also. Y o u  know  that Presiden! Gaifrel'd 
lived in Mentor, and you will guess that I wished 
to cali upon his two youngest boys, who were then 
at the Garfield homestead.

T h e  house does not seem like a  farm-house at 
all. It is more like a  dwelling in a  village, or in a 
city, set in a  little piece o f lawn, and sheltfered by 
three great locust-trees. I knocked at the door, 
and was asked to enter the parlor. A fter a  little 
talk, I asked about the boys, and was told that 
they were in “  the office,”  a  little one-story build­
in g, b a ck  o f the house, used b y  their father for a 
study, or working-place.

T h en  I was led out through a long hall, where a 
tail d o c k  looked down on m e, and just outside the

rear door was the office. A  narrow path led out 
to it, and 1 followed along and stepped upon the 
fioor o f the little porch that covered the only door 
there was, which was the front door. T h e  study 
was a  very small building, wátb a window on each 
side o f the door, a  window at each end, and a 
window ju st opposite the ddor. A  m ite o f a  chim- 
ney came out o f the middle o f  the roof.

T h e door was open as 1 stood on the porch, 
and I could see four boys p layin g on the floor. I 
said to th e m ;

“ W ell, boys, is this a  fort? ”
Now the reason I thought it was a  fort was that 

I saw some pieces o f white chalk, that the boys 
had m ounted on blocks and set on the floor, so as 
to look like cannon.

T h is  was all that I could see from the door when 
I asked the question.

But when I was inside the room, I saw a  lot 
o f paper soldiers standing up, and found out my 
mistake before this answer cam e to m y question:
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“ N ot m uch a  fort. W e  are deploying troops 
in the field,”  said one o f the two G arfield hoys —  
whether Irvin or Abram , I forget ju st now. T h e 
other two boys were cousins o f theirs, and they 
were i-ather younger.

I then looked more closely. Besides using cray- 
ons for cannon, they also had brass casters for 
cannon-whecls, and their soldiers had been cut oul 
of card-board, with jackknives. Sm all stones, 
nails, and peas were the bullets and cannon-balls. 
Small paper flags showed w hich side was the 
enemy, and which the Am erican.

“ A n d  w ho is the enem y in this g a m e ? ”  I 
asked.

“  M y brother," the eider Garfield replied. “  H e

upon it an inkstand and pen that had seen better 
days. T h e  floor was bare and painted.

“  How lo n g  have you been here ? ”  I asked.
“  W e  carne' here on the 2d o f Ju ly ,”  they said. 

“ T h e very day papa was shot.”
“ A n d  do you like living here as well as in 

W ashington ? ”
“ W e  like it better here,”  said they ; “ because 

there are more boys, and because we can play out 
o f doors m ore.”

I should say, here, that at the time o f m y visit 
a great m any people thought the President would 
get well.

“ N ow , then,”  I said, “ go on with your fun, and 
let me see how you fight the battle.”

P B B S I D B N T  O A R F I E l J l ’ S  O F F I C E  A T  M E N T O R .

does n ’t  want to be , but he h asto  be, because he is 
beaten so m uch.”

“  But I beat you the other day,”  chimed in the 
younger Garfield.

“  Y es, and the w ay you did it was to bring out a 
lot o f soldiers that had been sent to the hospital 
the day before. T h a t was no fair.”

B y  this time, the boys were again sprawled upon 
the floor, and ready to begin the battle over again.

W hile they were picking up the stones to throw, 
I looked about the room. Several large book-cases 
were filled with the President’s books, and a 
desk at the back window, opposite the door, had

Y o u  should have seen the stormy time that carne 
when I said this. First, one side would throw at 
the other until all the soldiers were knocked over, 
and then the other side would begin. T h is  made 
the enem y b eat for a  while, and then the Am eri- 
cans. T h e  sport lasted for a  long time, and when 
I went away it was not because I wanted to, but 
because I had to, in order to take the train on the 
railway. A s  I sat in the caV, I thought over the 
pleasant afternoon that I had sp en t; and I could 
not help s a y in g :

“ W eU, after all, boys are boys, and they play 
much alike, whether Presidents’ sons or not.”
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S T O R I E S  F R O M  T H E  N O R T H E R N  M Y T H S .

B y  Ja m e s  B a l d w i n ,

S t o r y  t h e  T h i r d .

HOW s i e g f r i e d  f a r e d  t o  n i b e l u n g e n  l a n d .

J a r l  R o n v a l d  sm iled good-humoredly on the 
circle o f listeners about the blazing hearth in his 
castle-hall. F o r the litüe fam ily party had asked 
him  to go on with his story.

“ I see,”  said he, “ that I shall hardly escape 
without telling you the whole story o f  Siegfried, 
from beginning to end. But I could not do that 
in one evening. T h e hero's life was so full o f advent­
ures that the telling o f them  would fill a  volume. 
Oné o f the greatest and most daring deeds that he 
ever did was to ride through flaining fire into the 
castle o f  Isenstein, and awaken the Princess Brun- 
hild from the deep slum ber into w hich Odin, in 
his Lvrath, had east her. B u t our time will not 
allow m e to tell you m uch about that adventure. 
T h e oíd Norse story o f Sigurd and Brynhild, 
which you often have heard, is very m uch like it.

“ Y o u  are anxious to know what becam e o f  the 
treasure, o f  which 1 told you that F afn ir guarded 
¡t so long on the G littering H eath? W ell, to 
piease you, I shall relate how, after awakening the 
Princess, Siegfried escaped from Isenstein and 
carne to the mysterious land o f the N ibelungs.”

Every one in the castle o f Isenstein, from the 
Princess, whom  he had awakened to life, to the 
lowest kitchen-maid, felt grateful to the young 
hero for the deliverance he had wrought so val- 
iantly. T h e  best rooms were fitted up for his u se ; 
and a score o f vassals were set apart to do his bid­
ding, and ordered to be mindful o f  his slightcst 
wish. A ll the warriors and brave men, and all the 
fair ladies, and Brunhild, fairest o f all, besought 
him to m ake his hom e there, nor ever to think 
o f goin g back to Rhineland. Siegfried yielded to 
their persuasions, and for six  months he tarried in 
the enchanted land o f  Isenstein, in one long round 
o f m erry-m aking and gay  enjoyment. But his 
thoughts were ever turned toward his father’s 
home in the Lowlands across the sea, and he longed 
to behold again his genüe mother, Sigelind.

A t  Iength he grew tired o f his life of idleness 
and ease, and wished that he m ight go out again 
into the busy world o f  m anly action and worthy 
deeds. A nd, d ay b y  day, this feeling grew stronger 
and filled him  with unrest.

O ne morning, as he sat alone by  the sea-shore, 
and watched the lazy tide creep up the sands, two 
ravens lighted near him. G lad was he to see 
them, for he knew them to be H ugin and Munin 
— T hought and M em ory— the sacred birds of 
Odin, and he felt sure that they brought him 
words o f cheer from the A ll-Father. Then Hugin 
fiapped his wings and said: “ In idleness the stings 
o f death lie hidden; but in busy action are the 
springs o f life. F o r a  hundred years, fair Brun­
hild slept; but w hy should Siegfried sleep? The 
world awaits him , but it waits too lo n g .”

T hen  Munin fiapped his wings, also, but he said 
nothing. A n d  busy m em ory carried Siegfried 
back to his faoyhood days in Rhineland, and he 
called to m ind the wise words o f  his father, Sieg- 
mund, and the fond hopes o f his gentle mother. 
A n d  he rose in haste, and cried : “  Life o f  ease, 
farew ell! I go where duty leads. T p  him who 
wills to do, the great AU -Father will send strength 
and h e lp .”

W h ile  he spoke, his eyes were dazzled with a 
flash o f light. H e looked, and out o f  thc sea thcrc 
carne dashing up the beach a  wondrous creature, 
such as he had never before seen — a  milk-white 
horse, from whose long m ane a  thousand sun­
bcam s gleam ed and sparkled in the m om ing 
light. A s the noble steed sprang forward, and 
stood in all its strength and beauty before the 
Prince, Siegfried knew  that it must be the horse 
G reyfe ll— the shining hope which the All-Father 
sends to those who daré to take in hand thc doing 
o f noble deeds. A ll uncertainty now flcd from his 
mind, for he felt that with such a  trusty steed to 
aid him every hindrance would vanish, and every 
hardsbip would be Overeóme.

T hen  he looked toward the sea again, and saw, 
in the blue distance, a  white-sailed ship, drawing 
swiftly near, its golden-dragon stem plowing 
through the waves like some great bird o f the 
deep. A n d  as, with eager eyes, he watched its 
com ing, he felt that O din had sent both the horse 
and the ship, and that the time had come for him 
to b e  up and doing. T h e hour for thriving action 
comes to us o n ce; i f  not seized upon and used, it 
m ay never com e again.

T h e  ship drew near the sh o re; the sailors rested 
on their oars. Siegfried and che steed G reyfell sprang 
upon thc deck. T hen  the sailors silently bent again 
to their row ing; the flapping sails were filled and
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tightened b y  the strong west wind, and the light 
vessel leaped from wave to wave as if it were alive, 
until Isenstein, with its tail towers and green marble 
halls, sank from sight in distant mist. A n d  Sieg­
fried and his noble steed seem ed to be the only 
living beings on b oard; for the saüors who plied 
the oars were so silent and phantom-like that 
they m ight have been but ghosts o f the summer 
brcezes. A s  the ship sped swiftly on its w ay, all 
the creatures in the sea paused to behold the sight. 
The mermen rested from their search for hidden 
treasures, and the mermaids forgot to comb their 
long tresses, as the radiant vessel and its hero 
freight sped past them. A n d  even ^Egir, the god 
of the sea, left the btew ing kettle in his banquet- 
hall, and bade his pale-haired daughters, the

around both hero and horse, and they dared not 
stir, but stood long hours in the silent gloom, 
waiting for the appearance o f the dawn.

A t  length  the m orning came, but the light was 
not strong enough to scatter the thick vapors that 
rested upon the land. T h en  Siegfried mounted 
his steed, and the sunbeams began to flash from 
G reyfell’s mane and from the hero’s glittering 
arm or; and the hazy clouds fled upward and away, 
until they were caught and held fast by  great mist- 
giants, who stood like sentinels on the mountain- 
tops.. A s the shining pair came up from the sea, 
and passed through the woods and valleys o f the 
N ibelungen Land, for tbat was the name of the 
mysterious country, there streamed over all that 
región such a  flood o f sunlight as had never before

S l B O r i t l E D  S A IL S  F O R  N ID E L U N C E N  LA Ñ O .

white-veiled W aves, cease playing, until the vessel 
should safely reach itshaven.

W hen, at length, the day had passed, and the 
evening tw ilight had come, Siegfried saw that the 
ship was nearing land. But it was a strange land. 
Like a  fleecy cloud it appeared to rest above the 
waves, m idway betw een the earth and the s k y ; a 
dark mist hung upon it, and it seemed to be a  land 
o f dreams and shadows. T h e ship drew nearer 
and nearer to the mysterious shore, and, as it 
touched the bank, the sailors rested from their row­
ing. T h en  Siegfried and the horse G reyfell leaped 
from the vessel and stood upon the la n d ; but, when 
they looked back, the fair vessel which had carried 
them was nowhere to be seen. W hether it had 
suddenly been clutched b y  the greedy fingers of 
the Sea-queen, R an, and dragged  down into her 
deep sea-caverns, or whether, like the wondrous 
ship “  Skidbladner,”  it lia d  becom e invisible to the 
eyes o f  m en, Siegfried never knew. T h e  thick 
mist and the darkness o f n igh t closed over and

been seen. In every leafy tree, and behind every 
blade o f grass, elves and fairies were h id d en ; and 
from under every rock, and out o f every crevice, 
lurked cunning dwarfs. But Siegfried rodé straight 
forWard until he came to the steep side o f a  shad- 
owy mountain. There, at the m outh o f a cavern, 
a strange sigh t m et his eyes. Tw o young men, 
dressed in princes' clothing, sat upon the gro u n d ; 
their fcatures were haggard, gaunt, and pinched 
with hunger, and their eyes wild with wakefulness 
and fear; and beside them  was a heap o f gold 
and precious stones, which they had brought out 
o f the cavern. A n d  neither o f the two Princes 
would leave the place, to get food, ñor cióse his 
eyes in sleep, lest the other should seize and hide 
some part o f the treasure. A n d  thus had they 
watched and hungered through m any long days 
and sleepless nights, cach hoping that the other 
would d ie ; for the whole inheritance would then 
becom e his own.

W h en  they saw Siegfried riding near, they called
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out to him and s a id : “  N oble stranger, stop a 
m o m en t! Com e and help us divide this treasure.” 

“ W h o  are y o u ? ” asked Siegfried; “ and what 
is your treasure ? ”

“  W e  are the sons o f Niblung, who, until lately, 
was K in g  o f this Mist Land. Our ñames are Schü- 
bung and the youn g N iblun g,”  faintly answered 
the Princes.

“ A n d  what are you doing hére w ith this gold 
and these glittering stones ? ”

“ ,In this cavern lies the great Nibelungcn 
Hoard, which our father, long ago, found upon 
the G littering Heath, A n d  now he is dead, and 
we have longed to bring the hoard out o f the cav­
ern where it was hidden, in order that we m ight 
share it between us equally. But we can not 
agree, and we pray you to help us divide it.”

T hen  Siegfried dismounted from the horse Grey- 
fell, and carne near the two Princes.

“  1 w ill gladly do as you ask ,”  said he; “ but 
first tell m e how the K in g, your father, obtained 
the hoard o f the G littering H eath, and how he 
brought it to this Mist L an d .”

T hen  N iblun g answered feebly, while his brotlrer 
fell back  upon the ground from w eakness:

“  O ur father was, from the earliest times, the 
ruler o f this land, and the lord o f the fog and the 
mist. M any strong fortresses and ro b le  halls had 
he in this land; and ten thousand brave warriors 
were ever ready to do his bidding. T h e swarthy 
elves, and the trolls of the mountains, and the 
giants o f the cloudy peaks were his vassals, But 
he did more than rule ovcr the Nibelungen Land. 
Tw ice every year he crossed the sea and rambled 
through the Rhine valleys, or loitered in the wet 
Low lands; and, now and then, he brought rich 
trophies back to his island home. Once on a 
tim e,'he ventured past the unknown boundaries of 
Hunaland. U pon a  dry and cheerless moorland, 
which m cn cali the G littering H eath, he found this 
treasure, w hich had been lo n g  guarded there b y  a 
vile snake-dragon, whom m en called F a& ir. A  
brave young hero slew the monster and gave the 
treasure back to its rightful guardians, the swarthy 
elves o f  the mountains. But the chief o f the 
elves, the dw arf Andvari, had, long before, cursed 
the treasure; and now the elves dared not touch 
it, nor possess it, unless some man would take 
upon him self the dreadful risk o f incurring the 
curse, and should assume ownership o f  the hoard. 
This thing our father did. T hen  the dwarf A l- 
berich and the ten thousand swarthy elves that live 
in the mountain caves gathered up the treasure 
and brought it to this cavern, w hctc, with the help 
o f the twelve giants whom you see like sentineís 
on these mountain-peaks, they guarded it for our 
father.

“  T his is the story o f the hoard as we know it, 
although raen tell it quite differently. T h ey  say 
that our father obtained it unjustly and by guile 
from his brother, whose vassals had digged it from 
out o f the earth, in the sunny valleys o f the upper 
Rhine. B u t be this as it m ay, the treasure lies 
here within, and lo I for m any days we have 
watched it and hoped to divide it equally. But 
we can not agree.”

“ W h at hire will you give me if  I divide it for 
you? ”  asked Siegfried.

“ Ñ am e what you w ill have,”  the Princes an­
swered.

“ G ive m e the sword which lies before you on 
the glittering heap.”

T hen  N iblung handed him  the sword, and said ;
“  R ight gladly will we give it. It is a worthless 

blade that our father, last year, brought from the 
low Rhine country. T h e y  say that it was forged 
b y  M imer, the K now in g One, and that in the south- 
land it is considered a  most wondrous blade. Be 
that as it m ay, it is o f no worth to u s ; it turns 
against us when we try to use it .”

Siegfried took the sword with jo y , for it -was his 
own Balmung.

Foríhw ith he began the task o f dividing the 
treasure; and the two brothers, so faint from hun­
ger and want o f sleep that they could scarcely 
lift their heads, watched him  with anxious, greedy 
eyes. First, he placed a piece o f  gold b y  Nib- 
lung’s side, and then a piece o f like valué he gave 
to Schilbung. A n d  thus he did again  and again, 
until no more gold was left. T hen, in the same 
manner, he divided the precious stones, until none 
remained. A n d  the brothers were m uch pleased, 
and they hu gged  their glittering treasures, and 
thanked Siegfried for his kindness and for the 
faimess with which he had given to each his own. 
But, one thing was left w hich had not fallen to the 
lot of either brother. It was a ring o f curious 
workmanship — a serpent coiled with its tail in its 
mouth, and with ruby eyes, glistening and coid.

“  W h at shall 1 do with this rin g ? ”  asked Sieg­
fried.

“  G ive it to me ! ”  cried Niblung.
“  G ive it to rae ! "  cried Schilbung.
A n d  both tried to snatch it from Siegfried’s 

hand. B u t the efíbrt wastoo great for their strength. 
T h eir arms fell helpless at their sides, their feet 
slipped beneath them, their lim bs failed; they sank 
fainting, each upon his pile o f treasures.

“  O m y dear, dear G o ld ! ”  m urm ured Niblung, 
trying to clasp it all in his arms. “ M y dear, dear 
G old  ! T hou art mine, mine only. N o one shall 
take thee from me. Here thou art, here thou 
shalt rest. O m y dear, dear G o ld ! ”  A n d  then,
calling up the last spark o f  life left in his famished
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body, he cried out to Siegfried; “ Give me the 
ring ! T h e ring, I s a y ! ”  He hugged his cher­
ished gold nearer to his bosom ; he ran his thin 
fingers deep into the shining, yellow heap ; he 
pressed his lips to the cold and senseless m e ta l; 
he whispered, “  M y dear, dear G o ld ! ”  and then 
he died.

“ O priceless, priceless gem -stones!”  faltered 
Schilbung, “  how beautiful you are I A n d  you are 
mine, all mine. 1 w ill keep you safe. C o m e !

and sun-bright diamonds, and two thin, starved 
corpses stretched upon them. Some men say that 
the brothers were slain by  Siegfried, because their 
foolish strife and greediness had angeved him. 
But 1 like not to think so. It was the gold, and 
not Siegfried, that slew them.

“  O G old ! G old ! ”  cried the hero, sorrowfully. 
“  T ru ly  thou art the wotld’s curse I T hou art 
man’s bañe ! But when the spring-time of the 
new world shall come, then will the curse be taken

‘ G I V E  M E  T H E  S W O B D  W H I C H  l' i E S  B E P O E E  Y O U  O H  T H E  G L r r r E B l N G  H E A P ,”  S A I D  S I E G P B I E D .

Come, m y bright Beautics! N o onc shall harm 
you. Y o u  are mine, mine, m in e! ”  A n d h c.ch at-
tcred and laughed as only m adm en la u g h ; and he 
kissed the hard stones and sought to hide them  in 
his bosom. But his hands trem bled and failed, 
dark mists swara before his e y e s ; he fancied that 
he heard thc black dwarfs clam oring for his 
treasure, he sprang up quickly, he shrieked,— and 
then fell lifcless upon his heap of sparkling gems.

A  strange, sad sight it was. Iminense wealth, 
and miserable death. T w o piles o f yellow gold

V o l . I X .— 35.

from thee, and thy yellow brightness shall be the 
sign o f purity and enduring w orth; and thou 
shalt be a  blessing to m ankind, and thc plaything 
o f the gods.”

Rut our hero had little time for thought and 
speech. A  strange sound was heard on the mount- 
ain-side. T !ie twelve great giants, who had stood 
as watchm en upon thc peaks above, were rushing 
down, to avcnge their masters and to drive the 
intruder out o f Nibelungen Land. Siegfried 
waited not for their onset, but mounted the noble
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horse Greyfell, and, with the sword Balm ung in 
his hand, he rodé forth to m eet his foes, who, with 
fearful threats and hideous roars, came striding 
toward him. T h e  sunbeams flashed from Grey- 
fell’s mane and dazzled the dull eyes o f the giants, 
who were unused to the ful! light o f day. Doubtful 
they paused, and then again came forward. But 
they mistook for an enem y every tree in their way, 
and every rock they thought a foe, and in their 
fear they fancied a great host to be before them. 
One and all they dropped their heavy clubs, and 
cried for quarter. A n d  Siegfried m ade each of 
the giants swear an oath o f fealty to h im ; and 
then he sent them back to the snow-covcrcd 
mountain-peaks, to stand again as ivatchmen at 
their posts.

A n d  now another danger appeared. A lberich, 
the dwarf, the m aster o f Ihe swarthy elves who 
guarded the Nibelungen Hoard, had seen all that 
had befallcn the two young Princes, and when he 
beheld the giants driven back to the mountain- 
tops, he liñed a  iittle silver horn to his lips and 
blew  a  shrill buglc-call. A n d  the little brown 
elves came trooping forth b y  thousands. 'F ro m  
under every rock, from the nooks and crannies and 
crevices in the inountain-side, from the deep cavern 
and the narrow gorge, they came at the cali o f their 
chief.. T hen, at A lbcrich ’s word, they formed in 
line o f battie, and stood in front o f the cavern 
and the bodies o f their late masters. T heir little 
golden shields and their sharp-póinted spears were 
thick as the blades o f grass in a  Rhine m eadow ; 
and Siegfried, when he saw them, was both pleased 
and surprised, for never before had such a host of 
p ygm y warriors stood before him.

W hile he paused and looked, the elves becam e 
suddenly silent, and Siegfried saw that Alberich 
stood no longer at their head, but had strangely 
vanished from sight.

“  A h , A lberich ! ”  cried the Prince, “  thou art 
cunning. I have heard o f thy tricks. T hou hast 
donned the T arnkappe, the cloak o f darkness, 
which hides thee from sight and m akes thee as 
strong as twelve common men. Com e on, thou 
brave d w a rf! ”

Scarcely had he spoken, when he felt a  shock 
which almost sent him  reeling from the saddle, 
and m ade G reyfell plunge about in fright. 
Q uickly did Siegfried dismount, and, with every 
sense alert, he waited for the second onset o f the 
unseen dwarf. It was plain that A lberich  wished 
to strike him  unawares,-for m any minutes passed 
in utter silencc. T hen  a  brisk breath o f wind 
passed by Siegfried's face, and he felt another b lo w ; 
but, by  a quick downward movement o f his hand, 
he caught the plucky dwarf, and tore off the magic

Tarnkappe, and then, with firm grasp, he held his 
struggling little enemy.

“  A h , A lberich  ! ”  he cried ; “  indeed thou art 
cun n ing!’ But the Tarnkappe is now mine. What 
wilt thou give for freedom and life ? ”

“  W orthy Prince,”  answered A lberich, humbly, 
“  you have fairly O v e r e ó m e  me and m ade me your 
prisoner. I and all mine, as well as this great 
treasure, belong rightfully to you, W e  are yours, 
and you we shall obey,”

“  Swear it ! ”  said Siegfried. “  Swear it, and 
thou shalt live, and be the keeper o f m y treas­
ures ! ”

A n d  Alberich made a  sign to his elfin host, and 
every spear was turned point downward, and every 
shield was thrown to the ground, and the ten thou­
sand little warriors kneeled, as did also their chief, 
and owned Siegfried to b e  their rightful master, 
and the lord o f Nibelungen Land, the owner of the 
Nibelungen Hoard.

T hen, by  A lberich ’s orders, the elves carried the 
hoard back into the deep cavern, and there kept 
faithful watch and ward over it ¡ and they buried 
the starved bodies o f the two Princes on the top of 
the inist-veiled mountain. Hcralds were sent to all 
the fortresses and strongholds in Nibelungen Land, 
and they proclaimed that Siegfried, through his 
wisdom and strength, had becom e the rightful Lord 
and K in g o f the land,

T hen  the Prince, riding on the horse Greyfell, 
went from place to place, scattering sunshinc and 
smiles where shadows and frowns had been before. 
A n d  the people welcomed him  wicli glad shouts 
and music and dancing ; and ten thousand Nibel­
ungen warriors cam e to meet him , and plightcd 
their faith to him. A n d  the puré brightncss of 
his hero-soul, and the gleam ing sunbeams from 
Greyfell's m ane, liftcd the curtain o f mists and 
fogs that had so lo n g  darkened that land, and let 
in the glorious glad ligh t o f  day and the genial 
warmch o f summer.

“ D id he stay there all the rest o f his life ? ”  
asked L eif, after a pause.

“ D id they leave the treasure buried in the 
ca ve ?”  asked Rollo.

“ W h at becam e o f the fair Brunhild? ”  asked 
little lngeborg. “ D id Siegfried ever go back to 
Isenstein ? ”

“ Yes, tell us all about i t ! ”  cried the three 
together.

“  A s I have said,”  answered their father, “ one 
evening will not afford time to tell o f all Sieg- 
fried’s strange adventures. I will answer your 
questions b y  telling you one or two stories m ore; 
and, with those, you must rest satisfied.”

( T o  ó e  c n u f i n u e d . )
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iBís.] W H A T  O N E  Y E A R  M A K E S  O F  A  L I T T L E  K I T T E N . 539

By Mrs. Fanny Barrow.

At ñrst, a  ball of fluííy fur,
All black, or gray, or white, 

Trying to caíoh its little tail 

W ith all its little might.
Four pretty  little velvet pav/s,

That leap, and  catch, and  p a t ; 
But p resto ! in a y e a r 'y o u  see 

A digniñed oíd o a t !
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A  FINE gam e is G rab-bag, a  fine gam e to sec 1 
F o r Christmas, and N ew Year, and birthdays, and all. 
H appy children, all laughin g and scream ing with g le e !
I f  they draw nothing more than a  pop-corn ball,
’T  is a prize they wcicome with eyes o f delight,
A n d  hold it aloft with a  loud, ringing cheer;
T heir arras w aving high, all so graceful and w h ite ;
T h eir heads almost bum ping, so cióse and so near,
T h e  laughter grows lo u d er; the eyes grow more bright. 
Oh, sweet is the laughter, and gay is the sight—
A  fine gam e is G ra b -b a g ! a  fine gam e to s e e !

A  strange gam e o f G rab-bag I saw yesterday;
I ’ ll never forget it as long as I live.
Som e street-beggars played it,— poor things, not in play ! 
A  man with a  sack on his back, and a  sieve,'—
A  poker to stir in the barréis o f d irt,—
A  basket to hold bits o f food he m ight find,—
’T  was a  pitiful sight, and a sight that hurt,
B ut a sight it is w ell to keep in one’s mind.

His children were with him , two girls and three boys; 
T h eir heads held down cióse, and their eyes all intent; 
N o sound from their lips o f glad ¡aughter’s gay n oise :
N o choice o f bright playthings to them  the gam e m e a n t! 
A  chance o f a  bit o f  waste cindcr to burn;
A  chance o f a crust o f stale bread they could e a t ;
A  chance —  in a thousand, as chances return —
O f ragged odd shoes they could wear on their f e e t !
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T h e  baby that y e t could not totter alone 
W a s  held  up to sec, and, as grave as the rest,
W a tch ed  wistful each crust, each cinder, each bone,
A n d  snatched a t the morsels he th ou gh t looked  the best. 
T h e  sister that held  him , oppressed b y  his w e igh t —  
H erse lf but an over-yeared  baby, poor c h ild ! —
H a d  the face o f  a  wom an, m ature, sedate,
A n d  looked  bu t the o lder w henever she siniled.

Oh, a sad gam e is G ra b -b ag— a  sad gam e to see ! •
A s  beggars  must p lay  It, and their chances fa ll;
W h en  H un ger finds crusts an occasion for glee,
A n d  C oid  finds no rags too wortWess or small.
O children, whose faces have shone with delight.
A s  you p layed  at your G rab-bag w ith  shouting and cheer, 
A n d  stretched out your arms, a ll so gracefu l and white. 
A n d  gay ly  bum ped  heads, crowding near and m ore near, 
W ith  laughter and laughter, and eyes grow in g  b righ t,—  
R em em b er this picture, this pitifu l sight,
O f  a  sad gam e o f  G rab-bag —  a sad gam e to sec !
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W O L F - R E A R E D  C H I L D R E N .

i ;

B y  C h a r l e s  L .  B r a c e .

r..

E N T R A N C E  D O O R  T O  T H E  O F ? I C K  O F  T H E  C H I L D R E N 'S  
A I D  8 0 C I E T V ,  N E W  Y O R K ,

A  T R A V E L E R  who has recen tly jou m eyed  in 
Ind ia, a m an o f  science, M r. V . B ali, gives an 
account o f  a v e ry  curious m atter w h ich  before  had 
been  som ewhat discussed b y  the celebrated scholar, 
M r. M ax  M ü lle r— that is, the history o f  “ W o lf-  
reared  C h ild ren .”

It  appears that, in the province o f  Oude, the 
w olves are exceed in g ly  destructívc. . T h e y  creep at 
n igh t from  the jungles  and mountains in to the v il- 
lages o f  the poor peop le, and, craw ling in to the 
litt le  huts, w ill often snatch the babe from  the 
m other's arms, som etim es even w ithout awaking 
her ; o r they w ill p ick  up an infant that has been 
le ft for a  m om ent during the day b y  the hard-work- 
in g  m other. W o lve s  are said to have an especial 
appetite for youn g and tender infants, and so de- 
structive are their ravages that, in one district men- 
tioned b y  M r. B all, it is estim ated that om  him dred  
infants are carried  o ff  annually b y  w o lves ; and the 
business o f  sm oking out wolves from  their dens, in 
order to find  the golden and other ornaments worn 
b y  the unfortunate babies, is an extensive and 
profitab le one.

It  seems that now  and then a  w o lf captures and 
carries hom e an in fant to his cubs, and that they do 
no t at once ea t the c h iid ; perhaps because they 
havc recen tly eaten a kid  o r a  lam b, o r other food.

T h e  baby probably suckles w ith the youn g wolves, 
and the m other-w olf com es to have a w ild  affection 
for the chiid , and he grows up w ith  the wolf-ciibs, 
A t  Iength , the m oth er-w o lf is sm oked out o f  her 
cave, o r the cubs are k illed  o r caught, or they are 
a ll hunteddow n, and the w ild litt le  human being is 
caught also— som etim es after he has lived  six or 
e igh t years am on g his four-footed companions.

M r. B a ll saw two o f  these w ild  children in an 
orphan asylum  at Sekandra, in  Oude, and in differ­
en t orphanages in In d ia  there have been others 
whose h istory was w e ll known. A t  first they 
appear like w ild  b easts ; they have no language, 
and on ly  kccp up a  curious whine, c reep ing around 
on  hands and feet like the you n g  wolves, and 
sm e llin f every th in g  before  ea tin g  it, as an animal 
does. F o r  a  tim e they w ill eat noth ing but raw 
flesh, and they snatch eagerly  a t a  bone, and gnaw 
it  lik e  a dog . T lie ir  hands and the skin o f  the

O U R  A R T I S T  A M O N G  SO M ®  W O L F - k E A R E D  C H I L D R E N .

knees are hard  and callous from  constant creeping, 
and the fore-arms o f  one whom  M r. B a ll saw had 
becom e short from  the sam e habit. A  photograph * 
was m ade o f  one, who, w ith his open mouth and

•  “ Juügle Life in Ind ia ," by V. Ball. of Üie Geological Survey of India. Page 459. London, 1880.
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vacant expression, looks like  an idiot. Rescued 
wolf-reared ch ildren  have a  constant desire to get 
back to the jungles, and to  creep  in to holes, and 
they have n o t been  ab le to learn  m uch, nor to 
becom e used to  civilized habits;- and then, too, 
they d ie  early. I t  is said, though for this w e  can 
not vouch, that when a w o lf  com es to  a  house 
wjiere is a  w olf-reared  child , h e  seems to know  it 
by its odor, and never harm s it.

T h e  w olf-ch ild  has no language ¡ its m oráis and 
habits cire wolfish ; it  has drawn in to its b od y  wolf- 
m ilk; it hates the dweilings and svays o f  m en ; it 
loves creep ing instead o f  w a lk ing, and j.ungles and 
caves and the forest, rather than fields and cot­
tages and houses. l t  is a  w ild  beast, but w ith  the 
brain and soul o f  a  human being. T h e  wolf-ch ild  
o f  In d ia  has a ll the capacities and possibilities o f  
any ordinary b oy  o r girl. N o  doubt, i f  he were 
leñ  w ith his step-m other, the wolf, his brain  would 
make h im  m ore cunning than his w o lf play-fellows, 
and he wou ld show tho savageness o f  the beast 
with the skill o f  the man. H e  wou ld becom e the 
most dangerous w ild  an im a l— worse than tiger or 
leopard— o f  the Ind ian  jungles.

D id
think

th e  c h ild re n  w h o  r e a d  S t . N i c h o l a s  in  c o m fo r u b le  h o m e s  e v e r  
th a t  th e r e  a re  w o if- ie a r c d  c h ild r e n  in  s u c h  a  c it y  a s  N e w  Y o r k ?  —  *

boys and girls w ho w ere born to  liunger, and cruel treatm ent, and who live  in  m iserable dens and 
h o les ; who are as ignorant o f  love  and hope, and o f  the missions, and churchcs, and schools o f  this
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c ity  as are the infants found in the w olves ’ dens o f  
the mountains o f  O u d e ; w ho have been  taught 
on ly  in the schools o f  poverty, vice, and c r im e ; 
whose ways are not our ways, and who have wolf- 
ish h ab its ; whose brain  makes them  m ore cun­
n ing, m ore dangerous, than the anim al, and who, 
i f  th ey grow  up thus, w ill be m ore dangerous to 
this c ity  than w o lf or t ig e r  to the v illages  o f  India.

But, fortunately for us, these ch ildren  have not 
lost our language, like the poor bables o f  Oude, 
and, though wolves in  human shape have brought 
them  up to crim e and sin, they can be saved and 
m ade into reasonable hum an beings.

W o u ld  you like  to hear how this is done ?
W e ll ,  here com es one o f  the wolf-reared children 

to the office o f  the C h ild ren ’s A id  Society, in
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Fourth Street, N ew  York. H e has no cap, bu th is 
tangled bair serves as a  covering for his h e a d ; 
bright and cunning eyes look out from under the 
twisted lo c k s ; his face is so dirty and brown that 
you hardly know  what the true color is; he has no 
shirt, but wears a ragged coat, and trousers out at 
the knees and much too large for him ; he is barc- 
footed, o f course. He is not at all a  timid boy, 
small as he is, but acts as i f  nothing woqld ever 
upset his self-possession, whatever m ight happen. 
T h e benevolent Mr. M acy, who has been dealing 
with poor children for the last quarter o f a  century, 
meets him , and a sk s ;

“  W ell, m y boy, what do you want ? ”
“ A  home, piease, sir.”
“  W h a t is your name ? ”
“ H aint got no nam e, sir; the boys calis me 

Pickety.”
“  W ell, Pickety, where do you live ? ”
“  Don’t live nowhere, sir.”
“ But where do you s t a y ? ”
“ I don’t stay nowheres in thc day-time, but

and jist now a cove has taken me in at the iron 
bridge at H arlem .”

“  Iron bridge ! W h a t do you mean? ”
“  W h y, them  holler iron things what holds the 

bridge up. He got it first, and he lets me in.”
“  Pickety, who is your father? ”
“ H aint got no father, sir; he died afore I 

knew, and me m ither, she drinked and bate me, 
and we was put out by  the landlord, and she died, 
and the City H all buried h e r ! ”  A n d  something 
like a  shadow carne over the cunning blue eyes. 

“  Pickety, did you ever hear o f G od ? ”
“ Y es, sir; I have heared the fellers swear about 

Ilim , and I know it ’s lucky to say  som ething to 
H im  when you sleep out in bad  nights.”

“ D id you ever go to school, Pickety, or to 
church ? ”

“  No, s ir ; 1 never went to no church nor school. 
I skou ld  kind o’ like to learn somethin’ ! ”

“ W ell, Pickety, we '11 make a man o í you, if 
you will only try. Y o u  will, I see 1 ”

So Pickety is sent by  Mr. M acy down to a  clean,

, 1
A

.

THE K VEN ING TOILBT.

1 sleeps in hay-barges, sir, and sometimes in 
dry-goods boxes, and down on thc steam-gratings 
in winter, till the M. P .’s [policemen] com e along,

beautiful “ L odging House,”  put up by a  generous 
lady for just such homeless children. It stands at 
No. 287 E ast Broadway. A  kind, experienced

i '-'
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Superintendent, Mr. '
Calder, meets him, U  
and a  matron— Mrs.
Calder— takes him  in hand. 
H er smile alone would take 
the wolf-feeüng out o f  him and 
make him  more o f a human 
child. Tn his secret heart, lit­
tle  P ickety thinks they must 
be  a  very soft set, or else that 
they want to make m oney out 
o fh im  by and by, but he takes 
their kindness very quietly. 
Perhaps, too, he is watching 
for a chance to pocket a handy 
little article or so, or to slip 
out-of-doors with something.

A n d  now, first, he is put 
into a bath and made clean, 
and his hair is cut short by  a 
cutter such as those used for T H a  E A S T  S N D  O ?  T H f Z  S C K O O L 'R O O M .
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■clipping horses. H e feels m uch better after 
all this, and quite enjoys a  clean check-shirt 
given h im ; but he finds that he must wear 
his old trousers again, so his hastily formed 
plan o f slipping away with a  whole suit of 
new clothes is nipped in the l)ud.

H e then enjoys a  plain, wholesomc supper 
in com pany with a  num ber o f other boys, who have 
been in the house longer; and when he sees the 
sweet face o f the matron who is serving them, he 
finds his feelings change a  little, and he almost 
thinks she is too good for him  to try to cheaC her.

Presently, he goes up w illingly to a large, cheer­
ful school-room, It is the prettiest place he ever 
saw ; there are m any lights, and large windows, and 
beautiful flowers in a conservatory at the end, and 
pot-flowers at the sides, and a  nice library, and

A  L O D G E H .

lo n g  rows o f neat boxes, where the boys keep their 
books and things.

E very  part o f this room is as clean as wax-work, 
and Pickety is very glad  he has had that thorough 
w ashing; it begins to dawn upon him , too, that 
the people must be good who have made such a 
nice room for poor boys. But he still keeps a 
lookout, lest he should be entrapped in some dis- 
agreeable way.

B y  and by, the Superintendent, a handsome, 
benevolent-looking man, talks to the boys about
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things our little w aif never 
heard o f before— o f doing 
right, and m aking true 
change in selling newspa- 
pers, and not stealing other 
peoplc’s property, and of 
a  G o d  above who is pleased 
i f  a street-boy is honest 
and good. Little Pickety 
thinks this is m eant for 
him, for only yesterday a 
customer gave him a  ten- 
cent piece by  mistake for 
a penny, and he never told 
hün, but pocketed the 
m oney; and he remembers 
a  poor oíd woman, whose 
apples he used to steal, till 
she had to break up her 
stand and go to tlie Island 
A lm shouse; so he feeis 
very uneasy at the Superin- 
tendent's words.

A ñ er this carne the les­
sons, and for the first time " '■ " '''r  t o  g o  w e s t ,  w a i t i n g  i n  t h e  o f p i c e  i n  f o u r t h  s t r b e t ,

he was introduced to all the letters, though he had another; and he was very glad  to find that he 
known enough before to tell one newspaper from learned them quickly, and that in counting and

“ t h e  l a r g e ,  a i r y  d o r h i t o b y ,  c l e a n  a s  a  s h i v ' s  d e c k ,  w i t h  w i r c - b s d s  a r r a n g e d  o n  i r o n  f r a m e s . "
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sums he was qu icker than the o th e rs ; o f  course, 
this was because he had  sold papers and so had 
had to m ake change so often.

L itt le  P ick ety ’s greatest surprise, however, was 
when he was taken up to the s leep ing-room — a 
large, handsome, airy dorm itory, clean as a sbip ’s 
deck, w ith nice, springy w ire-beds arranged  on 
iron frames, one over another, lik e  ships’ 
bunks. H e  saw som e boys knee ling  down 
before c lim b ing into bed, and b e  thought 
he, too, m igh t say som eth ing to the 
G reat B e in g  above, o f  whom  h e  had 
heard, and who seem ed to  care even 
for such poor creatures as h e — and 
he m ade his prayer. H e  had  had 
some intention o f  rang ing  around 
at n igh t and p lay in g  som e trick, or 
stealing som ething, bu t his new 
feelings drove the idea out o f  his 
h e a d ; and, besides, he saw pres­
ently that strict watch was kept.

ness, and others had  paid  for their lodg ings and 
meáis (f iv e  cents each ), and he began  to feel he, 
too, must do som ething. H e  did  not wish to be  a 
“  pauper,”  ñor to have anybody th ink o f  h im  as 
one, and  he saw lads as sm all as he w ho said they

T H B  S A V I H C S - O A N K .

A fte r  h is breakfast next m orning, he heard that 
some boys had put their m on ey in to the “  savings- 
b an k ”  in  the au d ien ce-room ; and others had 
borrowed from  the fund for starting boys in busi-

eam ed  from  fifty  cents’ to a  dolla r a 
day, and that they bou gh t their own 
clothes.

O ne b righ t litt le  fe llow  especially ex­
cited his envy b y  dcclaring that he 
“ b elon ged  to  the upper ten ,”  as it 
appeared he slept in  the ten-cent dor­

m itory, and had his own special 
“ ten-cent lo ck e r”  fo r  his clothes, with 
a  private key.

H earin g  all this, P ickety  at length  
ventured  to speak to the Superin­
tendent, w ho k in d ly  cxp laincd  to 
h im  that each b oy  was expected to 
do all he could to pay his own way, 
that id le  and pauper boys were not 
w anted  there, and that some kind 

gentlem an had supplicd m on ey with 
which to help  boys who m igh t wish 
to  start in  business.

P ickety  knew  a ll about the boot- 
b lack in g business, but, as he 
explained, “  a b ig  b oy  had 
punched h im  and stolen all his 

k it.”  H e  could scli newspapers, too, but h e  had 
been  “ s tu ck ”  w ith  his Iast lo t, and liad  lost all 
his m o n e y ; and after that piece o f  bad luck he 
bad liv ed  on  bits o f  bread that a hotel, waiter had
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given  him , and once o r tw icc h e  had been  fed  b y  buy 
one o f  the other boys.

M r. C a lder was ready to supply h im  w ith a  boot- 
b lacking outfit, o r to  g iv e  h im  checks which would 
entltle h im  to  so m any copies o f  the Telegram  or 
D a ily  N rw s, th e  b oy  to return the valué o f  the 
checks, a fter a  few  days, when h e  should have made 
some m oney.

P ickety  chose the newspaper checks, and cleared 
tw enty-five cents, and then invested again, and 
carne back  a t n igh t w ith  fifty  cents made, 
fee ling v e ry  proud and independent, since 
he was now  able to 
pay for his lodg in g  
and meáis.

’ policy-tickets,”  and thus take a  short path 
O ther boys were after h im  to “  go  on 

the la y ,”  as they called  i t— that 
is, to break  open 
stores, and so gain 
fifty  or a hundred 
dollars a t once, in­

stead o f  working 
hard eve ry  day 
and all day, for 
the sake o f  get- 

t in ga fe w p e n - 
X  nies. But in 

the Sunday- 
even ing m eet- 
ings o f  the

A D D R B S S S S  T H E  B O Y S -  [ S B B  N E X T  P A G B ,]

T h e  next day and thc next, he appeared a t the 
L od g in g  H ouse, for he rather liked  the p lace and 
the people, and, w ide-awake as he was, he saw that 
he go t a great dca l for his m oney, and could not 
hope to do better anywhere else. In  a few  days 
he had repa id  the loan, had a  little  capital ahead, 
and actually found h im self rich enough to afford 
a pair o f  new  trousers.

Then , later. h av in g  som e m oney, h e  was sorely 
tcm pted to p itch pennies and m ake m ore, o r to

L o d g in g  H ouse, P ickety heard  a great dea l about 
the sin o f  stealing and the fo lly  o f  such “ short 
cuts to fortune,”  and he began  to see how w rong 
and foolish a il these th ings w e r e ; and that he 
ough t to try in his hum ble way to lead  a straight- 
fonvard  and m anly life, and to piease thc wonderful 
B e in g  o f  whom  the teacher read in the Testam ent, 
and w ho had liv ed  and d ied  on thc earth for men.

So P ick ety  broke away from  Irad companions, 
and, find in g  that lib era l interest was offered  in the
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savings-bank o f the L od ging House, he put his 
m oney there ; and when, after some months, they 
would no longer keep it there, because, they said, 
it was too much to risk, he felt v e iy  proud to place 
it in a  b ig  savings-bank in the city.

L ittle  Pickety happened to be sent one day to 
the Superintendent’s sitting-room ; he knocked at 
the door, and heard.a liar,sh voice cry;

“ Come i n ! ”
So he opened the door and entered.
T o  his surprise, he found no one in the cozy, 

tasteful little room. B u t a deep, sepulchral voice 
from a  dark córner o f the room asked; “ W h o  are 
you ? ”

T h e  little strect-rover was not afraid of human 
enemies, but of ghosts he had heard m any a  fear­
ful s to ry ; and he now began to quake in bis shoes. 
Suddenly, however, he discovered, in a cage in the 
córner, a  strange, weird-looking bird, about as 
large as a crow, dark as night, with a most beauti­
ful metallic luster on its feathers. T h e bird held 
its great head sidcwise, and, after peering at the 
boy in a most searching fashion for a minute, it 
im expectedly exclaimed, in a tone o f the deepest 
m ise ry : ,

P-o-o-r M - i - n - o /"  and again: “ M-i-n-o,
w-a-n-t-s a  drink o f w-a-ter ! ”  with various other 
plaintive speeches, which seemed to come from 
the throat o f some stout, heavy aldcrman. T h e 
creature ended by whistling, in not at all a  melan- 
choly manner, that lively áir called “ Captain Jinks.”

Pickety ran back in great haste to describe his 
wonderful discovery to his comrades, when Mr. 
C alder brought down tlie cage am ong them, and it 
was a  source o f endless amusement, as it often had 
been before to other sets o f lads. T h e  mischiev- 
ous boys took special delight in havin g M ino in the 
school-room ; for w henever the Superintendent had 
begun a prayer, or was m akin g some serious 
remarks, the bird was sure to give vent to an 
unearthly scrcam , or to cali out in its harsh voice : 
“  W ho are you ? ”  or otherwise break in upon the 
sobriety of the occasion.

Pickety was especially touched, one day, b y  see­
in g  poor sick women and children come up to 
M r. Calder’s desk for the little bouquets o f  flowers 
furnished to the Flow er Mission b y  kind people in 
the country. T h e lad knew that diese beautiful gifts 
were carried home to the dark cellars and miser­
able attics o f that neighborhood, an^ that these 
bunchesof bright, sweet-smelling flowers carne like 
gifts from G od, gladdening the bedside o f m any a 
sick and dying creature in the poor quarter around 
tbe L odging House.

Pickety had now lost much o fh is  former wolfish, 
savagc n atu re; he did not wish to go  back to bis

jun gle  and den; he had learned to eat with his 
knife and fork, and to sleep in a  bed, like a  civil­
izad hum an bein g; he was less cunning but more 
bright, and was kind to other b o y s; be had begun 
to have a  desire to eara and own something, and 
to get on in the world. Besides, he had some idea 
o f religión, and a  great longing to be considered a 
m anly fello w ; and he weis beginning to read in 
books.

A t .  length, one day, the Superintendent called 
him and told him he could not b e  always in the 
L od ging House, for they did not keep boys long, 
and he must soon strike out b y  him self and en- 
deavor to make his own way in the world.

T h e Superintendent also explained to the bright 
young lad that the best possible em ploym ent for a 
young working-boy in this country was farming, 
and that there were kind-heartcd farmers in the 
W est who would be glad to take him, and teach 
him  their business, g iv in g him at first only cloth­
ing and food, but paying him fair wages later on. 
In this way he would have (for the first time in 
his life) a  hom e, and m ight grow up with the 
farmer's family, and sliarc in all the good things 
they had.

P ickety at first thought he m ight be sent where 
bears would hunt him , or Indians catch him , and 
that he would eam  very little  and would lose all 
the sights and fun o f New Y o rk, so he was almost 
afraid to go; but, on hearing all about it, and see­
in g  that he would never come to m uch in the city, 
and especially hoping to get more education in the 
W est, and by and b y  to own a  bit o f land for him­
self, he resolved to join a  party under one o f the 
western agents o f the Children’s A id  Society and 
go to K ansas— which to the N ew  Y o rk  boy secms 
the best State in the W est.

W e have not tim e ñor space to follow his fort­
unes there; everything was strange to him , and 
he m ade queer w ork o f his duties in a farmer’s 
house; but the strangest thing o f all to him was to 
be in a kind, Chrístian family. H e wondered what 
made them all so good, and he began to think he 
would like to be as they were, and most o f all like 
the Onc he had heard o f in the L od gin g House 
m ecting.

H e was careful to write to his N ew  Y o rk  friends 
about his new hom e, and here is one o f the letters 
received from hira, after he had been in the W est 
a few months:

“ ------, ---------, K a n s a s .
“ M r. M a c y  —  D e a r  S i r ;  I write you these 

few lines hoping you are in good health at present, 
and not forgetting the rest o f  the gentlem en that 
I remember in the Children’s A id  Society. 1 am, 
getting on splendid with m y studies at school, and 
I send you m y monthly report, but please return
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it, as I want to keep all m y reports. I have a 
good place and like m yhom e, and am  glad  I carne.

“ T h e  first time I rodé a  horse bare-back, he 
slung me off over his head and made m e sick for 
a  week. I also had diphtheria but 1 am  aU right 
again and in good health, and can ride or gallop a 
horse as fast as any m an in town. W h en  summer 
comes I will learn to plough and sow, and do 
farmer’s work. I will get good wages out here. 
It is a  nice country, for there is no Indians, or 
bears, or other wild animals —  ’cept prairie-wolves, 
and you can scare them  with anything.

“ í f  any boy wants a good home, he can come 
hero and have plenty o f fun. I  have fun with the 
mules, horses, pigs and dogs. N o p eggin g stones 
at rag-pickers or tripping up m en or tramps in the 
Bow ery or C ity  H all Park.

“ T e ll ‘ B a n ty ’ 1 send him  m y best respects. T ell 
him  it is from ‘  P ickety,’ and he w ill know me.

“ Yours t r u l y , --------------
H e leam ed his farm-work fast and soon made

him self very u sefu l; the next winter he went to 
school again, and becam e a very good scholar. He 
knew  how to make m oney, too; when the farmer 
gave him a  calf, or a  lam b, or a sheep, he took 
good care o f it, and by and b y  sold it, and bought 
other stock with the proceeds, and in this way, 
añer a  few years, he had saved a  considerable sum. 
W ith  this he bought some “ Governm ent land,” 
on which he built a  sh a n ty ; and so he began to be 
a  “ landed proprietor.”

H e was no longer “ P ickety,”  but had a  Chris- 
tian ñam e, and for his last ñam e he took that of 
the kind people to whom  he felt like  a son. He 
had acquired a  fair education, too; and the neigh- 
bors liked and respectcd the “ N ew  Y o rk  orphan,” 
as they called him. H e had quite lost his wolfish 
nature b y  this time, and now liad  a  new one, which 
had come to him  from the Good B eing he had 
heard o f in the L od ging House, through the civil- 
izing, Christian infiucnces that had been thrown 
around him. A n d  here we will leave him ,—
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A-SPRlNC--$TOíí)p?
B y  K a t e  K e l l o g g .

A  La d y-BUG and a Bumble-bee
Went out in the fine, spring weather; 

They met by chance on a lilac-bush,
And talked for a while together.

“  These days are warm,”  said the Bumble-bee, 
“ But tíie niglits are damp and chilly.”

“  So damp, indeed,”  the Laáy-bug cried,
“  I  should thiníc you ’d rent the lily.

“  1 know it ’s To Let,— I  ’ve seen the sign,—  
But it wont be long untaken ;

The wonder is, that so sweet a place 
Should ever have been forsaken.”

“ A  thousand thanks,”  said the Bee in haste, 
“  And if you ’ll excusé my hurry,

I ’ll go and securo the house at once, 
Before tliere ’s a rush and flurry.”

So off he flew toward Marigold Street 
(The way was not long, nor hilly),

But just as he passed the pinks, he saw 
A  little girl pick the lily.

The only house he could (ind to rent!
And this ¡s the pitiful reason 

Why out on a cold, bare clover-leaf 
He slept the rest of the season.

You cali this story too sad to tell ?
Perhaps it is; Éut it teaches 

A  little rule to the little heart 
O f each little girl it reaches.

And the rule is this: When spring-time 
comes,

And the nights are damp and chilly.
Be very sure that it ’s not To Let,

Before you gather a lily.
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D O N A L D  A N D  D O R O T H Y . *

B y  M a r y  M a p e s  D o d g e .

C h a p t e r  X V I,

A D ISC O V ER Y  IN  T H E  G A R R E T .

“  Is Miss Dorothy in ? ”
“  I think she is, Miss Josie. A n d  yet, it seems 

as i f  she went over to the D anbys’. T ak e a seat, 
Miss, and 1 ’ll see i f  she ’s in her room .”

“ Oh, no, N ora! I ’ll run up m yself and sur­
prise h er.”

So the house-maid went down-stairs to her work, 
for she and Liddy were “ clearin' up ”  after the 
house-picnic o f the day before; and Josie M anning 
started in seaich o f Dorry.

“  I ’ll look in h er cozy córner first,”  said Josie to 
herself.

Only those friends who knew  the Reeds inti- 
m ately had seen D orry’s cozy córner. M ere ac-

D O R K V ’ S  C O Z Y  C O R N E R .

quaintances hardly knew o f its existence. Though 
a  part o f the young lady’s pretty bed-room, it was 
so shut off by  a  high, folding screen that it formed

a complete little apartm ent in itself. It was deco­
rated with various keepsakes and fancy articles —  
some han ging upon the walls, some standing on 
the mantel-shelf, and some on the cabinet in 
which she kept her “ treasures.”  W ith  these, and 
its comfortablé lounge and soft Persian rug, and, 
more than all, with its bright little window over- 
head, that looked out upon the tree-tops and the 
gable-roof o f the summer-kitchen, it was indeed 
a most delightful place for the little maid. And 
there she studied her lessons, read books, wrote 
letters, and thought out, as well as she could, the 
plans and problem s o f her young life. In  very 
coid weather, a  wood fire on the open hearth 
made the córner doubly comfortablé, and on 
m ild days, a  dark fire-board and a  great vase of 
dried grasses and red-sumac branches made it 
seem to Dorry the brightest place in the world. ■ 

Josie was so used to seeing her fnend there that 
now, when she looked in and found it empty, shfe 
turned back. T h e cozy com er was not itself with­
out Dorry.

“  She ’s gone to the D anbys’ after a ll,”  thought 
Josie, standing irresolute for a  m om ent—

“  I ’l l  run añer her. N o, I ’ll w ait here.”
So, stepping into the cozy córner again, but 

shrugging h e r  pretty shoulders at its loneliness, 
she tossed her hood and shawl upon the sofá, and, 
taking up a large book o f photographic views that 
lay there, seatéd herself just outside the screen, 
where she would b e  sure to sec Dorry i f  she 
should enter the room. M eantime, sitting in the 
sunshine, a  pleasant heat carne in upon her from 
the warm h a ll; n ot a sound was to be heard, and 
she was soon lost Ín the enjoym ent o f the book, 
which had carried her across the seas, far into 
forcign scenes and places.

B u t D orry was not at the D anbys’ at all. She 
was overhead, in the garret, kneeling beside a 
sm all leather trunk, which was studded with tar- 
nished brass nails.

How dusty it was !
“ I  don’t  believe even Liddy knew it was up 

here,”  thought Dorry, “ for the boys poked it out 
from away, ’way back under the rafters. I f  she 
had known o f it, she would have put it with the 
rest o f the trunks.”

D orry laid the dusty lid back carefully, noting 
as she did so that it was attached to the trunk by 
a  strip o f buff leather inside, extending its entire 
length, and that its buff-paper linin g was gay with

■Copyright, 1881, by  M ary Mapes Dodge, AH rights reserved.
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sprays o f pink rose-buds. In one o f the upper cor­
ners o f this lid was a lab e l bearing this inscription;

( R & z o b ,

/ W 7 .

3 t ^

“ O h ! ”  exclaimed Dorry, under her breath, as, 
still kneeling, she read the words,— “ it ’s A un t 
Kate’s own w ritin g! ”

“ P ap a,” ran her thoughts, “  that was Donald’s 
and m y grandpapa. October, 1849— ten whole 
years before we were bom  ! when she was a  little 
girl h erse lf! ”

Then with reverent hands D orry lifted the top 
article— a  soft, pink muslin drcss, which had a 
narrow frill o f yellowish lace, basted at the neck. 
It seemed to have been east aside as partly worn 
out. Beneath this la y  a small b lack silk apron, 
which had silk shoulder-straps, bordered with nar­
row b la ck  lace, and also little pockets trimmed with 
lace. Dorry, gently thrusting h er hand into one 
o f these pockets, drew forth a bit o f crumpled rib­
bon, some fragments o f dried rose-leaves, and a 
silver thimble marked “ K . R .”  Sbe put it on her 
thim ble-finger; it fitted exactly.

“ Oh, d e a r ! ”  thought Dorry, as, with flushed 
cheeks and quick-beating heart, she looked at the 
dress and apron on her la p ; “ 1 wish Don would 
come ! ”  T hen  followed a suspicion that perhaps 
she ought to cali him , and Unele G eorge, too, 
before proceeding further; but the desire to go on 
was stronger. A un t K ate was hers,— “ m y aunty, 
even more than D on’s,”  she thought, “  because 
he ’s a  boy, and o f  course does n’t care so m uch,”—  
and then she lifted a  slim, white paper parcel, 
nearly as long as the trunk. It was partly 
wrapped in an old piece o f white Cantón crape, 
embroidered with white silk stars at regular ínter- 
vals. Rem oving this, D orry was about to take off 
the white paper wrapper also, when she caught 
sight o f some words written on it in pencil.

“ D ear A u n t K a t e ! ”  thought Dorry, intensely 
interested; “  how carefully she wrapped up and 
marked everything! Just m y w a y ;”  and she 
rea d ;

M y  dear little D e lia : I  am  fourteen to-day, 
too old f o r  dolls, so I  m u sí f u i  y o n  to sleep a n d  lay  
you aw ay. B u t  I  'II keep yo u , m y  dear dolly, as

long as I  live , a n d  i f  I  ever ha ve  a  dear little g ir l,  
she sh a ll w ake yo u  a n d  p la y  w ith  y o u  a n d  love 
yo u , a n d  I  prom ise io nam e h er  D elia , a fte r  you. 
K ate Reed. A u g u s t, 1853.

W ith  a  strange conflict o f  feeling, and for the 
moment forgetting everything else, Dorry read the 
words over and over, through her tears; adding, 
softly: “ D elia! T h a t ’s w hy m y little cousin was 
nam ed D eiia.”

A nd, as she slowly opened the parcel, it 
almost seemed to her that Cousin D elia, Aunt 
K ate’s own little girl, had come back to life, and 
was sitting on the floor beside her, and that she 
and D elia always would b e  true and good, and 
would love A un t K ate forever and ever.

But the doll, D elia, rccalled her. How pretty 
and fresh it w a s! — a  sweet rosy face, with round 
cheeks and real hair, once neatly curled, but now 
pressed in flat rings against the bare dimpled 
shoulders. T h e  eyes were closed, and when 
D orry sought for some means o f opening them, 
she found a wire evidently designed for that pur­
pose. But it had become so rusty and stiff that 
it would not move. Somehow the closed eyes 
troubled her, and before she realizad what she 
was doing, she gave the wire such a  vigorous 
jcrk  that the eyes opened— bright, blue, glad 
eyes, that seemed to recognize her,

“ O h, you pretty t h in g ! ” exclaimed D orry, as 
she kissed the sm iling face and held it cióse to her 
cheek for a  moment! “ D elia  never can p lay with 
you, d e a r; she was drowned, but I  ’l l  keep you as
long as 1 l iv e  W h o  ’s th at?  O h, Don, how
you startled m e ! I am  so glad you ’ve com e.” 

“ W h y ,w h a t ’s the matter, D o t ? ” he asked, 
hurrying forward, as she turned toward him, with 
the dolí still in her arms. “  N ot cryin g? ”

“  Oh, no, no, I ’m  not cryin g,”  she said, hastily 
wiping her eyes, and surprised to find them wet. 
“ See h e re ! This is Delia. O h, D on, don’t 
laugh. Stop, stop ! ”

Checking his sudden mirth, as he saw D orry’s 
indignation, and glancing at the open trunk, 
which until now had escaped his notice, he began 
to suspect what was the matter.

“  Is it A un t K ate ’s ? ”  he asked, gravely, as he 
knelt beside her.

“ Y es, D o n ; A un t K ate’s doll when she was a 
little girl. T h is  is the trunk that I told you about 
— the one that the diary fell out of.”

A  strong, boyish step was heard com ing up the 
garret stair: “ W h o  is it? Run, Don, don’t let
any one come up here ! ”  begged  Dorry.

“ I t ’s E d T y ler ,— H old up, E d ! ”  cried Don, 
obediently. “ I ’ll b e  there in a  m inute.”  Then 
hurriedly kissing Dorry, and with a  hearty “ cheer 
up, little sister! ”  he was gone. ’
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Don’s pleasant tone and quick step changed the 
current o f D orry’s .thoughts. M ore than this, a 
bright beam o f sunlight now shone through the 
dusty window. Sobbing no longer, she carefully 
wrapped the dolí in the same paper and piece o f silk 
that had held it for so m any years. A s she aróse, 
holding the parcel in her hand, the pink dress and 
black silk apron on h er lap fell to the floor.

A  sudden thought carne to her.
Dorry never could remain sad very 
long at a  time. She hastily opened 
the parcel again.

“  L ie  down there, D elia  dear,”  she 
said, gen tly  placing the dolí on the 
rose-buds o f the still open trunk-lid.
“  L ie  down there, till 1 put on these 
things. I ’m going to take you down 
to see your uncle ! ”

“ W o n t he be astonished, th o u gh !” 
murmured Dorry, as, h a lf smiling, 
half sighing, she took off h er dress in 
great exdtem ent, and put on, first 
the p ink muslin, and then the black 
silk  apron, - fastening them at the 
back as w ell as she could, witli many 
a  laborious twist and turn o f her 
white arras, and with a  half-puzzled 
consciousness that the garm ents were 
a  perfect fih

T h e  dress, which was high at the 
neck, had short sleeves, and was 
gathered to a  belt at the waist.
T y in g  the apron at the back, so that 
the ends o f  its black ribbon bow 
hung down over the full pink skirt, 
she proceeded to adjust the silk 
straps that, starting in front at the 
belt, went over the shoulders and 
down again at the back.

-As she did this and perceived that each strap was 
wide on the top and tapered toward the belt, it 
struck her that the effect must be quite pretty. 
Bending, to take up D elia, she saw, for the first 
time, am ong the bits o f calicó and silk ly in g in the 
bottom of the trunk, what proved to be a wide- 
brim m ed straw hat. In another moment it was on 
her head, and, with a quick little laugh, she caught 
up D elia and ran down the stairs.

L ooking neither to right nor left, Dorry sped 
down the next flight; across the hall, on tiptoe 
now, and so on to the study door, which stood 
ajar ju st enough to admit h er slight figure.

Mr. R eed, who sat at the table busily writing, 
did not even look up when she entered.

“ How d’ y e  d o ? ”  she exclaim ed, courtesying 
to her uncle, w ith 'the dolí in h er arms.

H e sprang to his feet in amazement.
“  D on’t be frightened. It ’s only Dorry. I just 

wanted to surprise you ! S e e ,”  she continued, as 
he stood staring wildly at her, “  I found all these 
things upstairs. A n d  look at the d o lly ! ”

B y  this time the hat had fallen off, and she was 
shaking her tum bled hair at him in a vehement 
manner, still holding D elia in her extended arms.

J O S I B  M A N N I N G  W A T T S  F O R  D O R R Y .

“ G ood-bye, E d  1 ”  rang out Donald’s clear 
voice from the piazza, and in an instant he was 
looking through the study window, much surprised 
to see a quaint little p ink figure folded in Unele 
G eorge’s embrace, while Dorry’s voice was calling 
from som ew here; “  Be careful 1 Be ca re fu l!
Y o u  ’ ll break D elia ! ”

E d  T yler, sauntering homeward, m et Josie Man­
ning on her w ay to the Danbys’. “  1 think Dorry 
has gone to see C harity D a n b y,”  she said, “  and 
I ’m  going after her. I ’ve been waiting at her 
house, ever so lo n g .”

“ I ’ve been at D on’s, too,”  said Ed. “ Just 
com e from there.”

Josie laughed. “  A s i f  I did n’t know that,”  she 
said. “  W h y, I was in D orry’s room all the time. 
First 1 heard Don run up to the garret for some-
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thing, then you went up after him , and then you 
both passed down again, and out upon the piazza.
I suppose you went to the oíd carriage-house, as 
usual, did n ’t y o u ? ”

“ O f course we did. W e  ’re turning it into a 
first-class gymnasium. Mr. R eed has given it to 
Don outright, and I tell you it w ill b e  a  big 
thing. Jack ’s helping us. Don has saved up 
lots o f pocket-m oney, and M r. Reed gives him 
all the lum ber he wants. Just you wait. But, by  
the way, D orry is n ’t  out. D on told me him self 
she was rum m aging up in the garret.”

“ W h y, t h a t ’s q u e e r !”  was Josie’s surprised 
exclamation. “ Then it must have been Dorry 
who ran down-stairs. It could n ’t  be, though—  
some one with a  hat on and a  short-sleeved pink 
dress went by  like  a flash.”

“ D on’t you know  D orry R eed y e t ? ” laughed 
E d — “  she is always dressing up. W h y, one day 
when I was there, she carne into Don’s room 
dressed like an oíd woman —  cap, crutch, corked 
wrinkles and all com plete— never saw anything 
like it. W h a t a  little witch she is 1 ”

“ I tliink she ’s an á n g el! ”  said Josie, warmly. 
“  A  pretty lively á n g e l! ”  was E d ’s response.
But the tone o f  admiration was so genuine that 

it satisfied even Josie M anning.

“ W e l l ! ”  exclaimed Donald, noting D orry’s 
strange eostume as he entered the room, añer 
shouting a second good-bye to E d T yler.

“ W e l l ! ”  echoed Dorry, freeing herself from 
her uncle’s arms, and facing Donald, with a  little 
ju m p — “ what o f it? I thought I ’d p ay  Unele a 
visit with m y pretty doll-cousin here ”  (hugging 
Delia as she spoke), “  and he started as i f  I were a 
ghost. D id n’t  you, U n e le? ”

“  I suppose I d id ,”  assented Mr. Reed, with a 
sad smile. “  In  fact, Dorry, I m ay as w ell admit 
that what is fun to you happened, for once, not to 
be fun to m e.”

“ B u t it w as n 't  f u n  to me ! ”  cried that aston- 
ishing Dorry. “ Itw a s  —  it w as— tell him, D o n ; 
yo u  know .”

There was no need for Don to speak. D orry’s 
flushed cheeks, shining eyes, and excited manner 
told their own story —  and both her brother and 
únele, because they knew her so well, felt quite sure 
that in a moment Dorothy’s own self would have 
a word to say.

Still folding the dolly to her heart and in both 
arms, just as she would have held it years before, and 
with the yearning look of a little child, the young 
girl, without m oving from the middle o f the room, 
looked wistfully toward the window, as though she 
saw outside some one whom she loved, but who 
could not or would not come to her. T hen  she

stepped toward her únele, who had seated him self 
again in the b ig  chair, and laying her hand upon 
his shoulder, said eam estly :

“  U nele, 1 ’ve been brought nearer to Aunt 
K ate to-day than ever in m y life before, and the 
lonely feeling is almost all gone. I found a  little oíd 
trunk, far back under the rañers, with hcr dolí in 
it, her clothes and her writing, and now I see how 
real she was,— not like a  dream, as she used to 
seem, b ut just one üf us. Y o u  know what I m ean.”  

“ A  trunk, D orry! W h at?  W h ere?”  was all 
the response Unele G eorge m ade, as, hastening 
from the room, he started for the garret, keeping 
ahead o f  the others all the way.

C h a p t e r  X V I I .

D O R R Y  A SK S A Q U E ST IO N .

D o n a l d  a n d -  D o r o t h y  fo llo w e d  th e ir  ú n e le  
c lo s e ly , th o u g h  h e  s e e m e d  to  h a v e  fo r g o tte n  th e m ; 
a n d  t h e y  w e re  b y  h is  s id e  w h e n  h e  r e a c h e d  th e  

li t t le  tre a s u re -tro v e , w it h  its  still o p e n e d  lid .
Payin g no attention to their presence, Mr. Reed 

hurriedly, but witli the tenderest touch, took out 
every article and examined it closely.

W h en  he carne to the diary, which D orry that 
day had restored unopened to the trunk, he eagerly 
scanned its pages, here and th e re ; then, to the 
great disappointment o f the D ’s, he silently laid it 
down, as i f  intending soon to take it aw ay with 
him.

“  M ay we see that, Unele ? ”  asked Dorry, soñly. 
“  Is n’t  it right for us to read it?  W e  found out it
was her diary —  but I put it b a c k  ”

W ithout replying, U nele G eorge went on with 
his examination. Finally, replacing the last arti­
cle in the trunk, he closed the lid with a  hopeless 
air, and turned toward Dorry, s a y in g ;

“  Dorothy, where is that dolí ? It must go back 
where you found it, and the clothes, too.”

She handed it to him  without a w ord— all her 
hope turned to bitterness.

But as he took it, noting her grieved expression, 
he said :

“ T h a n k  you, m y dear. Y o u  are too oíd to
play with dolls ”

“  O h, U nele, it is too had for you to speak so I 
Y o u  kn ow  I did n ’t  m ean to play with it. It is n’t 
a  doHy to me —  she ’s more like — like something 
ivith life. B u t you can shut her up in the dark, i f  
you w an tto .”

“  D orry ! D orry ! ”  said Don, reproachfully. 
“  Don’t  be so excited.”

In a  flash o f thought, D orry made up her mind 
to speak —  now or never.

“  U nele ! ”  said she, solemnly, “  I am going to
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ask you a question— and, i f  it is wrong, I can’t 
help it. W h at is the reason that you always feel so 
badly when I speak o f A un t K ate ? ”

H e looked at her in blank surprise for an in stan t; 
then, as she still awaited his reply, he echoed her 
words, “  F eel badly when you speak o f  A u n t K ate ! 
W h y, m y child, what do you m ean ? ”

“  I m ean. Unele dear, that there is a secret in 
the house : som ething you have never told Don and 
me. It ’s always com ing up and m aking mischief, 
and I don’t  tliink it ’s right at all. N either does 
D on.”

“  T h a t ’s so, U nele,”  said D onald, em phatically; 
“ we feel sure there is som ething that gives you 
trouble. W h y  not let us share it with you ? R e­
mem ber, we are not little children any longer.”  

T h e  únele looked quickly from one to the other, 
m entally deciding that the children could be told 
only the facts that were positively known to h im ; 
then seating him self on the com er o f a  large chest, 
he drew Don and D orry toward him.

“ Y e s, m y children,”  he said, in his own hearty 
way, as i f  already a  load had been taken from his 
mind, “ there is  som ething. It is right that I 
should tell you, and this is as good a  time as any. 
P u t the doll away, Dorry ”  (he spoke very gently 
now), “  wherever you please, and come down-stairs. 
It is chilly up here —  and, by  the way, you wiil 
catch coid in that thin gown. W h a t have we been 
thinking o f all this w hile? ”

“ O h, I ’m as warm as toast. U n ele,”  she re­
plied, at the sam e time taking her pretty merino 
dress from the old chair upon which she had 
thrown it, scarcely an hour ago ; “ but I suppose 
it ’s always better to be on the safe side, as Liddy 
says.”

“  M uch better,”  said U nele, nodding with forced 
cheerfulness. “  Down with you, D ot. W e  ’ll join 
you in a m inute.”

D orry saw her únele stooping low to peer into 
the far roof-end o f the garret, as she left th em ; 
and she had time to place D elia carefully in her 
treasurc-cabinet, put on the warmer dress, and be 
ready to receive ber únele and D onald before they 
m ade their appearance.

“ M ay we b e  your guests, D o t ? ”  asked Unele 
G eorge, at her door.

“ O h, yes, s ir; come right in here,”  was her 
pleased responso, as, with a conflict o f curiosity 
and dread, Dorry gracefully conducted them into 
her cozy comer.

“  ¡t is too pretty and dainty here for our rough 
masculine tread, eh, Don ? ”  was Mr. Reed’s re- 
raark, as, with som ething very like  a  sigh, he 
seated him self beside D orry upon the sofá, while 
her brother rested upon one o f its ends.

“ W e ll,”  began Dorry, ciasping her hands

tightly, and Crying to feel calm. “  W e  ’re ready, 
now. U nele.”

“ A n d  so am I ,” said he. “ But first o f all, I 
must ask you both not to m agnify the importance 
o f w hat I ain going to reveal.”

“  A bout A u n i K ate ? ”  interposed Dorry. 
“ A bout A un t Kate. D o not think you have 

lost her, because she was really, n o — I should say 
— not exactly.”

“ O h,”  urged D orty, “ don’t  stop so, U nele! 
Please do go o n ! ”

“  A s  I was about to say,”  resumed Mr. Reed, in 
a  tone o f  rnild rebuke at the inten-uption, “ it 
really never made any difference to me, ñor to 
your father, and it should m ake no difference to 
you now. Y o u  know ,”  he continued, with some 
hesitation, “  children sometimes are adopted into 
fam ilies— that is to say, they are loved just the 
same, and cared for just the same, but they are 
not own children. D o you understand ?”

“ Understand what, please. U n ele?  D id Aunt 
K ate adopt any one ? ”  asked Dorry.

“ N o, but m y father and mother d id ; your 
grandfathcr and grandm other R ced, you know,” 
said he, looking at the D ’s in tum , as though he 
hoped one o f them  w ould help him.

“ Y o u  don’t  mean. U nele,”  almost screamed
Dorry, “  that it was th at— that h o ir id  ”

D onald came to her assistance.
“  W a s it t/ta¿ m an, Unele ? ”  he asked, quickly. 

“ Ben Buster told me the fellow claim ed to be 
related to us— was he ever adopted by Grandfather 
R e e d ? ”

“  U g h  1 ”  shuddered Dorry.
V e ry  little belp poor U nele G eorge could hope 

to have now from the D ’s. T h e  only w ay left was 
to speak out plainly.

“ No, not that man, m y children; but Aunt 
Kate. A un t K ate was an adopted daughter— an 
adopted sister— but she was in all other respects 
one o f our family. N ever was daughter or sister 
more truly beloved. She was but two years old, 
an orphan, when she came to us. G randpa and 
G randm a R eed had known her parents, and when 
the little” — here Mr. R eed hastily resolved to say 
nothing o f  E ben  S la d e-fo r the present— “ the 
little girl was left alone in the world, destitute, 
with no relatives to care for her, m y father and 
mother took h er into their hom e, to bear their 
name and to be their own dear little daughter.

“  W hen A un t Kate was old enough, they told her 
all, but it was her wish that we boys should for­
get that we were not really her brothers. This 
was before we came to live in this house.

“  Our Nestletown neighbors, hearing nothing of 
the adoption, naturally supposed that little Kate 
R eed was our own sister. T h e secret was known
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only to our relativas, and one or two oid  friends, 
and Lyd ia , who was K a te ’s devoted nurse and 
attendant. In  fact, w e  never thought anyth ing 
about it. T o  U S ,  as to the world  outside, she was 
Kate R eed  —  the jo y  and pride o f  our hom e —  our 
sister K a te  to  the v e ry  last. So it really m ade no 
serious difference. D on ’t  you see ? ”

N o t  a  w ord  from  either o f  the  listeners.
“ O f  course, D o rry  dar­

lin g ,”  he said, coaxingly,
“ this is very  strange news 
to you, but you must m eet 
it b ravely  and as I  said be-

D O N A L D  A N D  E D  T Y L E R  T R Y  T H E  G V M M A S IU M .

fore, w ithout g iv in g  it undue importance. I  wish 
now that, from  the first, you and D onald  had been 
told all th is ; bu t indeed your A u n t K a te  was always 
so dear to  me, that I  wished you to consider her, as 
she considered herself, a relative. I t  has been  m y 
great consolation to th ink and speak o f  your father 
and her as m y brother and sister, and to  see you, 
day b y  day, grow ing to lo ve  and honor her 
m em ory as she deserved  N ow , do you not

understand it  a ll?  D on ’t you see that A u n t K ate  
is A u n t K a te  s t i l l? ”

“ Y es, indeed. / s a y  so, most d ec ided ly ,”  b roke 
forth D onald. “ A n d  I am very  g lad  you have 
told US, U nele. A r e  n’t you, D o rry ? ”

D orry  could not speak, but she kissed U n e le  
G eorge  and tried  to fee l brave.

“  M am m a and A u n t K a te  were great friends,
w ere n ’ t th e y ? ”  
D ona ld  asked.

“ Y es, indeed. 
T h o u gh  they be­
cam e acquainted 
on ly a few  months 
before your par­
ents m arried and 
departed fo r  Eu­
rope, they soon 
becam e v e iy  fond 
o f  each other.”  

“ T h en ,U n e le ,”  
pursued Donald, 
“ why did  n ’tyoic  
know  M other, 
too ? I  should 
th ink she would 
have com e here to 
v isit A u n t Kate, 
som etim es.”

“ A s  your m oth­
er was an only 
chiid , liv inga lon e  
w ith her invalid 
father, she was 
un w illin g  to leave  

h im , and so A u n t K a te  visited her instead. 
I  wish it  had been  different, and that I  could 
speak to you and D orothy more fu lly o f  
your m other, whom  I rarcly saw. W e  all 

know  that she was good  and love ly , but I  should 
like to b e  ab le to b rin g  her fam iliarly to your 
minds. T h is  oíd  hom e wou ld be all the dearer 
i f  it  cou ld  be associated w ith thoughts o f  your 
m other and happy days which she had passed here
with A u n t K a t e  ”

A t  this poin t M r. R eed  was sum m oned to his 
study. A  gen tlem an 'from  town had  called to see 
h im  on business.

“ K eep  up a good  heart, m y  g ir l,”  h e  said, ten­
derly , to  D orry , as h e  le ft her, “ and as soon as 
you fee l lik e  it, take a  run out-of-doors with 
D onald. T h e  brac ing a ir w ill drive all sad 
thoughts aw ay.”

D o rry  tried  to sm ile pleasantly, as she prom ised 
to  fo llow  his advice. She even b egged  D on  not to 
wait any longer, assuring h im  that she would go  
out and jo in  h im  very  soon.
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“ T h a t ’s a good oíd D ot,”  said Don, proudly.
“  I ’ll wait for you. W here ’s your hat ? ”

“ No, you go first, Don. I ’l l  be out soon. I 

really  w ill.”
“  A ll  right. E d  ’s out there again b y  this time. 

Y o u  ’ll find US in the gym nasium ,”  and off he ran, 
well knowing that D orry’s heart was heavy, but 
believing that the truest kindness and sym pathy 
ia y  in m aking as ligh t as possible o f Unele 
G eorge's revelatlon— which, he felt, was n ’t  so 
serious a  thing after all, i f  looked at in the right 
manner.

Dorothy waited until he was out o f sight, and 
then sat down to think it all over.

T h e  result was that when Liddy chanced to pass 
through the hall, a  few moments later, she was 
startled at hearing half-suppressed sobs.

A ccording to the custom o f the house, which 
made the cozy córner a sort o f refuge for Dorry, 
the good woman, upon entering at the open door, 
stood a  moment wondering what to do. But as 
the sound o f another little sob carne from behind 
the screen, she called out in a  cheery voice;

“  M ay i  come in, Miss Dorry, dear ? ”
“  Y -y e s,”  was the answer. “  O h, L iddy, is that

you? Unele has told US all about it.”
“ Sakes a liv e !” cried Liddy, holding up her 

hands in dism ay— “ not told you everyth in g?”  
“ Y es, he has,”  insisted D orry, weeping afresh, 

as Lydta’s manner seemed to give her a  new  right 
to consider that an awful fact had been revealed to 
her. “ 1 know now all about it. I have n ’t  any 
A u n t K ate at all. I ’m  a-all alone ! ”

“  F or sharae, Miss D o rry ; how can you talk so ? 
Y o u , with your blessed únele and your brother, to 
say nothing o f them  who have cherished you in 
their arms from the day you were a  helpless baby 
—  for shame, Miss, to say such a  thing ! ”

This put matters in a  new light.
“  Oh, Liddy, you don’t  know about it. There ’s 

no A un t K -K ate, any w ay,”  sobbed Dorry, rather 
relieved at finding herself the subject o f a  good 
scolding.

“  T h ere  is n’t, eh ? W ell, I ’d like to know why 
n o t ! ”  retorted Lydia, furtively wiping her eyes.
‘ ‘ I guess there is. I knew, long before you were 
born, that she was a  dear little adopted girl. But 
what o f that— tliat does n ’t  m ean she was n’t ever 
a  little girl at all. Don’t you know, Miss Dorry, 
child, that a hum an being ’s a  hum an being, and 
folks care for ’em for w hat they are? l t  was n’t 
just belongin’ to this or that fam ily made Miss 
K ate so lovely— i t ’s what she was herself, and I 
can certify to her bein’ as real as you and me are 
— if  that ’s all that ’s wanted. ”

B y  this time Dorry, though h a lf comforted, had 
buried h er face in the sofa-pillow.

“ N ot that I can’t  feel for you, poor dear,” 
L iddy continued, gently patting the young girl’s 
shoulder, but speaking more rapidly —  “ m a n y ’s 
the time I ’ve  wept tears, just to think of you, 
longing with all your little heart for a mother.
I ’m a  rough oíd body, m y dove, and what are 
your dear good únele and M aster D onald but 
menkind, after all, and i t ’s natural you should 
pine for A unty. A h , I ’m  afraid it ’s m y doings 
that you ’ve been thinkin’ o f her all these days, 
when, m ay be, i f  I ’d known your dear mother, 
which I did n ’t,— and no blam e to me neither,—
I would n’t always have been holding Miss Kate 
up to you. But she was a  darling, was your Aunt 
K ate, as you know b y  her picture down-stairs—  
don’t  you, dear? ”

Dorry nodded into the cushion, b y  w ay o f reply. 
Liddy gazed at her a moment in sympathizing 

silence, and then, in a  more cheerful tone, begged 
her to rouse herself;

“ lt  wont do any good to fret. about it, you 
know, Miss Dorry. Com e, now, you ’U have the 
awfulest headache that ever was, i f  you don’t 
brighten up. W hen you ’re in trouble, count 
your blcssings— that ’s what 1 always say, and 
you ’ve  a  b ig  share of ’em, after all, dear. L et me 
m ake you a nice warm cup o f te a — that ’ll build 
you up, Miss Dorry. l t  always helps me when
I ------- Sakes! w lia t ’s th a t? ”

“ W h a t ’s w hat, L id d y ? ” said Dorry, languidly 
raising h er head from the pillow. “  Oh, that ’s 
that ’s her— th a t  ’s A un t K ate ’s frock and apron. 
Y es, and here ’s som ething else. H ere ’s D elia—
I '11 show her to you.”

A n d  so saying, she rose and stepped toward the 
cabinet.

“ Show me D e lia ?  Merciful heavens,”  cried 
Liddy, “  has the child lost her senses ! ’.’

But the sight o f the dolí re-assured her.
“ O h, that ’s D elia, is i t ? ”  she asked, still won­

derin g; “ well, where in the world did it come 
from? ”

D orry told her all about the discovery of the 
little trunk that had been hidden in the garret so 
m any years.

“  Oh, those miserable house-cleancrs ! ”  was 
Liddy’s wrathful comment. “ O nly to think of 
it I W e  had ’em  workin’ up there when you twins 
were too little to spare me, and I ’ve n ever felt easy 
about it since, nor trusted any one but m yself to 
clean that garret. T o  think o f their pushing things 
in, ’w ay out o f sight and sound like that I ”

T h is  practical digression had a  good effect on 
Dorry. Rousing herself to make the effort, she 
bathed her face, sm oothedher hair, and seizing her 
hat and shawl, started with a  sigh to fulfill her 
promise to Donald.
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A n d  a ll this tim e, L id d y  sat strok ing and fold ing 
the Uttle p ink  dress and b lack  apron.

C h a p t e r  X V I I I .

T H E  G YM N A S Iü M.

W h e n  D o rry  reached the “  gym nasrám ,”  as 
Ed and D on  called it, she could not help  sm iling 
at the grand title th ey  had g iven  prem aturely to a 
very unprom ising look in g  place.

T h e  bu ild ing had been  a fine carriage-house in 
its day, but o f  late it  liad  been  used m a in ly  b y  
Jack as a  sort o f  store-house fo r  o ld  barréis, boxe.s, 
wheels, w om -ou t im plem ents, and odds and ends 
o f  various kinds. Its respectable exterior had 
saved it  from  b ein g  pu lled  down when the new 
carriage-house was built. A s  D onald  had  planked 
o ff one end for h is own special purposes,— first as a 
printing-office, later as a  carpenteHs shop,— and as 
Dorothy had  p lanted vines, which in  sum m er sur­
rounded íts b ig  w indow  w ith  gracefu l fo liage, it  had 
become the special p roperty  o f  Jack and the D ’s.

Consequently, w hen D ona ld  asked M r. R eed  to 
allow h im  to  sell o r send aw ay the rubbish, and, 
with the proceeds o f  the sale o f  the o ld  iron  added 
to his ow n  saved-up pocket-m oney, to  turn the 
place into a  gym nasium , his únele n o t on ly gave 
free consent, bu t offered  to le t h im  have help  and 
material, in  case the youn g m an should fa ll short 
o f  funds— as h e  m ost undoubtedly would.

T h e  p ro ject was bu t a few  days old  a t the tim e 
o f the house-picnic, bu t b e in g  a  v igorous litt le  p ro j­
ect, w ith life  in its veins, it  grew  and prospered 
finely. Sa ilor Jack entered  heartily  in to the work 
—  the m ore so as his ga llan t fancy conceived the 
idea o f  som e day setting up near b y  a  s o r to f  ship’s- 
r igg ing  w ith  shrouds and ratlins, in which to  g ive 
the boys lessons, and occasionally d isport himself, 
by way o f  relief, when his sea-longing should

becom e too much for him . Plans and consulta- 
tions soon were the order o f  the day, and D orry  
becom ing interested, learned m ore about pulleys, 
ropes, ladders, beam s, strength o f  tim ber, and 
such things than an y other g ir l in the village.

T h e  bu ild ing was kep t m oderate ly warm  b y  an 
old  stove, which Jack had set up two years before, 
when D on  and D orry  had  the printing-press fever 
(which, b y  the w ay, had broken out in  the form  o f 
a  tiny, short-lived newspaper, called  The N estle- 
t<mn Boom ), and day after day the boys spent 
every  odd  m om ent o f  d ay ligh t there, assisted in 
m any w ays b y  D orothy. .Bu t perhaps m ore 
efiic ien t help  was rendered  b y  Jack, when h e  could 
spare the tim e from  his horses, and b y  the v illage  
carpenter, when h e  would deign  to k eep  his 
engageraents.

A b o ve  all, it  was decided  that the new  tutor 
should not b eg in  until a fter the Christmas holidays, 

now  cióse a t hand.
U n d er this hearty  coóperation, the w ork  pros­

pered  wonderfully,
P re tty  soon, boys who cam e to Jeer remained 

to  tr y  the horizontal b a r o r the “ horse,”  or the 
ladder that stretched in v itin g ly  overhead from  one 
end  o f  the bu ild ing to the other. B y  special 
request, D on ’ s and D o rry ’s Christm as gifts  from  
U n ele  were a  flying-course, a sw inging-bar, and a 
spring-board. Jack and D on  carted load  after load 
o f  saw-dust from  the lum ber-raill, and presto 1 the 
gym nasium  was in fu ll operation.

A l i  o f  which explam s w hy Josie M an n ing and 
D oro th y  R eed  bou gh t dark-blue flannel, and sent 
to town for the latest pattem  for gymnasium 
dresses,— w h y  D on  and E d  soon exaspérated them 
b y  com fortab ly purchasing suits ready-m ade,— why 
D o rry ’s cheeks grew ros ier, w hy U n e le  was pleased, 
w hy Jack was happy, and w h y  L yd ia  was m orally 
sure the D ’s wou ld break  their precious necks, i f  
som ebody d id  n ’t put a  stop to  it.

(T o  be continued.)

T H E  M A N  F R O M  P A R I S .

T h e r e  once was a m an from  “ P ar-ee,'’ 
W h ose  rep ly  to a ll questions was “ O u i ! "  

W h e n  to ld  h e  ’d  go wrong,

Should h e  not change his song,

H e  rep lied  v e ry  m uch as you see.
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A P R IL  AND MAY.
By Celia Thaxter.

Birds on the boughs before the buds 
Begin to bu rst in the spring, 

Bending their heads to the April floods, 
Too much out of b reath  to s in g !

They chirp, “ H ey-day! How the rain comes d o w n !
Gomrades, cuddle together!

Cling to the bark  so rough and  brown,
For this is April weather.

“ Oh, the w arm , beautiful, drenching r a in ! 
I don’t  mind it, do you ?

Soon will the sky be clear again, 
Smiling, and  fresh, and blue.

“ Sweet and sparkling is every drop
That slides from the soft, gray o louds; 

Blossoms will blush to the very top 
Of the bare  oíd tree in c ro w d s ..

“ Oh, the warm , delicious, hopeful rain 1 
Let US be glad  together.

Summer comes ñying in beauty  again, 
Through the fitful April weather.”
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II. MAY.
Skies are glowing in ' gold and b lu e ,

W hat did the brave birds sa y ?
Plenty of sunshine to come, -they knew,

In the p leasan t month of May!

She calis a  breeze from the South to blow,
And breathe on the boughs so bare,

And straight they are  laden with rosy snow, 
And there ’s honey and  spice in the a i r !

Oh, the glad, green leaves i Oh, the happy v ;in d ! 
Oh, delicate fragrance and baim  1

Storm and tumult are left behind 
In a  rap tare  of golden oalm.

From dewy morning to starry  night 
The birds sing sweet and strong,

That tha rad ian t sky is ñlled with light,
That the days are fair and  lo n g ;

That bees are drowsy about the hive- 
E aríh is so w arm  and  g ay l 

And ’t  is joy enough to be alive 
In the heavenly month of M ay!
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M A S T E R  T H E O D O R E .

B y  O l d  N u r s e y . .

IT T L E B A T  T iT M O U SE  TH E O D O R E  V A N  H O R N  
W a s the prettiest baby that ever was born.
I bathed him  and fed him  and taught him  “ Bo-peep,”  
R ocked him  and trotted him , san g him to sleep.
T h en  I bade him  good-by, and crossed the wide sea.
A nd it roUed tíventy years ’twixt that baby and m e;
TiU at last [ resolved 1 would cross the blue main 
A n d  h u g  m y own precious wee baby again.

W ell, that old ship crcakcd, and that old ship tossed,- 
I was sure as I lived that we a ll should be lost,—
B ut at last we saw sea-gulls, and soon we saw lan d;
A n d  then we were in ; a n d — if  there did n’t stand 
M y own blessed b ab yl H e came there to m eet m e!
Y es, when we all landed, he hastened to greet m e!
A n d  wonder o f  wonders ! that baby had grown 
T o  be bigger than me, and he stood all a lo n e !

“ W h y, N u r s e y !”  he said (he could talk, think o f  t h a t !), 
A s he bowed like a marquis and lifted his hat.

“ A h , how d id  you know your old N ursey? O h, m y !
Y o u  V e changed very much, and no wonder,”  says I ; 
W h en  I spied o f a  sudden his m other, behind,—
Sw eet lady ! She ’d  helped him  O ld  N ursey to find.
A n d  he told me, right there, he ’d  a sweet little wife 
A n d  that I should live with them the rest o f m y life.

So I ’m  here, and right happy. Y o u  just ought to see 
T h e  dear little fellow that sits on m y knee.
H e has beautiful dimples and eyes like his Ma,
A n d  a nose and a chin just the sam e as his Pa.
A h , me ! H e ’s a beauty ! There never w as  bom  
A  prettier babe than this latest V an  Horn.

T H E  N E W  L I G H T .

B y  C h a r l e s  B a r n a r d .

“ ]T  ’s  too bad that the fairies and giants died 
so long ago. It does seem as i f  all the wonderful 
things happened before there was a  chance to see 
them. I f  a gnom e or a  nixie would appear in the 
woods near the fairy ring, and send word that 
it would do something, we could go to the tele- 
phone in the library, and tell all the boys and girls 
in the neighborhood to m eet at the railway depot 
and take the train for the woods, so as to b e  in 
tim e to see. T h a t would be som ething like ! 
T h ey  have put an electric light on a  tail mast near

the T ow n H all. T K ey say you can see it from 
Perkins’s H ill where the fairy ring was found, and 
that ’s more than nine miles from the Tow n Hall. 
Perhaps i f  there were any gnomes or fairies there, 
they could see it. W h a t do you suppose they 
would think about it ? It is very bright, and 
it m akes the streets look like fairy-land.”

Y o u  see, the boy who m ade this long speech 
was a great talker. H e certainly mixed things 
up in a  strange fashion,— fairies and telephones, 
gnomes and electric lights. He was sure nothing
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wonderful happens now, and yet he spoke of 
three things that leave poor Mr. Aladdin quite out 
of sight. W h a t was the good o f his old brass 
lamp? I f  you rubbed it well, you could fly  away 
wherever you w ished; but there ’s nothing to show 
that even the wonderful flying carpet was h a lf as 
fast as a  train o f  cars. A s for talk ing through 
a wire ten miles long, there is nothing like that 
in any fairy story ever written.

There are men and women still living who re­
member the tim e when there were no railways. 
It was at the Centennial Exhibition that the tele- 
phone was first shown, and some o f you can 
recall the day the m en brought the wires over 
the top d f the house and put up that little box 
in the library. Now  comes this mysterious electric 
light. It is queer and strange, bright as a  small 
chip split off the sun, and they say the sm all white

perim enting,”  and it is in this way that nearly all 
the strange new things were discovered. Faraday 
knew the battery would give him  sparks and 
flashes o f light. B y  trying the wires o f the bat­
tery in a  particular way, he found he could make 
the sparks stand still, while a great and wonderful 
ligh t flashed up, burning and dazzling, before him. 
Franklin, you remember, went out one day, just 
as a  thunder-shower was com ing, and sent up his 
kite. T h e  lightning ran down the kite-string and 
gave him  a  tiny spark from a  k ey  tied to the string. 
T h a t was a  famous experiment, for it proved that 
lightning and electricity were the sam e thing.

From  Faraday’s experim ent we learn that a thun- 
der-storm is a  grand show, similar to the electric 
lights that shine in the streets. T h e  lights in the 
clouds are not steady;— the lightning isn o t a good 
lamp to read by, Y e t  these three are the sam e—

D Y N A M O - E L B C T R I C  M A C H I N E S ,  W O R K E D  R Y  S T E A M ,  A N D

fíame is so hot that it w ill burn up hard metáis, 
like platinum, or tough stones, like diamonds. 
The gnoracs never did anything like that, and, if 
they could do it, they never said so, or never took 
the trouble to try. Giants and nixies and gnomes 
don’t amount to m ucb, after all, nowadays.

It was F arad ay who first saw the electric light. 
He was one day at w ork with his battery, trying 
experiments. H e was continually trying things to 
see how they would behave. W e  cali this “  ex-

P R O D U C IN G  M A G N E T O - S L E C T R I C I T Y .  [ S E B  P A G E  5 7 0 .]

the sparks from the battery, the lightning frora the 
clouds, and the new lam ps in the streets.

Place a  needle near the ends o f a m agnet, and it 
wiE be pulled toward it. I f  the needle touches 
the m agnet, it w ill stick to the ends. Som ething 
draws the needle to the m agnet and m akes it cling. 
T h e  attraction o f the m agnet for the needle we 
cali “ m agnetism .”  W c  can see nothing o f i t ;  it 
has no ligh t and no motion o f its own. W e  can 
not hear it, and yet we know  there is forcé o f some

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



kind, T h is  forcé that drags tho needle to the m ag- 
net we cali m agnetism . In  try in g  our experim ent 
we have been, as it  were, asking a  question, as i f  
we said, “  M r. N ced le , what would you  do  i f  you 
m et M r. M a g n e t? ”  M r. N eed le  is n o t v e ry  talka- 
tíve, but the poin ted  way he has o f  c ling ing  to  M r. 
M agn e t speaks m ore loud ly than words. Could 
he speak, he m igh t say : “ T h e re  is a  forcé I  must 
obey , and it  draws m e to the m agnet. In  nature 
there is a law  o f  attraction, and in  nature noth ing 

e ve r  breaks a law. ”
Pu t a two-cent piece in th e  mouth, on the tongue, 

and  la y  a  n icke l five-cent piece under the tongue, 
so  that the edges o f  the two coins w ill just touch. 
In  a  m om ent you w ill have  a  curious b itter taste 
on  the tongue. N e ith e r  coin b y  itse lf w ill have 
this taste. W h en  the two pieces touch each 
other in the m outh, som ething happens besides 
their touching. Y o u  feel a  strange, b itin g  sensa- 
tion  on  the tongue. L o o k  at the coins. N oth in g  
seems to have happened to them , y e t you fee l sure 
that som eth ing did  take place w hen you held  them  
in your mouth.

Another way to  perform  this experim ent is to 
w ind a  short p iece o f  fine copper w ire around each 
coin, and then to drop them  in a  cup o f  vinegar. 
T a k e  care that the bundles do n o t touch each 
other, and b rin g  the ends o f  the two wires cióse

One w ire does n o t have this effect, but, when 
both  wires touch the tongue, som eth ing happens, 
for you fee l it  p lain ly. W h a t  does this experiment 
tc ll US ? T h a t here  is forcé o f  some kind. This 
k ind o f  forcé is called electricity. T h e  coins on 
the tongue o r in the v in ega r m ake what is termed 
a  “  b a ttery ,”  that is, a  fountain, o f  this forcé, and 
the taste on the tongue is caused hy electricity.

If, in place o f  the coins, you use a  sheet o f  cop­
p er and a  sheet o f  zinc, each w ith  its copper wire, 
and i f  in p lace o f  the v inega r a  stronger acid, like 
sulphuric acid, is used, there w ill be m ore forcc, 
and the electric ity w ill g ive  us ligh t and sounds. 
I f  the ends o f  the w ires are b rough t together, there 
w ill be a tiny spark and a  low  sound,» like the 
snapping o f  a  b it o f  wood. T h e re  is noth ing new 
to b e  seen o r fe lt in the w ires. T h e y  are coid and 
silent, yet, when they touch, they seem  for an instant 
to b e  fu ll o f  crackling fire. I f  the battery  is a  strong 
one, and you place a  p iece o f  paper betw een  the 
ends o f  the w ires, you w ill find after the flash 
that a  sm all hole, w ith b lackencd  edges, has been 
m ade through the paper. T h is  shows that there is 
heat as w e ll as ligh t, for the spark burned a hole 
in  the paper. F ro m  these experim ents you  can 
prove for you rse lf that electric ity  is som eth ing that 
can be tasted, and that it g ives  ligh t and sound 
and h e a t ; and yet, it  can not b e  seen.

A  R A I N  Y  N I G H T .— S T B E B T  M G H T S D  B Y  E L E C T R I C I T Y .

together, N o w , h o ld in g  the cup in the hand, A t  one tim e it  was im agined that electric ity  was 
touch the ends o f  the two wires to the tongue. a  k ind o f  fluid, lik e  water, and that it could, in 
A g a in  you fee l the strange, b iting, b itter taste. some way, flow  through the wires o f  a  batter\-.
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T H E  E L E C T R I C  U G H T  I N  M A D I S O N  S Q U A B B , N E W  Y O R K ,  O N  A  C L O U D Y  E V E N I N G .

I t  is better to th ink that electricity is m erely  
energy d isp laying its e lf ; but no one can te ll what 
it really is. W e  can see its ligh t; we can fee l 
it in the hands and arms —  as when you touch 
a Leyden -jar ; we can taste it, as you  know  ; and it 
w ill burn and g ive  out terrib le  sounds. W e  see the 
ligh tn ing strike a barn, and the barn bum s down, 
and w e  hear the p ea lin g  sound when the flash 
has darted from  the b lack  clouds. These  things 
are on ly the ways in which it shows itse lf to us, 
and we say these are displays o f  energy. T h e  
ad d  in the battery hites and eats up the copper and 
zinc. T h is  process relcases forcé o r energy, and 
this forcé g ives  ligh t and heat and sound. E lectric­
ity is the nam e w e g ive  to this strange forcé that 
comes from  the copper coins in  your m outh ; that 
streams from  the b a ttery ; that flashes from  the 
clouds; and burns w ith  such beautifu l fires in  the 
Northern  L igh ts. I t  is this forcé that is now used 
to ligh t the new  clectric lam ps in  the streets.

Faraday knew  that the battery  wou ld g ive 
sparks, and he d iscovered a  w ay o f  m ak in g them  
stand still and burn lik e  a  lam p. A fte r  this, for a 
lon g  tim e, noth ing m ore was done with the light.

A  strange th in g  was next discovered. I f  tho 
wire from  a  battery were wound around a piece 
o f  iron, thc iron  wou ld becom e a  m agnei. I f  the 
wire were cut in two, so that it  d id  n o t reach the

V o l .  I X . — 37 .

battery, the iron  would cease to be a  m agnet, and 
becom e m ere ord inary iron, for which needles did 
not seem  to care. I f  the w ire were again  jo in ed  
to the battery, the needles found it .out qu ickly 
enough. N o w , h ere  is a  curious m atter. A  piece 
o f  iron  m ay be a  m agn et a t one tim e, and not at 
another. W h ile  the electricity runs through the 
w ire, around and around the iron, thc iron  is a 
m agnet. W h en  thc e lectric ity  stops, the iron  loses 
its m agnetic  power. So it  appears that the kind 
o f  en ergy  which w e  cali e lectricity m ay create 
m agnetism  in  a rod  o f  iron. W e  m igh t say, M ag­
netic forcé and E lectric  forcé are brothers. It 
seems s o ; and a  m agnet m ade b y  passing elec­
tr ic ity  th rough  copper w ire wound around iron, we 
cali an  electro-m agnet, and the attractive power 
it  has o ver a  needle, w e  cali electro-m agnetism .

I f  E lectric ity  is b rother to  M agnetism , perhaps 
the m agnet can g ive  us electric ity ? T h is  appears 
to  be so ; for i f  a co il o f  w ire is p laced near a m ag­
net, and then m ade to revolve rapidly, e lectricity is 
found in  the w ire just as i f  ít  had  com e from  a 
battery. E lec tric ity  obtained in this new  way 
was therefore called m agneto-electricity. Then , 
w ork in g  on  this d iscovcry, inventors m ade machines 
for p roducing electricity. T h ese  machines gave 
m ore electric ity  than could b e  obtained from  a bat­
tery, and it was m uch cheaper to m ake a  steam-
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cnglne turn the new  machines, than to put costly 
metáis like zinc and copper into batterics.

These electrical m achines are n ow very  common, 
and it is from thera wc get the cloctric forcé for the 
new lights. T h ey  are called dynamo-electrical 
machines, because the science o f m aking engines 
work is called dynam ics, and the motion or en- 
ergy o f the engine is used to drive the machines. 
T h e y  are sometimes called “ dynamos ” — for short 
— or, as we m ight say, “  w ork m achines.”

These “ dynam os” are o f various kinds, but all 
are much alike. There is onc large m agnet, or a 
number o f sm all ones placed together, and near 
the ends are set bundles o f insulated wires— that 
is, bundles o f wires, each wire bein g coated with 
gutta-percha, which shuts in, or insulates, the elec- 
triclty, and prevenís its escaping from the surface 
o f  the wire. T hese bundles o f wires are called 
“  arm atures,”  and they are placed on axles, as if 

. they  were wheels. T h e  steam-engine is connccted 
with the armature o f a m achine, and when the 
engine is at work the armature tum s aiound m any 
hundi ed times in a minute, cióse to the end o f the 
m agnet. T h e  armature feels the m agnetism  of 
the great m agnet, and every bit o f the winding 
wire seems to thrill and quiver with electricity.

T H E  E L E C rT R IC  L I G H T  O N  A N  I T A L I A N  W A R - S H I P

cloth, are fastened to the machine, and are car­
ried along the Street on telegraph poles. Outside, 
in the dark, glcam  and shine the fiery lamps, look­
ing like baby moons glowing on the lamp-posts, 
or like clusters o f brilliant stars burning on tail 
masts above the trees in the park.

I f  we examine one o f these electric lam ps in the 
streets, we shall find it consists o f two rods, one 
pointing upward from the bottom o f the lamp, the 
other hanging downward. T h e rods seem to 
touch, and the brilliant flamc is exactly where they 
seem to meet. T h e m an in the picture on the next 
page is just putting these rods into place in the 
lamp. Once a  day he comes around with a b a g  of 
the rods. He taires out the old rods that were 
burned the night before, and places a  new  set in 
each lamp. A fter he has gone about, as i f  he 
were putting new wicks into the lam ps, and each 
is ready for its n igh i’s work, all the lamps are 
lighted in broad day, to see that every one is in 
proper trim. T h e y  are allowed to burn until the 
men have walked about in the streets and looked 
at each lam p. I f  all are burning well, they are 
put out till it begins to grow .dark, I f  one fails to 
burn properly, a man goes to that lamp to see 
what is the matter. T h e  rods are made o f a 

curious b lack substancc, 
like charcoal, that is called 
carbón. W h en  the lamp 
is out, the two rods touch 
each other. In order to 
ligh t the lam p, they are 
pulled apart; and if you 
look at the flame through 
a smoked glass, you will 
see that the rods do not 
quite touch. There is a 
sm all space between their 
points, and this space is 
filled with fire. Look at 
the other parts o f the 
rods, or the copper wires 
that extend along the 
streets. T h e y  have no 
light, no heat, no sound. 
T h e wires are coid, dark,

T H E  B A Y  o r  N A V L E S .  ^ n d  sllcnt. If  W C  w c r B  to

Brilliant sparks leap from the ends o f the flying 
wire, and crackling bluc flames seem to dance on 
tíre copper brushes that touch the armature, as 
it whirls swiftly around. On page 567 is a  picture 
o f one o f these strange machines. Y o u  can not 
distinguish the parts o f the armature as it spins 
around and around near the magnets. There must 
be som ething going on inside, for the whole 
machine is hot, as i f  it were in a  terrible excitement 
over ¡ts work. B ig  copper wires, covered with

push the two rods in the lam p cióse together, the 
ligh t and heat would disappear, and the curious 
hissing sound would stop. W h y  is this ? L et us 
go to the woods near some brook, and it m ay be 
that we can understand this matter.

Here is the brook, flowing quietly along, smooth, 
deep, and without a  ripple. W c w alk beside the 
stream, and come to a  place where there are high 
rocks, and steep, stony banks. H ere the channel 
is very narrow, and the water is no longer smooth
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and silent. I t  boils and foams betw een  the rocks. 
T h ere  are eddies and whirlpools, and a t last we

/  ■ \

o v e r  th e  h in d ra n c e  in  Its p a th , a n d  it  g r o w s  w lü te -  
h o t  w ith  a n g e r ,  a n d  fla m e s  a n d  h is s c s  a s  i t le a p s  
a cro ss  th e  n a r ro w  s p a c e  b e tw e e n  th e  rods.

O n e  o f  th e  p ic tu re s  g iv e s  a  g o o d  id e a  o f  t h e  w a y  
s o m e  o f  th e  la m p s  a re  p la c e d  011 t a l l  m asts, 
h ig h  a b o v e  th e  tre e s  a n d  h o u se s , a n d  o f  th e  c u r i­
o u s  con e-lLke e ffe c t  p r o d u c c d  b y  th e  ra y s  s h in in g  

a c ro s s  th e  ra in -d ro p s  a t  n ig h t , m a k in g  e a c h  o n e  
g lis te n  l ik e  a  d ia m o n d  fa l l in g  o u t  o f  th o  s k y . 
A n o t h e r  v ie w  w a s  ta k e n  fro m  th e  W indow s o f  the 

t a l l  b u ild in g  in  U n io n  S q u a r e  w h e r e  S T . N i c h o l a s  
m a y  b e  fo u n d  a t  h o m e ;  i t  sh o w s h o w  th e  m asts  
a n d  la m p s  lo o k  in  th e  d a y -tim e . B e s id e s  th e s e , w e

ÜT.í.vGü.-.'L-’i.. 

'"e-'y

' T H E  L A M P S  A T  T H E  T O P  •

I O F  T H E  M A S T  I N  M A ü l -
I  S O N  S Q U A R E , A S  S E E N  B Y  D A Y *  ;
; L I G H T  O V E R  T M É  H O U S E - T O P S . •.
\  i

come to  the narrowest part o f  all. H ere , the once 
dark and silent water roars and foam s in  white, 
storm y rapids. T h e re  are sounds and furious 
leap ing and rushing water and  clouds o f  spray. 
W h a t is the m atter? W h y  is the sm ooth, dark 
water so white w ith  rage, so impetuous, so fu ll o f  
sounds and tu rm oil?  T h e  rocks ai-e the cause. 
T h e  way is narrow  and steep. T h e  waters are 
hem m ed in, and there is a  grand  d isp lay o f  flash- 
ing white foam  and roaring  water-falls, as the 
waters struggle  together to  get past the narrow 
place.

l t  is the same w ith  the electric ity  fiow ing 
through the la rge  copper wires. I t  passes down 
one w ire into the other, through the lam p, in 
silence and darkness, so lo n g  as the rods touch and 
the path is c I ceu '.  W h en  the rods in the lam p are 
pulled apart, there is a  space to h e  g o t over, an 
obstructíon, like rocks in the b ed  o f  th e  brook. 
T h e  electricity, like the water, struggles to get

T K B  L A M P S  L O W E R E D . P I T T I N C - I N  T H E  N E W  R O D S .

have a  picture o f  an electric ligh t on board an 
Ita lian  war-ship in the bay o f  Naples. These  
ligh ts  are also used on  steam-boats on the W est-
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em  rivers. T h e  pilot moves the light about until it 
shines on the trees or houses upon the bank, and in 
this m anner picks out his w ay along the stream.

There is another kind o f  electric lam p, used in 
ho u ses; it has a smaller and softer light, .steady, 
white, and very beautiful.

In  these lamps, also, we have som ething like the 
narrow place in the brook. T h e y  are m ade with 
siender loops o f carbón, inclosed in glass globes. 
T h e  electricity, flowing silently through a  dark 
wire, enters the lam p, and finds only a  narrow 
thread on which it can travel to reach the home- 
going wire, and, in itsstruggle to get past, it heats

the tiny thread o f  carbón to whiteness. L ike a 
live coal, this siender thread gives us a  mild, ;soft 
light, as long as the current flows. It seems calm 
and still, but it is enduring the sam e fury o f the 
electricity that is shown in the la rger lamps.

This is the main idea on which these lam ps are 
m a d e : A  stream o f  electricity is set flowing from a 
dynarao-electric machine through a  wire until it 
meets a  narrow place or a  break in the wire. 
T hen  it seeks to get past the obstm ction, and there 
is a  grand putting forth o f  energy, and in this 
w ay the electric forcé, although itself invisible, is 
m ade known to our eyes by  a  beautiful light.

C O M E D I E S  F O R  C H I L D R E N ,

B y  E .  S . B r o o k s ,  A u t h o r  o f  “ T h e  L a n d  o f  N o d , ”  e t c .  

T H E  N E W  R E D  R I D I N G - H O O D .II.

C H A R A C T E R S : J e m n v ,  a  girl of eight y e a r s .  J o h n n y  S t o u t , 
a  b o y  of sixteen or eighteen yeais. J  i m m v  E i n C s ,  a  Tram p. 

.■pie argum ent shows that wolves are ju s t  as designing, littleguis just as heedkss and helpful, and  ih e  chances of rescue ju s t  asp o sib le  to-day as a t the lime of thc original R ed  Riding-hood. 
S c e n e :  A neatly furnished parlor. J e n n v  discovered dusting ftir- mtiu-e, arranging flowers, a n d  raakm g things look nice generally.
J e n n y ,  surveying her work crUkally :

There! —  iny mamma ’s gone away,
To be gone, she said, all day.

And so I  ara keeping honse. Oh, what funl 
I shall have no time to play,
But must worlt and work away,

And be busy as a mouse, till I ’ve done.

But my mamma said to me —
Now, what was it? Let me see:

‘ Jenuy, darling, don’t go out all the day;
But keep close at home till tea,
When I ’ll come and set you free;

So just mind wliat you ’re about, dear, I pray.

“ And keep Bridget right in cali;
And mind this, dear, most of all: 

Don’t let in any stranger while I ’m gone. 
Lock the windows and the haU,
And be careful not to fall,

And don’t get into danger here alone.’’
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Well, I  ’ll try my best, I ’m sure,
To keep everything secure;

But I ’ve no need fór Bridgel, that I know;
Girls are such a bore about,
And she miglit as well go out;1 ’ll just go down and tell her she can go. [E xit.]  

[JiMMY BiNGS appears ouiside a t viirtdow (or door, i f  a suimicmi is impracticable) ;  he peas in, looks around; then tries the window, opens it, and eníers cautiously. 
JiMMY BiNGS: Well, now, here ’s a lucky g o !

With that window open so,
I just skipped right in the liouse as sUck as soap.

Why, here ’s loads of pretty things. 
You ’re in luck, old Jimmy Bings, 

And can do a stroke of business here, I  bope.
\_A noise outside. ]

Helio ! Who ’s that coming here ?
\_Goes to door, and looks out cautiously.]

M e n ?  N o !  D o g s ?  N o !  W e l l ,  that ’s q n e e r !
W h y! I t  ’s only just a pretty leetle gal. 
Jimmy Bings, slip out, and then 
Just walk in here bold again—

Play your game, and make that little chick your pal! 
[E xií through door cautiously.) (Reenter Jen ny.] 
Jenny : T liere! Now Bridget ’s gone away.

And I  ’ ll have a quiet day,
Tixing everything up lovely while I wait;

So that Mamma, .she will say,
When she comes back home to-day;

“ What a lady is my little girl of eight! ’ ’
(.Enter by door JiM M Y B iN G S , ka t in hand. H e makes 

Jenny a low bow.
Jimmy B. : Ah! Good-morning, little miss!

You look sweet enough lo kiss.
Is your Ma at home this morning, may I  ask ? 

Jen n y: Why, sir, no. She ’s gone away,
To be gone the livelong day.

And I  ’m keeping house alone.
JiM.MY B. : A  pleasant task.

And you ’ll do it, I ’ll be bound.
WcU, I ’m sorry Ma ’s not 'round,

For I wanted quite pertickeler lo see her.
Je n s v : May not I, sir, do as well?

Is it —  anything to sell?
Pray sit down, sir, so that we may talk the freer. 

Jl.MMY B,, sitting: Thank you, Miss, I ’ll sit awhile ;
For I  ’ve traveled many a mile,

Just to see your precious Ma, if you ’ ll believe me. 
Jenny : Slie ’il be sorry, sir, I know,

 ̂ When she hears she ’s missed you so- 
Can’t you tell me, sir, your business, ere you leave me? 

Jimmy B. : Well, the fact is, I  ’m her cousin!
[Jenny looks surprised.)

Oh, she ’d know me in a dozen.
I ’m her cousin, come to see her, from Nevada. 

Jenny, suspiciousty :
In those clothes? —  Oh, sir,—  I fear !

J im m y  B. ; Oh, a railroad smash-up, dear,
Mussed me up a little —  never was jogged harder! 

J e n n y  : Oh, I ’m sorry I Are you hurt ?
J im m y  B. : Not Ihe least. It ’ s  only d irí;

But I always am so neat, I quite despair;
And my wardrobe .ill is down 
A t the Clarendon, in town,

Where I ’m stopping: I  ain Algernon SL Clair.

J e n n y : My, though! What a pretty name!
Well, it really is a shame 

You should have to go to town in such a plight. 
There now, would n’t Papa’s do ?
Oh, picase look tlie papers through,

And I '11 run upstairs, and soon fix you .all right.

J i m m y  B. : No, don’t fret yourself, my clear;
I  prefer to have you here,

Though perhaps I may accept your offer later.
Is your Pa as big as me?

J e n .n y , surprised: Don’t you know him ?
J i m m y  B. : Well, you see,

I  ’ve been West so long I  've kind of lost my data. 
Je n n y : Wont you have a bit to eat?
J i m m y  B. : Well, I  do feel rather beat.
J e n n y :

Then I  ’ll go and bring you up a little luncheon. 
J i m m y  ~B., carelessly :

Have you silver, dear —  or píate ?
J e n n y  : Mostly solid, sir.
J i m m y  B. : , Fust rafe!

Bring it up. and let me see it wliile I  ’m munchin’. 
J e n n y ,  surprised: Bring up all the silver, sir ?
J im m y  B. : Why, that ’s what I come here fiir,

Just to malee your dearest Ma a little present,_
Silver Service lined with gold,—
And if her’s ’s a trifle old 

I '11 have it all fixed over.

Oh, how pleasant!
’et it right away.

M y ! I ’m glad you came to-day,
It will be, oh, such a nice surprise to Mamma. 

J i m m y  B. ; Well, I rather think so, too.
J e n n y : . N o w ,  your lu n c h e o n . [ ¿ > :V .]

J i m m y  B., looking after her and rubbing his hands: 
Good for you!

What a blessed little chick you are, my charmer!

Íust the cream of tender things;
bu ’re in luck, old Jimmy Bings_

Oh, hexcuse me, Mr. Algernon Ót. Clair I-

JeNn y , delighted: 
I will

Just you tum an honest penny.
Now, let ’s see if tliere are any 

Of these things worth my packing up with care.
[ Takes the table-clot/t o.f  ̂the table and begins filling it 

with ornaments, hniekknacis, and vnluables, look­ing a t each article sharply. Suddenly he stops, both hands fu l l ,  as i f  struck by a brilliant idea.
Jimmy Bin^ ! Why, that is grand,—
Here ’s a fortune right at hand I 

For contriving little schemes you aro the boss.
Scoop in all tlie things you can.
And then, like a prudcnt man,

Take the little girl off too —  like Charley Ross!

(Hurries the rest o f ike things into the table-clath, stop- p ing  occasionally to express Ais apftroval o f  his great plan by sundry slaps and nods. Enter  J e n n y  with 
a tray o f luncheon, nicely set. She stands in ¡he door-way amazed.

J e n n y : Mr. Algernon St. Oair,
Wliy —  what are you doing there?

J i m m y  B. :
Only clearing off the things to help you, dear.

J e n n y  : But the table ’s large enough.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Ji.MMY B . : Oh, w ell I Just set down tlie stuff.
And I ’l l  m ake the reason very, very clear------

Brought a  lot for me to eat?

J eNNY : Bread and cake, preserves aud meat.

JiMMY B . : W liat a handy little chick you are,—
\_Nods ai her, his mouth fu lL ]  That ’s so!

D on’t you want to come with me —
And your little cousins see ?

J e n N Y :
Oh, no, thank you, s it; from home I  can not go.

JiMMY h ., eating rapidly:
W ell, w e ’U speak of that bime-by.
Vittlcs, fust-dass— spiced quite high.

Y e s— they ’re most as good as what I  get in town.
\_Pushcs his píate away.] 

N ow , then; I  will tell you, Miss,
W hat ’ s the meaning of a ll this.

\_Poinis to his butidle.]
W here ’s t h a t  s i l v e r  S e r v i c e ?

[ J e K N Y  opeiu sideboard and shows ihe sih tr Service.] 
A ll right— pack her down.

\_Stuffing it into the bundle.] 
W ell, you see, it  is n ’t fair 
That a sister o f  St. Clair 

Should have to use things wheu they ’re worn and oíd. 
So, I think I ’ll take them down 
T o  m y jeweler’s, in town,

A nd just swap ’em off for nicer things in gold. 

J eh NY: O — h !  But that w ill cost so much!

JiMMY B. ; Now, then, Sissy, don’t you touch 
On that question, 'cause the new ones /  shall buy;

But I  ’d  like to have you go 
A nd help pick them out, you k n ow ; 

'Cause you know  what Mamma likes best, more 
than I.

Je n NY : But I  really can't leave home.

JlMMY B. : Oh, I  think you ’d better com e;
F or it wont be long before I  bring you back. 

JeNNY, hesitating: I  have half a  mind to go.
Mamma ’d let me.

JIM^fY B. : That I know.
So get ready, while I  go to w ork and pack.

JennY, deliberating:
She said: “ Jenny, do not go.
But, o f  course, she could not know 

That her cousin, Mr. Algernon S t  Clair,
W ould come here to take me out.
Oh, I know what I  ’m about,

A nd I  ’l l  go along with bim, I  do declare.
[  Goes to closet and brings out her red cloak and hood. ] 

JiMMY B . : W hat a  pretty cloak and h o od !
Je n n y  : Mamma made them. She ’ s so go o d !
JiMMY B .:  G o o d a sg o ld ! Just wear them, wont you?

T h a t’ s a dear.
Je n n y ; But I  m ust n’t get them wet.
TlMMY B . : I  wont let you ; don’t you fre t

1  ’l l  take care of ihera when once w e go from here. 
Now, then —  are you ready, Sis ?

Je n nY ; Y e s — but, then, I must n’ t miss
T o  see everything locked up all safe and tight.

So that none of those oíd tramps —
M y! hut are n’t they horrid scamps? —

Can sneak in before w e both get back to-nigbt. 
Jimmy B ., looking at doors and windoxvs:

Oh, w ell! Everything ’ s secure.
Je n n y  : D id you look?

J lM S fY  B . : Oh, yes. I  ’m sure.
So let ’ s both be off at once, without delay.

\_N’oise outside— Jimmy staris, guütily.] 
Timmy B. : Helio, there, now ! W liat was tliat?

Je n n y  ; W here ?
J im m y  B. : Out there !
Je n n y  ; l t  the c a t!
Jim m y  B . ; N o, it was n’t.
J e n n y : P ’r ’aps it ’s Mamma 1
Jimmy B ., starting fo r  the door: Get away!
\_Door opens suddenly. JOHNNY S t o u t  bursts in and 

then stops, astonished.
Jo h n n y : Goodness, Jenny! W hat ’s this mean?

Jen n y  : W hat ?
Jo h n n y ; W hy this confusing scene?

A re  you moving?
J e n n y  : N o, I ’m going out to walk.
J o h n n y : G oing out? W hom  w ith? and where?
J e n n y , t o  J. B . : Mr. Algernon St. Clair.

Jimmy B ., loftily:
So don’t keep us here, young feller, with your talk.

J oh n n y, suspiciously :
Jenny, who ’s that party there? [Points to J. B.] 

Jen n y, M r. Algernon St. Clair—
Mamma’s cousin, who has come here from Nevada. 

Jo h n n y : From  N evada! — H ow you talk!

[Suddenly to JiMMY B .]
W ell, my friend, you ’l l  have to walk!

Pretty quick, sir, too, before I  make it harder!

I im m y  B. : W h y ! Y o u  saucy little cub,
W hy ! —  I ’ ll have to thrash you, Bub. 

ju s t  you scatter, or I  ’l l  help you with m y toe, sir ! 
Jo h n n y, quickly pulling out a pistol fivm  the table- 

drawer, and pointing Hat JiMMY B. ;
D o you see this little toy ?
There ’ s six pills for you, m y boy,

Unless you drop tliat stuff at once and— go, s ir -

Jimmy B ., lo Jen n y, appealingly:
Look here, Sis, this is n’ t square!

J e n n y , •' M j. Algernon St. Clair 1 
Jo h n n y, contemptuously :

Mr. Algernon St. Fiddlesticks, m y Jenny I 
V ñy, this sneaking fellow, here,
Is  just out o f jaíl, roy d ear!

H e ’s a tramp, without a single honest penny. 
Jimmy B ., stepping toward him:

That ’s a  l ie !
lO'B.'ti'ti'i levelspistol at him : H u sh l don’ t you talk.

Drop your bundle, sir, and walk,
Or I  ’U shoot you like a  dog, without objection. 

N ow , then— go, sir, or I ’II fire!
Put your hands up !— higher I higher!

W ait here, Jen n y: I ’U just sever this connechon. 
[H e backs J. B . out o f the room at ihe muzzle of the

pistol; J e n n y  Ustens for a while, and then sinks on
a chair and cries.

Je n n y  : Just a  horrid, dirty tram p!
W hat an awful, awful scamp ¡ ,

Oh, what shall I  say to Mamma ? Dearie, dear 1 
I f  I  ’d  only minded lier 
Such a  thing could not occur,

And she ’ll never trust me so again, I fear.
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\_Cries a liltU longer. Then jumps up, indignantly.'X 
Oh, but what a  horrid bear !
Mr. Algernoii St. Clair ! \_Coníempluo:ísly.'\ 

W hat an awful, awful, wwfnl wicked sto ry!
[Enler  JOHNíjy.] 

Oh, but Johnny, where is he?
Jo h n n y  ; H e ’s as safe as safe can be.

Fast in jail, now, all alone and ni his glory.
I j ust marched him to the gate;
There 1 made him stand and tvait 

T ill I  saw a big  policeman come alon g;
Then, when I had told the tale,
H e just walked him off to jail,

And so there your cousin ’s locked up, good and 
strong.

Je n n y : Oh, don’t say m y cousin, piease!
Jo h n n y : W ell, ’/ was just the tightest squceze !

But how did he, Jenny, get you in his snare? 
Jen n y ; H e was so polite and kind!

Jo h n n y  ; Oh, you goosey! Oh, how blind !
H a, lia, ha, ha ! Mr. Algernon St. C la ir! 

Je n n y  : Now, don’t laugl^ piease; for, you see,
I t  did seem all rigbt to m e ;

And I Üiought he meant to do just what he said. 
Dear ! but what will Mamma say,
When she comes back home to-day ?

Oh, I wish, I  wish that I could hide m y head!

J o h n n y  : W hy, just tell the whole thing out,
And say how it carne about.

Je n n y :
W ell, I  will. And Johmiy, I will tell her, too,

H ow  you carne, so hold and brave------

J o h n n y , inlemipüng: Oh, no 1 tliat ’l l  do to save. 

J e n n y :
But I  should n’t have been saved, deav, without you 1

Jo h n n y  ; N ever mind, my Jenny, then ;
But I  guess you ’ll know  again 

Tbat to mind what Mamma says, alone is good.

J e n n y : Y es, I shall!

J o h n n y : And, now it  ’ s through,
1 shall always think o f  you,

[ Taking her hand. ] 
-Little Jenny, as the N e w  R e d  R id inü -h ood.

[CüETAJN.]

M A S T E R  S E L F . ”

“ T h e r e  w as once a lit-tle  b o y ,” said Mam-ma, “ and he Ipved S om e-b od -y  
ver-y much. It is n’t a  ver-y  large Som e-bod-y, but it has bright blue eyes
and curl-y  hair.” “ W hy, it ’s  m e ! ” said Char-lie. , “ It ’s  me, m y-self.”

“ S o  it is,” said M am-ma, laugh-ing. “ A nd  i t ’s  ‘ M as-ter S e lf ’ whbm  
Char-lie loves best. H e  even  does n’t love S is-ter  so m uch as ‘ M as-ter Self.’ 
So he k eep s all his p ret-ty  toys and does n’t g iv e  them  up. H e  loves ‘ M as-ter  
S e lf’ bet-ter  than M am -m a, for w hen M am -m a says ‘ Go to bed,’ and ‘ M as-ter  
S e lf’ says ‘ N o ,’— C har-lie likes best to p iease that n au gh t-y  ‘ M as-ter S e l f ’ ” 

“ I w ont p iease ‘M as-ter  S e l f ’ ” said Char-lie, and he k issed  Mam-ma, 
and said “ G ood -n igh t.” N e x t day, M am -m a g a v e  C har-lie a bright, new  
ten-cent piece, and said he m ight g o  w ith N u rse  to buy som e can-dy.

W hen N urse and S is-ter  w ere read-y, and C har-lie had taken his lit-tle  
stick, they  se t out. C har-lie w as th ink-ing. H e  w as th in k -in g  v er-y  much, 
and he w as sa y -in g  to  h im -self: “ I don’t  love ‘ M as-ter S e l f ’ ”

H e  w alked  q u i-et-ly  b y  N u rse’s side. N ow  and then he looked  at the 
nion-ey in his hand ; it w as v er-y  bright and ver-y  whit§. It seem ed a long
way to the can-dy store. “ W hat will you  buy, C h a r-lie? ” asked N urse.

“ S om e can-dy for m y -se lf” said Char-lie, as th ey  reached the Park. 
“ K eep  close to m e w hile w e cross the road,” said N u rse; but ju st then  

Char-lie pulled her dress and w his-pered: “ Look, N u rse! L ook  t h e r e !” 
and N urse saw  a  lit-tle  girl stan d -in g  near a  tree, a-lone and cry-ing.
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“ W h at ’s the m at-ter w ith her, N urse?  ” ask ed  Char-lie.
“ I ’ll ask her,” said N urse. “ W hat are you  cry-in g  for, dear? ”
B ut the lit-tle  girl o n -ly  cried the more, and C har-lie w en t close to 

her and said.: “ W h at ’s  the m at-ter, lit-tle  girl ? ”
T h e  lit-tle  girl could not speak, she w as sob -b in g  so much. “ D o n ’t  cry,” 

said C har-lie, in great dis-tress. “ It m akes m e w ant to cry too.”
“ Oh, dear ! O h, d e a r ! ” said the lit-tle  girl. “ I have lost m y m o n -e y ! 

A ll m y m on -ey .” B ut soon  she b e-g a n  to tell N urse how  it was. S h e  was 
g o -in g  to g e t  som e bread, and she had th e  m on -ey  in her hand,— “ and,” said 
she, “ a b oy  pushed me, and I fell, and lost m y ten -cen t piece, and I can’t 
buy the bread, and M oth-er will be so an -gry .”

“ I ’m  glad  I did n ’t lo se  m y p iece,” said Char-lie, squeezing  it hard.
“ I am ver-y  sor-ry for you ,” said N urse. “ I f  I w ere you, I ’d run hom e 

and tell M oth-er.”
“ I can’t ! I can’t ! ” cried th e  lit-tle  girl. “ I t  w as all M oth-er had, and

w e ’re so hun-gry ! ”
C har-lie held  his m on -ey  tigh t-ly . W h at w as h e  th in k -in g  o f  all the 

tim e ? H e  w as sa y -in g  to h im -se lf: “ I don’t love  ‘ M as-ter Self. H e  pulled 
N urse’s dress, and said; “ N urse, can’t you  g iv e  the lit-tle  girl som e m o n -ey ? ” 

“ I have n’t  m y purse, dear,” said N urse.
T h e  lit-tle  girl m oved a-w ay, cry-ing. C har-lie w alked  on b e-sid e  Nurse. 

T h ey  w ere near the can-dy store. H e  could see  the sw eets in the win-dow,
 sticks and balls and crea m s! C har-lie turned his head. H e  saw  the
lit-tle  girl look -in g  back too. S h e  w as still cry-ing. C har-lie pulled N urse’s 
dress. “ N urse,” he said, “ I w ant to turn back.”

“ W hat do you  w ant to turn back for?” asked  N urse. “ H ere  is the store.” 
C har-lie raised h im -self on  tip -toe  to g e t  near-er to  N urse’s ear, and 

w h is-p ered :
“ I w ant to p iease the lit-tle  girl and not ‘ M as-ter S e l f ’ ! ”
N urse knew  w hat h e  m eant. S h e  turned back. C har-lie look ed  once 

m ore at th e  can-dy store, then  he ran a-cross the Street, W h en  he carne 
close to  th e  lit-tle  girl, h e  held out his bright ten -cen t p iece and s a id ; “ It is 
for you, and not for ‘ M as-ter S e lf ’ 1”

T h e  lit-tle  girl stopped  cry-in g  and b e-g a n  to sm ile ; then  she tried to say  
“ T h an k  you ,” to C h a r-lie ; but N urse s a id ; “ Run, now, and b u y  your bread,” 
and she ran off, aft-er look -in g  back to  nod and sm ile a t Char-lie.

But C har-lie w as even hap-pi-er than she. H e  w alked  brisk-ly  hom e 
and sat on M am -m a’s lap, and told her all a-bout it. M am -m a k issed  him, 
and sa id : “ Is n’t  C har-lie hap-py n o w ? ”

A nd C har-lie said : “ Y es  ; be-cause I did n’t  p iease ‘ M as-ter Self.’ ’’
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I S  F O R  Y O U , A N B  N O T  F O R  '  M A S T R R  S E L F , ’ "  S A I D  C H A R L I E .
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J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T .

H u r r a h  ! M ay is here once more, m y darlings, 
and has gone to w ork at once, as we knew she 
would, a-decorating this great, big, lovely Home 
o f ours. She is as busy an .artist as you ever saw, 
just at this present moment, for there are still a 
good m any A pril-y  cobwebs to b e  s'vept from the 
walls before the colors can be put on. But May 
will m ake short w ork o f  th a t— bless h e r !

Y e s, M ay is here —  and not too soon for your 
Jack ; no, nor for you neither, m y hearties 1 Here 
yo u  are, too— the girls with new spring dresses 
and their hands full o f arbutus; and the boys with 
kite-strings instead of sled-ropes in their sturdy 
grip, and a suspicious creak of marbles in their 
pockets as they crowd close up to m y pulpit. 
W ell, it ’s a  sight for any M ay to be proud o f—  and 
we ’re all ready for her. So we ’ll begin with a 
cheer all round, for the opening o f the season.

A n d  now for
T H E  B O T T L E - F I S H .  ,

N o t  boitled fish, ray dears, nor a  fish made of 
glass and sold in apothecaries’ shops, nor a candy 
fish shaped like a  bottle. N o, indeed, b ut a  verita- 
ble, live, sly fellow, who, it appears, contrives to 
be either a fish or a  bottle, or both, according to 
the whim o f the moment. Just hear this;

'* One day, last summer, when I  was fishing in L ong Isb n d  Sound, where the wacer was ahout ten feet deep^ and  so clear that I could see the hotiom perfectly well, aqueer-looking fish carne ctecp- íng slowly up toward my hook. H e moved very stupídly, b u t pres­en ily he tooU the bait and 1 caught hím. H e was ahout five inches long, a  liitle laiger around than my thumb, and very prettily colored with green and yellow and black.As I  took thc hoolc from his moutb he began to grind his teeth, o r  rather his jaws, together, and  a t  thc same time hia body was sweiling. l  found that a t cach molíoo of his jaw s he was drawing in air, until, instead of being as large as m y (Ííumb. he was Ukc the largest orange you ever saw, w ith a  siender bit ot body a n d a  tail projecting from one side o f  it.
" T h e  físherman with me Cdlled him  a  ‘ Botlle-fish,* or as he phrased it, a  'Dottle~ey,' “When the fish was fully blown up, I  laid him on thc water, where he fioated, back down ward, as light asabúbble.

Forth  w ith he began to blow out tbe aír, but before enough was gone to eoable him to go under water, 1 took him ínto m y hand agaín. 1 then held blm ju s t  below th e  surface, andón  my touclúng him Ughtly he swclled as before, only th a t now he was filled with water lo s te ^  o f  air, and  of course was now heavy. I  took iny hand from him, and  he carne up  spoiitlng a  stream of water from his mouth clear above thc surface As soon as be had  thrown It all out, he turned head duwnward, w ent to  the bottom, swam stta lgbt to my hook, took the baít, and  I  caught Iñm the second time, apparently not at all iroubled by  his past experience. W . O. A ."
Q ueer fellow, Mr. Bottle-ey. A nother queer 

thing about him  is that, according to all accounts, 
he ’s never found in tlie neighborhood o f Cork. 
Speaking o f animated fioating things, what do 
you think of

A  L IV IN G  L IF E - B U O Y  ?

H e r e  is the story o f it just as it carne to m e: 
“ A  living life-buoy recently saved a  sailor from 
drowning. A  seaman on board a British ves- 
sel, sailing to Australia, fell ovcrboard when the 
vessel w as Crossing the Southern Ocean, and al- 
thougli a  boat was lowercd immediately, a  long 
pulí was necessary before reaching the saiior. 
W hen the boat got near the man, he was seen to 
be supporting him self in the water by  clinging to 
a  large albatross which he had seized on com ing to 
the surface after his plunge. Albatrosses in the 
Southern Seas are, as a  rulo, most fierce, and 
have, in several cases, killed m en b y  blows from 
their terrible beaks. But in this case the sailor 
had evidently obtained a  good grip o f the bird’s 
neck with both hands, preventing it from using its 
beak, and converting a  would-be foc into an unwill- 
in g  friend.”

W A T C H  T H E  S A T U R D A Y S !

D e a i ?  J a c k ;  I heaid  something very angular^about ti,e weather the other day. One Saturday, when it was rainmg, a  lady who lived in the countiy  said to me, as we remarked aoout the raio : “ T h e  S u n  snine some time lo.day "  “ H ow  s o I  asked. “ W hy ," she replied, “ there is only one ^a tu rday  in  thc year when the sun does not shine some time in the d ay ." After the lady went away, I  laughed a t w hat I  supposed was a  fooiísh whim, while I watched thc rain falling ever laster— b ut how surprised I  was to find, as the hours w ent on_, that the clouds were dispersing, and finally the sun carne out b n g h t— all fair a t three o ’clock would the readers of Sl'. N i c h o l a s  nodce the Saturdays and see i f  this mystcry holds good? Remember, the saying is, not that "itw ill rain butooc Saturday m  thc year," but that “  there i s  only one Sat- nrday in the year w hen the sun does not shinc some part of tho day." L. B . G.
Follow  this up, m y youngsters,—  keep a  record 

o f it, some o f you, and report to m e next May.

A  T E N - L E G G E D  T O R M E N T .

Y o u  all have heard about the terrible floods in 
the South and W est, this spring, and how they 
have made m any families homeless, and caused 
dreadful destruction and suffering. But you may 
not have heard that lesser floods o f this sort are 
sometimes caused b y  a  ten-Iegged torment.

M y learned brother, Professor Froshey, o f New 
Orleans, calis it “ a perpetual nuisance and daraage” ; 
and he ought to know, for he has had the honor of 
its acquaintance during more than forty years. It is 
the ten-legged craw-fish, or cray-fish, and it brings 
destruction upon immense tracts o f fertile country.

Y o u  know that for about three hundred miles of 
the Lower Mississippi, the i’ich land at each side is 
low and flat; but that it has m any lovely homes,
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broad cotton-fields, and gardens o f sweetly scented 
flowers; and the sunlight glitters and flashes from 
acres and acres o f satin-leaved sugar-cane. In  the 
early spring, when the great 
stream is swollen with rain and 
witli raclted ice and snow 
from the far north, the water 
is several feet higher than 
the land, and is

you are so inferior to that person that you are not 
fit even to serve him in the capacity o f candle-

°  T H E  O W L ’S - H E A D  B U T T E R F L Y .

IN Novem ber last, m y dears, I told you about 
the curious Butterfly branch, and showed you a. 
picture o f it; and now, here is another butterfly 
picture, quite as curious in its way. T h e  queer 
creature shown in this picture is perched head-down- 
ward on a  branch, the under-part o f him  turned 
toward you in such a  w ay as to appear to b e  the 
head o f an owl peering at you over the branch. In 
the dim forests o f his South Am erican hom e, this 
butterfly m ight easily be mistaken for an qwl, for 
in this position his body outlines a beak, his wings 
are like the 
bird’s feathers 
in color, and 
the big, dark- 
blue spots that '  'hh 
form the

T H B  C H A W .F I S H .

onlv prevented from overflowing b y  high  side- 
banks o f earth, or levees, built for that purpose.

W ell, it appears that it is through these walls ot 
defense that the craw-fish loves to drive his tun- 
nels; and the earth b ein g soft, the holes are quickly 
enlarged b y  the running of the water through 
them T h e  sides o f some o f these tunnels wash 
away, and one large hole is m ade, through which 
a strong stream pours itself upon the plam. Sui^ 
denly, the bank caves in, tbe river plunges through 
the gap, and the yellow  floods spread out and lay 
waste the farms. , , .  ,

T hen  comes the long and toilsomc labor o f mend- 
ing the levee, and all the while the yet unbroken 
larts must b e  watched night and day, so that every 
eak m ay b e  stopped as soon as it shows.

O f course, the river sometimes breaks through 
its banks without the aid o f mischievous Mr. Ten- 
legs; but he so often is the guilty party, that it is 
little wonder his victims cali him  hard ñames.

T h e craw-fish in the picture does n ’t  appear to 
have ten “ le g s ” ; but that is what the naturalists 
cali them, saying there is a pair in front with large 
nippers,— next, a  very short pair with small nip- 
pers,— then, a long pair with sm all nippers,— and, 
lastly, two pairs o f thin legs, each with a single 
point.

F O R  T H E  I N S U I S IT I V E .

H o w  does a  cat come down a  tree ? W h y  don’t 
cats and squirrels descend trees in the sam e m M - 
ner? A nd w hy can not animals o f the dog tnbe 
climb trees ?

C A N ’T  H O L D  A  C A N D L E  T O  H IM .

T h e  other day, D eacon G reen was poring ovct  
a b ig  book he has, and I heard him read, that in 
oíd times in England it was the fashion for a se^ - 
ant or an inferior to stand and hold a  candle lor 
his master to see by. Henee, the saying, Vou 
can’t hold  a  candle to h im ,” is as much as to say

“ e ye s ’ 
shinc al­
most as bcauti- 
fully as a  dove’s 
neck. T h cw id th  
across the wings 
is about seven 
inches, and to 
think they see 
an owl with a
head o f that súc . ___
must be disagreeable for sm all South Am encans, 
who m ay happen to be strolling in the woods at

S O - H O W ?

L. M. D. SAY S, in answer to m y January ques­
tion ; “  W h at beconies o f all the oíd moons?

“ I think they turn to new moons.”
But i f  so,— h o w ? — and w hen?

T H E  O W L * S * H E A D  D U T T E R P L V .
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M O T H E R , C a n ' t  y o u  q u i e t  t h a t  c h i l d ! ”

T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

As M O S T  o f our readors know, tho S t , N i c h o l a s  pagos have to 
be made-up far ín advance of the date of publication; and so ít was 
impossible for us to finlsh, ín lime fot the April number, thc pictures 
of Ihe new Baby Elephant, which we present on the opposite page. 
Many of our readcre will have see o thc delightful lítele creature him­
self before chis number ronches them , b u l th^y wíll be none the less 
uucaestcd ín taking a  second peep a t  hím ín die  comical positioos ín 
which our aitíst caught him. Further than this, aJI that need be 
said of him ¡s told io the following Interesting letter from a girl cor- 
rwpondent who Uves Ín the city which was the Baby Elephant’s binhplace:

B r i d c e p o r t ,  C o n n , B e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s :  H aving road all th c  interesting letters that your contribulors havc written about their pets, I  thought perhaps you would like to hear a  little about Brídgeport, and its accoinpani- ment, as you inight now cali the “ Baby Elephant.” W e were so fortúnate as to receive a “ perm it” from Mr, Barnum (only a  few are given), which admítced Mamma, a friend, and  myseJf to see this wonderful curiosity. W e walked to the show building, and were ushered in w ith about fifty others, among whom were professors and 'Kientists. The first room was filled wíih cages, in w*hich were all •be anjcnals you couJd think ofi W e staid here b u t a  few minutes, b«ng impauent to  see the "B ab y  Elephant,” so we w ent right through that room, to th e  next, wlierc wns a largo ring, in which were the “ b ab y "  and  its molher- I t  Ís about thc size of a large ^®«'foundland dog, very playful, and  ran all areund thc ring. I I t  is covered with coarse black hair, which felt ju st Uke Dnsilcs. I t  did not know w hat to do with its trunk, somedmes ay- •"g *0 llft ihe hay  to its mouth, Uke íts mother.Ihe mother was m uch annoyed when ihe keeper touched i t ;  she ^pped  her ears and  irampetcü very loudly. After wc had  looked •®our hearts* content a t them both, they wcrc led o u to f  the ring, ^ d  eiglu small elephants were called in. T hey  drilled very nicely, ^ tw c n n g  to roll-call, lying down and snoring, standing on  their and ihcn on their hm d legs, etc. After they had performed as mucb as they knew, they were sent back to their stalls, and

ejght large ones were led Í n .  Then followed quíte a  scene. One elephant tum ed  a  hand-organ, three teetered on a  board, one stand­ing in the middle. Same stood on barréis,— one sat in a  bíg arm- chajr, rang a  dinner-bcll which stood on a  table ín front oT him, poured the contenta of a  bottle down his throat, wipcd his mouth w th  anapkin , and then fanned himself. I t  w as very fine, and  very fimoy. After w eh ad  seen all we could of the elephants, wc went w see the other animals fed. T hey  made the most horrible noises, jumping over onc another, and fighting to get thc first piece of meat, ^  t h ^  are fed only once a  day, and on Sundays not a t all — which they do not make any  fuss about. I  Iieard a hyena laugh, I t  was ternble, so we did not stay any longer. T he  hyena is thc ugliesi- lüoking animal you can imagine.H oping you will g i v e  t h i s  a p l a c e  in your l e t l c r - b o x ,  I r e m a i n ,  your 
c o n s t a n t  r e a d e r  a n d  a d m i r e r ,  S a l l i e  E  H

A  ToY SvMPHONY for children ought lo be a  ümely recreation at 
this season, when so m any o f  the grown folk are ínierestcd ín thc 
M ay Music Festivals, wíih their mighry choruscs and  grand orches- 
tras. So w e are glad  to print the following Httle letier, which calis 
attention to a toy symphony by  Romberg. Some o f  our readers 
will remember that S t .  N i c h o l a s  already has printed on árdele 
concerning H aydn 's  Chíldren's Sym phony" (seo the number for 
May, 1874), and  we should be glad  lo hear that Rudolf HoIu*s 
note had  caused both  that p rctiy  musical exercbe and  the one by 
RombCrg to be performed in many houscholds!

D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s  : Rom berg's toy symphony ís more cflecLÍvc than H aydn's, ihough H aydn’s ís quíte as pretty. There are eight loy instnimeniü, first and  second víolins, 3  violoncello and piano, I t  is better to havc two first violíns, as the toys overpower the string  I n s t r u m e n t s .  T he first and  socond movemeots ate veiy p retty  and  rather easy, b u t cali for careful playing. TTic adagio is dífiicult and  not very pretty, but it is very sh o r t T h e  rondo b  gay and effective, and ts very p re tty ; Ít ts longer than the oiher laove-
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mem.-!. T he presto is also lively, and played very quick. The d e h i  loy instiuments are the cuckoo, the m angle, the drum, the quail, the schnarre, th e  irumpet, ihc ratde, the m rtiingale . The cuckoo, the nlghiiugale and the qnail are, the mo.»t difficult of the icp- instniments. Everything dependa on ttinc, becam e if you co™e m a  moment too eaily or a  pom en t too lato it spoils th e  eHect 1 wm

T hose of onr readers who remember the tn ie  story of “  Rcbecca, 
the Drummer,”  printed in St . N icholas fot Ju ly , 1874, will be
i u t e r e s t e d i n  I h e  f o l lo w i n g  ít e m , w h i c h  w e  c l i p  f r o m  a  n e w s p a p e r :

Miss Rcbecca Bates died a t Scitualc, M ass., Tuesday. a ^ d  eighiy-eight years. Miss Bates and  her cousin, Abbic, were the 
h e ro iL s in  tho Brilish “ scare," in  1810, w hen the 
behind rocks on ihe bcach, w.lh fife and  d 'a " 'and  o u t to flight several boat-loads of troops from a  British man-ol- w ar who were about to m ake a  landmg. Miss Bates cousin, 
Abbie, is still living, and  is eighty years of age.

T h e  a n i d e  m  S t . N i c h o l a s  g a v e  a  f u l l  a c c o u n t  o f  t b c  t w o  g i i l s ’ 

b r a v e  s t r a i a g e m ,  a n d  w a «  i l l u s t r a t e d  w i t h  a  f r o n i i s p ie c e  s h o w i n g  th o  

“  A m e r i c a n  a r m y  o f  t w o .”

H e r e  is  a  v e r y  in t e r e s t i n g  l e t t e r  f r o m  a  y o u n g  c o r r e s p o n d e n t  in  

P h i l a d e l p h i a :

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  I  h a d  a n  in c i d e n t  t o l d  m e  t h e  o t h e r  d a y ,  
w h i c h  e o n v in c e d  m e  t h a t  d u m b  c r e a t u r e s  h a v e  s o m e  m o d e  o f  c o m m u -  
r i c a t i o g .  T h e  h o u s e  b f  M r .  C „  a  f a e n d  o f  m i n e ,  w a s  t io u b l e d  g r e a t ly  
w i t h  r a t s ,  s o  h e  b r o u g h t  h o m e  a  v e r y  b r g e  r a L t r a p ,  w h i c h  h e  s e t  
í d t h  c h e ¿ e .  T h e  n e x t  d a y .  M t s .  C .  a n d  h e r  d a u g h t e r  s a w  a  v e r y  
l a r g e  r a t  w a l k i n g  u p  a n d  d o w n  o u t s i d e  I h e  t r a p .  T h e  t r a p  h a v -  
i n g  a  w i r e  b e n t  o p e n  a  l i t t l e ,  t h e  r a t  s t u c k  ic s  h e a d  i n ,  b u t  h e  
c o í l d  n o t  r e a c h  t h e  c h e e s e ,  s o  h e  p u l l e d  h i s  h e a d  o u t  a n d  w e n t  d o w n  
h i s  h o le  a n d  i n  a  f e w  m o m e n t s  r e t u r n e d  w i t h  a  v e r y  s l im  r a t ,  w h i c h  
w e n t  in t o  t h e  t r a p  a n d  g o t  t h e  c h e e s e ; a n d  t h e n  t h e y  b o t h  w e n t

down the hole together. T his 1 know  to be trae. Can any  of my friends tell me how they communicate? ^  _  ,Your constant reader, Gbo- T . L a t h e l l ,  J r .

W e  gladly print tbe following quaínt and  cbarming littíe story, 
ju st as xt w as told by  a üttle g itl five years oM. l t  w as seni to us by 
h cr mamma, who wroie ít down fbr h er i

T h e  L i o n  t h a t  T a u g h t  S i n g i n c - s c h o o l  

A  Lton wanted to teach singing-school.T hey  asked him w hat could he ú n g  ? "A n d h e  s a id ,‘*Roo-oo*oo,”  ,T hey  asked him  w hat else could he sing <A nd he said, “  Roo*oo-oo.*’ ,» . •T hey  said they did n ’t  w ant a  singing-teachcr wno coulü n c smg 
nothing, b u t ’cept ju st onc song.Then the U on  went to a horsc-race. i , .uAU the o ihct anímala were there; tho mouse that squeaked, the k itten  that mewed, ihe puppy that bow.wow-cd, the lamb that baa-cd, the p íg  that yi-yn-cd, vhe colt that ha-ha-ed, ihc wolf «hat 
boo-ed, and the bear that ur*ur-ed.T h e  prise of the borse-race was a russet ap p le ..T he mouse thottght he ’d  exprise the other animals, so he ate the apple up, Then alT the other aniroals hoUered out, “ N o fa^) ho fa ir’ ” And the mouse was scared and ran  round the track, anü the icitten that mewed ran  after and  a te  the mouse up, and the puppy thatbow-wow-ed a te  iha kitten up, and the lamb that b a a -^  ate ihc Duppy up, and  the píg that yi-yi-ed a te  the lamb up, and the colt that ha.ha-ed ate th e  pig up, and the wolf that boo-ed ate the coltitp, and the bear that ur-ur-ed a te  the wolf up  — and the L ionate the

°Then tho Lion carne around again and w anted to tcach singing* 
school. , . .T hey  asked him w hat could he sing?Aod he saog : “  Squeak squeak, mew rnew, bow wow, baa baa, 
v i y  i h a  ha, boo boo, u r  ur, and  roo oo oo 1 ”T hen  they said, “  Your voice has reproved.A nd they all let him  be their teacher. M a r í a  M- L.

I T T E K ,  W H O  H A S  E E E H  T O L D  N E V E R  T O  B E  A F R A I D  O F  A  R A T :  “ O W - W !  N O  F A I R !  1  W A N T  T O  S T O P !
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H E A D -P IE C E .

W i t h  t h e  I w c n t y - o n c  le tte rit  o n  c h e  f i v e  v a s e s ,  fo r m  f i v e  w o r d s  
d c s c r ip c iv e  o f  t h e  m u o t h  o f  M a y -  T w o  o f  t h e  w o r d s  r e m a i n  u n -  
c h a n g e d .  '  c .  f .

I  A M  composed of forry-eíght lettcis, a n d  a r a  a soldícr’s provcrfc. M y ^ x 4 -2 & ^ -7 ^ 8 -3 3  is pursuing. M y 3^11-35-47-45—rp-S-sc— 3&-12 has been callcd tbe “ city of magnlficent distances." M y 34- 39-22 is color. M y 48-24-23-36-43-13 ís a garden vegetable. My 1-21-18-10-37-31-25-32-40-29 is conversing^ tn a  low tone. M y 41- 6-3-15 is a (Diurch dignitary. M y 16-42-5 is the noUe made b y  a crow. M y 2-27-44-46-17 is the Joint on which a gate tums.
S .  U Z Z i e  a A K K B R .

T R  A N S P O S Í  T IO N S .

W h e n  ihe r i g h t  w o r d  í s  s e t  i n  o n e  o f  i h c  b l a n k s ,  t h e  l e t t e r s  o f  

t h a t  w o r d  m a y  b e  c r a o s p o s c d  to f iJ l  e a c h  of t h e  r e m a i n i n g  b l a n k s ,  a n d  
m a k e  s e n s e

c a u g h t  a  s n a k e  w h í c h  h e  p u t  in  an  e m p t y  box, ov<*rwhich he tied a - ^ — of his moiher’s; w ith ihe hope that t h e ------
creature would not survive to do  -------- , m a g c i b  p h i l p s .

V  O U B I.E  I I I A G  O N  A L S .

T W O  W O R D -S Q Ü A  RE S .

I .  X. I m p o r t a n t  p a r t s  o f  a  s h i p .  2. A  g i r r s  n a m e . 3 . T o  
b re a th e  w it h  a  h o a r s e  s o u n d  i n  s le e p . 4 .  F a t jg u c c I . 5 . P a r t s  o f n  
P l^ E . I I .  1 ,  T o  m a k e  c h o i c e  o f.
4 * S u r re n d e r s. 5, A  r iiig le t.

3  3

I . A c r o s s :  i .  A  m in e r a l s a lt ,  s .  A  t r o u b le s o m e  in s e c t ,  3. 
V e s s e l s  fo r  h o l d in g  t h e  a s h e s  o f  t h e  d e a d . 4 . C h r i s t m a s  iim e .  
D i a g o n a h ,  d o w n w a r d  fr o m  r i g h t  to  le ft ,  a n d  fr o m  le f t  t o  r ig h t ,  
e a c h  n a m e  a  q u e e n  o f  E n g l a n d .

I I .  A c r o s s :  z . A  d a n d y .  2, S m a ll  r o u n d  m a s s c s  o f  I c a d . 3. A  
p ie c e  o f  m e t a l  b e n t  l o t o  a  c u r v e .  4 . P e r i o d .  D í a g o n a l s ,  d o w n w a r d ,  
ír o m  r i g h t  to  Icfc, a n d  í i o m  le f t  t o  r i g h t ,  c a c H  n a m e  a n  a r t ic le  

n e c e s s a r y  t o  p e d e s c r ia n s . “ s u m m e r  b o a r d e r . "

C E N T R A L  S Y N C O P A T IO N S  A N D  R E M A IN D E R S .

E a c h  o f  t h e  w o r d s  d e s c r ib e d  c o n ta in s  f i v e  l e t t e r s . a n d  t h e  s y n c o -  
p a t e d  l e t t e r s , p la c e d  ín  t h e  o r d e r  h e r e  g i v e n ,  s p e l l  t h e  n a m e  o f a  
c e l e b r a t e d  A t h e n i a n  w h o  w a s  t w í c e  b a n i s h e d ,  a n d  w h o  a t  l e n g t h  
d i e d  in  p o v e r t y ,  4 6 7  IJ. c .

I ,  S y n c o p a t e  a  c o u n t r y  o f  E u r o p e ,  a n d  l e a v e  t o  r e v o lv c  r a p id l y .  

3 . S y o c o p a t e  f a r ig u e d , a n d  l e a v e  fa s t e n e d . 3 . S y n c o p a t e  t o  c o lo r,  
a n d  l e a v e  t o  g a s p .  4 . S y n c o p a t e  a  k í n d  o f  c e r a e n t, a n d  l e a v e  ( h e  

t o p  o f  t h e  h e a d , 5 . S y n c o p a t e  a n  a p p e ll a t io n ,  a n d  l e a v e  a  th in  
p i e c e  o f  b a k e d  c l ^ .  6 . S y n c o p a t e  a  t r a v e l i n g  ( in k e r , a n d  l e a v e  a n  

m s t r u m c n t  f c r c o m & i n g  w o o l  o r  í l a x .  7 . S y o c o p a t e  a  S c o i c h  p e n n y ,  
a n d  l e a v e  t h e  b o d y  o r  s t c t j i  o f  a  tr e e . 8. S y n c o p a t e  a  n a m e  b y  
w h i c h  t h e  w h i t e  p o p l a r  t r e e  i s  k n o w n ,  a n d  l e a v e  h a v i n g  a b ü i t y .  9. 

S y n c o p a t e  s p e e d ,  a n d  l e a v e  to  a b h o r . b r n b s t  u . c o o f s r .

IN T E R T E D  T Y R A M in .

A  la r g o  b a s in . 3 . T o  e s c a p e .
M A B 5 1 .  R . ,  A H D  “  A L C 1 S 1 A D B S ."

A c r o s s  : x. A  c lu s t e r  o f  le a v e s .  2, A  s h e e t  o f  p a p e r  o n c e  fo ld e d .
3. A n  f i q u e .  4 , I n  s p r i n g .  D o w n w a r d :  1 .  I n  f o t c íg n .  2 ,  A  
p r e p o s it io n . 3 . T h r e e - f o u r th s  o f  a  s w i m m i n g  a n d  d i v í n g  W r d  o f  th e  

A r c t i c  r e g io n s . 4 . W h a t  “ f l c s h  i s  h e ir  t o . "  5 . S u c c o r ,  6 . T o  
p r o c e e d . 7 .  I n  f o r d g n .  m a b b l  w h i t e .
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P llO V E R B  B E B U S.
T h e  answer to íhís rebus Is a  couplet descríbíng ihe fate whích may overtake the heedless.

A N SW E R S T O  PU ZZLES IN  T H E  A P R IL  N U M B E R .
CoNCBALED CENTRAL AcROSTic,— April Fools. I .  r A F t  8. 

uPO n. 3. fR ü g . 4, fIL I. 5. aLSo.
S h a k e s p b a r r a n  Enigm a.—" T h is  above all,— to thine own self be true." H aviiei, A ct i ,  Se. 3.

I l l u s t r a t e d  P u z z l e .  ^

Oíd M other H ubbard w ent to the a ip loard , I To g et h er poor dog a  bo>ui;W hen she g o t tnere, the cupboard was ¿are (tícar),A nd so the poor dog had Kone (nun).
R h o m b o i d . — A cross: 1. Cave. 2. Home. 3. Time. 4. Rede. 
M e t a g r a m s . — I. li-a rk . D -ark. H -ark . L-ark.* M ^rk . P -ark . I I .  D -ine. F -ine. K-Íne. L-ine. M -íne. N -ine, P-¡ne T - in e  V-ine. W -Íoe. I I I .  B -o n e  C-one. D -one. G-one. H -one. L-one. N -onc. T-one. IV. B-ear. D -ear F-ear. G-ear, H -ear. L-car. N -ear. P -ear. R -ear. T -ear. W -c. r. Y-ear, 
P h o n e t i c  S p e l l i n g -l e s s o n . —i, Ivj^, 2. Piqué. 3. •^'-asy. 4> Essay, 5. Em pty. 6, Excel. 7. Essex. 8. Envy. - u.

10. Array. 11- Aye-aye, 12, Ogee. .£R abbit P uzzle.—F or answer, see prcceding page.
q

Obe.

I l l u s t r a t e d  D o m i n o  P u z z l e .

To*bring-out the-flowcre we-need good-showers of-April-rain,Of-rain good*showers Tor-fragranc ílowers we*must-obtain.
3. Wc-need good-showers of-ApríUraÍn to-bring-out the-flowers.For-fragrant fiowcis we*must*obiaÍn of>raÍn good-sbowets.
3. The-flowcrs to-bt¡ng*ouc of-April-raiii wc-nced good*showers,Good-showers of»rain we-must-obiain for-fragrant flowers.

DIA G O N ALS.—April Fool, A cross: i . Ampie, a. SPoke. 3.M eRlc. 4, F ra lh  5. PeriL . 6. C raFt. 7. FrOwn. 8, TOpic,
9. Lilac.

E a s y  C r o s s -w o r d  E n i g m a .— M ude,
T r a n s p o s i t i o n s .— Shakespeare, x- Disk — S-kÍd. 2. Shoe —H*ose. 3. Daee — A*dze. 4. Leek —  K-eel, 5, Bone — E-bon.$. H ost— S-hot. 7. N eap — P-ane. 8. T id e— ^ d ÍL  9. R ave —A-ver. 10. Cork— R-ock. 11, S ea t— £-ast.Ch AR ADE.— Min t*drop.I n VERTED P yramid.-— Across: i .  Pariml. a. March. 3. Píe.*

4. P . D iamond.— I. L. 2. LAd. 3. LaTin. 4- D Ig . s< N.
T h e  ñames o f  solvers are printed in the second number after ihat ín which the puzzles a[>pcar. ^
A n s w e r s  t o  F e b r u a r y  P u z z l e s  were received too late for acknowledgment in ihe April number, from " H .  M, S. ‘ S t  Viucenl,’ 

Portsmouth. England, s —  M aggie Philps, Essex, England, 3. a ,, a o  ^  ^  - r
A n s w e r s  t o  a l l  t h e  P u z z l s s  i n  t h e  M a r c h  n u m r e r  were received, before M arch 20, fro m "F ire -n y  — A. B. C .— Genie J. Callmeyer— Bessie C, Rogers — M am a and  Bae — F rary  — Scrap— Effie K . Talboys — John  Kirkman — Clara J .  Chiid —  Little John, K itde, and  Min nie — Clara and her A un t— L y de W . M cK inney— Aidyl Airotciv T rebor— E m est B. Coopcr— E ngineer— Appleton H. 

—  Florence Leslie K yle. „
A n s w e r s  t o  P u z z l e j ? i h  t h e  M a r c h  N um her were received, before M arch ao, from Little I d a  Brown, 3— "  Greene Ave., i  —W . P. B. J r , ,  T — Helen Dexter, 3 Cambridge I.ivingston, 2 — Maidie R . L ang, t  —  Somebody, 4 — Edward Lytion, 2— R obert Hamilton,I — W.-ílter A. Hoppcr, 3  H- í l ,  Foiger, i  — O’FIaonigan and  H uggins, 2— Alice B. Summer, 1 —  H arry  A , Burnham, 2— Jennie and6 —V . P . J .  S. M. C ,  7— Ullian Virginia Leach, i  — K itue Corbm, 1 — E. Y, T horp, s — Weston Stickney, 7— M ax ^ re i W,Suckney, 6  G. H ., 7— Livingston H am , 1 —  Daisy, i  — W arren. 5— " T h e  Blanke Fam ily," X9 — Mmnie B. M u r r^ , 10— Ernesi w .H am  Ilion, 3 — G raccand  Planche Parry, 8 — M alüe and K itlie W inkier, 4 — Ralph A . Hoffman, o —"L o d e  Star,”  9— G liman S. Stancon,3 — A ray and  Edith, 9 — R- T . L ,. 12— M ary B. D ykeman, 2 — Pollywog and  Tadpole, 5—" Alciblades,” 11 — A nna and AUce, g — 

Grahamc H um e Powell, 2— "B untíiom e and Grosvenor,”  8 —" R o ry  OTHoore,”  2 — "C clle ia ,”  3 — Joseph Wheless, 3 — ^^ n d c ll , 13— AUie C. Duden, i  — E m m aD . Andrews, 10— A nna K.. Dessalet, 3—  NcIUc Caldwell, 5 — Virginia M . Giffin, 2 — írcd a , xi "Shum w ay,” é — Lulu Graves, 9 — Charlie Townsend, 4 — Rubie and  Marión, 7 — R ay Thurber. 5 — Dclaware and  Mary, 7 — HarryLeM oyne MUchell, 3— Ellic Sucsserott, 5-— J . OlUe Oayley, 2— AJeernon T.-issin, 6 — B. B., 9 — Bessie W aison, 2— .Anna Clark, 2 — - 
J ,  S, Tennani, zx— V .  M. K in g sl^ , ix —  Busy Bees, xi —  Sallie *"*“ ■”  * ’ -— "T w o  Subscribers," 12 — Queen Éess,— Nicoll Ludlow, J r . ,  14— Tom my and Jack, 5 — Curdycic, 8 — H enry E. Johnstoo, J r ., 4 — D aisy a L. F. Barry, xx—l l -  M , S- " S t . Vincent,*' ix . T h e  numeráis denote the number of puzzles solved,
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