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THE STORY OF VITEAU.*

By Frank R.

Chapter 1

By the side of a small stream, which rajt through
one of the most picturcsque portions of the prov-
ince of Burgundy, in France, there sat, on a beau-
tiful day in early summer, two boys, who were
brothers.

They had been batiing in the stream, and now,
having dressed, tliey were talking together on the
bank.

Raymond, the eider, was about fourteen years
oid, and his brother Louis was somc eighteen
months younger. In form and feature, and in
general disposition and character, they were not
unlike many of the boys of our day, and yet these
two young fellows lived more than six hundred
years ago. They were dressed in simple tunics,
one green, one brown, and worc short breeches,
dark-colored stockings, and rather clumsy shoes.

The two brothers were very busily engaged in
conversation, for they had a great deal to say to
each other, and not much time to say itin. On
the ncxt day Louis was going away from homo, to
be gone a long, long time.

Raymond and Louis were the sons of the Count-
ess of Viteau, whose chateau stood on a little
emincnce about half a milc away. Their father,
the Count of Viteau, had been one of the most
steadfast adherents and supporters of the Duke of
Burgundy, in his endeavors to maintain the inde-
pendence of his dukedom against the claims of
the French crown, and had fallen in one of the
battles between the Duke’s followers and the army

Vou X.—1,

Stocktok.

of the Regent, Queen Blanchc, who, in those days,
ruled France in the naine of her son, the young
King, Louis IX., afterward known as Louis the
Just, or St. Louis.

The Duke’s forces had been defeated, Burgundy
had been compelled to acknowledge the supremacy
of the French crown, and peace reigned in the
kingdom.

The widowed Countess of Viteau now found her-
self the sote protector and guardian of her two
boys. Fortunately, she had a large estate, but
evcn this added to her cares and responsibilities,
and rendered her less ablc to attend to what she
had intended should be the aim and business of
her life— the educalion of her sons.

Education, in those days, did not mean what it
does now. The majority of the peoplc, cven of
the upper classes, were not educated at aU, some
of the lords and baronsbcing unablc to write their
fiames. Printing had not been invented; all books
were in manuscript, and were scarce and valuable.
Most of the learning, such as it was, had been, fora
long time, confined to the monks and priests; but,
in the era in which our two boys lived, people had
begun to givc more attention to general education,
and thcrc were schoois in some of the large cities
which were well attendcd, and where the students
of that day were taught grammar, logic, rhetoric,
music, arithmetic, gcometry, and astronomy, al-
though their studies in mostof these brancheswere
not carried very far. The school of Paris was one
of the most celebrated of these institutions.

The Countess of Viteau was among the fewladies

* Copyright, 1882, by t*. K. Siockton,



of the time who reaily cared for an cducation beyond
that which included the small nhumbcr of accom-
plishments then considcred necessary to persona
of high position. When quite a young woman,
she had learned all that the priests, one or more
of whom generally lived in her father’s house,
could teach her, and afterward, when her sons
were ofd cnough, she madc it her personal business
to attend to their studies. Some things she taught
them herself, and, for other branches, she em-
ployed such men of knowledgc— almost always
members of some order of the clerg>'— as could be
obtained.

But now the time had arrived when the customs
of the day demandcd that one of her sons, at
least, should leave her to recejve an education of
another sort, and her younger boy was to be sent
away to the castle of the Count de Barran, an oid
friend and fellow-soldicr of her husband, to be
taught, as most of the boys of his station were
taught, the arts and usages of knighthood and
chivalry. Raymond would also be a knight, but
his mother trished him to be more than that. He
would succeed to the rank and estate of his father,
and she hoped that he would not only be a noble-
man and a soldier, but ascholar. When he should
leave her to go to the school at Paris,— and it was
for this school that she was now endeavoring to
prepare him,— he would live with one of his rela-
tives, by whom he would be instructed in the noble
dutics of chivalry. His mother felt sure that his
studies at the school and his knightly exerciscs
would not intcrfere with each other.

“ Only one more day,” said Raymond, “ and
then it will seem so strange herc without you,
Louis.”

“But it will be ever so much stranger for me,”
said Louis, “ for 1 shall lie without eveiybody. 1
have never seeii a single soul of the castle people,
excepting the Count de Barran, and it is so long
since he was here that 1 have almost forgotten
him. He was a big, stout man, and that’'s all |
know about him.”

“ You might as well have never seen him,” said
Raymond, “ for he is not stout, and he is not big.
He ’s a tall, thin man, and, | think, a kind one.
But | expect you soon will know cverybody.”

“ Or thcy will know me,” said Louis, “ which
will be the same thing. | know I shall have lively
times. Let me sce: For a year and a half | shall
be a page. Thcre must be ever so many ways for
the pages, especially if thcre are a good many of
us, to have royal fun. And then, when | am four-
teen, | shall be a squire. 1 think I shall not like
that so much, excepting for the fighting part.”

“ Fighting ! ” exclaimed his brotlier. “ You ’ll
have none of that."

“ Oh yes, but I shall have,” returned Louis.
“ Barran has always been fighting, ever since |
heard of him ; and if he does his duty by me, he
is bound to take me with him to the wars.”

“ But the wars are all over,” said Raymond.
“ You know that as well as | do.”

“ Oh, thcre’ll be more,” said Louis, laughing.
“ There is sure to be trouble of some kind before
I 'm fourteen. And, if there are any wars, you
must come to them. It wont do to be spending
all your timo here, with priests and books.”

“ Priests and books!” exclaimed Raymond.

“ 1 don’t expect to spend half ray time with them.
I shall ride and fcnce, and tilt and hunt quite as
much as you will, or even more, 1 doubt not. But
I can do all that, and be a scholar too.”
“1’d like well enoiigh tobe ascholar,” said Louis,
ifit were not so much trouble. Just to learn to
write, iikc the monks who makc our books, must
take ycars ! | tell you, Raymond, itwould be time
wasted for me.”

“ No doubt of that,” said his brother, laughing.
“You would never have the paticnce to write out
all the pages of a book, even if yon could do it so
well that peoplc could read it. If you can do so
much as write me a letter from the castle, to tell
me ho-w you find things thcre, and what happens
to you, | shall be glad cnough.”

“ 1 never did write a letter,” said Louis, “ but 1
feel quite sure that I could do it. The trouble
would be for you to read it.”

“ That’s truc,” said Raymond; “butlwildo
my best to read, if you will do your best to write.”

“ Did not our mother tell you to ask me this ?”
said Louis, turning toward his brother with a smile.

“ She did,” answered Raymond.

“ 1 thought it sounded like her,” said Louis.
“ She greatly wants me to read and write; and,
for her sake, and youis, too, Raymond, | ’ll try a
letter. But is not that Bernard, in the
field?”

“ Yes, itis,” said Raymond.
young falcon for me.”

“ For you!” cried Louis, jumping up.
not know that. Let us go down to him.”

“ 1 did not know it, either,” said his brother,
rising, “ uiuil yestcrday. Bernard is going to
teach me to fly the bird as soon as it is trained.”

“ And | am going away to-morrow,” cried Louis.
“ It is too bad 1”

The boys now tan down to the field, where a
tall, broad-shoiildercd man, dressed in a short,
coarse jacket of brown cloth, with tight brceches
of the same stuff, was walking toward them. He
bore on his left hand a large falcon, or goshawk,
a bird used in that day for hunting game of various
kinds.

over
“ He is training a

“ 1 did



“Ho, Bernard!” cried Louis, “ how is it | never
heard that yon were training that bird ? 1 should
have llked to watch you all the time.”

“ That is the reason you were not told,” said
Bernard, who had been the squire of the late
Count, and was now a well-trusted membei of the
household of Viteau.

“I1f you had known what | was about,” he
continued, “ you would have done nothing but
watch me, and therefore it was that your good
mother told me to keep the mattcr from you. It
takes a long time and a worid of trouble to train
a hawk, cspecially one that was nearly full-grown
when caught, as this one was. Those taken from
thcir nests are far easier to manage.”

“ But he is trained now, is n’'t he?” said Louis.
“Why not try him to-day ? Just one flight, good
Bernard, for, you know, | shall be gone to-morrow.
We can easily find a heron, or a pheasant, or
somothing he can go after.”

“ No, no, my boy,” said the squirei “ this bird
is not yet ready to cast ofF for a free flight. Why,
it was oniy last week that | ceased using the long
string with which | brought liim back when 1
wanted him ; and, ever since, | have been very
careful to have a Jure which should be so tempting
that ho would be certain to come down to it, no
mattcr how high he might soar. See, here is the
one | used to-day. He has eaten from it the whole
breast of a pigeon.”

W ith this he showed the boys his “ lure,” which
was a rucie figure of a bird, the body made of
cloth, with the heacl, talons, and wings of a real
bird, and to which had been attached a piece of
some kind of meat of which the falcon is fond.
By being thus accustomed to find somcthing good
to tear and eat when called to his master, the bird
gradually learned to obey the cali whenevei he
hcard it.

Raymond was quite willing to wait until the
hawk was thoroughly trained, before testing him
in actual sport; but Louis, very naturally, made
great complaint. To-day was his last chance.
Bernard, howcver, was firm, and so they walked
toward the chateau, the hooded bird still perchcd
upoii the squire’s wrist.

Just as the three, now busily talking of Louis’
futriré lifc at the castle of the Count de Barran,
were about cntering a little gate in the lower part
of the grounds which surrounded the house, theie
carne out of the gate a monk wearing a long,
dark, and rather dirty gown, and walking with his
eycs fixed upon the gi'‘ound, as if deeply cngaged
in thought. He seemed scarccly to pcrceivc the
boys or the squire, as he passed thcm.

“ 1 shall be glad to be frec from those long-
gowned folk,” said Louis, as they entered the

grounds. “ No more priests’ lessons for me. |
shall have knights and soldiers for my teachers.”

“ All very fine,” said Bernard, “ but you will
have other things to do besides learning how
to be a knight and soldier. You will serve your
masters and your mistresses at table, clean armor,
hold stirrups, and do everything they ask of you.”

“ Oh yes,” said Louis; “ but that will be only
whilc 1 am a page. In a year and a half all that
will be over.”

“ A year and a half seems to me like a long
time,” said Raymond; “ but time always passes
quickly with Louis.”

This remark was made to Bernard, but the
squire did not appear to hear it. He was look-
ing back through the gate at the dcparting monk.

“1f 1 only knew that he was never coming back,”

he said to himself, “ | would not much care what
else happenecl.”
And then he iollowed the boys up to the

chéateau.
Chapter Il

The good squire did not make his inhospitable
remark in regard to the monk because he had any
dislikc for monks or priests in general. He had
as high an opinién of the membecrs of the clergy as
any one, but he had a very strong dislike for this
particular prior. To understand his reasons for
this feeling, we must know that, not very long
before the period at which our stoi")' bcgins, and
soon after the Queeii Regent had conquercd the
rebellinus provinces, and so Consolidated the king-
dom, thcre was established in the city of Toulouse
that terrible tribunal of the Romish Chuich
known as the Holy Inquisition. Here peiions
suspected of holding opinions in opposition to the
doctrines taught by the Chiirch were tried, often
subjectcd to tortures in order to induce thcm to
confess the crimes u’ith which they were charged,
and punished nath great scverity if found guilty.
This inquisition was iinder the charge of the
Dominican friars, of which order the man who
had just passed out of the little gate was a member.

For several weeks the frequent visits of this prior
to the Countess of Viteau had givcn a great deal
of uneasincss to Bernard. The man was not one
of the regular religious instructors of the family,
fior had he anything to do with the education
of the boys. There was some particular reason
for his visits to the chateau, and of this the house-
hold at large knew nothing; but the fact of his
being a Dominican, and therefore counected with
the Inquisition, made him an unpleasant visitor to
those who saw his comings and goings, but who-
did not knov/ their object.



Squire Beinard thought that he knew wh)' tliis
Brother Anselmo carne so often to the chéleau,
but he could not be certain that he was right. So
he kcpt his ideas to himself, and did
no moro than hope that each visit of
the friar might be the last.

Whcn the two brothers entered the
chateau, they went directly to thcir
molbePs apaitments. They found her
in a large i'oom, the floor of which
was covered with soft rushes, for there
were no carpets in those days. There
was an abundance of furniturc, but it
was stiff and heavy, and on the walls
there hung vatious pieces of tapestry,
of silk or wool, most of which tlie good
lady had cmbroidcred herself.

Tire Countess of Viteau was awom-
an of about thirty-five years of age,
and of a swcet but dignified appear-
ance and demeanor. She was evidently
very fond of her chiklren, and they
were equally fond of her. She had a
book in her hand whcn the boys en-
tered (it should be rcmembered that
she was one of the very few ladies of
that day who read books), but she laiS
it down, and drew her sons to her, one
on each side.

“ Mother,” said Louis, as sheleancd
over to kiss the young fellow who was
to leave her the next day for such a
long, long time,— “ Mother, | wish
you would tvrite a letter to the Count
de Barran, and ask him to have me
taught falconry as soon as possiblc,
and also to get me a hawk of my
own, and have him trained.”

“ What put that into your head ?”
asked his mother, who could not help
smiling at this absurd idea on the part
of a boy who was going to begin life as a page,
but who expected to entcr at once into the sports
and diversions of the grown-up nobility.

“ It was Raymond’s falcon that made rae think
of it,” said Louis. “ 1suppose 1shall not see that
bird fly,— at least, not for ever so long,— and so 1
want one of my own.”

“ 1 did not intend you should know anything
about Raymond’s falcon,” said his mother, “ for |
knew itwould fill your head so fiill that there would
be no room for anything else. But we will not
talk of falcons now. | have a great deal to say to
my little boy ”

“ Not so very little either,” said Louis, drawing
himself up to his full hcight.

“W hois going away,” continucd his mother,

“ to learn to be a page, a squire, and a Christian
knight.”
We need not know what she said to him, but

BEBNAHD, RAYMOND, ANO LOtIS MEBT THE HONK,

the three were together until the room grew dark,
and there was no trcasure that Louis could take
with him which could be so valuable as the
motherly advice he received that afternoon.

Louis was to start for Barran’s castle in the fore-
noon of the ncxt day, and was lo be accompanied
by Beraard and a small body nf archers, for,
although there were no wars going on at that
time, there was always danger from robbers. AU
ovcr France, and in many other parts of F.urope,
there were well-organized bands of men, who jnade
a regular business of pillaging travelers on the
highways. So it was necessary that Louis should
have with him enough men to defcnd him against
an attack by these brigands.

Very oarly in the morning,— earlier than any



one else in the chéateau, excepting a few servanls,—
Louis ar6se and dressed himself. He did this very
quietly, so as not to wake his brother. Then he
stole softly down to a room in the lower part of the
building, where he knew Bernard kept the falcon
h'e was training. The door of this room was shut,
but not jocked, and Louis slipped in without
waking the squire, who slept soundly in a cham-
ber just across the passage-way.

He closed the door, and looking around the
room, into which a little light carne from a small,
high window, he soon perceivcd the falcon sitting
on a wooden perch, in a cérner. The bird was
unhooded, but was tied by the leg, with a short
cord, to the perch. On a small table near by lay
the hood. As Louis appioached the falcon, it
turned its head quickly toward him and slightly
raised itswings. This threatening gesture made
the boy hesitate; he did not want to be bitten nr
scratched. Drawing back, and looking about him,
he saw a cloth lying upon a bench. Seizing this,
he quickly threw it over the bird, untied the cord,
and, mufflingwith the cloth a little bcll which was
fastened to one of the falcon’s legs, Louis snatched
up the hood from the table, and, with the bird
under his ann, he hurried out of the room, care-
fully closing the door behind him.

Out-of-doors, he quickly made his way to the
little gate at the bottom of the grounds, and,
through this, passed out into the road. When he
reached a spot where he could not be seen from
the chateau, he sat down, carefully uncovcrcd the
head of the falcon, and clappcd over it the little
hood. Then he threw aside the cloth, and set the
bird upon his wrist, where it perched contentedly,
although not finding it quite so firm a siipport as
the strong hand of Bernard. While wearing the
hood, which completely covered its eyes, it would
not attempt to fly.

“ Now, then,” said he to himself, “ | shall tr>'
what this fine bird can do; and when | have had
an hour’s sport, | shall take it back and put it on
its perch, and no one will be any the worse for it.
Ifl meet Bernard, as | go back, | shall not care.
I shall have had my bit of falconty', and he can
have his falcon. There must be herons, or some
kind of birds, down in that field by the wood,
where we saw Bernard yesterday.”

When Louis reached the field, he gazed eagerly
into the air and all about him forsome fiying creat-
ure, after which he could send his falcon in chase.
But nothing, excepting a fcw small birds, could he
discover, and he was not to be content with such
game as they. If he had had dogs with him, or
knew how himself to arouse the birds from their
covers, he might have had a chance to send his
falcon aftcr a long-legged hcron, or a pheasant;

but no large bird ehose to makc its appearance,
and poor Louis began to think that he would lose
the one chance he had of seeing Raymond’s falcon
in pursuit of its prey.

Suddenly, from under some bushes near the
edge of the wood, a large haré leaped out, and
went jumping across an open space toward a little
copse a short distance beyond the spotwhere Louis
stood. Our young hunter knew that falcons chased
hares, and such small animals, as well as winged
game, and he instantly jerked the hood from the
head of hisbird, and cast it off toward the flying
haré.

But, to his amazement, tire falcon did not piir-
sue the haré, which, in a fewmoments, disappcared
in the copse. Louis did not know that hawks or
falcons were not always trained to chase both hares
and birds, and that this one had been accustomed
to fly aftcr winged game only.

Instead of swooping upon the haré, which, it is
probable, it did not sce, the falcon rose into the
air, and began to soar around in a great circle.

“Perhaps it will see some game for itself,”
thought Louis, “ and that will do just as well.”

But the falcon did not appear to be in pursuit of
anything. It only flew arotmd and around, ap-
parently rising higher and higher each moment.
Louis now became anxious for it to come down,
so that he could try again in some other place to
scare up some game, and he began to whistle and
cali, as he had heard the falconers do when they
wishcd their birds to descend.

But the falcon paid no attention to his calis, and,
aftcr rising to a great height, it flew away to the
South, and presently was lost to sight.

Poor Louis was ovei-whelmed with grief. It
seemed to him that he could never hear anything
so dismal as the last tinkle of the little bell on the
falcon’s leg, fior see anything so sad as the dark
speck which he watched until it appearcd to mek
away into the distant sky.

For some minutes Louis stood gazing up into
the air, and then he hiing his head, while a few
tears carne into his eyes. But he was a sturdy
boy in mind and body, and he did not cry much.
He slowly turned, and, witlt the hood of the falcon
in his hand, went back to the house.

‘ If thcy ask me about it, I shall tell them,” he
said to himself, “ but | hopo they will not find it
out just as | am starting away.”

It was yet quite early when Louis reached his
room, where he found his brother still asleep, and
thcre was soon so much hurry and bustle, in the
prcparation for the departure of the little expcdi-
tion, that the absence of the falcon did not seem
to have been discovered.

After a prolonged leave-taking, and a great
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many tears from his mother and brother, and from
many of the retainers and servants of the chéateau,
Louis set forth for the castle of Barran. He rodé
his mothcr’s palfrey, a small and gentle horse, and
was followed by quite a train of archers and men-
at-arms, headcd by the trusty Bernard.

Chapter |l

W hen the first pain caused by the separation
from his dear mother and brother began to sub-
side in Louis’ heart,— and it must be admitted that
it began to subside pretty soon, the day being so
bright and everybody in such good spirits,— he felt
quite proud to see himself at the head of such a
goodly company, and greatly wished that they
would fall in with some enemy, so that he might
have a little conquering to tell about when he
should reach his future home. But no enemy was
met, and, if a fight had taken place, it isnot likely
that the boy would have been abie to boast of his
part in it, for Bernard was very careful of his
young charge, and as soon as they had left the
neighborhood of the Chateau de Viteau, and had
entered the forcst through which ran their road
for the greatcr part of the journey, he made Louis
ride about the middle of the little procession, while
he himself went a shortdistancc in advance, looking
carefully about him for the first signs of robbers,
or any one else who might be likely to dispute
their passage.

But no such persons were met, and toward the
end of the afternoon Louis and his train rodé into
the court-yard of the castle.

The momecent that he entered the great gates,
the quick eye of the boy perceived that he had
come to a place very different from his mother’s
chateau. He had supposed there would be a dif-
ference, but had never jmagined it would be so
great. Thcre were a good many serving-people,
of various ranks and ordevs, at Viteau. There
were ladies in attendance on his mother; and
sometimes there were knights and other visitors,
whose diversions had made what Raymond and
Louis had considered a very gay time ; but thcre
never had been anything like the lively scenes
which met the eye of our young friend, both in the
court-yard and in the halls of the castle itsclf.
Outside there were boy-pages running on various
crrands, or standing about, watching other people
and neglecting their own busincss; and thcre were
squires, men-at-arms, and archcrs who were loung-
ing in the shade, or busily at work rubbing up a
piece of armor, or putting a point on an arrow-
hcad or on abluntecl lance. Here .and there was
a knight not ciad in armor, but in fine silk and

embroidcred cloth, looking at horses which were
being lcd about the inclosure by varlets or infe-
rior serving-mcn, who generally were clressed in
clothes of dirty leather. Two barefooted monks,
one of them holding the bridie of a donkcy, with
a bag thrown across its back, were talking to-
gethcr near the gate. Some people were laughing,
some were talking, some were calling to others at a
distance, and some were hammering; the horses
were making a good deal of noise with thcir feet;
a man was blowing a horn, which he had begun to
blow as soon as Louis had entered the gates, and
w'hich was intencled, it appeared, as a general an-
nouncement that somebody had arrived who was a
friend, and had been admitted freely. All together,
there was more noise, and moving about, and
standing still, and lying down, than Louis had cver
seen, at one time, before.

Inside the castle there was not so much bustlc;
but knights and ladies, the first generally dressed
much more finely and with more show of color and
oruament than their female companions, were to
be seen here and there. The pages who were not
running about or standing still outside seemed
to be doing the same inside; there was a clattcr
of metal and wooden dishes in the dining-hall,
wherc the seivanu were prcparing supper; and, in
a room opcning into the great hall, a tall knight sat
upon a stool, with a little harp on his knee, singing
one of the romantic songs which were so much
likecl in those days, and accompanying his voice
with a stcady ‘-'tum-tum” on the harp-strings.
Around him were several knights and ladies, some
sitting and some standing, and all listening, wdtb
much satisfaction, to his song.

The Count de Barran, a tall, spare man, with
an ugly but good-huraorecl face, gave Louis a
kindly welcome.

“ He is the son of Raymond de Viteau, my old
brother-at-arms,” he said to a knight with a great
brown beard, who stoocl beside him, “ and 1 shall
try to make of him as good a knight as his— as
I can.”

“You were going to say ‘as good a knight as
his fathcr,” good sir,” said Louis quickly, looking

up into Barran’s face. “ Do you think I can not
be that?”

“ That will depencl upon yourself,” said the
inaster of the castle. “ Your father was brave and
noble above his fellow-knights. If you become

his equal, my little fellow, I shall be very proud.
And now | shall send you to my sister, the Lady
Clemence, who will see that you are taken care of.”

“ The boy’s quickness of wit comes out wel!, cven
now,” said the brown-bearded knight; “ but you
may have to wait for the bravery and the honor to
show themselvcs.”



“ Not long, | hope,” replied Barran.
blood must soon make some sign,

“ Good
if he has itin
him.”

The next day Bcrnard and his train returned to
Viteau, with many messages from Louis, and the
life of the boy, as the youngest page in the castlc,
fairly commenced. In a few days he began to un-
derstand his duties, and to make friends among the
other pages, all of whom were sons of well-bom
people. These boys had come to the castle to
receive the only education they would ever have.
Louis did not at first very much like to wait upon
the knights and ladies at tablc, and to find himself
expected to serve so many people in so many
ways; but he soon became used to these things,
especially when he saw other boys, whom he knew
to be just as good as he was, doing what he was
expected to do.

He had a bright, interesting face, and he soon
became a favorite, especially among the ladies, for
they liked to be waited upon by a page who was
so good humorcd and quick. The Count de Bar-
ran was not married, and his sister, the Lady
Clemence, was at the head of domestic affairs in
his castle.

The only very young pcrson among the visitors
at the castle was a little girl named Agnes, the
motherless daughter of Count Hugo de Lanne, the
brown-bearded man who liad talked with De Bar-
ran about his new page. Between this girl and
Louis a friendship soon sprapg up. Agnes was a
year older than he, and she knew so much of
castie-life, and of the duties of a page, that she
became one of hisbest instnictors. She was a lively,
impulsive girl; and this was the reason, no doubt,
why she and Louis got on so well together.

One morning, as Agnes was passing through an
upper hall, she saw, standing at a window which
overlooked the court-yard, our young friend Louis,
with an enormous battle-ax over his shoulder. As
she approached, he turned from the window, out of
which he had been looking.

“ W hatin theworld,” she cried, “ are you doing
with that great ax, and what makes you look so
doleful?”

“ 1 am taking the ax down to the armorcr’s shop,
to be sharpened and polished,” he said.

“ It is too big a thing for you to be carrying
about,” said Agnes, “ and it seems sharp enough
now. And as to you, you look as if you were
going somewhere to cut your head off with it
W hat is the matter with you? ”

“ That is the matter,” said Louis, turning again
to the window, and pointing to a body of horsemen
who were just riding out of the gate. They had
dogs with them, and several of them carricd each
a hooded falcon pcrched upon his wrist.

“ Did you «'ant to go hunting hcr6~Q ~yiiat
what troubles you ? ” asked Agnes.

“ No, indced; | don’t wantto go,” said Louis.
“ 1 hate to see falcons.”

“ W hat did you look at them for, then?” asked

Agnes. “ But | don’t see how you can hate them.
1 love to see them swooping about, so lordly, in
the air. Why do not you like them as weU as 1
do?”

Moved iDya strong desire to share his sccret with
somc one, Louis, after a little hesitation, finally
put the battle-ax on the floor, and told Agnes the
whole story of the loss of his brother’s falcon, first
making her promisc that she would ncver repcat
it to any one. He told it all in a straightforward
way, and finished by explaining how the sight of
the hunters inade him think of his poor brother,
who could not go hawking for ever solong. In-
deed, he did not know that Beinard would be will-
ing to get another hawk and take all the trouble
of training it. He might be very angry.

“ | think it ’s easy enough to make that right,”
said Agnes. “ You ouglu to give your brother
another hawk, already trained.”

“ 1 would like much to know where | am to get
it,” said Louis.

Agnes thought for a moment.

“ My father will give you one,” she said, “ if |
ask him. If he questions me as to what you want
with it, I can tell him, with truth, that you want
to give it to your brother, who has no falcon, and
who nceds one very much.”

“ Do you really think he would givc me one?”
asked Louis, with brightcning face.

“ 1 am sure of it,” said Agnes. “ He has plenty
of trained falcons, and he could spare one easily
enough. | will ask him, as soon as he comes back
tu-day.”

Accordingly, when Count Hugo returned from
his hawking expedition that afternoon, he was met
by his little daughter, who asked him for a falcon,
a well-trained and good one, which could hunt
hares as well as bivds, and which would be sure to
come back to its master whenever it was called.

Of course such a request as this excitcd some
surpriso, and requircd a good deal of explanation.
But when Count Hugo, who was a very indulgent
father, ;md who had also quite a liking for Louis,
heard what was to be done with the bird, he con-
sented to give it

“ If he wanted it for himself,” he said, “ | should
not let him have it, for a page has no need of fal-
cons, and a boy of the right spirit ought not to
desire gifls; but, as he wants it for his brother,who
is in a station to use it, it shows a generous disposi-
tion, and he shall have it.” And calling to one of
his falconers to bring him a hawk, he handed it to



Agnes, and told her that she should herself give
it to her young friend.

“ He and you can look at it for a quarter of
an hour,” said the Count, “ and then he must
bring it back to Orion, here, who will feed and
take care of it until the boy has an opportunity of
sending it to his brother. Don’t take its hood off,
and keep your fingers well clear of its beak.”

When Agnes appearedtvith the falcon unsteadily
perched on her two small fists, which she had
covered tvith a scarf, to keep its talons from hurt-
ing her, Louis was overwhelmed with delight. He
was sure that this was a much finer bird than the
one he had lost.

When the falcon had been sufficiently admired,
and had been returned to its keeper, and when
Louis had vun to find Count Hugo, and had
thanked him for his kindness, the question arése

to him myself. 1 want him to have it just as soon
as he can get it,” said Louis.

“1 can lend you my jennet,” said Agnes.
is small, but can travel far.”

“ You will lend him !” cried Louis. “ And are
you not going to use him for two days? It \vill
take at the very least two days to go to Viteau and
come back.”

“ 1 may not ride him for a week,” said Agnes-
“ But you must not travel to your mother’s house
alone. You must wait until some company is
going that way.”

Louis would have been willing to start off by
himself, but he knew he would not be allowed to
do so; and he had to curb his impatience for three
whole days before an opportunity of making his
journey offered itself. Then a knight from the
South was leaving the castle, with a small train,

“He

LOUIS ANO BEKNARD ON THNIH WAY TO UE nAHRAN S CASTLE.

between the two young friends:
carried to Raymond ?
“ 1If 1 had any way of riding there, | ’'d take it

How was he to lje

and as they would pass near Viteau,
allowed to accompany them.
The Count de Barran was not pleascd that his

Louis was



new page should ask for leave of absence so soon;
but, as it was represented that there was good
reason for the journey, and as the Lady Clemence
urged the boy’s request, he was allowed to go.

So, early one raoming Louis started away, the
gayest of his company, his little Spanish steed
frisking beneath him, the falcon perched bravely
on his arm, and Agnes waving her scarf to him
from a window of the castle.

All went well during the forenoon, excepting

Viteau. It could not be far, and his spirited little
horse would soon take him there.

Consequently, when he carne to the place wheie
his companions took thcir way eastward, Louis fell

LOUIS, AUNES, ANO THE KALCUN.

that the falcon bccame very heavy, and had to be
perched on the saddle-bow; but, during a short
halt which the party made about noon, Louis dis-
covered that it was not the intention of the knight
from the south to take the most dircct road to
Viteau. He meant, a mile or two farther on, to
turn to the east, and to spend the night at a cha-
teau belonging to a friend. Then, the next day, he
would pursue his journey and would pass, by a
rather circuitous road, near to Viteau.

Louis did not want lo stop all night anywhere
excepting in his mother’s liouse, and he made up
his mind that, when he reached the forking of the
road, he would leave the party and gallop on to

bchind and, instcad of foliowing them, he kept on
the road to Viteau, urging his horse forward at the
top ofits speed. He hopcd that his dcparture had
not been noticed, and that he would not be missed
until he had gone so far that he could not be over-
taken. He expcctcd to be pursued, for he knew
the knight and his men would not allow him to go
olTby himself if it could be prevented.

So he galloped on, his falcon tightly grasping the
saddle-bow, and he himself turning around every
fcw minutes, to see if he wei-e followed. But he
saw no horsemen riding after him. The knight’s
men had stragglcd a good deal after they had
turned into the ncw road, and Louis was not
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misscd for an hour or two. Then, when his
absence was discovered, the knight sent three men
after him, with instructions to bring him back, or to
escort him to Viteau, in case they found him near
that place It was supposed, of course, that he had
slipped away, so as to get home as soon as possible.

The men did not like the job at all, for they
feaied they would not be able to rcturn until after
dark to the chateau where their party was to spend
the night, and they did not fancy travehng at
night for the sake of a boy they knew very
slightly, and cared very little about. So, after rid-
ing five or six miles, they agreed to halt until
nearly night, and ride back to their party at the
top of their speed, and report that they had over-
taken Louis, and had accompanied him to a spot
within sight of his mother’s chateau. This story
was bclieved by the knight from the south, who
had no very clear idea as to the distance of Viteau
from the forks of the road; and no furthct thought
was given to the young page.

As for Louis, he kept madly on his way. His
horse was strong and fleet, but it was beginnmg to
flag a little in its pace, when, suddenly, it stopped
short. A tall man stood in front of it, and in a
moment had seized the panting animal by the
bridle. Another man, with a pikc in his hand,
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appeared on the right, while several others carne
out from behind some bushes on the lefc. The UlIl
man wore a cuirass, or body-armor, of Steel rings
linked«closely together, which had probably once
been ljright and shining, but which was now very
rusty and oid. He wore no other armor, and lus

clothcs seemed torn and soiled. The wholo party,

indeed, as Louis, with open mouth and eyes,
glanced quickly around him,— too much startled
to speak,— seemed to be a very rusty set of felloivs.

Louis did not long remain silent. Indeed, he
was the first one to speak. He had often scen
such pei-sons as these among the serfs and varlets
at the castle, and he had been accustomed to
respect from them.

“ Ho there!” he cried, “ move out of my way :
Step from the road, do youhear? 1 am going home
to my mother’s chateau, and | am in a hurry.”

“Your mother can wait,” said the tall man. We
should be plcased to have your company ourselves
to-night. So do not be angry. You can not go on.

“ 1 believe,” cried Louis, his eyes flashmg,
although they were full of tears, “ that you are
a set of robbers.” s, . i

“ That is true/” said the other, “ and this Uttie
man, and this little horse, and this very fine falcon,
are our booty.”

(,To be contimud.)

TIMES AND SEASONS.

By w. J.

There’s a time— the proverb tells us—
For all things under the sun;
Even so raay be proper seasons
For good works to be done,
And for good words to be said.
In the fear lest | or you
May miss the happy occasions,
Let US here note down a few.

When the trees are hcavy with leaves,
When the leaves lie underfoot,
When fruit on the board is frequent,
And while there is rind or root;
Whcn the rain comes down from the heavens.
When the sun comes after rain,
When the autumn lields are waving
With the weight of golden grain;

When the hills are purple with heather,
When the fells are black with coid,

W hcn the larchcs are gay with their tassels red,
When nuts are shrivel’d and oid;

Linton.

W henever there ’s growth in the spring-time,
Or June ciése follows May,

And so long as the first of January
Happens on New-Year’s day;

Whcn mushrooms spring in the meadows,
Or toadstools under the trees,

When the gnats gyrate in the sunshme,
When the oak-boughs strain in the breeze;

In the days of the cuckoo and swallow,
When the sea-gulls flee the foam,

When the night-jar cvoons in the gloaming,
Or the owl goes silently home;

When the lake is a placid mirror,
W hen the mountains melt in mist,
When the dcpths of the lake are as pilLars of gold
On a floor of amethyst;
When a rainbow spans the morning,
When tlie thunder rends the night,
When the snow on the hills is rosy red
W ith the blush of the wakening light;
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GRACE FOR

When the soul is heavy with sadness,
When the tears fall drop by drop,

When the heart is glad as the heart of him
Who climbs to a mountain-top;

When youth unrolls like a bracken-frond,
When age is grandly gray

As the side of a crag that is riven and scarr’d
With the storms of yesterday:—

A

CHILD. I

Bclieve lhat in all of these seasons
Some good may be done or said,

And whenever the loving thought and will
Are loving enough to wed;

And well is it with the happy heart
That hath throughly understood

How the “ time for all things undei the siin”
Is always the time for good.

G'B™MACe fof\aChild

Robert

HerrickK

HSFie A LITTLO CHILD 1STAND.
Hsaving-up mv eiTHeR hand;
CoLDAS PADDOCKS.THOUGH thsy Be,
HsR6 i LIFT THSM UPToTries,

For a BeNisoN to fall

On our msatand on our all.

AMen"
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"TORCED OES— DON'T ANCHOR

By Charles

Boys and girls wlio travel by the Sound boats,
from Fall River or Newport, Stonington or Provi-
dence, or any of the ports on Long Island Sound,
toward New York, always get up early and go out
on deck. They want to see the view as the boat
comes in from the broad Sound and enlers the East
River. It is one of the finest sights in the country,
and, if you ever do go that way, be sure and look
about you the momecnt the lighf begins to shino in-

Barnard.

to your state-i-Uom window. First, you will see the
beautiful shores of Long Island and Connecticut,
with the charming bays stretching far back among
ihe undulating hills. Then there are the pretty
cottagcs, the long, smooth ljeaches, the cunous
light-houscs, and the great forts.

As the two shores appear to come nearer
together, you pass a funny brick light-house on
an island, and then come the vast fortifications,



just where the boat seems to entcr a river and
takes a sudden turn to the west. On the stone
walls of one of these forts is a. raonstrous sign,
with letters six feet high:

TORPEDOES— DON'T ANCHOR!

There are ships and schooners passing both
ways. You see tug-boats rushing about in search
ofajob, ortoilingalongwith canal-boats, schooners,
or barges in tow. In some of the bays perhaps you
may see vessels at anchor, with their sails furled.
Here and there you may pass fishennon in boats,
anchored ncar their nets or over the fishing-
grounds. Not a ship or sloop, or oven a sail-boat,
is at anchor here; every one seems to be in a
great hiury to get away, as if some strange, mys-
terious danger lay hiddcn here. The pilot iooks
straight ahead, and the steamer plows swiftly
along in her course. It is'ould not be wise to drop
anchor just now. You may sail on and scc all the
wonderful sights beyond, but you can not easily
forget that strange place, with its warning sign,
“ Don’t anchor.” Once upon a time, a schooner,
called the “ Olive Branch,” did come to anchor
there, but she never sailed the seas again, and
not so much as a stick of her could be foimd
afterward that was fit for anything but to make a
bonfire on the beach.

The coast of the United States is several thou-
sand miles long. Scattered along it are hundrcds
of ports and harbors, opening upon the Atlantic,
the Gulf of México, or the Pacific. They extend
from the wooded hills of Maine, down past the
low, sandy shorcs of New Jersey, the Carolinas,
and Florida, to the shallow rivcr-mouths of Texas,
and, again, far along the shores that face the
great Pacific. Into these ports come the ships of
every nation, while up and down the coast, and far
away to all parts of the world, sail our ships and
steamers. At somc of these places, where ships go
in and out, as at Boston, Ncsvport, New York,
Charleston, and San Francisco, and at many of the
river entrances, are stone fovts biiilt to guard the
harbors from an enemy’s ships. Great guns are
mounted in the forts, and there are soldiers always
on guard, to scc that no one does any harm to our
defenses.

But many of these forts were planned or built a
long time ago. Some were even used in the Revo-
lution. Sincc they were built, raethods and imple-
ments of warfare have undcrgone great changes.
War-ships are now covered with heavy plates of
iron that only the largest guns can break, and they
carry monster cannon, some of them throwing
shells weighing over sevcn hundred pounds, that

could easily knock one of our oid stone forts to
pieces.

W e don’t want to fight. If we have a misunder-
standing with any nation, we send some wise and
sensible people thcrc, to have a talk about the
matter and try to settle things in a peaceful way.
But, at the same time, we must be ready to fight,
for, if we were not, some little nation might send a
couple of war-ships over here, and before we could
stop them they might knock our forts to pieces
and, perhaps, burn up some of our towns. Thus
it happens that, as the majority of our forts are not
supplied with formidable artillery, we have tried to
find some other way of driving away or destroying
an enemy’s ships of war in case they should try to
entcr any one of our ports.

A war-ship may carry heavy iron armor that will
resist the shots fired from ordinary cannon, but ifa
ig bomb-shell should go nfi \inder her keel she
could not help herself, and would instantly tumble
to pieces and sink out ofsight in the sea. This qucer
kind of under-water hostilities we could carry on, if
necessary, almost anywhere along our coasts, and,
conducted by our brave and skillful soldiers, not all
the war-ships in the world would be able to capture
our forts-

The weapons used for this under-water warfare
are called “ torpedees.” They are queer things.
Some rest on the liottom of the bay, like great
frogs. Others float silcnily in the water, just out of
sight, like a lazy trout sunning himself in a pool,
and still others are like live sharks, for they can
swim and chase a ship tmdér water till at last they
put their terrible teeth in her keel and drag her
down to destruction.

This place at the cnd of Long Island Sound,
where you can scc the strange sign warning ves-
sels not to anchor, is the schoolwhere our soldiers
are taught to use torpedees in time of war. Here
are used only torpedees intended for the defense
of our harbors. There is also another school at
Newport. At these, they stucly how to use torpc-
does on board ships and gun-boats, by way of prac-
tice against a time when they may be rcquired to
attack the enemy’s ships on the open water. The
United States Goveinment will not permit us to
see how torpedees are made and used, becausc it
is important that tliis should be kept a sccrct, as
far as possiblc. AU we can do is to see, in a gen-
eral way, how they would be used in war, and how
they would behave in a battle.

As 1 have said, there are two kinds of torpe-
dees; those that are anchored in one place, and
thoso that swim about in the water. Of those
that are anchored, there are also two kinds. One
kind consiste of great iron boxes filled with dyna-
mite and sunk in the water at particular places.
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Thcy rest in the mud, or on the «<and and stnnes,
till they aie ready to be fired, when they blow up
or explode with terrible effect; and if a ship hap-
pens to be passiiig over one of them, she is sure to
be torn to pieces. The other kind have a float an-
chored just out of sight under water, while the

A DOUBLE BLAST.*

torpedo rests on the bottom. Tliese, too, when
they explode, destroy anything that happens to be
near. At AVillet's Point, where the warning sign
tells the ships not to anchor, the torpedees are
planted at the bottom of the water, and some-
tiraes, as on the Fourth of July, some of them are
fired off. Of course all vesscls are warned away,
for the torpedo sends into the air a tremendous
fountain of water, hundreds of feet high, that would
destroy any ship it fell upon.

There are two ways of firing these groimd tor-
pedees; In one there is a wire, carefully protectcd

«The illusimtions to this anide are copied from insiantaneous

from the water, leading from the torpedo to the
sliore. The soldiers in charge of it can send elec-
tricity through this wire and set fire to the dyna-
inite, and thus fire the torpedo. The torpedo is
lost and dcstroyed, but the broken wire can be
pulled ashore, and used again on another torpedo.
The second method is to fasten to the torpedo a
wooden float. If one of the enemy’s ships passes
over such a torpedo and happens to strikc and
push aside the float that is anchored just over it,
this will also fire the torpedo, for the chain or rope
that anchors the float is connected with the tor-
pedo, and any strain or puli on the rope discharges
it. In this way tlie ship itself may fire tlic torpedo,
and thus become an agent in its ovmi destruction.

The swintraing torpedees are of two kinds. One
of these swiras like a fish, and, if it strikes its nose
against a ship, explodes, and sinks the vessel by
tearing a terrible hole in tlie boltom. Another
kind can also swim, but it carries fastened to
its tail a long wire, which it drags through the
water wherevei it goes. By means of this wire,
the soldier who stands at tlie end, on the shore, or
the sailor on board ship, can make the fish tiirn
to the i-ight or left, dive, tuni around, go back-
ward, or come homo again when it is wanted.
Besides this, the fish will blow up if it strikes
against the enemy’s ship, or whencvcr the man at
the wirewishes to fire it. The Government will
not tell UShow such a wonderful thing can be done,
but you may be sure that these fish-torpedoes
are strange fellows. They seem to be able to do
everything tliat a fish can do, and more, for when
they get angry they can burst out into a frigbtful
passion and send the water flying into the air for
hundreds of fect, and woc to the sailoi-s who are
near1l Torpedo, ship, and men go to the bottom
in a volcano of fire and water. Besides these an-
chored and swimming torpedees, there is another
kind callad spar-torpedoes, so named because they
are placed on the ends of spare or booms that run
out under water from the bows of small boats.
The boats rush up to the side of the big ship, in
the dark, and explode tlie torpedo underneath,
thus sinking the vessel.

Sometimes, on the Fourth of July, or when the
President or some. other distingiiishcd visitor is
at Newport or Willct’s Point, some of the ground
torpedees are fired as a salute. And a grand
salute itis." A time is chosen when no vesscls are
passing, and all small boats that may be near are
warned away. The officer on the shore starts
the steam-cngine attaclied to the dynamo machine
that gives the elcctricity, or he arranges hi? battery
for the purpose. When all is ready, he presscs
his fingcr lightly on a knob. Instantly thcre
appcars out on the sea a terrible rush of solid

plioiographs (by Von Soihcn) ofaciual inrpedo explosions.



water, dark green and blazing white. It mounts
into the air higher and liighcr, lireaking into foam
and spray. While this mass is white and feath-
ery, the sea all around seems to sink into a vast
Whirlpool or crater. The water turns black, and

the explosién, and float all about on the water.
The ljoys knew what to expect, and are picking up
the dead fish as fast as they can, On one occa-
sion, three porpoises were swimming ncar where a
torpedo was fired. For a wcck aftcruavd the sol-

THE BECINNING OF A BLAST— SHOWING THE BLACK RING OF WATER.

then the waves rush in from every side and fill
the hole whence the fnuntain sprang. An instant
later there is ivhat seems to be a second, though
less violent, explosion, and another fountain rushes
up. Then, with a voar and splash, down falls the
tall column of water, and the sea is covered with
sccthing foam, and a'ring of waves spreads out
widcr and wider in every direction. Grand water
fire-works these, as you see by'the pietures.

A GRAND SALUTE— GOING UP.

W hcn the water is quiet again, all the men and
bo\'s who are waiting near in their boats row out
to the place where the torpedo was fired. W hat
are those white things floating on the water ? The;'
are fish. Thousancis of them have been Kkillecl by

diers had porpoise-steaks for breakfast. Atanotlicr
time, a fishennan, who was out in his boat when a
torpedo went off, found six wild ducks dead in the
water. Poor birds! They never knew what was
the cause of the terrible concussion that Killcd
them. Ifthey were conscious of anything, it must
ha\e seemed to them that an earthquake had
taken place, or that some great water-spout had
Icaped out of the sea to crush them.

A GFANU SALUTE— COMINO DOWN

Should we everhave awarwith anyforeignpower,
these soldiers at the Willet’s Poiiu torpedo school
would be sent to all our forts, and htindreds upon
hundreds of torpetloes would be planted ncar the
entrances of all- our ports. Then, if one of the



TORPEDOES d

NO. X.— BEFOME THE EXPLOSION.

™ ys .hip.
guarded one of our narbors, two soldicre hid g

n.al” worrh~A"~ f rau ll-p e

NO. 3.— THE MOMENT AFTER.

pointed in a particular direction, and when the
ship carne in sight of either, he would speak to the
other man through a telephone. When they botli
could see the ship at once, she would be over a
torpedo, and one or I™oth would touch the knoli,
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ffio. a THE HOMENT OF EXPLOSION

~hip would fcel a terrible shock. Hecr iron

L es would be torn apart, hcr engines would sink

T i

NO. 4.— THE DEGINNING OF THE END.

down through the bottom and fall out, the boilers
would cxplode with a great conciission, the raasts
leap into the air, and, in an instant, in a cloud of
smokc and spray, the mighty ship would brcak m
two and sink, in a seething Whirlpool, mto the



raging water, It would be indeed terrible, but
the fort and adjacent city would be saved.

I told you that once a scliooner called the “ Olive
Branch ” did anchor off the fort. She was an oid
boat, and they put her there to see w'hat would be-
come ofher if torpedoes were fired near her. You

know that nowadays photographei'S are so skillful

BKTWBEN TTVO PIRES.— EXPLODING TORPEDOES SIMLT.TANEOUSILV AT

that they can take a picture in an instant of time.
When the torpedoes were to be fired, the i>hotog-
rapher set up his camera upon the sliore, and
arranged it in such a way that the pictures would
be taken at the same lime that the torpedoes
exploded.

First they tricd to see how near they could come
to the schooner and not hit it. The large picture

VOL. X.—2.

shows it was a pretty ciése shot. Then they fired
a torpedo directly under the schooner, and took
three pictures one after the other. Picture No. i
shows the “ Olive Branch ” just before the explo-
sibn. The men seen on board were only dummics
or scare-crows put thcre for fun. In No. 2 the
torpedo has burst and the schooner is torn in two.

‘IHE TWO PNDS OF A DOAT.

The mainmast has jumped
and the htill has broken

bowsprit is bent down into the water, and the
stcrn has dived the other way. In No. 3 every-
thing is torn to a million pieces, and there is only
a huge fountain of sticks, ropes, and muddy water.
In No. 4 the terrible wreck is falling back in ruins
into the sea.

right out of the hull,
into two pieces. The



is TUKPEDOES

All this took only a few seconds, but the pho-
tographer caught the strange scenes just as they
passed.

The other pietures show difiercnt views of ex-
plosions of torpedees, the fiame on each explaining
what it is.

We shall never go to war if we can avoid it,
and we shall try very hard to prevent it, for war
isa cruel and costly way to settle disputes. Per-
haps for a hundred years torpedees will never be

DON T
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fired except for salutes on the Fourth of July, and
there will be no torpedees planted anywhere except
at the schoois at Newport and Willet’s Point. But
these torpedo schoois show that we are ready to
fight, and that is one very good way to keep out
of a fight. Torpedees are terrible things in war,
and we all trust they may never be used, except as
awonderful kind of fire-works to salute the flag or
the ships of other nations when they come to make
US a friendly visic.

HOTEL

Bv

Of all the gods to legend given,
The wisest dwells beyond the sea;
One of a brotherhood of seven,
His funny fiame is Hotel.*

His brother, Daikokom, has wealth,

His sacks of rice are tied with gold;
But he has neither youth Aor Health,
And looks forlorn and cross and olel

The
And
You
He’s

God of Glory bears a lance,
wears a cuirass and a star;

see, with Isut a moment’s glance,
only bent on making war.

The God of Love, with arrows bent,
A very naughty god is he!

And many a gentle heart has rent,
As all the wide world will agrec.

Laura F. Hinsdalf..

But Hotel ’s a jolly lad,

Who Uves in far-away Japan;
In simple sackcloth he is ciad.
He owns a wallet and a fan.

He fans away the webs of care.
And, when his puvse is einpty quite,
Tosses it gayly in the air,

And laughs to see it is so light.

The children love him, high and low,
For where he gocs 't is always May;
And joy-birds sing, and flowers grow,
And all the world is blithe and gay.

When he awakes, he laughs with glee,
Because the woild was plainly meant
For just such happy souls. You see,
His fAame, in English, is Conteni.

“Pronoujiccd ‘ tlo-ta-i.”



OLD MORDECAI'S COCKEREL.

By Sargent Flint-

“ Grand old trees,” said Mamma, “ a fine view
from the piazza, and pleasant inside.”

“ 1 see no faiilt,” said Papa.

“ Except that hideous little house at the foot of
the garden,” said Aunt Amy.

“ And that horrible old man, sitting all day ciése
up to our fcnce,” said Bob.

“ Both his legs is shorter than the other,” said
little Lucy.

“ He sits on his own land,” said Papa.

“ And he minds his own business,” said Mamma.

“ Neverthelcss, he is a very Mordecai
back gate,” said Aunt Amy.

But the summer went, and, despite the hid-
eous little house at the foot of the garden, and
the old man smoking his pipe so near the fcnce,
everbody had seemed quite mcrry. The grand old
trees were bare now, and a great, melancholy pile
of leaves in the garden was all that was left of
their glory. Aunt Amy wished the pile had been
a little higher, that it might have hidden old
Mordecai’s house.

“ 1 like Old Mortify,” said Lucy; “ he hands
me my kitten when she runs away.” She had
grown used to seeing the old man walking from
side to side, on his poorold rheumatic legs, and felt
kindly toward him. She had snviled first at his
little grand-daughter, and then asked her if she
were Mortif)”s little girl.

“What you mean ?” said the child.

“ Are you his little girl ?” asked Lucy.

“He is my grandpa; 1am Sadie.”

Lucy handed some whitc roses through the
fence, and Sadie handed back a plum. Tn be
sure, the plum was very hard, and Lucy could not
cat it; but she believed it was the best hcr little
neighbor had, and always spoke to her aftcrward.

Now, the weather had become so coid that Mor-
decai no longer sat by the fence, or walked in his
little garden; and Lucy had not seen Sadie for
a long time.

In a week it would be Thanksgiving. The sky
was gray and coid, and the tall trees waved their
bare branches to kcep warm until the snow should
come to covcr them.

“ Everything looks awfully homesick,” said Bob,
standing at the window. “ This is the meanest place
1 ever saw.”

At that moment a loud, defiant crow fell upon
his ears.

at our

“That'sOld Mordecai'scockerel,” hesaidangrily.

“ Yes,” said Lucy.
pile of leaves.”

“ 1 told him never to crow on our side of the
fence,” said Bob.

Lucy laughed.

“ You may laugh, but you just sec if he crows
on our side again, Lucy Jackson.”

Once again the cockerel crowcd, loudly and tri-
umphantly. Once more Lucy laughed- Bob went
out, and Lucy saw the cockerel scratching the
leaves. Then she saw Bob creeping toward him
with a bow and anow. She laughed again, for
she considered Bob a very poor shot. Aunt Amy
had often said that, if no one but Bob cared for
archery, a target would last forever.

Mordecai’s cockerel seemed to be of the same
opinién, for he stopped a momecnt to turn his eye
toward the young archer, then began to scratch
again more diligently than before.

Lucy did not see the arrow fly from the bow, but
she saw Bob flying to the stable with the cockerel
in his arms. She was so much excited that she
ran out at once, barc-headed, to find Bob just
drawing out the arrow from the poor fowl’s breast.

“ Oh, Bob! ” she whispered, “ that will hurt him

"1 can sec him down at the

dreadfiilly.”

“ Do you ’spose he likos it that svay?” said
Bob, sarcastically.

“ Oh, Bob !” she continued, “ I did n’t believe

you could ever hit anything.”

“ Nor I, either.”

She turned away her head while he drcw out the
arrow. The cockerel flapped his wings a little,
then closed his eyes and lay quite still.

“ He ’s going to die,” whispered Lucy.

“ That ’s just like a girl! Why don’t you help
a fellow out?”

“ 1 will do anything you want me to, Bob.”

“ A girl ought to know more about such things

than a boy.”
“ 1 know it,” sighed Lucy. “ 1 ’'m trying to
think, but all I can remcmber is arscnicum and

Jamaica ginger. He has n’t sneezed, so |
believe it’s arsenicum he needs.
some ginger? ”

“ Do you think it would do any good ?”

“ He oponed one eye; maybc, if he had some
ginger, he could open both.”

“ Well, go get it; we can try it.”
went for the ginger.

“ Hope you staid long enough,” said Bob, when

don’t
Shall I go for

And Lucy
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she appeared at the stable-door with a cup in her
hand.

“ That mean cook would n’t give me the sugar,
and 1 hurried so | spilled the ginger in the closet.
How is he ?"

“ He keeps on breathing, but he does n’t notice
much.”

Bob took the cup, and gave the cockerci a
spoonful of the ginger. The bird staggered to his
feet and flapped his wings. Lucy thought surely
he meant to crow again on their side oi the fcnce,
but the next instant he lay motionless before them.

“ He ’s gone ! ” said Bob, solemnly.

“ 1 wish we had tried the arsenicum,” said Lucy,
sadly. “ W hat will Oid Mortify say?”

EOB GAVE THE COCKEREL

“ i guess | shall be Oid Mortify, if Papa finds it
out. How strong this ginger smeUs ! — how much
did you putin??”

“ Fivc spoonfuls. 1 thought he was so awful
sick he ought to have a lot.”

“ Five spoonfuls ! Then you killed him.”

“ Oh, Bob, don’t say that!” she cried. “ What
would Sadic say to me ?” and she lifted the bird s
head tenderly, but it fell back again upon the
stable-floor. Oid Mordecai’s cockerel would never
crow again on eitber side of the fencc. Little Lucy
stood shivering, with tears in her eyes.

“ Run in the house,” said Bob.

“ W hat shall you do ?”

“1 am going to hide him under the leaves.

And mind you, it’s my place to tell of it, and not
yours.”

“ But you are going to tell, Bob?”

“You run in, and wait and see.”

She went in and stood by the window, and
saw him come carelessly out of the stable and walk
about the garden, then return with the dead cock
and cover him hastily with leaves.

W hen he carne in, he said: “ Don’t stand staring
at that pile of leaves. It’s done, and can’t be
helped. Nothing but an oid rooster, anywayl No
business crowing on our side of the fcnce.
him fair warning.”

“ But he did n’t understand, Bob.”

“ Well, he does now,” said Bob.

I gave

A SFOONFUL OF THE GINGER

That night, after the children had gone to bed,
the oid man carne up to inquire if any one had
seen his cockerel.

Aunt Amy went up to ask Bob.

“ Yes,” said that young gentleman; “ tell him
I saw him on the wrong side of the fence about
four o’clock.”

As the days went by, little Lucy felt more and
more uneasy, as slic thought of what lay under the
leaves. She had seen Sadie out, and had heard
her cali and cali for the poor cockerci that never
carne. Still she had kept quiet, waiting for Bob
to speak.

The day before Thanksgiving she sat alone m
the library. Her mother and Aunt Amy had gone



to the city to ineet her grandmothcr, and Lucy felt
a little loncly. Bob saw her as he passed the doov,
and stepped in, saying:

“What is the matter with you, Lucy? Why
can’t you brighten up? You Ve had the doleful
dumps for a week.”

“ Oh, Bob !'” she answered, “ why don’t you tell
about that cockerel ? It worries me awfully.”

He glanced around at all the doors, then carne
savagely up to his sister and took her roughly by
the arra. '‘1 suppose,” he whispered almost fiercely,
“you mean that oid rooster under the leaves.
Now, never say another word to me aboutit. You
have twitted me enough.”

She looked very much astonished, as she had
never referred to it in any way before. A mightier
voice than little Lucy’s had been calling to him
ever since he hid the bird under the leaves.

She saw that his conscience troubled him, and
gained courage. *“ If you would only tell Mamma,
she would tell you what to do. Oh, Bob! I can’t
walk on that side of the garden for fear I shall see
Sadie. She carne out yesterday, and looked over
our fence, and 1 heard her cali the cockerel sev®
eral times.”

Bob looked down into Lucy’s face and wished
he had not taken hold of her quite so roughly. He
went back to the kitchen and got a large bunch of
raisins and gave them to her, with a pat on the
head, which she understood very well. “ Too
bad,” he declared, “ that you can’t go out to-day.”

After he had gone, she took up the raisins,
when, happening to look out of the window, she
saw Sadie looking over the fence.
her my raisins,” thought Lucy.

The cook rapped sharply as she passed the
kitchen window, for she knew Lucy ought not to
go out.

“ Don’t give me all,” said Sadie, as Lucy passed
the great bunch through the fence.

“ To-morrow we shall have a whole box-full,”
said Lucy.

“Wc can’t find our rooster,” said Sadie. “ Grand-
pa sold all but him; we kept him for Thanks-
giving. 1 don’t see how he got out oi the coop.
We can’t have any Thanksgiving now.”

“ Too bad !” said little Lucy, very faintly.

“ Grandpa ’'s looked everywhere for him, till he
tired himself out, and got rheumatism dreadfully.
He thinks some ofthe neighbors have killed him.”

Lucy turned a little palé, and said she had avery
bad coid and must go ia

Sadie would have been surprised had she looked
out a few minutes later, for she would have seen
Lucy running toward the provisién store.

“ Anything wrong, Miss Lucy?” said the red-
cheeked boy who drovc the wagoén.

“ 1 will give

She went in timidly, and when she stood cidse
by his side, she whispered, “ How much do you
ask for roosters? ”

“ A lien would n't do?” he asked, laughing.

“ No,” she said, with a sigh, as she compared in
her mind the proud strut of Mordecai’s cockerel
with the walk of any hen she had ever mct. “ No,
I want a rooster.”

“What 's it for? ” he said, confidcntially.

“ For Thanksgiving.”

“ 1 just took two fine gobblors up.”

‘It 's for— for somebody else’s Thanksgiving.”

“ Oho! Why not get a small turkey ? Just the
thing.”

W hy had she not thought of it before ! Perhaps
that would help Mordecai to forgive them. (She
had begun to blame herself with Bob, for had she
not prepared the fatal ginger ?)

The red-cheeked boy hcld up a plump little
turkey.

“ Is that a dollar?” she asked.

“ That ’s heavier than 1 thought,” he said, after
he had thrown it into the scales. “ That will cost,
all told,— let me see,— one dollar thirty-eight.”

She began feeling about her neck, as if she kept
her money conccaled somewhere about her jugular
veins, and the tears carne to her eyes.

The rcd-cheeked boy became again confidential.
“ Come, now,” he said, in a low tone, “ how much
do we want to pay ? What is just the little sum
we were thinking of, when we carne in?”

‘1 have only one dollar,” answered Lucy, with
her hand still guarding a jugular.

“ A dollar is quite enough to pay for a small,
nice, plump little turkey, if the right person comes
for it.”

Lucy hoped she was the right person. “1f you
please,” she said, as he showed her anodlter tur-
key, the smailest one she had ever seen, “ are you
sure it ’'s a turkey ? 1 don’t want a rooster, now.”

“ My word for it, Miss Lucy, yesterday after-
noon that fowl said * Gobble.” Shall I send it to
your hoiisc ?”

“ If you would do him up so he would look like
a dress, | would be very much obligcd to you.”

While he was gone, she again put her hand to
her neck and took off a small gold chain; attached
to this was a gold dollar. She had worn itsince she
was a baby ; her fingers seemed unwilling to take
itoff. Her little head said, “ Take it off!” and
her little heart said, “ Oh, no 1”

When the boy carne back with the turkey, look-
ing as much like a dress as a provisién man could
make it, the small coin still remained firmly at-
tached to the chain.

“ If you please, will you undo this ?” said Lucy.

He looked at it a moment, without taking it in
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his hands, and said, “ Why don’t you charge ic,
Miss Lucy?”

“ Oh, no, no,” she said, hastily; “ Papa is not to
pay for this. | must pay for it myself.”

‘1 understand; you don’t want your good works
talked about either, Miss Lucy.

to take this.”
“ Come, come,”

But I don’t want

said his employer from tlic
other side of the store ; “ fly around there ! ”

The boy hurriedly unfastencd the douar, and
said: “ You may have it back any time, Miss
Lucy.”

She took the turkcy in hcr arms and went out.
W hen she had walked a few steps she stopped sud-
denly and turned and went back. The boy was
iust getting into the wagén. She pulled his coat,
and, as he turned, said timidly: “ You are so kmd,
will you tell me how to spcll ‘Mordecai?
Mortify, but Mordecai.”

‘It ’s ajoke,” he said, grinning.

“ Oh, no!” gi-oaned poor Lucy.

‘* Mordecai,” he said, pausing, with one foot on
thewheel: “ M-0-r— Mor— d-y— Mordy — k-i—
Mordyki.”

She thanked him and hurried home.

When Bob carne in, she pulled him into a cérner
and whispered: “ | have bought a little turkey, the
littlest one you ever saw, but a sure turkey, for
Mordecai! Run out, before you take off your
coat, for it’s in the stable, in the oat-box; and will
you take it to Mordecai’s house ? Go quick, before
it gets dark.”

He turned toward hcr with an angry gesture.

“ Oh, Bob ! Sadie can’t have any Thanksgiving,
because we Kkilled the rooster, and
would be so sorry.”

He made no reply, but ran with great liaste tu
the stable. He soon found the bundle and brought
it to the little window, when he saw thcre was a
little lettcr, pinned with several pins, on the ouU
side  The afternoon light was fast fading, and it
was with some difficultyhc read the note, of which
this is a copy :

Not

I knew you

"DEAR MISTER MORDVKI BOB AND ME KILED

YOUR RUSTER PLEAS TAKE THIS LUCY.”

“ The good, generous little thing!” muttered
Bob, gazing solemnly at the brown bundle, which
was supposed to resemble dry goods. “ | wondei
where in time she got the money! And to say
she killed it, or had anything to do with killing it!
Oh, | hope she wont grow up and be one of those
good kind of folks that never have any fun and
give all their money away.

Where in the worid
-fii/she get the money?”

He folded the note carc-

fully and put it in his pocket. “ i never felt
meaner,” he thought, as he seized the turkey, with
no gentle hand, and ran to Mordecai’s house.

The old man sat at the front window, and Bob
thought he looked a little sour as the gate opened;
but he carne to the door as fast as he could hobble,
for fear Mi-s. Mordecai might get thcre first. Bob
hcld out the turkey and said: “ 1 shot your rooster,
sir- My little sister thought you were saving lum
for Thanksgiving, and she sent you this turkey.”

“ So sotz killed my cockerel, did ye?” said the
old man; “ a mighty fine cockerel he was!” He
punched with his thumb the turkey that he could
not see, as if he wondered if it could possibly be
as fine as the cockerel. n

“ 1 had no idea | should hit him,” said Bob. 1
am a most awful shot, sir. Would you rather
have a Uve rooster?”

“ N-no,” said old Mordecai. “ Though my wife
misses his crowing inthe m orning— oversleptevery
morning since he went.” s -

“W e should have killed him for Thanksgiviirg,
said Mrs. Mordecai, a tircd-looking little woman,
who looked as ifshe could oversleep, m spite of all
the warnings that might be sounded. “ A turkey,
Father, is better than a cockerel; and so we have
lost nothing.”

“You don’t like to fecl that yer neighbors is
standin’ round armed, ready to destroy yer prop-
erty,— do you, eh?”

“No, but I like to know that, if they do happen
to destroy it, they stand ready to pay more than
it’'sworth.” s .

‘“*Yer allays did like young folks,” said Mordecai,
dryly, and liobbled back to the front window.

“You are a good boy,” said his wife. “ Don't
mind him ; he ’ll speak better of you behind your
back.” , , o

“’T was Lucy sentit; 1only killed the cockerel,
said Bob, turning away.

“ 1 ha\-e carried the turkey down, he said to
Lucy on his letuin. “ Now, tell mo where you got
the money.” n

“ 1 had to take my gold dollar.”
keep the tears from filling her eyes.

“ Whew !'” he said, “ the one on your cham ?

She nodded.

< Rom with it on, were n’t you ?”’

‘1 don’t 'member when | got it,” said she, a
little more cheerfully. “ Don’t go out again, Bob,”
as he started sudclcnly toward the door, and she
saw him run across the garden with his skate-bag
under his arm.

Haug t-he old roostert” he said, as he passed
the little house and saw old Mordecai sittmg at
the window. “ It’s going to cost me a pretty sum.
I wont do it!— It’s good enough for her, to go

Lucy could not



spend that dollar — Just likea girl — I hnpe he wont
take them. Hang Mordecai! ” Still he walked
on rapidly until he carne to Johnny Bang’s house.
“Hopehe’s gone away,” he said, as he pulled the
bell, which was answered by young John himself,
whose eyes brightened as he saw the skate-bag;
but he waitcd for Bob to speak.

“You said last night you would give me two
and a half; say three and they 'rc yours,” said Bob.

“ Do you suppose | made a half a dollar in my
sleep ?’’ said Johnny, with a griii.

“ Can you give me three ?”

“No, I can’t.”

“Jerrywill; 1 carne to you first, bccause you
made the firstoffcr. | must liave three or nothing.”

“You come inand sit down, and I ’ll see if | can
work Motlter up to it.”

Johnny’s mother provedapevsoneasily “ worked
up,” for in a fcw minutes he returned with three
=trisp bilis in his hand.

‘1 told her they cost five dollars, and you had
had them only two w'eeks ; was that straight?”

“ Yes,” said Bob, “ that’s straight.”

“ She asked me if you had a right to sell them

N Wesafdf
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without asking your father, and 1 told her you
bought them yoursclf with your own money that
you had savcd ; was that straight?”

“ Yes,” said Bob, his mouth twitching a little,
“ that’s straight.”

He took the skatcs from the bag and handed
them to his friend.

“Wont throw in the bag? ” said Johnny.

“ Olt, 1’lIl throw |1l the whole family,” said Bob,
sarcastically, as he Icfi tlie house.

The first cali he made was pn the rcd-cheeked bo\’
at the provisiéon store; then'he went to che city.

Aftersiipper, when little Lucy wassitting with her
father, talking about Thanksgiving, he carne in,
looking rathcr tired, and gave her a tiny box. She
opcned it and found first anote, which said lo her:

“ Dbaji Ldcy: You did the squatc thing by me and | wont

forget i Hang th«e

on your c)»ain in remembrance of Oifd
Mordccar** rnost™r

And under some pink cotton lay her own little
dollar, and beside it a small gold cockerci. as
proud-looking as Oid Mordecai’s before Bob’s un-
ivicky shot.
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THE QUEEN'S GIFT,

15 Rose Harxwick Thorpe.



NEATH the trees of Whitchall.
Within their shadow brown,

From out the roval palacc

She saw the children standing,
Together, side by side,

And, gazing down with pity,
She asked them «hy they cried

‘For Mother’s sick, dcar Lady,
She cries 'most all the day;
We hear her tciling Jesiis,
When she thinks we ’'re at play.



HE tells Him all about it,
How when King James was King
Wc were so rich and happy
And had ’'most everything.

We had our own dear father,
At home beside the Thames,

But Father went to battle
Because he loved King James.

And then things were so different-
I can not tell yon how.

We have n’t any father,
Nor any nice things now.

So then we carne together,
Right through the meadow green,
And prayed for God to help us.
And take Us to the Quccn;



ND if we had to leave it,
I 'm sure Mamma would die,
For there ’s no place to go to,—
No place hut in the sky.”

Her simple story finished,

She gazed up in surprisc,
To scc the lovely lady

W ith tear-drops in her eyes.



ND when the English robins
Had sought each downy nest,
And when the bright-eyed daisies,
Dew-damp, had gone to rest,

A carriage, such as never
Had passed that way before,

Set down two little children
Beside tlie widow’s door.

HEY brought the weeping motlrer
A package from tlie Queen.
Her Toyal scal was on it,
And, folded in betwcen.

A slip of paper, saying:
“ The daughtcr of King James
Gives to thesc little children

Their home beside the Thames.’
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A HAPPY THOUGHT.

By Katharine R. McDowei.l.

“What a looking room!” exclaimed Olive
Kendall, as she carne in from school and added to
the confusién of the sitting-room by throwing licr
satchel on the lounge. “Whydoes n’t somebody
fix it up?” But no one answered. Only LelLla
and Nora were there to anssver, and both their
heads were bent over a geographical puzzle.

Olive threw herselfinto an easy-chair and looked
out of the large bay-window. It was pleasanter to
turn her head that way than to look around the
disordered room. She only wished she could turn
her thoughts away from the room as easily, but she
could not so long as that voice kept saying:

“You know that Bridget is out with the twins,
and that Kate is busy getting dinncr, and that
there is no one but yourself to put the room in
order— you and your little sisters. Why not go to
work and have a surprise for Mamma when she
comes in?”

“ Leila and Nora, we really ought to fix up the
room,” said Olive, with a half-yawn. “ The twins
have scattered their things. Wont you lielp ?”

“in a minute,” answered Nora. “ We only
want a little crooked piecc to go right in thei-e,”

“ Yes,” responded Leila, “,it’s Finland. 1 rc-
member the very piece— colored yellow, and with a
bit of sea-coast,” as she turned to look for it.

“ Are n't you coming?” asked Olive, as she
listlessly folded an afghan. Again the answer was :

“ Just as soon as we find Finland.”

Olive looked about the room in a hopeless, help-
less sort of way. “ With Leila and Nora both in
Finland,” she thought, “ ! may as well give up cx-
pecting their help. Ifitwere onlya game ”

She stoud a moment in thought. Her face sud-
denly brightened. She went to Mamma’s desk and
cut six slips of paper, then wrote a word on each.

“ Are you getting some strips ready for Conse-
quenccs? ” asked Leila, a new interest in I\cr face,
as she looked up from the pieces of map.

“ No,” replied Olive, at which the search for
Finlaiid was renewed.

“ Are we going to play Anagrams ?” ventured
Nora, to whom Leila had just whispcred something
as she motioned toward Olive.

“ No, but you 've guessed pretty well,” admitted
Olive, “ for it ’'s a game— a new one.”

“ A game ! A new one!” echoed the little sis-
ters, not only losing interest in Finland, but letting
the whole of Europe fall apart.
I’m tired of this map-puzzle.”

“Let’s play it!

“ Yes, Olive, tell us how,” pleaded Leila, “ and
then we ’ll help with the room. We truly will.”

“ 1 don't know that you ’ll like tire game,” said
Olive, “ but | 'm sure that Mamma will.”

“ Then we shal!, of course,” said Nora, very
decidedly. “ Let’s bcgin it now.”

So Olive laid the slips on the table — the wiitten
side downward. Then she said: “ Now we are
to draw in turn, the youngest first. Come, Nora !”

Nora looked at the different pieces of paper, put
her finger on the last, and then suddenly changed
her mind and took the one nearest her.

“ Don’t look at it yet, Nora,” said Olive.

“ Oh, I shall certainly look, if Leila does n’t
hurry,” said Nora, excitedly, shutting her eyes
very tight, but soon opening them to ask: “/Is
there a prizo. Olive ? ” and jumping up and down as
Olive nodded.

Aftcr Leila had settled upon one of the slips, she
and Nora made Olive shut her eyes while thcy
changed all about the papéis that were left, foi
fear that (DUve, having madc them, might choosc
a better one than tliey. At last they all had slips.

“ Now read !” sigiialed Olive.

“ Table,” said Nora, Consulting her paper.

“ Chairs,"” read Leila, from-hcrs.

Carpe!,” announced Olive.

“ Now what?” asked Nora.
on to Leila? ”

“ Do | pass mine
But Olive was on her knees, pick-
ing up a lot of playthings.

“ Mine was carpel," she said, as she hastily put
a handful of toj-s into a little cart belonging to the
twins, “ so | 'm to take everything off the carpet
ihat does n’t belong there. You are to put 1l
order whatcver your paper tclls you, and thc*game
is to do it as well and as quickly as you can.”

Nora flew lo the table. She ran into the hall
with Teddy’s hat, and into the nurscry with
Freddy’swhip. Then shcgot abrush and prcpared
to sweep off the table-cover. To do this she piled
some books on one of the chairs.

“ My paper savs chairs,” cricd Leila, “ and there
aro eight oftheni! jf you put tliose books there,
1’1l never get through.”

“ The other table is yours also, Nora, said
Olive, as she straightened the rug in front of the
fire. “ Look on your paper.”

Sure enough, there was an s that Nora had over-
looked ! So the books found a place on the little
stand while the big table was being brushed, and
were then piled nicely up, and the magazines and



papéis laid together, after which Norastood off and
viewed the effect with such satisfaction as almost to
forget the smaller table.

She was reminded of it, however, by Leila, who
was flourishing a duster about as she went from
one chair to another, fastening a tidy licre and
shaking up a cushion there, until she was ready
to say : “ The whole eight are done.”

“1've finished, too,” said Olive, as she brushed
the hearth and hung the little broom at one side
ofthe open fire-place. “ Now, we all draw again.’?

Nora chose quickly this time, and went right at
her work when she saw the word ‘'‘Mantel,” hardly
hearing Leila say “ Desk," and Olive “ Lounge."

“Well, what do you think of the game ?” asked
Olive, a while after, as, having left tlie room to put
away her school-satchel, she returned and found
Leila and Nora putting the finishing touches to
their tasks, and rejoicing over the finding of Fin-
land in Mamma’s dcsk.

“ Why, we think it a great success — don’t we,
Nora? And we see now why you did n’t know the
flame,” added Leila, laughingly-

“ Here comes Mamma up the walk,” announcecl
Nora from the bay-window,

“ Well, don’t say anything, and see if she notices
the room,” suggested Leila.

Mamma carne to the sitting-room door,
looked in.

and
No wondcr she smiled at the picture.
The room a model of neatness, the winter’s sun
streaming in at the window, the fire cracklmg on
the hearth, and three faces uptuvned for a Kiss.

“ So Bridgct is home,” said Mamma, in a tone
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of relief, as she glanced about the room. *“ | left
her getting rubbers for the twins, and feared she
would n’t return till dinner-time.”

“ She is n't home, Mamma,” said Olive, while
Nora and Leila exchanged happy glances, and
Nora could n't keep from saying (though she said
afterward she tried hard not to tell):

“ We fixcd it, Mamma. It ’s Olive’s game 1”

Then, of course, Mamma liad to hear all about
it, and Papa, too, when lie carne to dinner.
Otherwise he might not have brought up those
slips of red card-board that he did that evening,
Aor have seated himself in the midst of them all,
and said : “ Now, | propose we make a setofcards
in fine style,” as he proceeded to write on each the
word that Olive or Leila or Nora would tell him.

“ And now, what shall we cali the game? ” asked
Papa, with pen ready to put the fiame ontlie other
side of the six bright cards.

“ How would the ‘Game of Usefulness’ do?”
suggested Olive.

“ Or * Daily Duty ’?” put in Leila; “ for we 've
promised to play it every day.”

“ Would n’t ‘Hclping Hands’ sound well?”
asked Mamma. And they probably agreed upon
that, for, when Nora went up to bcd, one of her
plump hands held the new cards, and the flame
that Mamma had proposed was written on each.

“ 1 wonder what the prize was?” she asked
Leila the last thing that night.

“ 1 gucss it must have been Mamma’s smile
when she looked in,” said Leila.

And was not that a prize worth trying for?

LIBRARY.

By C. L. G. Scales.

The boys and girls of the ninetcentli century
probably seldom think of the marvelous changcs
that have been wrought in our modern civiliza-
tion by the invention of printing; but, if some
mischievous fairy should suddenly whisk out of
sight all the books, pamphlets, newspapers, and
magazines in the land, and leave not a trace of a
printed page behind, then doubtless we should
all begin to realize something of what the printing-
prcsshas done for us, and perhaps take to won-
dering how people got on in the days when it was
not known. Books of some sort, however, the
people of that time must have had, for the com-
plaint that “ of making many books there is no
end ” comes echoing down to us even from the far-

off era of King Solomon. But, how could they
have been made, and whatkind of books were they ?
Very unlike our own, as we shall presently see.
The oid authors of Grecce and Rome, over whose
works your big brothers— and sisters, too — are
still poring in high school and college, would
never recognize their own writings in the new
dress the printers have given them ; and, if ushered
into a modern library, they would starc with aston-
ishmcnt at the strange scenes before them. But
a glimpsc of their book-shelves would be no less of
a surprisc to some of us.

It so happens that some of those oid-time
authors have been so kind as to leave their library-
doors ajar behind them, and, by taking the trouble



to clear away from the pathway the rubbish and the
dust of ages, we may enter and siirvey at our leisure
the quaint appointments and the rare treasures
within.

Come with me, then, and let us see what an old
Roman library is like — the library of a man who
never dreamod of a printed pago.

The library itself is a comparatively small room.
Entcring the door, we fivst note the Windows, few
in numbcr, and so high up in the wall that there is
plainly little danger of thcir tempting the student
or reader to gaze abroad ; then the floor of plain,
smooth marble, or laid in mosaics with marbles of

little cells, are the books, many of them classics,
which have been reprinted in our modern text, and
are read and admirecl by the scholars and wisc men
of to-day.

Let US look at this one in a gay, yellow dress,
which bcams out ai us with its one round black eye
like a cheerful little Cyclops, and see what kind of
a book it is. We take up the roll, which is, per-
haps, ten inches in width, and begin to unfold it.
But it seems to have no end, and at last unrolls
before our astonished gaze one continuous shcct of
thick, tough paper, some ten feet in length, the
inner end of which is fastened to the rod with the
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various sorts; the walls covcrecl with arabesques
and traceries from the Grcok mythology, and pre-
senting at intcrvals biists of famous old Grcek and
Roman authors. Next 0111 wondcring glances fall
upon a row of presses or cupboaids, some six feet
in height, langed around tho sides of the room.
Each is filled with shclves divided off into little
compartments or pigeon-holcs, and in these snugly
repose curioiis purple, yellow, and grayish rolls of
diffei‘cnt sizcs, from the centers of which project
slender rods, terminating in polished knobs. From
each of these rods clanglcs a small labe!, covered
with hieroglyphics in light red ink. -

But these queer rolls, so sniigU' repnsing in their

projecting knobs. A second glancc shows us that
the whole of one side is closcly covered with text
writtcn in parallel ciilumns from left to right, up
and down the shcct, the spaces between being de-
fined by light red linos wliich curiously intersect
the whole expanse. The Ictters of the text, out-
lined almost in relief by the thick, black ink with
which they are written, look out at us with an un-
recognizing stare, wholiy ignoring the fact that, in
thcir modern dress, some of us have had a hard
struggle with them in order to maintain our rank
in the Latin class at school. But the words, as we
sec them here on tliis old scroll, seem an unknown
tonguc to us, till the title of the book, written at
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the end next the stafC, as well as at the begmnmg,
explains the mystery. The volume we bold is, it
seems, the Annales oi Q. Ennius, the x‘ Father
Eimius ” mentioned by Horace and other Latin
poets. And, satisfied with this, we replace the
book in its pigeon-hole, and pass on to the more
familiar fames of Horace and Martial, that grect
us on the pcndent labels of two rolls tliat the ¢i-
brarius (one of the slaves whose task is the care
of the lilwavy and the copying of books) has just
brought in and placed in a hitherto vacant niche of
the library. But a short exaraination of these
volumes soon convinces us that, for practica! pur-
poses, our well-thumbed “ Anthon,” “ Harkness,
01- “ Chase and Stewart’s,” are more desirablc,
Fancy, for instance, a luckless school-boy rising to
recite in Horace orVirgil, with one of these cumber-
some rolls to be held up and uncoiled while gazing
wildly up and down this wilderiiess of words, which
at first glance seems to be chiefly composed ofv’s,
owing to the queer practice of the oid Romans in
making their u’s like v's! And a second glance,
moreovcr, shows that we have before us indeed a
pathless wildernessof words, for not a single punc-
tuation-mark (save bcre and there a loncsome-
looking period) holds out its fricndly signal to mark
the boundary lines of the author’s thought.

But now, through the half-open door by wluch
the libmriiis has just entered, we catch a glimpse
of an adjoining room, where his fellow-slaves are
busily at work copying manuscripts and perform-
ing the various other operations connected with
the artof Roman book-making. At our request
the Ubrarins allows us to enter this room, and
accompanies us himself to explain the new and
strange process we are about to witncss. Seatcd
near the door is a slave, who is busily engaged in
gluing together, into one long sheet, strips of
paper, made, we are told, of a reed that grows on
the banks of the Nile and is called papyrus.
W hen this sheet is long enough, he passes it to the
next slz .-e, who stains its back with saffron and then
hands '. to another, receiving from him in return a
simik, sheet, covered, on one side only, with the
same parallel cohimns of closely written text with
which we have already become familiar. This is now
handed to another slave, whose task it is to fasten
it by the end which bears the corona or flonrish —
a mark dcnoting that the transcriber’s and the
reader’s task is done— to a cylindrica! stick of pol-
ished ivory terminating in glistening knobs of the
same material. Glanciiig over his shoulder, we see
another slave with a pile of these cylindrical sticks,
some of ivory, some of woods of various sorts.
These latter he rubs vigorously with pumicc-stone
preparatory to staining them with the piirple,
yellow, and black dycs at his side.

[NOVEMBIIR»

Butlet USsee what further befalls the sheet just
attached to the ivory staff. We find that it has
bcen coiled dcftly around its center-picce, its. ends
have been polished and colored, and it is now ready
for its cover of parclimeiit, which has also madc
the acquaintance ofthe brittle pumice and brilliant
dycs, its margins being adorned with scarlet Unes
which glcam out vividly along the less glowing
purple of its surface. Ccdar-o0il, too, has bccn
rubbed into it to check the depredations of
insects, and now the long sheet is roUed up tight
and tied with the “ red thongs.” The label, with
the Aame of the work and its author, is attached,
and a new volume is ready for the Romén reading-
public. .

With books like these, however, we can well
understand why it is that in evevy Roman librar)
the door faced to the cast, in order to give the
scrolls the benefit of the morning sun, and pre-
vent the formation of mold upon the cherished
volumes.

Realizing after all this the immcnsc labor and
pains involved in the production of such works as
these, tve turn to the obliging Ubrarins and ask
him what pricc they bring In the markct. Judge
of our surprise when he assures us that, thoiigh a
«olume so carefully prepared as the one we have
just seen may scll for somewhat more, yet twenty
cents of Gur inoncy is an ordinary price, and that
many books, by oven so popular an author as Mar-
tial, are sold for a still smaller sum.

Indeed, a new “ book ” that does not happen to
suit the popular tasto, he tells us, often finds its way
directly to the fish-markets and gi-oceries, to be
used b)' the clerks for casting up accounts, or lor
wrapping up goods for delivery to their custoiners.
Greatly aslonishcd at this revclation as to the
abundant supply and slight xXaluc of books m “ ye
olden time,” we continué our questioning, and, bc-
thinking ourselves that they have no newspapers
here, we ask how the literary world bccomes awarc
of the publication of a new work. To this he re-
plics that the book-scllers announce its appearance
on the posts of their sho])-doovs, and that it is also
customai-y for an author to send early copies to his
vich and powerfu! friends and patrons, some of
whom will not fail to give it notoiiety by repeating
passagcs from it at the next dinner-party which
they attend. But one question only suggests an-
other, and we find ourselves quite in danger of
tiii-ning into animated interrogation-points, when,
fortimately, the gathermg shadows wam wus that
i-e must take our departure and journey back to
the raodern world with its myriad book-shelves,
which the printing-press has filled with volumes
so unlikc the raro, quaint trcasures of this oid Ro-
man library.
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ALL THE PLUMS.

(A Thanksgiving Story.)

By Sophie Swett.

IT did seem as if Thanksgiving never would
come.

The November page of the Farmers Almanac
that hung under the clock bore innumerable prints
of small thumbs that had laboriously traveled
across it, counting the number of days that must
be lived through before that happy day arnved
which, according to the Governot’s proclaraation,
was to be “ a day of thanksgiving and praise.”

Little Darius and Lucy Ann thought praise
meant plum-pudding, and even Jonah, who was
getting to be an oid boy, and could do problcms
in cube root, owned that it was not very long ago
that he thought so too.

There was a continual weighing and measurmg
of goodies, and odors of spice and sweetness
floated out of the great kitchen all over the house.
The children seeded raisins, and sliced citréon, and
cracked walnuts, and chopped apples for the
minee-pies, but Lucy Ann and little Darius were
getting discouragecl, for it seemed eveiy day as
if the next must be Thanksgiving, and yet when
they awoke in the morning it was n’t.

Thiswasnotgoing tobe only an ordinary Thanks-
giving day, with almost everything nice that could
be thought of for dinner, and a great many aunts
and Uneles and cousins, all grown up, and all
wanting to sit down and talk (instead of having
a good time), for visitors. This year, their little
City cousin, whom they had never seen, was coming
to spend Thanksgiving with them.

Her fiame was Mabel Hortense, and the children
were very proud of having a cousin who lived in
the city and was namcd Mabel Hortense. At
Darasonfield Four Corncrs, where they lived, all
the little girls were named Mary Jane or Sarab
Ann or Lucy Maria, or, at the best, Hattie and
Carrie ; they had scarccly even heard of so fine a
fiame as Mabel Hortense. But a little girl who
lived in a great city, where there was scarcely
a bit of anything so common as grass, and the
“ great big liouses were all hitchcd on to each
other,” as Roxy Jane, the hired girl, said, and
hand-organs and monkeys were as thick as huckk-
berries in August, and there was a candy store at
every corner, could not be cxpected to have a
common flame.

They had a photograph of Mabel Hortense,
with licr hair banged and a doli almost as large
as a real live baby in her arms. She had a ncck-

lace around her neck and bracelets on her arms
and ear-rings in her ears. Becky borrowed Hannah
Olive Judson’s bluc-glass beads to wear during
Mabel Hortense’s visit, and made Lucy Ann a neck-
lace of red alder-berries, and then, as they all had
on their Sunday clothcs, she felt ready for Mabel
Hortcnse’s arrival.

It was the very night before Thanksgiving Day,
and all the aunts and Uneles and cousins had
arrived, except Mabel Hortense and her mother,
and Peter Trott, the hired man, had driven over
to the station to bring them.

Even little Darius, who had begun to think that
Thanksgiving Day had been postponed until next
year, was now convinced that it was coming to-
morrow. There was a blazing log-fire in the great
fireplace in the sitting-room, and Priscilla sat on
the rug in front of it, herself and her three kittens
in that condition of holiday freshncss which be-
comes New England cats on the eve of Thanks-
giving Day. The canary birds were singing so
loud that they had to be muffled in Grandpa’s
bandana handkerchief, that the aunts and Uneles
and cousins might hear each other relate all the
happenings of the past year.

Little Darius was continually running to the
door, with his cage of white mice under one arm
and his tarae squirrel under the other, so that he
might show them to Mabel Hortense the very first
thing.

“ 1wouldn’t be such a silly,” said Lucy Ann,
who had her black Dinah, with raveled yani for
wool, and two great wlite buttons for eyes, in her
arms, and wanted Mabel Hortense to see her the
very first thing. “ Why in the city, where she
Uves, the mice are all white, and so tarae that they
come out and dance when people play on the
piano. Peter Trott says so. And they keep
squirrels in the stores, all with white aprons and
caps on, to crack nuts for customers. Peter
Trott says so.”

“ They aint so nice as my mice and my squirrel,
anyway, and Grandpa says not to b’lieve Peter
Trott,’cause he tells wicked, wrong storics ! ” cried
little Darius, almost moved to tears at the possi-
biliCy that any mice or any squirrels were more
attractive than his. “ | should n’t think you’d want
to show any city girl your oid Dinah. She was
homely enough before Grandpa sat on her and flat-

tened her all out; she’s orfle now 1”



Lucy Ann might have reseated this, for she was
very fond of Dinah, and thought her a beauty in
spite of the accident that had befallen her,— which
was a very cruel one, for Grandpa weighed over two
hundred pounds,— but just then the carriage drove
up, and a little girl was lifted out by Peter Trott,
and set down inside the door.

There was Mabel Hortense, bangs and doll and
all, just as she looked in the photograph, only that
both she and the doll had on traveling costumes,
so there was not so much jewelry to be seen.

She did not look in the least like a Damsonfield
little girl, fior the doll like a Damsonfield doll.
The doll wore a suit trimmed with fur, just like
her mamma’s, and it fitted her just as nicely.
(Becky could only make a doll’'s dress like a
sacque, with slits for the arms, and Aunt Eunice
did n’t think it was worth the while to make dolls’
dresses at all.) And she had on the daintiest gloves
and boots imaginable, without a wrinkle in them.
Gloves and boots were entirely unknown in doll
society in Damsonfield.

For one moment Lucy Ann felt ashamed of
Dinah, but she gave her an extra hug the next
momecnt to make up for it.

Becky was glad that she had on Hannah Olive
Judson’s blue beads, and that Lucy Ann had on
brand-new shoes, for Lucy Ann’s toes were almost
always threatening to stick out through her shoes,
and she did hope that Solomon would n’t tell that
the beads were bon-owed; that would be just like
Solomon, and she wished she had thought to warn
him about it when Aunt Eunice was cautioning
him not to tell that they had borrowed the sugar-
tongs of Aunt Jemima, and that they did n’t always
have two kincls of preserves for supper.

The first thing that Mabcl
notice was Dinah.

“ Oh, what a perfectly beautiful doll!” she ex-

Hortense seemed to

claimed. “ She is truly colored, isn’t she?”
“ She was born so,” said Liicy Ann, proudly
displaying the raveled-yarn wool, which was

Dinah’s strong point in the way of looks.

“ 1 don’t think 1 ever saw a colored doll before !
You will give hcr to me, wont you ?”

Lucy Ann was very much surprised, and did n’t
know what to say. Becky gave hcr a little poke
with hcr elbow. Aunt Eunice had said they must
do everything that thcir city cousin asked them to
do, and Becky thought Lucy Ann ought to give
Dinah to her; but Dinah wasn’t Becky's, and she
did n’t know how it felt to part with her.

“To keep?” said Lucy Ann, falteringly,
Becky had given her a second poke.

“ Oh, of course ! 1 shall cany hcr home,” said
Mabel Hortense.

“ Will you give me yours for her?” said Lucy.

after

“ Oh, no; I want them both !” said Mabel Hor-
tense, decidedly.

And taking Dinah out of Lucy Ann’s arms— by
her wool— she thrust hcr under one arm and hcr
own doll under the other, and followed hcr mother
into the sitting-ioom. Lucy Ann’s tears began
to flow, but Becky whispered:

“ | suppose that ’s the way city people do.
must n'tcry.”

Mabel Hortense seated herself on a stool before
the fire, and immediately picked up the three
kittens, dropping a doll on each side ofher.

“ 1 like kittens. | shall take these home with
me,” she said.

Lucy Ann received a warning look from Becky,
but she felt that, when it carne to carrying off kit-
tens, the ways of city people could not be endured,
and she said, firmly; “ The Maltese one, with the
very peaked tail, is Becky’s, and the black one with
a spot on his nose is Solomon’s, and the little, white,
fuztiest one is mine, and Priscilla herself belongs
to Jonah.”

Little Darius at this moment thrust his cage of
white mice and his squirrel before Mabel Hortense’s
eyes, and she dropped the Kittens.

“ Oh, what funny little things! And the squirrel,
with his tail the most of him, is too sweet! | shall
carry them all home with me.”

Even Becky began to doubt whether she should
like city ways. Lucy Ann’s eyes and mouth grcw
into round O’s with astonishment, and little Darius
set up such a howl that Aunt Eunice forthwith
shut him up in the china-closet.

“ 1 am afraid these children are not very
obliging,” remarkcd Mabel’s mother. “ Mabel
Hortense has always been accustomed to have
everything she wants.”

Lucy Ann drew Becky into the hall, and shut
the door. “ W c mustn’tlet her see the play-house,
fior my tea-set, fior Solomon’s soldiers, fior little
Darius’s elephant, fior anything. | think we ’'d
better carry them all up to the attic closet and lock
the door! ” she exclaimed.

Becky thought so, too, and they hurriedly col-
lected all their playthings, and hustled them into
the attic closet, and locked the door securcly.
Becky cven took off Hannah Olive Judson’s blue
beads and left them there. It would be so dread-
ful if Mabel Hortense should decide to carry those
home with hcr!

But Becky’s conscience troubled her a little as
she went back to the sitting-room, for Aunt Eunice
had said they must be hospitable, and do every-
thing they could to make Mabel Hortense have a
good time. Becky resolved that she would not re-
fuse to do anything that Mabel Hortense wanted
her to do.

You



As she reéntered the sitting-room, Solomon was
entertainlng Mabel Hortense.

“ 1 have my oid clothes on, because | 'm a boy
and don’t care, but you ought to see how the otliers
have been fixing up, all in their Sunday things,
and Becky borrowed Hannah Olive Judson’s beads.
Say, are the sidewalks all made of gingerbiead in
the City? Peter Trott says so.”

“ No,” said Mabel Hortense, slowly and reflect-
ively. “ They are made of pound-cakes.”

“ True asyou live?” said Solomon. *“ Ithought
it was only one of Peter Trott’s yarns. And are
the houses made of molasses candy ?

“ Oh, no, only some of the poor people’s houses;
ours is made of ice-cream."”

“ 1 should think
Solomon.

“ It does n’t, but sometimes we eat it up, and
build ourselves another,” said Mabel Hortense.

Becky looked at her. It was a feeble imitation
of the way in which Aunt Eunice looked at Lucy
Ann and her when thcy misbehaved in church.

“ 1 am afraid you tell very wrong stories,” she
said, severely. “ People could n’t possibly live in
houses made of ice-cream.”

Mabel Hortense blushed very red, and cast down
her eyes.

it would melt!” exclaimed

But then she answered, snappisluy :

“ Well, who ever s’posed he would believe it!
Such a bigboy! 1 never saw one so silly!”

It was not the first time that Solomon had been
told he was silly, but coming from a girl who lived
in the city it was especiaUy cutting.

Solomon made a resolve then and there that he
would “ get even ” with Mabel Hortense.

“ Do you like Thanksgiving Day ?” asked
Becky, politely. She was afraid she had spoken
rather severely to Mabel Hortense, and was trying
to make amends for it.

“ Not so very much,” said Mabel Hortense.
“ 1 like to see the stained glass in church make
the people’s noses look red and yellow, and then
there ’s the dinner, but that ’s disappointing, be-
cause one can’t have all the plums.”

Becky and Solomon and Lucy Ann looked as-
tonished and inquiring.

“In the pudding, you know. | don’t care
anything about the dinner, except the pudding,
and | don’t care anything about the pudding, except
the plums. Mamma gives me hers, and Grandpa
gives me his, but other people are so selfish. They
eat their own plums. Could n't you manage, to-
morrow, so that 1 could have all the plums?”

Solomon and Lucy Ann looked at each other in

silent astonishment. Lucy Ann was very fond of

plums, but it never had occurred to her that she
could, by any possibility,

have more than her
share.

Solomon was particularly fond of plums,

and had been known to imitate on the sly the
example of little Jacky Horner, but he had never
wanted to eat all the plums out of a Thanksgiving
plum-pudding. Mabel Hortense seemed to bim
Mmost as wonderful as the hen that Mother Goosc
was acquainted with, that
“ Ate a cow and ate a calf.
Ato a butcher and a half,

Ate a church and ate a steeple.
Ace the ptiest and all the people!”

“ 1 will ask Aunt Eunice to give you a very
plummy piecc, but | don’t see how you could have
all the plums,” said Becky, seriously.

Solomon was thinking. An idea had suddenly
popped into his mind that here was a chance for
miscbief. Solomon loved mischief. And there
mightbe also a chance to “ pay up” Mabel Hor-
tense, who had laughed at him and caikd him silly.

“ Oh, I think we could manage it,” said he.
“ Roxy Jane always bakes the pudding the day
before Thanksgiving, because on Thanksgiving Day
the oven is filled with the turkey and chickens
and things, and then she warms it up or serves it
with a hot sauce. The pudding
| 've seen it.”

“Well, what if it is? ” asked Becky.

“ We might slip into the pantry when nobody
was looking, and carr>' it off and hide it some-
where,— out in the barn, on the hay-mow, would
be a good place,-and to-morrow we could eat it
and have all the plums!” .

“Why, of course! That is just aseasy!
you 're a very nice boy to think of it. 1°U never
cali you silly again. Of course, you 'll give me all
the plums,” said Mabel Hortense.

“ It would be very wrong! What would Aunt
Eunice say? Why, Solomon, when last Sunday
was your birthday, and you said you were surely
going to be good a week 1”

“ 1 did n’t know then that | was going to have
company from the city,” said Solomon. “ And it
is n’t any harm, anyway. There’ll be plenty for
dinner, without the pudding— maybc 'twould make
some of them sick to eat it; and Aunt Eunice will
never find out what became of it.”

“1 don’t think it’s nice of you to say it would
be wrong, when 1’'m your company. People ought
to do everything that company wants.”

“ Aunt Eunice said we must do everything that
Mabel Hortense wants us to,”

is in the pantry
this very minute;

And

urged Solomon.

“Yes, so she did,” said Becky, rather faintly,
“but ” .

“ It doesn’t make any differcnce whethcr you lielp
or not, we’rc going to do it,” said Solomon. “ And
now, too, for they ’rc all talking and wont notice
where we go, and Roxy Jane is setting the table,
and can’t see us go to the pantry.”



Lucy Ann sklpped along with Solomon and
Mabel Hortense, not minding in the least that
Becky looked reprovingly at her.

After .1 little hesitation, Becky arése and followed
them. She might as well see what they were going
to do, she thought.

There was the Thanksgiving plum-pudding, in
a great, yellow earthcn baking-dish, on the pantry
shelf, rich and toothsome and sweet-smelling.

“ 1 was going to take the pudding-bag to put it
in, but it is n’t big enough for such a whacker of
a pudding, and the clothes-pin bag is n’t clean
enough. Becky, you go to the clothes-press
and get a clcaii pillow-case! We can slip it into
the wash-tub Monday morning, and nobody will
notice.”

Becky went. Since they were going to do it,
anyway, she might as well join them, she said to
herself. Perhaps itwas n’t politc to rcfusc company.
And it was going to be great fun!

Solomon slipped a knife around the edge of the
pudding, to sepéarate it from the dish, as he had
seen Roxy Jane do, and put it into the pillow-
case. Then they all stole softly out through the
long wood-shed to the bam, Solomon, with the
pudding slung over his shoulder, leading the way.

Solomon looked cautiously around, to be sure
that Peter Trott was not in the barn. Peter was
not a tcll-tale, but he had a sweet tooth, and it was
just as well to be on the safe side.

There was not a sound to be heard as they
entered the barn, and both Solomon and Becky soon
forgot everything except that they were having
great fun.

They depositad the pudding in its pillow-case
bag in a bed of hay, covering it carefully so that
scarcely a glimpse of the white cloth was to be
seen. It was hardly done whcn Roxy Jane rang
the supper-bell vigorously.

“ Now we slieill all have to go to church in
the morning,” said Solomon, as they hurried into
the housc, “ but the very first thing after we come
home we 'U go up on to the hay-mow and eat the
pudding.”

One who was watching Solomon closely might
have seen a twinkle in his eye, when he said that,
which meant mischief deeper than any of his com-
panions in the pudding enterprise suspected.

For it would n’t be paying up Mabel Hortense
to let her eat all the plums. Oh, no, indeed !

At five o’clock the next morning, Solomon arése
from his bed softly, that he might not awake
Jonah, who was sleeping beside him, dressed him-
selfin great haste, and stolc down-stairs. He had
meant to be up at four o’clock, but, unfortunately,
had failed to awake. Itwas quite important for the
accomplishment of his purpose that he should get

to the barn before Peter Trott did, and Peter Trott
was a very early bird.

The large lantern which Peter used was not
hanging in its accustomed place, but that was not
a sure sign that Peter had gone to the barn, be-
cause he was not very orderly and might have left
it somewhere else.

Solomon lighted the small lantern, and tiptocd
softly, listening intently, all the way through the
wood-shed, which had never seemed so long fior so
dark. There was no sign of Peter Trott’s lantern,
and Solomon carne to the conclusiéon that Peter’s
alarm-clock had not yet gone off.

An industrious hen, who had been laying an egg
at this unscasonable hour, flew off her ncst with
loud cackling, and startled Solomon so that he
almost dropped his lantern into the hay. Perhaps
she meant to lay more than one egg that day,
because it was Thanksgiving Day, but Solomon
thought she might have waited until daylight.

Her nest seemed to be very near the place where
they had hidden the pudding. Solomon hoped
that she had n’t been having a pcck at the plums.
He meant to have all those plums for his own
privare refreshment. He would never have thought
of it if Mabel Hortense had not suggested it, and
he did not want to eat them all at once, but he
thought it would be a very good plan to hide the
pudding where nobody but himself could find it,
and have a private nibble whenever he liked.

But the best of it was that he should be more
than even with Mabel Hortense. Instead of having
all the plums, she would n’t have an;- of them.
And would n’t the girls all be surprised whcn they
carne, afterchurch, to the place where the pudding
liad been hidden and found it gone ? And should
n’t he have to pretend to be surprised? Solomon
chuckled to himself, thinking of it.

By this time he had come to the place where he
had put the pudding. He put his hand down to
puli up the bag, liut, lo and liehold! there was only
a deep hole where the pudding had lain.

The pudding had vanished, bag and all!

Solomon’s first thought was that it must be
magic— some fairy had spirited it away, to punish
him for his misdeeds. But whcn his knees had
stopped shaking, he thought of Peter Trott.

Peter wore soft shoes, and was always near when
one did not suspect it, and he was very fond of
goodies. He might like all the plums as well as
Mabel Hortense. Just at that moment he heard
the noisc of the hay-cutter at the farther end of the
barn, and a ray of light from Peter Trott’s lantern
was cast upon the barn-floor.

‘ Peter, Peter, what have you done with the
plum-pudding?” cried Solomon, angrily.

“ Sakes alive ! Is that you up on the hay-mow?



Do you want to scare a fellow to death ?” said
Peter, in a shaking voice. “ What are you doin’
up there at this time in the morning ?”

“1’m notso early but what you 've been before
me, and carried off my plum-pudding, or else eaten
it up !” said Solomon, almost in tears.

“ Plum-puddin’! Plum-puddin’ I You aint
dreamin’ or walkin’ in your sleep, are you? It’s
Thanksgivin’ Day, sure enough, and it’s likely

there 'll be a plum-puddin’ along about dinner
time, good and spicy, and chock full of plums, but
it ’s too early in the morning to talk about it now.
I’'m a master hand for plum-puddin’, myself, but
I should n’t consider it wholesome before break-
fast!”

“ 1 hid the plum-pudding, in a pillow-case, up
on this hay-mow, and it’s gone 1” said Solomon,
“ and nobody has been here but you.”

“ Hid a plum-puddin’ up in the hay? That’s
cur’us ! ” exclaimed Peter Trott, in a tone of great
astonishment. “ And it’s gone?— that’s cur’user
still! Biit, now 1 think of it, that yaller-speckled
hen was makin’ a great fuss up there, and she’s
a master hand for victuals, that hen is, and she’s
got a terrible big swallow. Why, | see her swallow
a pumpkin the other day and make no more of
it than she would ofa pea!”

“ 1 sha’ n’t believe any more of your stories,
Peter Trott 1” cried Solomon. “ 1 got called silly
by doing it, and Grandpa says not to.”

Peter looked very sad.

“ Well, I s’pose | have got kind of an unfort’nit
habit of stretchin’ the truth a little. It kind of
seems to come nateral. But | 'm a-breakin’ my-
selfof it fast. Now | come to think ofit, it wa’'n’t
a pumpkin but a squash, and not more 'n a middlin’
sized one, that | see that hen sivallow. And it a'nt
likely that she swallowed the puddin’, on account
of the bag; that would have stuck in her throat,
certain sure.”

“ You have done something with that pudding,”
insisted Solomon, hotly.

“ Well, now, | did toss some hay off that mow
into Dandy Jim’s stall. You don't s’pose the
puddin’ could have caught on the pitchfork, do
you ? Dandy Jim would n’t have eaten the bag,
anyhow, bein’ dretful pcrtikler about his victuals,
so it ’s easy enough to find out.”

And Peter Trott, in a very cager and interested
manner, went into Dandy Jim’s stall, and searched
about. Solomon followed him, with his lantern,
and looked carefully all over the stall. But no
traces of either pudding or bag were to be found,
and Dandy Jim, after the closest inspection, did
not seem to be suffering from indigestion, as Sol-
omon thought he certainly wéuld be if he had
eaten the pudding-bag.

Peter Trott certainly looked very innoccnt, but
Solomon had by no means lost his suspicions that
he knew more about the disappearance of the pud-
ding than he chose to tell. But to show anger
toward him would never bring Peter to confcssion.
So Solomon began to plead with him:

“ Peter, please don’t tease me. P-l-eas-e tell me
all about it.”

Peter thrustboth hands into histrousers pockets,
and looked very benevolent.

“ Well, now, | have been jokiii’ a little, that’s a
fact, but I don’t want to hurt your feelin’s. But as
for that puddin’, all 1 can say is that | saw a tramp
eatin’ somethin’ out in the barn-yard last night,
an’ it may ’'a’ been that puddin’. 1 can’t say
certain that it was the puddin’, but he was a-eatin'
ez if he enjoyed it mighty well. He was sittin’
kind of doubled up in that bushel-basket, with his
legs kind of danglin’, and he had a cloth tucked
under his chin for a napkin. Of course, | did n’t
know how he come by it. | did n’t once think
that it might be our Thanksgivin’ puddin’- 1 did
think about orderin’ him off, but he had such a
queer look in his eye that | felt like givin’ him a
wide bcrth, and 1 lIct him alone. Judgin’ from
what you tell me, | 'ra afraid your puddin’ ’s gone
for good. But | can’t say for certain.”

Solomon felt satisfied that Peter was telling the
truth, now. Tramps were plenty in the neigliboi-
hood, and, only the day before, he himself had
seen just such an one as Peter described, resting
under a lIree. And Peter was always careless
about the barn door._

Now that the pudding was gone, Solomon began
to think anxiously of the probability of being foimd
out. While there was a gi'cat deal of fun to be ex-
pccted with the pudding, that probability had kept
in the backgi-ound of his mind, but now it loomed
out fearfully. Aunt Eunice would be sure to make
a strict investigation as soon as she knés. that the
pudding was gone, and Aunt Eunice could always
find out things. Sometimes her finding out seemed
really marvelous, ahd she said that a little bird told
her. Jonah said she was only joking, and Becky
did n’t really believe it, but Solomon was inclincd
to think it was truc. Solomon thought, noiv that
he carne to consider the matter, that anybody
who had stolen the Thanksgiving plum-pudding
wouldn’t be*“ let off very easy.” He delibcrated
whether he should throw the blame upon Mabel
Hortense or not. It seemed rather mean to tell
of a girl, but, “ anyway, he should n’t have thought
of it, if it had n’t been for her.”

The Thanksgiving sermén had always seemed
endless to Solomon, but on this day it was actually
too short; anything was better than having dinncr-
timc come.



As soon as they roachcd home, Mabel Hortense
and Lucy Ann carne to him and whispered:

“ Now we will go to the barn and have the pud-
ding, wont we ?”

Bccky stood in the background, looking palé
and sad. The truth was, Becky’s consciencc had
been making her very unhappy.

“ The pudding s gone,” said Solomon, gloomily.

“Gonel Where?” exclaimed Mabel Hortense,
Becky, and Lucy Ann, in a brcath.

“ Eatcn up !” said Solomon,

“ W hat! plums and all?” exclaimed Mabel
Hortense, the corners of her mouth beginning
to droop. “Who did such a cruel, wicked thing ?”

“ A tramp. He ate the pudding— plums and all.”

“ Oh, what a greedy thing, to cat all the plums!
| wanted them myself,” said Mabel Hortense.

“ W e have n’'t had a bit of fun. And what will
Aunt Eunice say?” said Becky.

“ Girls are always getting a fellow into trouble!”
said Solomon, savagel)-.

The children showed a suvprising !ack of cager-
ness in obeying the summons to dinner, all except
little Darius, who did not fccl giiilty, and still ex-
pccted plum-pudding.

Solomon had a very small appetite for turkey,
and Becky could scarcely forcé down a mouthful.

Solomon felt, when thcy were waiting for des-
sert to be brought in, that it was one of tlio most
awful moments of his life, and Becky ivatched the
door with a frightened and fascinated gaze.

But what did their eyes behold I Roxy Jane,
with beaming face, bcaring aloft a huge plattcr,
on wliich reposad a great, rich-brown, plummy-
looking pudding | It looked exactly like the pud-
ding they had stolen, and Roxy Jane said, in
answer to a complimcnt upon the looks of her
pudding, that “ it got a splendid bake. She never
knew one to slip out of the dish so easily.”

It was placed on Solomon’s end of the table, and
he bent over and examined it criticall)’. A tiny
wisp of liay was clinging to its side. Solomon
picked it off slyly and showed it to Beckj-,

“ Grandpa, don't ever send Peter Trott away,
for he ’s a good fellow!” said Solomon, eagerly.

And all the groivnh people wondered why the
plum-pudding made him think of that.

‘1 want all the plums !” said Mabel Hortense.

But noljody paid any attention to her, and she
had only her share.

‘roxy jane BEAKING ALOPT A CSEAT,
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A YOUNG fellow, about sevcnteen years olcl,— a
mere boy, in fact, with a rather solid-looking but
fresh and pleasant face,— stepped from a irain at
the Tammoset station, one March afternoon, and
looked aljout him with the air of a stranger,

After a briefsurvey of the plasliy village streets,
bordered with gutters half full of snow and slug-

«Copyright, iSBj, by J.

T. Trowbridge.

KOVEMDSR,

gish water, he addressed a flagman who was Corn-
ing along the platform.

“ Can you shoiv me Dempford Street?”

“ First Street to the left,” was the ready answer,
illustrated by a motion of the flag rolled up on its
stick.

‘“Does that take me to tlie river?”

“ Straight to the river— straight to Dempford
bridge.”

“ And Mr. Dushce’s place ?”

“ Oh, Dushee’s1” said the flagman. “ That s a

All rights roserved.



little off the main track. Turn to your right, just
before you get to the bridge, and keep down the
river a few rods, till you see an oid mili.”

“ That ’s just what | want to see,” the boy re-
plied, with a look of satisfaction. “ Much obliged.”

Picking his way along the muddy sidewalks, he
passed beyond the village, and in a few minutes
carne to the brow of a hill, where he paiised.

Below was the river, sweeping, full-banked and
strong, across the foreground of a brown land-
scape, mottled with dingy patches of snow-drifts.
On the left, not very far away, was a large pond
or lake, still ice-bound, except near the mouth, out
of which the dark currcnt flowed. There were
orchards and groves, and pleasant residences here
and there, on the far-winding shores.

“ That must be fine in summer,” he said to
himself, with a smile. “ W e’ll keep a boat and
go a-fishing, and have some jolly sais— if the
chickens 1 ’in counting will only hatch. Wont it
be nice to take Mother out, and row with her along
by those woods, just after sunset?— if she will
only agree to my plans. And Letty, wont she like
it! Butl know it can’t be; it’s all too good to
come true.”

And yet there was a look on his face which said
that it should come truo, if the determined will
and good witof a boy of his size could accomplish
it.

Theriver flowed beneath the bridge at the foot of
the slope, and, making a curve to the right, soon
disappeared under the hill, which terminated there
in a low bluff. On the summit of that was an old-
fashioncd house, and just beyond, through the
bare boughs of a large willow-tree, appeared a
brown roof.

“ That must be the mili,” he exclaimed, starting
to walk toward it.

Descending the bluff, he took a foot-path along
theriver’s brink, amiclst a sccne picturesque enough
even at that season of the year.

On his right was the bluff, or high bank, to the
steep side of which heavy snow-drifts still clung.
On his left, the whirling stream rushcd on toward
a low dam, over which it broke with a sound that
was music to his ears. The mossy turf of the path
he trod was supported by the roots of willow-trees
that overleaned the water, in the largest of which—
an immense pollard, with stout branches— scats
were framed, with a little foot-bridge of plank Icad-
ing to them from the top of the bank.

“What a place for Mother to sit and sew, in
pleasant weather! ” he said tn himself, with ever-
kindling enthusiasm. “ We ’ll put a little railing
along by the plank, and we can help her over
safely. It beats all the bay-windows in the world!
Right over the water, and up ainong the birds!”
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A pair of those early comers, the blue-birds,
were there already, flitting in the boughs, their
bcautiful plumage and richly warblcd notes hinting
of the delights of the season of leaves and flowers
now so near at hand.

But, while taking iii with kcen interest so many
things, the eye of the boy did not neglcct the prin-
cipal object of his visit.

That rose before him, at the end of the path,
ciése by the great willow— a little, oid, brown
two-stoi y building, built partly over the water, at
the end of the dam, and partly against the high
bank.

A door at the end of the path opcned into a shed-
like wing, where his eye was delighted with the
sight of a forge, with its great bellows.

“ This is what the boys will like !” he said, with
a nod and a smile. “ And thcre is ihe water-wheel!
I wonder why it is n’t going. | believe the place
is dcsertcd.”

He pecped through an open door-way, leading
from the shed into the lower story of the mili, and
saw on one side a long work-bench, with lathes, a
circular saw beyond, wheels and boards overhead,
and all sorts of odd litter scattered about the room.

Nothing very attractive, you would have said;
and yet the sight filled the boyish visitor with mild
rapture.

“ Everthing is lovely, so far ! But | must n’t ap-
pear too well pleascd. Thcve 's somebody.”

The roof of the shed formed a walk frora the
upper story of the mili to the top of the bank.
Footstcps were heard on the boards overhead, and
presently a chubby-faced boy appeared beyond, de-
scending a path through the slushy snow.

“1'vecome to look at your mili,” said Boy Num-
ber One, carelessly.

“ Wall, ye can look— don’t cost nothin’,” said
Boy Number Two, with a grin.

“ It 's a dilapidated oid shell,” remarked Num-
ber One.

“ Wall, kind 0’,” said Number Two, “ though she
aint so ofd as sho looks. She never had no coat
of paint; that s what ’s tlie matter.”

“ I should think so,” said Number One.
water-power good for anything? ”

“ Good for anything!” echoed Number Two, as
he went and stood by Number One, and watched
the rushing by the undershot wlieel.
“ There ’s power enough.”

“ Why is n't somebody using it, then ?”

“ Well, we might; tide is going out strong now.”

“ You are dependent on the tide, are you ?”

“ Ofcourse,” said Number Two. “ Don’t you
know? It’s a tide-mill.”

“1’'m not much acquainted with tide-mills,”
Number One replied. “ Explain it to me.”

“ Is the

current



"“Thisisthe TammosetRiver,” said NumberTwo,
“ though some folks cali it the Uempford River. It
runs between two towns. This is Tammoset on
thU side, and that is Dempford over there.”

‘“ And what ’'s the iame of the lake ?”

“That’s got more fiames than a poor man has
shirts,” grinned Boy Number Two. “ Some folks
cali it Tammoset Lake, and some Dempford Lake,
but 'most generally they say jest the lake, or the

Do you mean to say that the tide flows all the
wav up here, from the harbor? ”

“ Course | do! Why not? It’s only about seven
miles, and there ’s scarce any fall to ‘'va'er.”

“ Is the water of the lake salt or fresh - asked
the strange boy.

“ Frcsh, of course,” the Tammoset boy rephcd.
“ No salt water ever gits up as fur as here, without
't is in a very dry time. They do say the wa~r m
the bottom of the pond is a leetle mite brackish,
though 1 don’t know how anybody knows.”

“ 1 see,” remarked the visitor, who was not
quite so ignorant as he had been willing to appear.
“When the tide comes in, it forces back the flow
of fresh water; but it turns again before it gets up
as faras here. Saltwater being heavier than fresh,
any that gets into the lake would stay at the
bottom.” .

While they were talking, there carne a sudden
rush of water under the wheel, which began to
inove, slowly at first, then with a brisk rush of tho
revoiving paddles.

“ There she goes 1” said the Tammoset boy.
‘“1 told you 't was about time for her to begin to
hum. Do you want to see Father?”

“ Is Mr. Dushee your father? ”

“ Yes, and he owns the mili;

and he wants to
sell it.

Do you know of anybody who wants to
buy? ”

The Tammoset boy spoke so eagerly that the
boy who really wanted to buy thought it best to
appear more indiffcrent than-ever.

“ 1 'd like to see him by and by.
want to sell?”

“ Oh,1dn know! Tired on’t, 1 s’pose. Wants
to git into some other kind o' business, where he
wont have to work so hard.”

“ That ’s natural,” said the visitor.
how you take advantage of the tide.”

The boy who belonged to the place led the way
to a platform over the end of the dam, and pointcd
out a broad opcning in it, stopped by movable
boards, over which the water poured.

“ Them ’s the flash-hoards'" he cxplained.
“ W hen the tide runs up theyfloat, and let it go up
into the pond. Those ropes keep 'cm from float-
ing away. After the tide turns, and we want the

W hy does he

“ Show me

power, all we 've got to do is to put down the
flash-boards. Soon ’s the water has fell

away a
leetle from the

lower side, we 've got about as
sinart a water-power, till tide comes up again, as
ever ye need to have, for a small, perty”“busmess,
ye know. Two tides a day, understand.”

“ Only, one of them ’s apt to be in the night,
replicd the visitor, with a laugh.
any land on the other side ?”

“ No need of that,” said tho mili-boy. *“ Father
iest bought the right of the owner to build his
dam and keep it thcre ninety-nine years. | don’t
know why they did n’t say a hundred, while they
was about it.”

“ Ninety-nine seems long enough for all practi-
ca! purposes,” said the visitor, hardly able to con-
ceal his delight at the general aspect of thmgs.
“W hat ’s the price of the old trap, anyway.

“ Idon’t know what the price is; luit Father says
he means to sell for what he can git,” said young
Dushee, innoceiUly.

“ Oh, does he ?” thought the visitor, with secret
glee— not that he was at all anxious to obtain the
property for less than it was worth, but that, hav-
ing already set his heart on it, he earnestly hoped
that the price would come within the means at his
comraand.

“Do you own

Chapter Il
THE OWNER OF THE MILL.

A LARGE-FACED, sandy-complexioiicd man was
at work before a lathe when the two boys entered
the shop. He was turning what promised to be a
croquet-ball, making tlie fine chips fly, and the
round, ragged-looking block hum.

As the mili-boy had just such another flabby-
cheeked, sandy countenancc, laid out on a smaller
scale, the visitor did not need to be told that he
was in tire presence of the eider Dushee.

He watched the operation of turning with lively
interest, while the son spoke to his father, and
tried to attract his attention. But the eider Dushee,
having noticed by a glance that it was only another
boy who had come in with his boy, kept stcadily
at his work, with no moro expression in the cxten-
sive featurcs than if they had been composed of
the sand they so much resembled.

After a while he paused in his cutting to apply
the curved arms of a measurc to his revoiving
ball. Then the son tried again.

“ Here ’s somebody to look at the mili.
he wants to buy !”

instantly a gleam of sunshine lighted up the
Sahara-liko countcnance— a smile, in other words
— which was turned hospitably on the youthful
strangcr.

Guess



“ Come to look at the mili, have ye ?” Scanning
him closely, and seeing what a mere boy he was,
the man added; “ But | don’t s’pose you want to
buy? ”

“ No, 1 don’t,” said the visitor.

The sunshinc faded from the desert.

“ But | know parties who may wish to purchase,”
he continued, “ and 1 have come to examine and
report.”

“ Oh,! all right.” The sandy waste lighted up
again. “ I ’lI! show you what we 've got hcrc.”

“ Don’t leave your work,” said the visitor.

“ That can wait. | happened to get hold of
some good apple-tree wood, and 1 thought 1 would
turn a few croquet sets,” Mr. Dusheo explained.
“ Who are the parties you speak of?”

“ Well, my brothers and myself There are five
of US altogether. | am the third. Our fAame is
Tinkham.”

“The Tinkham boys! 1
Tinkham boys!” Mr. Dushee exclaimed.
by Georgc! | owc ’ein a grudge, too ! ”

“ 1 ain sony for that,” replied young Tinkliain,
modestly.

“ Yes, sir,” said Mr, Dushee, good-naturedly,
notwithstanding his grudge. “ I was making a
very nice doll's carriagc for Mellen & Company;
they sold all | could turn out. But all to once
they said: ‘ Mr. Dushee, we can’t take any more
of them carriages at that price.” ‘What'’s up?’
says 1. Says they, ‘We have to retail your car-
riage at three dollars; but here 's some, jest about
as good,— better, too, in some respecta,— that we
can sell for two.” ‘Whose carriages be them?’

have heard of the
“ And,

says I, and I ’ll own that they was mighty cute
little things 1 By two or three ingcnious tricks,
the inventors had managed to make a cheaper

article than mine, while it was quite as perty,—
mebby peitier,— and nigh-about as strong.”

The visitor smiled quietly, while Mr. Dushee
went on.
“ *‘Whose make be them?’saysl. ‘The Tink-

ham boys’,’ says they. ‘W ho’s the Tinkham
boys?’says I. ‘TheWidder Tinkhain’s,” says they.
‘That ’s about all wc know of ’em— only that
they 've got long hcads on their slioulders, and can
make dolls’ cairiages cheaper 'n you can.” *‘Very
well,” says I; ‘let 'em make 'cm |’ But 1 tell
ye | was mad !”

“ That little camage was my brother Luther’s
notion,” said the Tinkham boy prescnt. “ He’s
only nineteen, but he ’s full of ideas, and can do
almost anything he sets out to. He didn’tset out to
undcrsell you, Mr. Dushee, or to injurc your busi-
ness; but he saw there might be improvements
made in dolls’ carriages, and it appeare that he
succeeded in making them.”

“ Oh, that ’s all right!” Mr. Dushee said.
“ Where ’s your shop?”

“ We have n’'t any shop of our own,” the Tink-
ham boy answered, frankly, “ and we ai'e looking
about for one. That is, 1 saw your advertisement,
and thought perhaps your tide-mill would suit our
purpose.”

“ Should n’t wonder if it would!” said the
proprietor, gleefully; “ sliould n’t wonder a mite !
W here have you done your work?”

“ At home, and in our Unele Dave Damll’s
saw-mill. My older brothers, Luthcr and Martin,
began to make things for their own amusement
while they were going to school. Then, when
Father died, and they had to go to work, they
thought they would put some of their toys and
knickknacks on the market. A few sold pretty
well, and that encouraged them to invent more.
They have made a good many of their own tools,
and contrived the machincry they have pul up in
Uncle’s mili. 1 am not much of an inventor, my-
self,” the Tinkham boy went on, “but | am a
tolerably good workman, and 1 believe | 've a head
for business.”

“1 should think you had !” said Mr. Dushee,
vith increasing good humor.

“ 1 don’t want to be scparated from my brothers;
I want to keep the family together,” the rcprescnt-
ative of the Tinkhams went on, with a swell of
emotion in his tones. “ | have two younger brotli-
ers, still at school, and one sister. My mother fcll
and broke her knee on a bad place in the side-
waik, just after Father dicd, and she is a cripple.
We want to keep her with us.”

“ A good idee 1 a good idee!” Mr. Dushee ex-
claimcd, the sunshine of his smile expanding until
it seemed to sprcad all over the continent of his
person, and put him into a universa! glow,

“ The time has come when the boys ought to
have a shop of their own, with a little elbow-room
and water-power. 1 want to keep with them, and
learn to be the business man oftbe concern. Then
our younger brothers can work into it. That'’s
my plan, and that 's why | have come ”

Suddenly, seeming to recollect himself, the vis-
itor he.sitated. He had set out to be very diplo-
macic, and hcrc he was telling the honest truth and
exposing his secrct motives without any caution
whatovcr. Indeed, it was not in Rush Tinkham’s
frank and impulsive nature to use much reserve
and ftnesse, however ncedful he might think them
in advanciiig his personal fiitcrcsts; but he iii-
stinctively broke through them, and stood on the
solid and cnduring ground of sincerity.

“You ’ve come to jest the right place,” Mr.
Dushee made haste to assure him. “ This is jest
the mili you want!” showing his visitor about the



ILttle factory. “ Everythhig in perfect repair, shab-
by as things look. Good water-power, good ma-
chincry, plenty of room. Come upstairs.”

Rush Tinkham felt sure that his brothers would
be delighted with what he saw
creetly;

“ 1should n’t wonder if it would suit us.
about the price.
the lowest point;

But he said dis-

how,
Put your figures right down to
then, if we can rcach up to
them, I'’ll try to have my brothers come out and
see the propcrty.”

“You ought to buv the whole place,
owner;

said the
“ good house, an acre of land, garden, and
stable.” .

“ 1 should like that, if we can afford it,
Rush;

saié
thinking, “ We ’'ll keep a horse, and give
Mother such nice ridcs 1”

Mr. Dushee then showed him the house and
grounds, the boy’s keen eyes taking in everything,
while hk often said..to himself; “ Mother will like
this; wont Mother take comfort in that 1 for,
though simple and plain, everything was spacious
and comfortable, comparcd with the narrow quai-
ters which the family occupied in the city.

“ Nice place, aintit?” said the proprietor, with
his most expansive smile, as they returned to the

“ 1 like it,” Rush replied, frankly;

“and | am
surprised that you should want to part with it-”
“ 1d0n’twant to,” said Mr. Dushee. *“ But, ifl

sell the mili, ldon‘t care to keep the house. And
1 want to sell the mili because tho Tinkham boys
cut under me, and make dolls’ carriagcs cheaper 'n
lean.” ,

He laughed. Rush laughed too, and said;

“ There ’s no other reason ?”

“That ’s the principal reason. My ways are
ruther old-fashioned, and 1 can’t get out of the
ruU; 1can’tcompete with younger men with their
modern improvements.”

“Your water-powerisall right? ” Rush inquired.

The owncrgrinncd. Young Dusheealso grinned,
with a curious expression, as he stood and listened
to the convcrsation and watched his father’s face.

“ It ought to bei | 've used it nigh on to fiftcen
year 've never seen the time,” the eider Du-
shee added, “ when 1 could n’t depend on eight
hours, in every twelve, of good running power.
Each tide is about two hours coming up. In about
two hours more itwill be running down fastenough
for the wheel. Then we have eight hours, as |
say, before the water sets back again. In the
driest time, when fresh water fails and a good
many milis have to stop, the tide keeps up the
supply here.”

“Yon Ve a right to dam tlic stream?
Rush, looking out on the river from a window.

said

“ A perfect right,” the eider Dushee declared,
rather eamestly, while the younger watched his
face with the same curious grin which Rush would
have done well to observe. “ It don’t mjure no-
body. It keeps the level of the lake stiddier 'n
it would be without it, and that ’'s ruther an ad-
vantage to land-owners than otherwise.”

“ 1 should think it mightbe in the way of boats,”
Rush suggestcd.

There was a sort of sunset flush on the sandy
desert of a face, as the proprietor answered stoutly ;

“ Whethcr 'tis or not, it has been there, as |
said, nigh on to fiftcen year; and it has a perfect
right to bo there, for this aint a navigable stream.”

They then talkcd of terms i and Mr. Dushee,
aftcr much hesitation, named a price for the whole
place, and also a sepéarate price for the mili.

“ if everything is as you say, and as it looks to
be,” said Rush, “ I ’ll have my brothers,”™ and pet-
haps my unele, come and talk with yon.”

“ It ’s jest as | say, and jcst as it looks,” Mr.
Dushee assured him. Then, as Rush started to
go, he said: “ W ait till we tackle up, and my boy
shall carry you over to the depot. Dick, nm and
be backing out the bugg>""

Rush Tinkham took a last survey of the mili,
the river, and the pleasant grounds, while father
and son were “ tackling up,” and the father gave
the son this pavting counsel;

“ Watch the clock on the steeple, and keep
driving till jest a minute or two afore traiii-time,
so he wont have no chanco to talk with anybody
else about the mili. And be sure you don’t let on
anything about

Here he lowered his voice, for the horse was
harncssed, and Rusli was coming to get into the
huggy. . )

Returning along tho hill-side toward the lake,
Rush, from the high buggy-scat, oljserved an
object which had hardly altracted his attention
when he passed within sightof it on foot. It wasan
odd-looking, half-iinished structure, partly hidden
by trees on the shore.

“ W hat are they building over thcre? ” he asked
of Dick Dushee.

Now, as thiswas a dangerously near approach to
the subjectwhich he had been warned by his fathcr
not to “ let on anything about,” Dick Dushee,
regret to say, prevaricated.

“ Oh, 1 d’'n’ kno-w,” he replied.
a summer-hoiisc, | believe.”

“ An odd-locking summer-housc,”
Tinkham’s cominent, “

“ Some sort of

was Rush
and an ugly object to be
set there, on the lake-shore 1”

Dick Dushee looked straight before his nose at
the horse’s tail, and made no reply.

Thcy rodé on, and, with his mind full of other



things, Rush thought no more of the odd-looking
“ summer-house,” destined though it was to be
the source of unnumbered woes to the futuro own-
ers of the tide-mill.

Chapter Ill.
THE TINKHAM FAMILY.

Rush Tinkham went home that evening full
of cnthusiasm for the parchase of the Dushee
property.

“ It seems as though the place had been made
on purpose for us,” he said, drawing his chair up
to the table, where the family were already at
supper. “ We musthave it! We will have it!”

“ Even if we have to steal it,” suggested Martin,
the oldest son, svhose habit it was to grow cool as
the juniors grew warm on any subject.

He had a dry way with him, and a serious drawl,
which, together with a trick of drawing dovvn onc
side of his homcly mouth, gave a dioll effect to his
little sarcasms.

“You would say stea! it, or anything, to have
it, ifyou should pay it a visit,” said Rush. “ Oh'!
the nice water-power, the jron lathe and the wood
lathe, the steam-box, the forgc, the jig-saws, and
things— it would do your heart good, Mart, to see
‘'em !”

“ I rather think it would make my heart aclie co
see what | coiiki n’t have,” Mart replied.

“ Rushhas got ticle-milon the brain,” i-emarkcd
Luther, the second son, a near-sightcd youth in
glasses, which gave a singularly old look to his
face of nincteen. He stammered a little. “ F-f-
funny ! Rush can’t invent anything, and yet he’s
the one who is so anxious for us to have a f-f-f-
factory of our own.”

“You are just as anxious as he is,” spoke up
Letty, the sister, a bright girl in her sixteenth year;
“ but you are not half so entcrprising.”

“ Come, children,” said the mild mother, in her
ciipple’s chair, which had been drawn up to the
table, “ postpone your disputes, and hear what
Rocket has to say.”

“Rocket” was the playful family iame for Rush;
though | am not sure that any onc could have told
liow he ever carne by it. Perhaps it wason account
of an eager, iinpetuoiis way he had of starting up
and darting off on new enterpriscs — a trait which
had been more noticeable in him two or three
years before than now.

_Or it may have been suggested byhis real fiame.
Since a rocket goes with a rush, why should not
“ Rush” give riso to “ Rocket” ?

Each of the children had some such nickname,

and it was a beautiful trait of the mother that,

despite her years, her widowhood, and he
limb, she entered into all innoccnt sportiv”®
this sort with as much spirit as any of them.

“ The tkle-miil is my idea, and, for that rea-
son, Mart and Lute opposc it,” said Rush. “ But
they ’ll come ’'round. It’s just the place for you,
Mother; and for you, Letty! Such a great willow-
trec as there is, with seats in it, almost over the
water, and a foot-plank running to them from the
bank! A pairofblue-birds carne while | was there,
and told me how pleasant it was in summer.”

“ Oh!” exclaimed Letty, sharing his cnthusiasm.
“You make me want to fly to get there! 1I'm
longing for trees and water! ”

“ And, of course, we shall kcep a boat and a
horse; and, Mother, you shall have the lovclicst
rides on the lake and tlie fine Tammoset roads !”
Rush rattled on. “ And a garden for flowers and
vegetables— think ofthat! And pigs and chickens,
boys ! ” addressing the twn youngest, at the end of
the table.

“1 go in for the pigs and chickens1” cried
Rupert, agcd fourtcen.

“ Let ’s move to-morrow ! ” exclaimed Rodman,
agecl twelve.

“ But you have n’t told us the price of all these
fine things,” said the mother, with a smilc.

“Yes, Rocket,” added Martin, who was far more
interested than he appeared. “ Now for the coid
water.”

“The asking price is four thousand dollars.
But | 've no doubt we can buy ic for three, for
Dushee is awfully anxious to sell. That includes
everything; and there is an acre of land. By the
way, boys, there’s a good joke !”

And, to explain Dushec’s motive for selling,
Rush told the story of the dolls’ carriagcs which
Lutlier’s had driven out of the market.

That pleased Luther, and brought him over to
Rush’s side.

“ Now, | 've something to tell you,” he said.
“ Mart to-day received a p-p-proposal to make
all the wnod-work of Colé & Company’s fire-
works. To do that, we shall need our own shop.”

“Oh, now! if everything is n’t made a-piir-
pose!” said Rush. *“ Dushee said he must have
half down in cash, say fifteen hundred. You ’vc
got twelve hundred, Mother; and | ’'m siire wc
can raise the rest somehow, with enough to move
and start with.”

The widow smiled, but with something like a
look of pain.

“ My poor little twelve hundred dollars!” she
said; “all I have in Che worid ! ”

“ Except your children, Mother,” said Letty,
with a high, proud look. *“ See those five stal-
wart boys!”



“ And my dear, darling daughter!” said the
mother, with starting tears. “ | know better than
anybody else what you all are to me. 1 am nch
in your love and help. But | must took out carc-
fully for my twelve hundred dollars, just the same.
lcan’t— I can’t risk that!”

“ Where ’s the risk?” Rush asked. I tell you
this is a big thing that has been kept waiting for
US We 're bound to succeed, and build up a
business, and make such a home for you Mother,
as you never could have unless we launched out a

“Well, welll we’ll see,” said Mrs. Tinkham,
quickly brushing away a tear, and smilmg reso-
lutely. “ We shall do nothing rashly.”

“ Of course,” replied Rush. “1 want Lute
and Mart and Unele Dave to go and see the place,
examine it thoroughly, and make sure that every-
thing about it is all right;
if they think it’s best.”

There was much more talk on the excitmg topic,
the result of which was that the two oldest boys
and their Gnele visited the Dushee place two days
later, and got the refusal of it for thirty-six hun-

and then buy it only

dred dollars— sixteen hundred to be paid in cash,
the remainder to be secured by mortgage.

The Gnele advised the purchase, and Mart and
Lute were now as eager as Rush himself to get
possession of the oid- tide-mill and the nver-side
home. They had not noticed the odd-looking
“ summer-house” on the lake-shore.

The boys had two hundred dollars of tbeir own,
and their unclc, who knew them well and beheved
in them, offered to lend them five hundred more
After that the mother could no longcr withhold
her consent. .

To make every step secure, a lawycr exarnmed
the title to the property, and, that being found
satisfactory, the bargain was finally closed, to the
great joy of Rush and his brothers, and equally
to the satisfaction of Mr. Dushee.

. Tpi%y ‘re young and pIucka.; t_heyyc_an fight it
better 'n | can,” he remarked, with a big sigh of
relief, when he told Dick that he had at last got
the “praguy thing” off his hands.
find out!” ..

Thus the tide-mill became the property of the
Tinkham boys, and began its cxciting adventures.

‘* Now let cm

(To be confinned.)

LITTLE KATE'S DIARY.

By Mrs.

Lri'TLE Kate Andrews had long wishcd to keep
a diary Her clegant Cousin Maud, from the city,
who wore trails and frizzes, and carried a wonder-
ful painted fan and a white parasol tnmmed with
lace, kept a diary. She used to sit at her talrle
and write, after everybody else was in bed, Somc-
times Kate slept with her, and she would wake up
after her firstlong nap, and watch Maud as she
wrotc. Kate thought she looked very mterestmg
in herlong white wiapper, her black hair hanging
over her shoulders, and her head supported upon
her hand. To sit up in that way and wnte in a
diary was the little girl's highest ambition.

So, when Maud asked Kate what she should buy
for her after she went back to the city, the child
answered: “ A diary, please; one just like yours.

The diary carne all right, wrapped m buff paper,
and dircctcd to “ Miss Kate Andrews,

James Andrews, Esq.”
Kate was delightcd,

that very night.

care of

She meant to s.t up late
Mamma was going to a party, anb
it would be easy to sit up till nine o’clock at least.

M. F.

B utts.
But for fear something would happen, she
thought she would make one entry in her new
bouk in the afternoon. So she went to Papa’s desk,
got pen, ink, and btottcr, and sat down m the
Lsk-chair with her left hand supporting her head,
in imitation of Cousin Maud.

But what should she write ? Her little mind was

perfectly blank the moment she got the pen

in
her hand.

Brother Ned sat at the open window,
studying his grammar lesson.

“ Ned, will you picase tell me what folks put in
diai-ies mostly? ” she said.

“ Events and fcelings,” said Ned, grandly.

Kate wrotc across the upper part ofthe firstpap,
“ Evenz and Fealings,” when she carne to another

“ But, Ned, what is events? ” she asked, after a
iriinute.

“ Eating your dinner is an evcnt, said Ned.
“ And somctimes they put good resolutions into
their diarics. And they write down the bad things
they have done.”



i8S2.] I KNOW I HAVE

Kate became very quiet.

‘ If eating dinner is an event,” she thought, “ it
isn’t interescing enough to put in a diary. 1 think
Cousin Maud wrote about the friends who carne to
see her, and the books she read. But | should n’t
'spose folks would want to write it down when they
don’t do as they oughtto. | want my diary to be
nice reading.”

So, under June r, 1881, she wrote:

“ There is no evenz worth writing down. When
I get time, 1 shail make up some. About my feal-
ings, | have n’c much of any.”

In the evening, after Mamma went to the party,
Kate carried the pen and ink to the nursery.
Nurse, thinking she had gone to bed, sat in the
kitchen gossiping with the cook. The little girl
established herselfat the table and began to write:

“To-day, aman carne and padc me the rent.
It was a million dollars. | gave some to a minis-
ter to build a meeting-hous and makc a chine of

bells. 1bought a white saton dress, with an awful
long trane. A member of Congress carried my
trane. The President gave me a bokay of roses.

LOST MY TRAIN. 55

My fealings were happy, 'speshly when 1gave my
white saton dress to a poor woman with 10 chil-
dren, and bought me a pink one with pink roses
einbrordered onto it.”

Under another date, she wrote;

“ 1 wore a reeth of white roses to-day, maid of
purls. A heggir child carne, and | took a rose oiU
of the reeth and gave it to her. The Prince
smiled at me, and called me an angil.

“ 1sat under a tree and read a thick book in an
hour. Reading is nice.”

It took Kate a long time to write all this. When
she had finished, she said: “ There, that’s what i
cali events 1”

W hile she was trying to read over her “ Evenz
and Fealings,” she fell fast asleep, dropping her
pen and making a big blot on the page. Thcre
Mamma and Papa found her, when they carne homc
frnm the party.

They had a hearty laugh over the poor little
book, and after that, whencvet they spoke of a
stilted, unnatural person, they said: “ He reminds
me of Kate’s diai7.”

mow -i-liavE-losr-,
-my- trainr

aid-a-man-namea.'e
fosliua-liane:

puM'lI'rurL-on-rlie-rails “*

'frith.-Tny mcoat'-t'ails'for-sails '
-may h -lil matoli -i'ma;air



THE CAT AND THE MOUSE.

By Palmer Cox.



A BOY IN THE

WHITE HOUSE.

By Nuah Brooks.

Before the time of President Abraham Lincoln,
there had been very few children living in the White
House. Mr. Buchanan, who immediately preceded
Lincoln,wasimmarried. Mr. Piercc, who carne next
before Buchanan, was childless, his only son hav-
ing been killed by a sorrowful accident just before
ihe newly elcctcd President moved into the house
where he had anticipated taking his much-beloved
boy. And so, for many years, no President had
brought into the White Housc the mirth and
laughter of childhood. People who visited the
home of the President, in Washington, used often
to remark on the abscnce of children; and 1 daré
say that many a mother, as slie wandcrcd through
the stately apartments of that celebrated house,
thought to herselfthat she would not like to live in
the midst of its grandeur if she had to give up the
companionship of her dear boys and girls. Per-
haps it was because of this absence of children
that everybody used to say that the White House
did not seem like a home, but rather a place to
“ stay ” at for a time.

This was all changed whcn Lincoln and his
family carne to Washington, in March, 1861. At
ihat time three boys were the only children of
the good Lincoln. Robcrt, the eldest, now Secre-
tary of War for the United States, was then not
quite eighteen years oid. Willie, the ncxt eld-

est, was a little inore than ten years ofagc; and
Tilomas, better known as “ Tad,” was eight yeai-s
oid, having been born April 4, 1853. His next

birthday was probably the first boy’s birthday ever
celebrated in the White House. /

When these three boys, of eighteen, ten, and
eight years respectivcly, carne to the White House,
it may be imagined that they speedily changed the
aspect of things in the quiet and dignified oid
mansién. They were happy, hearty boys, brought
up to spend much of their time in out-door sports
and boyish exei'cise. Visitors to the White Housc
soon noticed a change from the dul!l, uniform quiet
that had prevailed during the administration of
Mr. Buchanan, whose stately and old-bachelor
ways were very diffcrent from those of the home-
loving family that had succeedcd the solitary oid
man. Bats, tops, kitcs, and other playthings were
oftentimcs to be scen scattered about in the grand
hails of the mansién. The shouts and clatter of two
youngsters were heard resounding through the fine
oid corridors, and visitors who well knew the place
would smile and nudge each other whcn they

picked up, as they sometimes did, a trifle which
indicated that a very-much-alivc boy had licen scur-
rying through the state apartments, on a short cut
across the housc.

Robert, however, did not long remain in the
W hite House. He had entered Phillips Academy,
Exetcr, N. H .,iii July, 1859, and had been admitted
to Harvard during the following year. Going home
in February, 1S61, for the first time since his
original departure, he accompanied his father to
Washington, and so was presentat the inauguration.
But he soon rejoined his class, and Tad and Willie
were the two boys of the White House. As a
pleasant souvcnir of those days, | give the readers
of St. Nicholas a cop)' of a portrait of Robert,
taken soon aftei' the arrival of the family in
Washington. In February, 1862, the shadow
of a great grief carne down upon the cheery fam-
ily in the White House. Willie, the studious and
lovable boy, the joy and comfort ofhis mother and
father, died suddenly, after a short illness. By this
time, the War of the Rebellion had waxed fierce
and dcadly. In almost every house there was
mourning and lamentation for the dead, alarm and
anxiety for the alssent. The good President was
sorely distressed with many cares and troubles. He
was coiitinually thinking, with a heavy heai't, of tlie
sorrows of others, whose beloved sons, brothers,
and friends had' fallen on the field of battle. Yet
he knew that more must fall before the war could
be ended and peace return. And, in the midst of
tirese heavy griefs that wcighed down the heart
of the noble Lincoln, carne the dcath of his bright-
eyed and affcctionate little son. It was less than a
year after the three boys had come to the White
Housc that Willie’s palé form was laid, with many
tears, in the house appointed for all mankind.

W ¢ shall ncver know how deep was the sorrow
of Lincoln, the tender-hearted father, when this
new and unlooked-for blow fell upon him. He was
not a man to talk much of what was dccpcst in his
mind. Althougli he was pleasant and bright in his
conversation with friends, he kept locked up in
his heart many of tire thoughts which men of a
different nature would have put into words. But
some of us know that, in the long nights when
Lincoln sat alone in his chamber, oppressed with
unspeakablc anxieties for the whole country, and
waiting to hear news from the struggling army of
the Union, the darkness of his own personal grief
carne over him to decpcn his loneliness and gloom.



Once, while Lincoln was passing several days at
Fortress Monroe, waiting for certain military movc-
ments, he employed his leisure in reading Shake-
speare. While thus engaged one day, looking
through into an adjoining apartment, where Y;as
seatcd Colonel Cannon, of General Wool’s staff, he
called to him, as if longing for fellowship m his
thoughts, and asked him to listen while he read
from the book. He then recited a few passages
from “ Hamlet” and from “ Macbeth.” Then,
turning to “ King John,” he read the passage in
which Constance bewails the loss of her boy.
Closing the book and recalling the words, Lincoln
asked Colonel Cannon if he had ever dreamcd of
being with one whom he had lost in death, only to
wake and find the vision fled.

“Just so,” he said, “ I dream of my boy Willie.”

The loving father bowed his head and wept as he
recalled the words of Cousiance:

"And, Faiher Cardinid, | have heard yousay
That we shall see and knuw oiir ftieiids in Hcaven ;
If that he une, | shall see my boy again.”

It was this bereavement, | think, that made Mr.
Lincoln and his wife very tender and indulgent
toward their youngest boy. It seemed almost
impossible for father or mother to be stem to this
boisterous and irreprcssible youngster. Besides
this, he had many qualities that cndeared him to
those who knew him, and there were circumstances
that madc almost everybody very kindly disposed
toward him. Ifthere was ever a boy in danger of
being “ spoiled,” this youngest son of the President
was that lad. Much of the time it was impossible
that he should notbe left to run at large. He was
foolUhly caressed and pctted by people who wanted
favors of his father, and who took this way of
making a friend in the family, as they thought;
and he was living in the midst of a most excitmg
cpoch in the countiy’s history, when a boy in the
White House was in a strange and somewhat un-
natural atraosphere. But | am bound to say that
Tad, although he doubtless had his wiK sharp-
ened by being in such strange surroundings, was
never anything else, while I knew him, but a bois-
teroiis, rollicking, and absolutely real boy. He
was not “ oid for his years,” as we sometimes say
of precocious children, fior was he burdened with
care before his time. He was a big-hearted and
fresh-faced youngster, and when he went away
from the White House, after his father’s tragic end,
he carried with him, from the midst of sorrows
and associations that are now historie, the same
boyish frankness and simplicity that he took into it.

The boy was named Thomas after his grand-
father, the father of the great President. An
unfortunate difficulty in his speech prcventcd him

from speaking plainly, and strangers could hardly
understand what he said. The nearest he could
come to saying his own fiame, when quite a little
fellow, was “ Tad,” and the filame clung to him
for many a year.

In the family he was usually
known as

“Taddie,” but even this nickname was
shoitened, and those who were fortunate enough
to be near the President during his term of gov-
ernmentwiU never forget “ Tad,” the tricksy sprite
of the White House.

In those days, it was the custom of people who
objected to the prosecution of the war to speak of
Lincoln as “ a tyrant.” This seems silly enough
now, when all the commotion and bitterness of
the war have passed away; but even then, to
those who knew the mild-mannercd and tender-
hearted President, the word had no meaning. One
day, going to the White House, | metavery emmecent
public man, who, with a qucer look, said, “ 1 have
just had an interview with the tyrant of the Whitc
House.” Then, noticing ray surprise, he added —
“ Tad,” and went away laughing at his little joke.
If there ivas any tyrant in tliat house during Lin-
coln’s administration, his fiame was Tad. The boy
certainly did rule cverybody who camc withm his
power. Without being domineering or unpleasant
with his imperiousness, he had a fashion ofissumg
orders that brookcd no delay, no refusal. He over-
ran the White House and the giounds. It was
seldom that he had playraates; but, to hear the
noise that Tad contrived to make, one would sup-
pose that thcre were at least six boys wherever he
hnppened to be, The day was passed in a series
of enterprises, panics, and commotions. Pad m-
vaded every part of the great establishment, and
he was an uncommonly knowing person who could
tell where the agilc lad was likely next to appear,
at any hour of the day. Now his whoop would be
heard as he galloped his pony to the stablc-door,
and anén he would be expostulating with his dog-
team, as he trained them on the lawn by the side
of the house next the Potomac. A party of ladies
(said to be from Boston) wcrc one day almost
frozcn with horror as they were reverentially stalk-
ing about the famous East Room. Thcre was an
oufourst and a clatter at the most distant end of
the covridor leading to the family apartments, a
cry of “ Get out of the way, thcre!” and Tad,
driving a tdndem team of goats harnessed to a
chair, carecred into the State apartment;
around, and then out to the front of tho house.

One of his admiring friends gave him a box of
tools. This was, for a few days, a mine of pleasurc
to Tad. There was nothing within his reach that
was not sawed, borcd, chiseled, or hackcd with
some one of the tools of that coUection. At first,
he proposcd setting up a cabinet-shop for the man-

once



ufacture of furniture for the hospitals. Then the
repairing of a wagén engaged his attention; but
when he began to tiy experimenta with the old-
fashioned inahogany chairs in the East Room, the
box of tools mysteviously disappeared.

Of course, Tad knew no law, no restraint, that
should bar any part of the house against him. So
it sometimes happened that, while the President
and his Cabinet were anxiously discussing affairs of
State, and were in the midst of questions of great
moment, Tad would burst into the room, bubbling
with excitement, and insist that his complaint or
request should be attcnded to at once. Sometimes
it was the woes of some ill-clad petitioner, repulsed
by the wushers, that arouscd his childish wrath.
At other times he would insist on being allowed to
drag liefore the President of the United States a
particularly youthful suitor, whose tale he had
heard for himself, and who appeared in the pres-
ence with an air of minglcd terror and ainuse-
ment. There was a certain Cabinet officer whom
he did not like, and when he had burst into his
father’s privacy, onc morning, to find the objection-
ablc functionary there, Tad, unabashed, cried out,
“ What are you here so early for? What do you
want?” It may be added that office-seekers gen-
erally he regardecl with undisguised contempt.

While Mr. F. B. Carpenter, the artist, was at
work on his picture of Lincoln and his Cabinet, it
was found necessary to make some photographic
studies of the room in which the President and his
council were to be represented as assemblcd. In
his book, “ Six Months at the White House,” Mr.
Carpenter tells a characteristic story ofTad’s op-
position to all attempts to infringe upon what he
considered to be hisrights. While the photog-
raphcrs were at work, Mr. Carpenter took them
to a room which could be darkened for their pur-
poses, but of which Tad had lately taken posses-
sion and had fitted up as a miniature theatcr, with
drop-curtain, seats, orchestra, and benches.

Everything was going on well, when sndclenly
there ivas an uproar.

Tad took great offense at the occupancy of his
room without his consent, and, turning everybody
out, locked the door. In his anger, the little fel-
low put all the blame on Mr. Carpenter, and abso-
lutely refused Co allow the photographers even to
go into the room for their apparatus and Chemicals,
there locked up. He pocketed tho key, and went
to his father in high dudgeon.

Mr. Lincoln was sitting in his chair, one photo-
gvaph having bcen already taken. He mildly told
Tad to go and opcn the door.

Tad went off to his mother’s room, muttering
and rcfusing to obey, Mr. Carpenter foliowing and
vainly entreating hiin to ojien the door.

Presently Lincoln said, when Mr. Carpenter re-
turned, “ Has not the boy opened the door?”

On being told that he had not, the patient
father, compressing his lips, strode off to the family
apartments, and soon returned with the key to the
theater, which he unlocked himself, saying:

“ There, go ahead; it’s all right now.”

The President went back to his office, and, re-
suming his seat, said, as if in apology for Tad :

“ Tad is a peculiar child. He was violently ex-
dted when 1went to him. | said, ‘Tad, do you
know you are making your father a great deal of
trouble?” He burst into tears, and instantly gave
me the key.”

A friend of the Lincoln femily once sent a fine
live turkey to the White House, with the request
that it should be served on the President’s Christ-
mas table. But Christmas was then several weeks
off, and in the inteiim Tad won the confidence
and esteem of the turkey, as he did the affection of
every living thing with which he carne in contad.
“Jack,” as the fowl had been named, was an ob-
ject of great interest to Tad, tvho fed him, petted
him, and began to teach him to follow his young
master. One day, just before Christmas, 1863,
while the President was engaged with one of his
Cabinet ministers on an affair of great moment,
Tad burst into the room like a bomb-shell, sobbing
and crying wiiii rage and indignaciéon. The turkey
was about to be killed. Tad had procurad from
the executioner a stay of proceedings while he flew
to lay the case before the President. jack must
not be killed ; it was wicked.

“ But,” said the President, “ Jack was sent here
to be killed and eaten for this very Christmas.”

“ 1can't help it,” roared Tad, between his sobs.
“ He’'s a good turkey, and | don't want him killed.”

The President of the United States, paiising in
the midst of his business, took a card and rvrotc
on it an order of reprieve. The turkey’s life was
spared, and Tad, seizing the prccious bit of paper,
fied to set him at liberty. In course of time Jack
became very tame, and roamed at will about the
premisos. He was a prime favorite with the sol-
diers— acompanyof Pcnnsylvania “ Bucktails”—
who were on guard at the house. The tents of
these soldiers were at the bottom of the south
lawn, on the Potomac side of the house. In the
summer of 1864, the eleccién for President being
then pending, a commission was sent on from
Pcnnsylvania to take the votes of the Pennsylvania
soldiers in Washington. While the “ Bucktails”
were voting, Tad rushcd into his father’s room, the
Windows of which looked out on the lawn, crying,
“ Oh, the soldiers are voting for Lincoln for Prcsi-
cnt!” He dragged his father to the window and
insisted that he should see this remarkable thing.



The turkey, now grown tall and free-mannered,
stalked about among the soldiers, regarding the
procecdings with much interest.

“ DoeslJackvote? "askedLincoln, witharoguish
twinkle ofhis eye.

Tad paused for a moment,
unexpected qucstion; then rallying, he replied,
“Why, no, of course not. He isn’t ofage yet.”

Great was Tad’s curiosity, in 1864, to know
what was meantby the President’s proclamation for
a day of fasting and prayer.
not satisfactorily answered, but
from the servants he learned,
to his great dismay, that there
would be nothing caten in the
W hite House from sunrise to
sunset on Fast Day. The
boy, who was blessed with a
vigorous appetite, took meas-
ures to escape from the rigors
of the day. It happened that,
just before Fast Day carne,
the family carriagc was brought
out of its house to be cleaned
and put in order. Tad stood
by, with feelings ofalarm, while
a general overhauling of the
vehicle went on, the coachman
dusting, rubbing, and puUing
things about, quite wuncon-
scious of Tad’s anxious watch
on the proceedings. Pretty
soon, drawing out a quccr-
looking bundle from one of
the boxes under tbe seat, the
man brought to light a part
ofa loaf of bread, some bits of
coid mcat, and various other
fragments of food from the
larder. Tad, now ready to
bui-st with angcr and disap-
pointment, cried, “ Oh! oh!
give that up, I say! That'’s
my Fast Day picnic!” The
poor lad, from drcad of go-
ing hungry, had cautiously
hidden, from day to day, a
portion of food against the day of fasting, and
had stood by while his hoard was in danger
hoping that it might escape the eyes of the sorv
ants. He was consoled by a promisc from his
inothei, to whom he ran with his tale of woc, that
he should not suffer hungcr on Fast Day, even
though his father, the President, had proclaimed a
day of fasting, humiliation, and prayer for all the
people.

Minglcd ivith his boyish simplicity, Tad had a

nonplussed at the

His inquiries were

KVRTBAIT

great deal of nativo shrcwdness. The White
House was infested with a numerous hordc of
office-seekers. From day to day these men crowded
the corridor-s leading to the President’s office.
Sometimes they were so numerous as to Une the
halls all the way down the stairs. It was not long
before Tad found out wbat this assemblage meant,
and it then became one of his greatest divei-sions,
when other rcsourccs failed, to go around among
the office-seekers and sympathetically inquirc what

they wanted, how long they had waited, and how
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much longer they proposed tn wait. To somc he
gave good advice,-telling them to go home and
chop wood for a living. Others ho tried to dis-
miss by volunteering to speak to his father in their
bchalf, if they woukl promisc not to come again.
Many of these people were at the White House for
weeks and even months, never missing a day,
unless they learned that the President was out of
town, or othenvise absent from the house.

Tad Ic\ned tribute on the men whose faces he



had learned to know. Once he mounted guard at
the foot of the staircase and compelled every pas-
senger to pay an admission fee of five cents,— “ for
the lienefit of the Sanitary Fund,” as he explained.
Most of the visitors took it in good part, and some
of the fawningcreatures, glad of an opportunity to
earn the good-will of the little fellow, paid their
way with a stamp ” of some considerable valué.
This ventare was so successful that Tad resolved
on having one of the Sanitary Commission fairs
then so much in vogue all over ihe country. He
placed a table in the grand corridor, or entvance
hall, of the White House, stockcd it with a few
broken toys, some purchases of fruit, sundry arti-
cles of fuod begged from the family pantry, and
a lot of miscellaneous odds and ends contributed
by admiring friends. Before night, the sanitary
fair of the W hite House was closed out. No man
who looked as if he had money in his pocket was
permitted to pass into the House that day without
first buying something of Mastcr Lincoln’s stock
in trade.

His success in this r-enturc emboldened him
soon afterward to branch out in a largcr specula-
tion. Having savcd up quite a sum of pocket-
money, he bought out the cntire stock of an olcl
woman who sold apples and gingerbread near the
Treasury building. A pair of trestlcs and a board,
extortcd from the carpenters employed on the
building, gave tlie >'0ung merchant his coimter,
and he set up his shop in the grand, historie pér-
tico of the Whitc House, muclt to the horror of
some ofthe cminently respectable people who passed
by and bchcld this most undignified procceding,
Before noon, almost every office-seeker who entcrcd
had bought a limchcon, under compulsion, from
the alcrt young shop-keeper, who drove a lirisk
trade as long as his goods lasted. When Tad had
sold out all he had to sell, a gooclly lot of the frac-
tional currency of those times was stuffed into his
pockets, his hat, and his little fistt He was “ tlie
President’s son,” and that was enough for tho flat-
terers, who were glad to buy of hira. But Tacl was
too generous and open-handed to be long a gaincr
by any such operations. Before night, capital and
profits had been squandered, and the little specu-
lator went penniless to bed.

Everything that Tad did was done with a certain
rush and rude strength which were peculiar to him.
I was once sitting with the President in the library,
when Tad tore into the room in search of some-
thing, and, having found it, he threw himself on
his father like a small thunderbolt, gave him one
wild, fierce hug, and, u'ithout a word, fled from the
room before his father could put out his hand to
detainhim. W ith all his boyish roughness, Tad
had a warm heart and a tender conscience. He

abhorred falsehood as he did books and study.
Tutors carne and went, like changes of the moon.
None staid long enough to learn much about the

boy; buthe knew them before they had bccn one
day in the house. “ Let him run,” his father
would say ; “ there ’s time enough yet for him to

learn his letters and get poky. Bob was just such
a little rascal, and now he is a very decent boy.”

It was curious, however, to sce how Tad com-
prehended many practical realities that are far
beyond the grasp of most boys. Even when he
could scarcely read, he knew much about the
cost of things, tlie details of trade, the principies of
mechanics, and the halsits of animals, all of which
showed the activity of his mind and the odd turn
of his thoughts. His father took great interest in
everything that concerned Tad, and, when the long
day’s work was done, and the little chap had re-
lated to tire President all that had moved him or
had taken up his attention during the daylight
hours, and liad finally fallen asleep under a drowsy
cross-examinaiion, the wecary father would tum
once more to his desk, and work on into the night,
for his cares never ended. Then, shouldering the
sleeping child, the man for whom millions of good
men and women nightly prayed took his way
through silent corridors and passages to his boy’s
bed-chambecr.

One day, Tad, in search of amiisement, loitered
into the office of the Secretary of War, and Mr.
Stanton, for the fun of the thing, cornmissioned
him a lieutenant of United States Volunteers.
This elatcd the boy so much tliat he went off im-
mecliately and ordered a quantity of muskets sent
to the White House, and then he organized and
drilled the housc-servants and gardcners, and, with-
out attracting anybody’s attention, he actually dis-
charged the regular sentries about the premisas
and ordered his unwilling recruits on duty as
guards.

Robert Lincoln soon discovered what had been
done, and as he thought it a great hardship that
men who had been at work ali day should be
obliged to keep watch during the night to gratify
n boyish freak, he rcmonslrated. But Tad would
listen to nothing from his eider brother, and
Roljert appealed to his father, who only laughed
at the matter as a good joke. Tad soon tired,
however, of his sclf-imposed dutics and went to
bed. The di'afied men were quietly relieved from
duty, and there was no guard at the President’s
mansién that night, much to Mr. Lincoln’s relief.
He never approved of the precaution of mounting
guard at the White House. While Tad sported
his commission as lieutenant, he cat quite a mili-
tary figure. From some soiirce he procurcd a
iinifonn suitable to his supposed rank, and thus



proudly attired, he had himself photographed, as
seen in the illustration on page 64.

It had been intended to celébrate Tad’s tenth
birtlrday, April 4, 1863, by visit to the Army
of the Potomac, then encamped on the banks of
the Rappaharmock, opposite Fredericksburg. The
President, at the suggestion of Mrs. Lincoln, had
thought that it would cheer the soldiers to see the
familiar face of the chicf magistrate among them
before their anticipatcd departure for the front.
But other business had intervened, and it was not
until the boy’s birthday had actually arrived, and
with ic a present of a fine pony, that we got away
from Washington. Our party consisted of Tad,
his father and mother, Mr. Edward Bates, the
Attorney-Oeneral of the United States, and two
friends of the family. Toward evening a violent
and unseasonable snow-storm carne up, and the
little stcamer that was taking us from Washing-
ton to Aquia Creek (thelanding-placc of the army)
was compellecl to cast anchor for the night under
the lee of a headland of the Potomac. By that
time Tad had examined every nook and cérner
of the stcamer, and as the President's party were
the only passengers on board, he had fnll swing
during the trip. After wc had anchored, Tad, re-
solved to employ advantageously every momecnt of
the time, rigged up a fishing-line and went val-
iantly to work, in the midst of the snow-storm, to
catch fish for supper. He promptly reported every
bite to his father or mother, and wlicn he finally
rushed into their presence with a single very small
and very bony fish, a proud and happy boy was he.
But we actually did have a smoking platter of fish
for supper, much to the delight of Tad, who had
marked the three fish of his own catching by cut-
ting off thcir tails.

During the five days of our stay in tho Army of
the Potomac, Tad was a most restless little chap.
At General Hooker’s head-quartcrs there was a
bakcry, a printing-office, a telegraph station, and
sundry other small cstablishmcnts, all in shanties
or tents. We were quartered in largc “ hospital
tcnts,” as they were called. By the end of the
first day, Tad had exhausted everything in sight,
and was ready to go home to his beloved pony.
But there were rcviews and parados to come, and
for these the President miist stay. Each day, bc-
ginning with the second of our stay, was taken up
with a review. W hilc these lasted Tad was happy.
A handsomc young soldier was detailccl to act as
escort to the boy, and a little gray horse consoled
him, for the time, for the absence of his own pony.

That long series of reviews in the Army of the
Potomac, just before the battle of Chancellorsville,
will never be forgotten by.the pavticipants. Over
hill and dale dashed the brilliant cavalcadc of the

general-in-chief, surrounded by a company of offi-
cers in gay attire and sparkling with gold lace,
the party being escortcd by the Philadelphia Lan-
cees, a showy troop of soldiers. In the midst, 01
at the head, rose and fell, as the horses galloped
afai, tlie form of Lincoln, conspicuous by his height
and his tall black hat. And ever on the flanks of
the hurrying columir flew, like a flag or banneret,
Tad’s little gray riding-cloak. His short legs
stuck straight out from his saddle, and sometimes
there was danger that his steed, by a sudden turn
in the rough road, would throw him off like a bolt
from a catapult. But faithful Michael was always
ready to steady the lad, and, much to the amaze-
ment of everybody, the hard-riding and recklcss
youngstcr turned up at hcad-quarters every night,
flushed with the excitement of the day, but safe
and sound.

The soldiers soon learned of Tad’s presence in
the army, and wherever he went on horseback
he easily divided the honors with his father. 1
can not begin to tell you how the men cheered
and shoutecl and waved their hats when they saw
the dear face and tall figure of the good President,
then the best-beloved man in the worid; but to
these men of war, far away from home and children,
the sight of that frcsh-faccd and laughing boy
seemcd an inspiration. They cheered like mad.
When told that he ought to doff his cap to the
soldiers who saluted him, Tad sturdily replied:
“W hy, that 's the way General Hooker and Father
do; but I’'m only a boy.”

W hen night carne on, and there was nothing for
Tad todo butto hang ai'ound his father and mother,
he grcw weary of the army, and longcd for that
pony at home. Then he would begin to ask wh)-
he could not go back. But itwas in vain he re-
mindcd his father that the soldiers did not like vis-
itors, and in vain he told his mother that women
were not wanted in the army. Finally, his father,
tobe rid of the boy’s iraportunities, said: “ Tad,
1'11 make a bargain with you. If you will agree
not to say anything about going home until wc
ave ready to go, | will give you that dollar that
you want so badly.” For fad had nceded, as
he thought, a whole dollar in cash. Being a tvuth-
ful story-tellcr, I must say that Tad did sometimes,
later during our stay, murmur at the long sojourn
in the army; but, while we were waiting for the
ambulances to Wke us to the station on our way
back to the steam-boat landing, Lincoln took out
a dollar note, saying, “ Now, Taddie, my son, do
you think you have earned this?”

Tad hung his head and answcrcd never a worcl;
but the President handed him the note, saying;
“ Well, my son, although | don’t think you have
kept your part of the bargain, 1 will keep mine,



and you can not reproach me with brcaking faith,
anyway.”

On the way from head-quarters to the station
theie was an immense amount of cheering from the
soldiers, who, as usual, seemed wild with delight at
seeing the President. Occasionally we heard them
cry, “ Three chcers for Mrs. Lincoln ! ” and they
were given with a will. Then, again, the men
would cry, “ Three chcers for the boy!” This
salute Tad acknowledged, under instructions from
his mother, and entirely unabashcd by so much
noise and attention. One soldier, after the line
through which we were passing had given three
cheers “ for the next fight,” cried, “ And send along
the greenbacks I” This aiTested the attention of
Tad, who inquired its meaning, and, when told
that the army had not been paid for some time,
on accouiit of the scarcity of greenbacks, he said,
with the true spirit of an inflationist, “ Why does
n’t Govemor Chase print 'em some, then ?”

In the October numbcr of The Century Magazine
another incident in which Tad took part is nar-
rated in a letter from Mr. Alexander Starbruck, of
W altham, Mass., as follows;

“ About the last of February, 1865, Mr. H. F.
W arren, a photographer of Waltham, Mass., left
home, intending, if practicable, to visit the army in
front of Richmond and Petersburg. Arriving in
Washington on the morning of the qth of March,
and finding it necessary to procure passcs to carry
out the end be had in vicw, he concluded to re-
main there unti! the inauguration ceremonies were
over, and, having carricd with him all the appara-
tus necessary for taking negatives, lie decided to
try to secure a sitting from the President. At that
time rumors of plots and dangers had caused the

friends of President Lincoln to urge upon him the.

necessity of a guard, and, as lie had finally pei-
mitted the piesence of such a body, an audience
with him was someu'hat difficult. On the after-
noon of the 6tli of March, Mr. Wairen soiight a
presciitatioii to Mr. Lincoln, liut found, after Con-
sulting with the guard, that an interview could be
had on that day in only a somewhat irregular
manncr. After some convei-sation " ith the officer
in chargc, who became convinced of his loyalty,
Mr. Warren was admitted within the lines, and, at
the same time, was- given to uiidei-stand that the
surest way to obtain an audience with the President
was through the interccssion ofhis little son ‘Tad.’
The latter was a great pct with the soldiers, and
was constantly at their barracks, and soon made
his appearancc, mounted upon his pony. He and
the pcny were soon placed in position and photo-
graphed, after which Mr. Warren asked ‘Tad '’ to
tell his father that a man had come al! the way
from Boston, and was particular))'anxious to see

him and obtain a sitting from him. ‘Tad’ went
to see his father, and word was soon returned that
Mr. Lincoln would comply. In the meantime Mr.
Warren had improi-ised a kind of studio upon the
south balcoiiy of the White House. Mr. Lincoln
soon carne out, and, saying but a very few words,
took his seat as indicated. After a single negative

was taken, he inquired : ‘Is that all, sir?’” Un-
willing to detaiii him longer than was absolutely
necessai-y, Mr. Warren replied; ‘Yes, sir,” and
the President immediately withdrew. At the time

he appeared upon the balcony the wind was blow-
ing freshly, as his disarranged hair indicates, and,
as sunset was rapidly approaching, it was difficult
to obtain a sharp picture. Six weeks latei' Presi-
dent Lincoln was dead, and it is doubtless true
that this is the last photograph ever made of him.”
Later, Tad figurad with his father in onc more
historie scenc. It was on the night of April 11,
1865, when the President made his last long
speech. The news of tlie fall of Petersburg and
Richmond, and the flight of Leq and Davis had
come to Washington. On that night the White
House was illuminated, and there was great joy
throughout the land, for wc had begun to feel that
the war u'as nearly over. Oiitside of the house
was a i'ast crowd, cheering and shouting witli a
roar like that of the sea. A small battery from the
Navy Yard occasionally rent tlie air with a salute,
and the clamor of bvass bands and the hissing of
fire-n'orks added to the confusién and racket in
front of the mansién. Lincoln and a few friends
lingercd at the dinncr-tablc until it was time for
him to begin his speech. As the little party
mounted the stairs to tiie upper part of the housc,
there was a tremendous din outside, as if roars of
laughter were iningling with the music and the
cheers. Inside of the housc, at one of the front
windoivs on the right of the staircase, was oid
Edward, the conscrvative and dignified butler of
the White House, struggling with Tad and trying
to drag him back from the window, from which he
was waving a Confedérate flag, captured in some
fight and given to the boy. The crowd recognized
Tad, who frantically wavcd the flag as he fought
with Edward, wiiilc the people roarcd with delight,
“ The likes of it, Mistcr Tad,” said the scandal-
izecl butler— “ the likcs of a rebcl flag out of the
Windows of the White House ! Oh, did 1 ever!”
Edward conquered, and, followed by a parting
checr from the throng below, Tad rushcd to his
father with his complaints. But the President, just
then approaching the center window ovcrlooking
the portico, stood with a beaming face before the
vast assembly beneath, and the mighty cheer that
arose drowned all other sounds. The speech began
with the words, “ W e meet this evening, not in sor-



row, but in gladness of
heart.” As Lincoln
spoke, the multitude
was as silent as if the
court-yard had been
descrted. Then, as his
spcech was written on
loose sheets, and the
candles placed foi' him
were too low, he took
a light in his hand and
went on with his read-
ing. Soon coming to
ihe end of a page, he
found some difficulty in
lianclling the manu-
script and holding the
candlestick. A friend
who stood behind the
drapery nf the window
reached out ;uid took
the candle, and held it
until the end of the
speech, and the Presi-
dent let the loose pages
fall on the floor, one
by onc, as fast as he
was through with them.
Presently, Tad, having
refreshod himself at
the dinner-table, carne
back in search of
amusement. He gath-
ered up the scattered
sheets of the Presi-
dent’s speech, and
then amused himself
by chasing the leaves
as they fluttered from
Lincoln’s hand." Anén,
growing impatient at
his delay to drop an-
other page, he whis-
pered, “ Come, give
me another!” Tlie
President made a queer
motion with his foot
toward Tad, but other-
wise showed no sign
that he had other
thoughts than those on
reconstruction which he was dropping to the list-
eners beneath.

Without was a vast sea of uptumcd faces, each
eye fixed on the form of the President. Around
tho tall white pillars of the poértico flowed an undu-
lating surface of human beings, stirred by cmotion

TAD LINCOLN IN HIS UHIFORM o1@ A LIRUTENANT

and lighted with the fantastic colors of fire-works.
At the window, his face irradiatcd with patriotic
joy, was the much-bcluved Lincoln, reading the
spcech thatwas to be his last to the people. Rchind
crept back and forth, on his hands and knces, the
boy nf the White House, gatliering up his father’s



carefully written pages, and occasionally lifting up
his cagcr face, waiting for more. It was before
and behind the scenes. Sometimes | wonder,
when | recaE that night, how much of a father’s
love and thought of his boy might have been min-
glecl in Lincoln's last speech to the eager multitude.

The dark and dreadful end was drawing nigli
apace. Within a few days after that memorable
night, the beloved Lincoln fell by the hand of an
assassin.  Amid the lamentations of a stricken
nation, his form was carried back to Illinois to be
buried near the spot where little Willie had been
laid to rest. Soon afterward, the stricken family
left the gloomy White House, and the sound of
Tad’s meiry voice was heard no more in the man-
sion of the people.

After his father’s death, Robert took charge of
his brother’s education until the lad went to Europe
with his mother, in 1869. Sobered and steadied
by the great tragedy through which he had passed,
Tad applicd hilnself diligently to study, and made
such progress that his friends cherished for him the
brightcst hopes. He was a self-reliant boy, firm

in his friendships, cordial, modcst, and as true as
the needle to the pole whenever principie and just-
ice were called in question. Under the tuition of
a careful instructor in Germany, he quite overcame
the difficulty in his specch which had btirclcned
him froin cliilclhond. He was disciplined by an
English-speaking German teacher, who required
him to read aloud, slowly and distinctly, as a
daily exercise. By this simple means he finally
learned to speak plainly, but with a slight Germéan
accent which carne from his practice in reading.

Returning home with his mother in 1871, he was
taken with a severe illness, and after enduring with
manly fortitude months of great pain, he passed
away July 15, 1871, being then only a little more
than eighteen years old. It was well said of him
that he gave to the sad and soleinn White House
the onlycomic relief it knew. And, in justice to
the memory of the boy whose life was but a brief
and swifly passing vision of a cheery spirit, it
should be added that his gayety and affection were
the only illumination of the dark hours of the best
and greatest American who ever livcd.

THE FALSE SIR SANTA CLAUS.

(A Chrisimas Masque/ar

By E.

Young; atui Old. t

S. Brooks,

Aiti/or oj"the "Laud oj Nod " aud “ Comedies Jar Children.""

M usic nv Anthony

M asque is designad to precede the Cliristmas lIree at a
Christmas party Its action may cali for the help of the cntiro com.
pany lo assistat the chorases All the children in the room may, if
desired.be inassed on the slage, and the chorus of patenis may be
given by the aiidience from the seats they occiipy, provided they are
led by a few icady volees near the piano. No special decoration is
nceded fot the stagc. The action should lake place nc.tr the Chrisi-
which should, if possiblc, stand behind a curtain, or be

[This

mas ttec,
scteened by ihe folding-doors, iindl the end of the Masque, when it
should be suddenly disclosed wiih alf its blaae and gliiter The

propertios” are simple and noneofthecostumes need be elabérate,
butihc selting can be as greatly diversified and claboralcd as the
mc inauon and facilities of the managers pcrmit. Let the clioruscs
and spcaking parts be rendered with spirit. Mueh ofthe textean
« sung to/am ifiar airs, which wi/l readUjrjuggcsi fhxntsehes to
the tnusicaidtrcc/ors.]

CHARACTEES.

Mr. MoNBvnACS (aficTward the Falte Sir Santa C *ki).— Hard
as his dollars, and “ down on childreiu”
bANTA Ci.Abs.— Positivelythu Only Original anide. Noconneclion
w ~tcver with ihe spiirious imitation above.
W iFE,— Firm friends of the “ only original.”
K U Lantbrk.— The pugnacious yoQiig pace of ihc False Sir

iwnta Claiis.

HR Fairv BotrNTiPut— Allglilterandspangles.
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Riei'f.

Red Ridinoiitod*s W olf,
The Palse Foiir The base ruid

Thb Big Bugadoo, N X X
hireling policenien of che False

The WHUOPING-cauGH M an,
Sir Santa Claus.
The Wanperini J ew,
Dick, q
Ethel, <W ho do the laJking for the rest of ihe children.

CURLV-LOCKS, |
The Chorlts ov Children — The Indui.oent Parbnts.

COSTUMES AND PROPERTIES.

“ grown man," ora big boy, May be
W hen he appears as the False
of ihshionable

Mr. Monevdacs may be a
di-csscd in sljcct cix»iume at first.
Sir Santa Claus lie should wear n fall-dress suit,
cut, with opera hai, whilc kids, big watcii-chain, irim whitc wig,
white mustache and sidc-whiskerii— as great a contrast xs possible
to che convencional Sajita Claus.

Santa Claus shoold be made up, as cusiomary,
head lo his foot, a bundle of loys flimg on his back," etc,
or big boy .should be sciccted for this part.
) Pretty icoand-snow sitiisofwhite

“in fur from his
Another

“grown man”
J ACK F ROST,—Boy of liftccn.
His W ife.—Girl of thirieen,

trimming, sprliiklcd with sllver powder. and stiver wands.

Jack O'Lantbrk,— Agile boy of twelve, iti tight-fitdng fancy or

Jestcr’s suit.

~ Cantén Hannel and swan's-down

The Fairv Bountiful.— Girl of sixteen; fancy white dress»

wings, and spangle», silver wand.
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[NoVEMBfiR,

THE !'ALSE SIR SANTA CLAUS.

R.,m RmMiHC-HOOD's W oLF.-Boy of six.«n, io fur robo oreco.,

with woU's-head niask, and inoraW e jaw «, if possible.

The

THE

.o BUGABOO.-Tall youth of sixtcen
delOn-smaskorsome ugly face, ~-ased in close-fiuns r d

Chrisl-inas has come, andjve chiled iente glad

WHOOTriHC-couCH M AH .-Boy of sixteen, doubled and

bent with bnsUet and crook,ivhiicr,ed face, niidligluclothes.

THE W anoebihg JEW .-Big boy in oid black su

... shock.ng

badhai, and bag ful' of'=oid do'es.”

DIiCK.— A brightboy of fcurtceii
Ethel.— A brighlgirl of twelve.

CVRLV.LOCKS.-A pretty litlle girl of svt or eiglu

THE FALSE SIR SANTA CLAUS.

[As the curtain risc-i, tbe children rush in pell-mell, singing;

. Modéralo,
CHOROS OF INDULGF-NT PARENTS (t«
Shout it out! Sing it out! CUar voices rmg it out
Ring out your gUe, every lass.e and lad-
Under the holly, now, sing and I>e jolly,
Christmas has come and the children aro glad.
CHORUS OF CHILDREN.
Hurry all! Scurry all! W e 'ie in a Aunj alH
*Wc 're in a flurry, with l.appiness mod.
Heylfor us; PlcAse elear the way f°r us,
Gayly we sing to you; welcomes we brmg to you;
*S— Christmas lias come and we children are gla
[Enter M r. M oNEYBags, accounl-book in hand. He shakes his
fist at children, and says, sharply;
MONEYBAGS W hat a rumpus! W hat a clatter.
W hy, whatcver is tbhe matter /
All this rout and shout and riot is distracting to ray
You 've disturbed my com putalions
— IVilh your singing and gyrations, ~
Plcaseciéarthew ayfor US, las - sie andUd. And you 've mixed my figures up so, | must add em
oo
ETHEU"'oh, stupid Mr. Moneybags. where are your
senses, pray, sir?
UlicK W hy, don’'t you know — of course you
that this is Christmas Day, sir? ~
CURLY-I.LOCKS. 'T is Christm as,sir — the children s day .
Ethel,Dick,and Curli-locks (shakmg ijhnrfingerp.
And please to understand —
ALL THE Children W c 're waiting here for Santa
N Ho& ¢ 95 no wea-ry ones, Here are no dreary ones, Claus to come from Somewheieland.

CHORUS OF IKOULGENT VARENTS

Don’'t scold them, Mr. Moneybags, for, please to under-

I5i_ EEiE TIltér’'rs waiting here for Santa Claus to come from
Somewhereland
Moneybags {much disgusted).

For what? For who? For Santa Claus ?
'T is past my comprehension

Tliat, in this nineteenth century,
Such foolishness finds mention!

For Santa Claus? N o bigger fraud
H as ever yet been planned!

There iSN't any Santa Claus,
N or any Somewhereland |

[Conslemaliun among ihe children.



E tiiel (indignantlyJ.

Oh,wicked Mr- Moneybags, how can you be so cruel!
DicK C/a/jetisa/¢yJ. Why, Christmas without Santa

Claus is weak as watered gruel!
Ei'HEL a.nd Curi.y-i.ocks (soi-rowfully).
W e can’l believe you j
Dick {vekemently). And we wom!
Ethel, Dick, Curly-i.ocks (ivitii toarningjinger).
So, please lo understand —

THE Childiien (voeiferously). We ’i-e waiting

here for Santa Ciaus to come from Somewliereland.

All

CHORUS UF INDULGFNT PARKNTS.

Tiiey can’t believe you, and they tvonl, foi-, please to
understand,
They ’'re waiting here for
Somewhereland.
Moneybags (aside).
It seems to me it would be wise
To stop this superstition;

Santa Claus 10 come from

lo fact

To open lhcsc young eycs
Would be a useful mission.
So | il devise a little schenie,

And try it, if I 'm able,
lo bring these folks to common sense.
And burst this foolish fahle.

(Aloud. y\y e[l good-bye, youngsler.s; now I 'ni off;
| really can not stand
This trash you talk of Santa Claus
3vVho comes from Somewhereland. [Exit.
Dick (tnniing lo children, with uplifted hands).
No Santa Claus?
fliE Chiedricn (lifting hands in disnwy). No Santa

Claus !
CrRLy-locks |
Ethel (to children, hands lifted).

The Children (Hfting hands solemnly).
Claus!

never did— did you?
No Santa Claus j
No Santa

Ma. (in aiidiile lean). Boo-hoo, boo-hoo. boo-hoo!
Ethel (spitefully). I just beUeve he ’s telEng fibs.
Dick (snrlify). Of course!
Ethel (defectedly). It seems to me,
This liorrid Mr. Moneybags
Is mean as mean can be!
Dick (decidedly). Of course he’s fibbing.
CURLY-LOCKS (indignantly). ’Course he is.
I'THEL- He does it just lo teasc us.
Dick. He’'s down on children; so, you see.
He never wants lo please us.
CURLY-.OCKS (anxiously). Oh, dear!
«Santacome ?
Dick. Let’s wish him here.
lhk Children (incredulously). That 's— quirky!
ICK (stontly). Taint! Ethel saved a wish-boiie up,
From last Thaiiksgiving's turkey,
Children. All right! Who 'll puliit?
Ethel (p,vdiicing the wish-hne). Dick and I.
Dick (examiningii). It s dry enough. Say“ when,”
Catch hold here, Ethel— wish!
Now, puli!

why does n’t

hoys.
Die Childrkn,

PiCK and E th el snap thewith.bone

DrilLL. Dick ’s got the lucicy end, boys

CHORUS OF CHILDRE.N. (Try,/or,ir, " NiHy Bly.")
Come to us, come to us, here as we sing ;
Come to us, come to us, Chrisimas bells ring.
Come to US quickly — nov loiter, fior pause;
Come to US, come to us, oid Santa Claus |

CHORUS OF INDULGE.NT I'ARENTS

Santa Claus! Jolly old Saint;

Hark to them! Hear to them! List to their plaint.
Brpken the wisli-bone! All wistful they stand,—
Come to them, Santa Claus, from Somewhereland !

Enter, with double someraaultor

Santa Clau.s !

[A loud clang and clasli ouiaide.

long jump,Jack O Xantern, The children surt, amazcd.

Jack O'Lantern (‘leftdé roj«iryS<.rftirr ). W]lio calis for
Santa Claus, | ’d like to know?

(surveying him curiously). Wc, Mr.— India-
rubber |
jack O'Lantern (laughing dcrisively). Ho, ho, ho!

[Turns a double somersaiiit, or some other nimble conionion, and,
siriklng A romical ntlititde, says:
With a clash and a clang, and a raftle-te-bang.
And a I>umpity-jump rather risky,
With a jounce and a bounce, Santa Claus | announce!
I 'm his page, Jack O’Lantern so frisky,
See where he comes; stand all here ciése at hand,
Enter | Sir Santa Claus of Somewhereland !
[Enter Monevbaos as tho False Sir Santa Claus, dressed in full-
dreM SUll, as indicated in costiimc dircctions, The children

sian back, surprised ai .seeing a person so different from their

idea of Santa Claus in dress and appearanco. Moneybags

surveys tbom through his cye-glass, souriy.
Heigho, lhei-e, you youiigsters!
H'm — what did you say?
00-00-00 |

M oneyiiags (grujly).
Well, how do you do?
Ethel (timidly). Oh, we only said
Moneybags
Well, why this surprise? W hy this staring and slir?
cuRLY-LoCKs (showing him her ioy hooh).
W e looked for that kind of a Santa Claus, sir.
Moneybags (taking book and examining it critically
through cyc-glass).
Hey? what kind? Oh, that! Ah! permit me to look ;
Why, Santa Claus, child, does n’t live in a book!
(Reacling quickly

H'm — « Hule old drivei-"— Pshaw !— “ sleigh full of

"Dcmn the ehimney"— (hsi. 's iionsense, you know,
girls and boys.

(Reading agnin,

He ivas dressed allin furs, fvm his head lo his foot.
And his clothes ivere all jarnishcd with ashes and
soof ;

A bundle of loys he had flnng on his back.

And he looked like o pcdlarjust opening his pach.

His Jroll jitlle mouth ivas drawn np like a boiv.

And the beardof his chin ivas as white as the sncnsj;

And the slump ofa pipe he held light in his iecth,

And the smokc it cncircled his head like a ivreath.

He had a bivadface

Oh, that’s nonsense, |

I llave ii't looked that way for many a day!
1 dress in the fashion; 1'm solemn in speech.
And detest all the folly that fable would teach.

.say:
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THE

| hate to be bothered with children and toys.

And rm “down” on this Christmas Day worvy and
noise. Lo

EtHT1 (anxiousfyj- And your sleigh ?

D.OK A.d

MOKEYBAGS.

S j
They were quite out of date-too old-fash.oned and

W haUvith steam-ships and railways and telegraph wires,
And stores ovevcrowded with sellers and buyers,
And modern improvements in every latid,

There’s no use for Santa Claus, now;— understand.
[Sings. (.Try "The Campbells are Cmung.")

I 'm a thrifty oid merchant, who lives at the Pole;
A sleep-loving, ea.se-loving, savmg oid soul;

I 'm heallliy and wealthy and wise, now, beimuse
1've done with the nonsense of oid Santa Claus.
Children {singing,povtingly).

H e’s a selfish oid merchant, who lives at the Pole;
A skinflint oid miser, as mean as a mole;

But he ’'ll never succeed, if he tries to pick flaws
In the joys of the cliildren - this oid Santa Claus.

INDIGNANT PaEENTS {singing, snapfishly).

He’s a heartless oid merchant, who Uves at the Pole;
For his comfort and ease,

he would barter his soul.
Come

away children; don't

from bim,

trust him,

H eTrLud and a miser— this oid Santa Oaus!
UotSf.yih.Qi (Innuing I<nv, inmoch humilily).
Thanks for your compliraents, kmd friends, indeed,
I ’Il not forget your praises;
'T is pleasure rare to hear and heed
Such kind and courtly phrases.
But this | know — you’ll soon, with speed,
Give up these Christmas crazes.
Dick (cmphat,cally). Well, is n’t this dreadful?
Ethel {UarfuUy). Oh. dear, |
Mo.NEYBAGS {threatemngly).

You 'd better leave that for the “sweet by and by.
If there 's one thing |

could cry.

hate, in this bedlam appall.ng,
It is to hear children a-screaming and squalhng.

So, if you attempt it, | know what to do! -
CURLY-LOCKS (anxiously). Oh, what does he mean ?
EtiieL. | don't know. . . n i

A Il THE Children {vociferously). Boo-hoo-hoo.

MONEYBAOS {wralhfuUy}.

W hat ho, there; Hallo, there! My trusty police;

These children are cranky-this nonsense must cease.
Come in here, my beauties, these children to tell
Sir Santa Claus knows how to manage ihcin well.

[Emer the Faisf Fot,a, onc by onc.

C"ns.cmaUon on the pan of
the children.

Monavdags checks them offas they enter.

Here 's Red Riding-hood’s W olfl

Here 's the Big Bngaboo!
Here ’'s the Whooping-cough Man!
Herc ’s the Wanderiiig Jew !

Are W hat ’s

n’'t they sweet? the matter? You

quiver and quake so; ,
One would think you were frightened, to see you all
shake so.

Dick.
Ethel.

W hat horrid, ugly people!
Did you ever, ever see
Such dreadful folUs invited to a lovely Christmas Tree .
MONEYBAGS. Speak up. my gentle serving-men, and
tell these children, now,
W hat pavts you play on Christmas
and where and how.
Red Riding-hood’s W olf {snappishly).
| 've great big Ears, and | ’'ve great big Eyes,
And 1 've great big Teeth, because —
Oh, yes, you ’'ve heard the story before
Tust look at these beautiful jaw s!
(Opening mouth very vridc.

Day-and when

The Big Bugaboo
| 'm the Big Bugaboo! And | live in tbe dark,
With ray grin and my club. And |
I know aU the bad boys, and | 'm looking at you!
So, don’t you forget I 'm the Big Bugaboo!
The Whooping-cough Man (asthmaUeaUy).
I 'm the Whooping-cough Man, yes, | am— 1 am —
I 'm the Whooping-cough Man so breezy;
And the bad boys I fill, yes, I will— 1 wiU—
With my choke and my strangle so sneezy.
And the little girls, too, yes, |

wish to remark,

do— | do—
If 1 find them at all uneasy,
Why — | take their breath off

W ith the cough— the cough.
'm the Whooping-cough Man so wheezy.
The Wandering Jew (seduotivily).
“0Oid do’es! Oid clo’es! Cash paid for oid do es!
| sing through the streets of the city,
And the people they bring every ragged oid thing
When they hear the sweet strams of my ditty.

But ffirboM 1| girls and boys, if they make too much noise,
Or if words with their betters they bandy,
Why, 1 ups with their heels,

And 1 smothers their squeals

In my bag of “olcl clo’es,”
[More constemalion among the children.
MONEYBAGS {nlluringly).
They sometimes give Boxes at Christmas, you know,
Instead of the Stockings and Trees.
A nice Christmas Box would be jolly to show —

so handy!

You each shall have one. if you picase.
Come, gather around me, and | will explain.
IThe children draw near in anucipation.

My meaning | 'H make very clear:
are cranky, I don’'t speak again,

But give them — a Box on the ear!
[Tries one on Dick, wili bewilderingeffcc.,

dibinay, and sing dolefully:

Sy |°

The children relreat in

chil-dren.Doleful children
> |—s.

Dismal, dole-fnl
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CHORUS OP DISTRESSED PARENTS.

Worricd, fliivried parents, worried parents, we!
rieasure’s sun is clouded, gloomy is our glee.

Christmas ends in crying, hopes are da.shed, because-
He is such a horrid, hateful Santa Claus j

Please to go,please lo go, please to go, because__
You ’'re not whatthey looked forin oid Santa Claus !
M oneybags.
What! Go? Ah, no— the children want me badly,
The darling. snarling, doleful litie dears;
If I should leave, | know they’d miss me sadly;
I know they love me, so L’li sparc their tears.
What! Go? Ah,no— not while 1 've strength to
stand;
Why, I’'m Sir Santa Claus of Somewliereland!
The False P'our (in derisive chonis).
What! Go? Ah, no— not while w e’ve strength to
stand;
WIiy, he ’s Sir Santa Claus of Somewhereland!
Jack Frost and his w ife {singing behind seenes).
Out from tlie kingdom of ice and of snow,
KolUcking, frolliciting, fi-isking we go;
Rollicking, frollicking, singing in glee;
Oh, who so merry and cheery as we?
Clear rings our song, all the day long,
All the glad Christmas Day, Christmas Day long.
Sliout the gay glories of Christmas so grand;
Sliout for oid Santa Claus of Somewheieland!
[Moheybags and ihe Fatse Four Start iNsurprise @t tlic sound of
this singing, and Inok at each other anxioitsiy
Moneybags.
Say, wlio be these that sing so blithe and free ?
Quick, Jack O’Lantern, find tliis out for me!
JacK O'Lantf.RN (rclnctantly).
Excuse me, | beg; | ’'m suspicinus of dangers.
And it rufiles my nerves, sir, to interview strangers.
Jack Frostand his W tfe (smging nenrer).
Racing and chasing, from sunset to light,
I'ainling the Windows with traceries bright;
Dancing with sunbeams, all sparkle and life,
Oh, who so gay as Jack Frost and his Wife ?
Oh, who so gay, all the glad day,
All the glad Christmas, the glad Christmas Day ?
Shout the gay glories of Christmas so grand;
Shout for oid Santa Claus of Somewhereland!
[Jack O'Lantern clutches M oneybags by tlie ann and drngs him
to the front, saying, hurriedly and em phatically:
Jack Frost and his Wife, sir,
Oh, run for your life, sir!
They ’li stir up a strife, sir.
And interview you.
They ve Sania Claus folks, sir,
Ilave done with your jokes, sir!
You ’ll be pinched and poked, sir—
And frost-bitten, too!

W ho'safraid? Here

Pshaw!
on my rights |°’U stand !

I am Sir Santa Claus of Somewhereland!
[Enter J ack Fpost and his W ipe, briskly
Jack Frost.

How are you, youngsters?

I am Jack Frost--—-—-
Hisw ife. And | 'm his loving wife.
Jack Frost (looking atthe children anxionsly).

Whbat ’s the matter ? wliere are your shouts of glee?
Where ’s Santa Claus? And where ’s your Christmas
tree?

Full of fun and life?



Dick (ruefcUy). There ’ll be no tree-——-
(dole/uUy). And Christmas glec is oer.
CURLY-LUCKS (witk agrealsigh).
Oh, Mr. Jack! Christmas wiH come no more.

JackF kost.

CIIRLY-LOCKS.
Oh, doH’'t you know?

W hy, who says that, you curly litlle elf?

Old Santa Claus himself!

Tack FrROSsT (looking all around).

Old Santa here? Where? Not among f/wf banci.

Dick (pinting to Moneybags). Thete!

Moneybags (pPmpously).
| am Sir Santa Claus ot Somewhereland.!

Tack Frost. s
You? Well, | guess not! You, sir? Oh, no, no.
That’'s a good joke! You Santa? Ho, ho, ho I

M oneybags . n i,
There, that will do! Be off, now! Scaltet! PacU .

WII'E.

We get away?

Jack'’s

T guess not! Wiill we, Jack.
Jack Frost (dancing derisively before Moneybags).
No, not for such a fai old fraud as you !

I'hen to children.

This False Sir Santa Claus is fooling you .
Moneybags . . .

Quick, now, my good policcmeii, clear them out.

I will not have such vagabonds about.
The False Four (elosingaround sacx and his W ife).
Move on, now! Come — move on! You

‘re in the

way here! AT
Jack Frost (ivilh hand to ear, sarcastienlly).
1 'm just a litlle deaf. What ’s that you say, here ?
M an Jack 1-

Move on. 1 say!

The Whooping-cough
arm rougkly).

rosts

[Jack Frost touchcs him with his wand-l A h !

IACK Frost (slyly)- Well, now, wliai 's the mattcr ?
Dick (taucking the Whooping-coogii
motiontess os a statue). He

Man, wko >
’s froren sUff!
[Jack Frpst suddenly touches the Big Buoauou with his wtmd.

The Big Bugaboo. Oh, how my tceth do chatier!
[He aiso stands motionless and siiff.

Ethel. Oh, see there, Dick I Feel him!

DiCK.

Tack Frost.
Jack’s magic wand froze the Big Bugaboo!

Jack’s Wife. ,
They both are frozen up. Too sliff lo "'uik:
They Il let us stay here now awhile, I tbmk.

Ethel (pintingio Monevbags).

But is n’t he Santa Claus?

He?

1'm!

He

om

Jack Frost,
MONF.VBAGS.

Jack Frost.

Bless you, no i

how willyou prove it.

That ’'s easy to show.

Well, show iti

Jack Frost. | will. siri 1 will-don’t you fret!

Moneybags

IACK’sW IFE.

Oh, False Sir Santa Qaus, we ’'ll beat you yet.

Moneybags (snapping his fingers conkmptuously).
W hat can you do ?

Jack Frost. Oh, quite enough, |

W e’ll do enough, |

think;
know, to make you shrink.
I 'l summon up each falty, gnome, and elf,

T Il cali—1 1l

cali old Santa Claus, himsell .

1 Il tell him — no— for first, |
Or we will (wont we,

11 stop this sUifc,
dear ?) Jack Frost and W ite!

[They rush with their magic wands to Red Riding-hood’s W olf

and the W anoebikg J sw,who are at once frozen lo sinlues and

stand stiffantl rigid Jack Cl'Lantebn FUNS off.

DIiCK. Hey! The Wandering Jew ’'s frozen stiff as a
atslic ~
Ethel So 's Red Kiding-hood’s Wolf!l What nice
statues they make !
LALLTHE CHII.LDREN (exultautly).
.And now, hip, hiirrah! Let Jack go, if he can,

For this horrible, terrible Santa Claus man |

[Jack Frost and his W ife, dancing around Moneyeacs, pinchand

poke him, while he winces and dodges and .shivers and the

children jiim p forjoy.

Jack Frost and his wife

( 7>y-, for air, « Crnnd-
fither*s Cloek.")
We "11 nip his nose and iweak liis loes,
With coid he ’ll sbake and shiver;
We ’ll twingc his ears and fieeze his tears,
until he ’ll (piake and quiver.
We ’ll cover him nice with a coat of ice,
W hile he ’'lIl shiver and sneeze and stumbie;
No Sania Claus hei A fraud he raust be:
He ’s nothing but glitlei' and grumble.

minFysacs (aching witk coid).

Br-r-r! 0Oo0-00-00! 1’'ra coid! Oh, liohl ibere, hold !
Do save me from this ice man.
.Ah, boo — I freeze! My nosei My knees!
Do stop il — there ’s a nice man!

[Knter J ack O T.antern hastily, with a silck, pninted jo look like
a red-hotiron bar.
Jack O'LANTERN.
Here’'s a red-hot bar 1‘ve brought, sir;
Heat will thaw you— so it ought, sir;

Now | 11 try what heat will do,
[Pokcs MONFRYILAGS with the bar. Tliat 's for yon !
[Uy.sitonfJACKFROsVshack. And that’s for you, slf.
Moneybags (jumping mmilhpain, bul relieved).

Quch ! that 's better — what a pelting !
Jack Frost (grmving limp and drooping, as the hol mm

thaics him out).
Wifey, quick |

siv.

1’m limp and incUing!
Come, with magic wand revoiving;
Ilerc’s your Jacky fast dissolving !

Jack's Wife.
Courage, Jacky, here I come, dear;

My i you ’'re getting thin and numb, dear.

‘I'here! | ’ll stop this in a trice, .sir;

[Tnoching Jack OT.anters with her nand

Jack O'Lanlern, turn lo ice, sir!

ITACK O'I.ANTERNDecomes a froten stattte
heard,

Noi.se of sleigh-bells

and then Santa CuAtis L-

heard shoutmg. behtnd
scenes.

Santa Craus (outside).

- New. Basher! Now.Dancer! Neno, Pnincer a-nd

On. Cometi On, Cxipid! On, Donder arad BHtzen!
To the top of the porck, lo the top of the wall,
Now, iash away! dash away! dask away, all.

[The children listen, am ased and delighted



CHORU.S OF CHILDREN.

(Try ilic * Cnlop "Jrom ™ Ct$s/avi/s.”’}

Hark! we hear tlie jangle, jingle:
Hark! we hear the tangle, tingle;
Hear the jingle and ihe tingle of the sleigh-bells sweet
and strong.
Welcome, welcome, rings our greeting;
Joyful, joyful, is the meeting;
Sweet the greeting and the meeting, sing the welcome
loud and long.
Jingle, jangle, tingle, tangle,
Christmas joy shall j<now no pause.
Tangle, tingle, jangle, jingle,
Welcome to you, Santa Claus!

CHORUS OF HAPPY PARENTS.
Jingle, jangle, tingle, tangle, efe.

santa Cilaus {enUring with a >nsh, shaking snffw gp~).

Helio! Merry Christmas! | hope | 'm on time!

Witli the rivers | cross and the mountains | cliinb,

With tlie roofs that | scale and the chimneys | drop
down,

By the day itfier Christmas | 'm ready to flop down.

But what if | do get so tired with trotting?

Yovir joy gives new strength for my planning and
plotting.
My reindeer
.matter ?
Something’s wrong here— or else / ’iu as mad as a

hatter!
Why is Mr. Jack Frost, there, so slimpsy and droopy?
Who are these funny slatues so coid and so croupy?
Why are not all these little folks happy and hearty ?
And — well — bless my stars! W ho’s Hat pompous

oid party ?
Moneyrags {advancing).

I am Sir Santa Claus of Somewhereland!
santa Craus ((jijizzing him).

Ho ! are you? Well, oid fellow, here’s my hand!

So you ’re Sir Santa Claus? Well — by the by—

If you are he— why, bless me! Who am 1?
moNeysacs (lo/Hly).

I have no doubt, sir, you 're some low impostor.
Santa Craus, Well, come, that ’s friendly! 1 ’ll look

up the roster.

But, still— 1 think,— as far as | am able,

I 've been oid Santa Claus since tlie days of fable.

How is it, little folks? We ’ll leave to you

To say which is the False one— whicli the True?
Dick (deeiJedly). Oh, yon 're the true one'!
Curly-locks. Certain sure!
sana Ciraus (hiquiringty.) Because?—
Ltner. We know that he 's the False Sir Santa Claus.
Santa Claus

Well, well; that’s logic! Then, by your decree,

What shall tlie scntence of this culprit be?
Dick (vindliHvcly). Let’s tar and feather liim!

And freeze liini, too!

are flcet, and— Helio! What’s the

Santa Claus.

Well, little Curiy-locfcs, and what say you ?

CUKLY-LOCKS (rejtecting).
He ’s been so dreadful naughty, I should say
It ’s best to make him good again to-day.
If we are good to him, why, don’t you see,
ffi 'll have a chance to try and gooder be ?
Santa Claus.
\Vliy, bless you for a rosy little saint!
You ’ve found the cure that’s best for his complaint.
What, Mr. Moneybags, shall your answer be,
Now that you 'vo heard this little maid’s decree ?
Do you appreciate the magiianimity
Extended you by this small judge in dimity?
Moneybags fdi-opping humbly on one knee before
CURLY-LOCKS)
I 'm conquered completely, as you may see,
And | bow to your gentle sentence;
And | humbly beg, on my bended knee,
Your pardon — with true repentance.
I have been such a horrible, cross oid bear,
With never a soul above dollars;
But | promise you now, if my life you spare,
To be one of your happiest scliolars.
Hereafter my days shall have more of glee;
With the children 1 ’ll frolic and roam, ma’am.
And 1’1l give one-half of my fortune, free,
To the Destitute Children’s Home, ma’am.
Santa Claus (ctapping him on the back).
Bravo! Now joy-bells ring out clear and free;
Come with me, children! To the Christmas Tree!

with a burst of music All stand

[Enter the Fairv Bountiful,
surprised.

Thf, Fairy Bountiful.

One moment tarry, ere, with wonders sweet,

The tree shall make your Christmas joys complete.

One thing remains ; List, while | tell to you

What Fairy Bountiful would have you do.

In the oid days, when Valor, Truth, and Riglit

Would fight the Wrong and conqucr wicked Mighl,

The champion brave bis sure reward would see.

And, by his king or queen, would knighied be;

And, as liis shoulders felt the royal blade

Give the glad stroke tlicy called the “ Accolade,”

Tliese welcome words camc, as his gueidon duc:

“ Rise up, Sir so-and-so, good knight and true !”

Witliout oid Santa Claus, the children’s fun

At Cliristinas-tide could never be begtlm.

In their glad liearts the champion he 11 stand —

Tlieir good oid fi-iend, who comes from Somewhereland.

Let, then, the title that this False onc bore

Come lo the Truc, with love in goodly store.

Kneel down, oid Santa Ciaus, wliile with ready blade

Sweet Curly-locks shall give the “Accolade!”

[Santa Claus knecis before Cuniv-tocks,who touches him lighuy
on the .shoulder with the Fairy's wand.

CuRl.y-W CKS.

Good Knight and True ! Dear lo the girls and boys,

Friend of their fun and helper in their joys,

Receive this honor from the children’s liand.

“ Rise up, Sir Santa Claus of Somewhereland! ”

Santa Claus f/risittg).

Thanks, thanks to you, Curly-locks gentle and true;

Thanks all, girls and boys, for this lionor from you.
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I ’lIl be loyal and leal to your joyous young cause.

Health and wealth to you all! says your fnend Santa
Claus.

Now, rally all, rally all, rally with me, — -

Round the wonders and sights of the bright Chnst-
mas Tree,

Givc a cheer and a shout and a chorus, because

W e have routed and conquered the False Santa Claus .

iDuring lhe chores ihat follows, in which the parents should jom,

the cuttain or doois should slowly open and disolose the Chnsl-
mas Tree, around which the children, with santa c1ausattheir

head, should march as they sing:

h ‘- a

When the chUdreo are safe in the l.and of Nod, AU
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Schtrzo.
sleep i- !y suug in their pia = oes, Then o - ver the
t
S1¥>—

A chimney-top . jolly and odd»01d Santa Claus rushesand

B 0 -"— i M. m—o - - 0
« S
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es;Tbhon ring out and sing outthe welcome we

give, Ourlove he will al ways command. Hur-
th=s="
N =tr.
SILZ k-i--»,-w-i— f - m 1 < 1 ~w
~ rah for Santa Claus, jong may iic live Athiscastle in
1 1 1 1, —1 —\
|
\W
L w» ep-g-ip-B - L]
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~Somewhereland ; Hurrah 1 Hur-rah! fors

£=

his casUe In Somewhereland

m

W hile Chi-istmas-tidc comes with its laughter and glee,
Our hearts shall keep groen as the holly,

If there in the circle wilh smiles we may see
Oid Santa Claus inerry and jolly.

Chorus: Then

Then

ring out, etc.
‘round the glad Christmas-lvee rally with joy;
Let IAive’s liappy sun shine in gladness;
Sing it out, every girl, sing it out, every boy,

Oid Santa Claus banishes sadness-

ChorUS: Then ring out, etc.

DISTRIinUTION OF GIFTS AND GENERAL JOLLITY.



FOR VERY LITTLE FOLK.

THE STORY OF ROB.— Toild by his

Rob is my boy dolii No-bod-y knows what
ran a-way one day— when he was young-er than
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Littlk Mamma.

he says but me. Rob
he is now— and he was

gone a long time. 1 was a-fraid he would nev-er come back; and Pa-pa

went out one day and brought home Nee-na.

Nee-na is a ba-by-doll,

with-out an-y hair ; but
she has blue eyes like
Rob’s, and is just too
sweet for an-y-thing.
One day it was my
birth-day, and | had
a birth-day par-ty, and
we had real dish-es,
and | poured the tea,
same as Main-ma does ;
and the door-bell rang,
and who do you think
was there ?

It was Rob, come
home ! And he had on
a Scotch cap and an Ul-
ster coat. Yes, and he
had a car-pet bag, too,
and there he stood in
the hall, look-ing up at
me, and hold-ing out
his arms. He had come
to my birth-day par-
ty, just as Pa-pa said
he would. Oh, how
splen-did he looked,
and how glad | was to
see him! And when
he saw Nee-na he was
glad, and | knew he

would nev-er run a-way an-y more. And now he stays home ev-er-y day and
helps nurse his sis-ter, and he is a good boy, Not a speck of naugh-ty
in him. This is a true sto-ry, and here is Rob tak-ing care of Nee-na.

-



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

ONE of my iMrds overlieard a queer convereation
between the Deacon and the dear Little School-
ma’am the other day. They cvidently 'vere over-
ioyed about something, he says, for they constantly
enlivencd each other lyith inierruptions, and neither
seemed to care one bit.

“ Like it?" exclaimed the Deacon, hkeit." Uj
conree they 'll like it! They N be wild over ]t!
Who ever saw a sensible boy or girl that would n t
like such a colored front 7 s . -

But iust here the Little School-ma’am broke in
cxcttedly. “ Yes, and then that tidc-mill thac
Mr. Trowb ” ' . ,

But the Deacon, who barely allowed her to

finish a single sentcnce, immediately asscrted;
“ Yes, yes! Splendid I And then there s the
Veto story ”

“Yes!

And oh, the CIoth—of—Goid, you know.
exclaimed the dear little woman, ‘‘and ”
And so they went on in a way that would nave
made me think my poor bird’s head was turned by
some unhappy accident, if I had not happened to
overhear onc or two such conversations myself, in
previous years, between the two good folk he told
me of. And | always found, too, that every such
talk predictcd some happy event for yoii
in the pages of St. Nicholas; and that s the
reason 1 tell you in advance about this one. J
have n’t the slightest idea why a boy or girl should
like a colored front, Aor who Mr- Trowb is, fior how
he is going to grind a tide, fior what a veto story is,
but | do know that whenever the Deacon and the
Little School-ma’am have ajubilant talk in the stvic
described by my bird-reporter, it 's a sign of the
fairest kind of weather in the St. Nicholas sky.
So be on the look-out, my hearers, and send me
word promptly of any ncw developmcnts. i or it s
my opinién that there ’s a good time coming.

A YOUNG SOCIETY.

The dear Little School-ma’ara, who is much
interested in the St. Nicholas Agassn. Assocta-
tion, tells me that it is growing very fast, and tliat
many new Chaptcrs or branch associations ate
formine in various parts of the countr>. This
good ncws. Natural history ts what the Deacon
calis a natural study, and 1 hke to hear that
thousands of boys and girls enjoy it so much
that they have enrolled tliemselves under the
banner oV the St. N. A. A. ST. Nicholas tells
you about the Association m the Lctter-box
every month, and all that yo v r Jack wishes to speak
of here is the ncw Chapter that lately has been
organized in Jackson, in the State ofM ichig”.b)
a nine-year-old boy, one Master Gridlcy. There
isnota big boy in the Chapter, for the younges
member is eight years old and the old”~t eleven,
but neither are thcre any babies. Not they.
They mean business. Already every little man of
thcm has his badge of blue satin, and has accepted
the excellent by-laws as draftcd by themselves.
Here are the by-laws :

jst. Resotued, That we come here for instnictim, and i.. team
'jr'fje~ . Tharanyperaon behaving badly shall be expciled
any person who doea not bring an answer to

Tha'ro~I~pemon must pay the sum of five cents

anyt - - who wants to enter must receive

a thrce-fourtlis vote.

FORCEO TO MOVE.

K lack- i read in the newspaper yesterday an account of a
Deak P . .
3 h iiiriln wife who wcro forced, by a disagreeable odor,
rm "ov\ theh aidittret™~ted meso'mieh that |l wantyou to
“Viilw'rt

tes tvirgbirind heand his wife hadjust finished a

Fat'house’ with'thr«s~di of their

aasH SiIiSSH S

"where the disagrccahle odor could not reach them.
as not tita. wondttrfuir-Youryoungfnend ANAAAAN A

| is
R

.
|

I

W

DIVING AT THE FLASH.

“ Yes, he divecl at the flash," insisted the Dea-
con, “ and that is the way he dodgecl me, or vathei
dodgecl ray shot. It was in Mr. Justus Hoyts
mill-pond in New Canaan, Conn., when | was a
boy about thirteen years old. As | was passing
the pond, with my gun in my hand, | saw a bird
as large as a small duck sitting on the water, ci6se
to a biinch of thick bushes which QFETI on the
bank. Here was a chance for a shot! thought
I could get him to a certainly, for I saw that tnc
bushes would hide me so as to allow me to crcep
UD very closc. | workccl my way along carefully,
and when | pcepcd through the leaves there he
sat, not over ten yards from me, not having seen
me atall. | putmy gun quietly through, and took a



steady aim. My shot struck tlie water in a circle of
foam, exactly at tlie right place, but the bird was
not there. Now, do you ask where he had gone ?
That is it cxactly; he had ‘dived at the flash.’
He went under so quickly that even the shot had
not time enough to stvike him. The thing is ver\-
wonderful, and | can not explain it, bitt |1 have
seen it many times since 1 made that fiiit shot
when | «'as a boy, and | have watched the birds
often when others have fired at them, and | have
seen them escape, and they did it so rapidly that 1
could never tell how it was done. Because of this
remarkable power they are commonly called water-
witches. In books of ornithology their fiame is
grebe ; as horned grebe, crested grcbc, etc.”

"FOR THE INQUISITIVe. "'

Here isa channing bit of a letter (which the

Little School-ma’am has pickcd out from many
good ones) in answer to
my questions “ for the
inquisitive,” in the May
number,
Baltimorb.

Dbab Jack | saw in the
Alay niirnbcr yonr gitestiuns for
the inquisitive one was “ how
can a cat get down a tree"
pussy has veiy sharp Claws
whicn she sticKs in the bark.
her claws aro also very strong
a little kittcn can nol getdown
1tree very well as its Claws are
not very strong | piit a little
kitien np a lIree and she «m e
down backward a liltle way and
thenjucnped.

A dog can notcome down a
tree ot go up because his nail
are notshapcd like Ih.niofa cal.
My cousin had a little dog and
he Jumped up a tree about two

yards high and landed iy the
crotch | remain your constant
readcr M anie H,

A TALKING CANARY.

Your Jack has just
heard of a canary that
had been trained to pro-
nounce a number ofsen-
tences, closely imitating
the voice of the lad)-
who had been its in-
structor. Invariably after
such a performance, as
though nverjoyed at hav-
ing accompiished some-
thing difficult, the little
creature would rush off
into a perfect ecstasy of
canaiy song, “ tweet-'
ing” and trilling as though, after all,
the only proper language for birds. An Eng-
lish writer, I am told, thinks it is the want of
“iniitative impulso rather than any lack of the
necessary mechanical apparatus which now limits
the power of speech to parrots, ra\-ens, jackdaws,
and a few other birds.” Other writcrs hold a
different opinién. Meantime, my dears, while the
learned peoplc are discussing this matter, and call-

that was

ing the various parts of little birds’ throats by the
most astonishing Latin fiames that can be inanu-
factured, we should be thankfiil that more birds are
not “ imitative,” for if they were we might lose a
great manj' of the songs we love, and, in return,
gain only a great deal of empty chatter.

ANOTHER ANSWER.

ThaNKS, young friends, for your clear and saiis-
factory answcrs to my question in the Scptcmber
number conccrning the queer things with tlie slits
in their backs. After this, nobody need try to tell
your Jack anything more than he has learned from
your letters concerning the locust and its strange
habit of crawling out of its former self

ANIMAL FLOWERS.

DbaklJack: i send yim with thl*; a picnire of iwo .animals ihai
I(>0k Ukc flowers. Thoir lumie is ihe bottom of the sea. The twn
taUcst “ blissoms " tn the center ofthe picture represent the creatitre

TWU ANIMAI.-PLOWHRS.

ihe lower (luwcr lo ihc Icii of ihe drawing show another animal!
called Feutaerinus asteria. They Uve attached tothe bottom ofihc
sea. The “ bloa.«oni” is ihc head, stomach, and body of the animat.
W heii the ll«le marine crontiires on which they fecd come within reach
ofthcanns that composc ihc lily, these anns ciése upon their prey,
holding them iinprisoncd tinlil the>[ are devoured, when this queer
" flower ” again unfolds and moves Its deitcate siem, swayed by the
gentle cmrenis, jtisl as an ordinary flower is swnyed by the sumnier
wiitd. Yours truly. D.C.B
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St. Nicholas in Arabic.

Rev,H enrv H arris Jessup, the missionary, when in thjs country
1few years age, suggested that many of the poems and rhymes in
St. Nicholas could be translated inio the Arabio languagc, and
s>Hil retain much of their melody and thythm The pubUshers at
once ofTered to supply any illuslratlons that would be needed fota
book ofsuch transialiona, and the resultis a volume jn Arabic with
textand illustratlons from St. Nicholas. It was printed in Beirut,
Syria, and Is perhaps the first jihistrated book ever printed in that
country, orin that language
on the i4th

The first copy was bound in Beirut,
of last June, and we here present
reduced fac-simile of one ofiis pages.

lo our readcrs a

\VE ate sure that all our readers will welcome and admire the
beautiful colored frontispiece, prepared expressly for thig number of
St, NiCHOUIKS, and we are glad to announce that Mr. Birch has
made a companlon picture, which is even finer,
appear as the frontispiece of our next number.

contain also

and which wlu
That number will
cxceptlonal feaiures, as il is lo be the
Chrisimas i.ssue, nud ihe finestsingle number of St, Nicholas ever
published.

severa! other

Hartford, Cohn.
Déar St- Nicholas: As | am always glad lo get ideas for prev-
enis, | thoughl perhaps some of your other readers might Hke lo
know how | madea very urcUy “ school-bog” for my hitic sislcr.
| firstcutouta piece of“ Ada canvas,eightby iwcniy inchcs, and
worked a bordcr around it, then lined it wi~farmersatiu, oUve*grecn
it tvas, as the stitch was worked in that color (though almostany
color would be preity) 1 then braidcd some carpet ihread of a
colorlo nmtch the canvas, and fastened it on for handies. Then |
scwed tlie edges of the bag together. This is rather small, but It U
easy 10 make laiger. Inilials, or a fancy pattern worked in ihe middle
of one «de, is a great improvement. | put Iniiials. 1 have been
out of school for two moiiihs now, as I'm noi well, and watch
for St. Nicholas v~y eagerly. | have taken you for five years, and
shall kcep on as long ,as | can Every Christmas my grandma gives
me ihc three dollars to lake you, and mamma has you bound- But
1 mustnot say any more, as this Ifia long lettcr for ihe firsttime. 1

must ciése now, as your very loving rcaucr, Ctltara M, O 'Nu,
Thirteen and a half years.

P. S. Please ask the
some pretty piece of work,

oiher readers to send a devcriplion of

Our thanks are due to Von Sothen for his courtesy
US co reproduce jn this of St. NicholXS his wondcrful
instaniancous phoCogrAphs of torpedo explosiona.

In allowing
number

Detxoh'

D far St. Nicholas: My brother and | have lakcn you fora
long time, and ihink you are splendid. I think it would be so nicc
for the subscriben* who know how to make any pretly Chrisimas
prcscnis to viriie 10 St, Nicholas about ihem. | am sure If every-
body lias as much trouble to find something prelty to make as we
have in thiv house, ihey would be very acceplable.

Someihiiig very pretty, for a person who *has plenw of lime, i« a
random qullL Eirsl, you wani a large colleccion of sllks, satns,
velvois,etc. Theblockvarc about ono fool square. To make the
bluck, you embrolder (with feather-siiich, etc.) ihc picccs of sllk
IOBClher; they inay be of any size or shnpc or color. Ifa pieceof
silitis very brge and plain. the efiect IS good lo have a ilower em
broidered or hand-painted on it The blocks are fastened logeiher
by embroidery,ana ihe whole quilt iv Hned wiih some brighc-colopcd

suk. It isvery ptetiv for an rifghan 811 a sofa.
Your Interested rcuder, May.
Rrooklw,
Hear St. Nicholas: . wsntto tell you .1funny ihing abou» our
liile Mabel When her faiher was having his house rcpaired, she

had seen the men cUmbing high ladders, and when she asked where
ihey were going, was answercd, “ To the roof." Nol long after.
Mamic's mamma took her lo scc Jumbo, She watched jn silence,
as one little pairof feet after anoilxcr monnted ihc ladder to reach
the huge creature's back, then, suddenly clapping her hands, she
exclaimed: “ Oh, Mamma | Sec! see! They are sitling onJumbo’s
roof!" C-A. G-

JaneB. Hainbs scnds 10 ihe “ Letter-box" the foliowing riddle:

Day by day, | stand quite siill:
But when a person, thirsring.
Come? up and kindly shakcs my hand,
Out conies the water bursiing.
W hat am | ?
Annwr: A pump

THE AGASSIZ AS-SOCIATION-—TWENTIETH REPORT.

T his month begins the third year of the St- Nicholas Agassiz
As.sociauon, The latest our register Is 38x6,
shows ihatour membership has doubled during the year.
now 336 Chaptcrs on our Hvt.

number on which
W ¢ have
W e can nothere afford space 10 ex-
plain ag.xin the history and purpose of the Society, but musi refor
all who are interested toback ntimbersofthe St. Nicholas, wlich is
our orgnn ofcommunicalion,and lo ihe “ Hand-bouk ofthe A, A.'*
which we have prepared specially lo the full
Kcope, plan, and history of our work. This boolc costs half -vdolLar,
and ail orders for it, as well as all Communications for this depart-
ment,

ncqualnt all wlih

and all letter.vof jnquiry, should be sent lo Mr. Harian H.
Ballard, Principal of l.«<nox Academy, Lenox, Ma«5. ‘I*he inlcrect
taken in naluic by our boys and girls, from Malnu to Texas,

been it has been surprising, and

has

as graufying as ihe assistanccof

their elders has been of great valle. Since our laiest repon, tho

foliowing new Chapcers havebeen enrolled;

Nrw Chapters.

M AVWi?, Members. Sicretary's AfftfrvAi,

319- Pelham, N, Y, (A). 4, Newboid Morris.
320- Peoria, 111. (C).. J, A. Smith.
Sao Francisco, Cal, (E) 8..wm. Bréete, 1330 Sutier Si.

3@L F
~ Madison, Wis, (A)

« Bryan, thio (A)..

..Andrews Allen~ Box 14X
M iss Eihel Gllls.

3¢« Georgelowii, 0. C (B).,. 7..C. L. Dunlop,
Torrington, Ct iA).. — - 1. F. .Alldis, Box XOS5.

346. I'reeland, Pa. (A ).. ..xi..Samuel Caskey,

327. Muscadne, low-i (A).. .— ..GlennA, Gordon.

328. Buchanan, Mich, (Al 4 ..William Talboi

329’ Mt. Vernon, N-Y. (A)___ 7..Miss Clara E. Berosiein

330. Ceinr Rapids, lowa (B), 4 .C. R- Easiman-

33x. New Urleans, La. (A) 4,Percy S. Benedict, x»43 St.

Charles 51
33+. Augusla, Me. (A).. — ..Chapuy,please sendtuidress.
333. San FtancUco, Cal.(F).. .xi..Mrs. Helen Moore, 1336 Sa*
< cramenCo Si.

334. Chappaqua. N.Y. (A).... 4. W right Barnum,

335. San José, Cal. (A). 8. F. R.Gamier, Box 18x-

336. Auburo, N. Y, (R). .8. .E. L, Hickok, X3 Aurelius Av.

EXCHAJIOBS DeSIRED

Frankllnite, for carboniferoiis fosslls, orlhc ores of iin or copper.
— Miss Mary R. Ridgway, W. New Brigliton, Staien Island, N. \.

Magnetlc iron, shellv from Scotbnd, and French buhr-btonc.
— Maudc M. Lord, 75 Lambcrton SI.. New Haven, Conn,

Orean-pipe coral, and Tcnney”~s “ Geology,"” for a
fect trilobiie.— Biucc Richards, *726 N.

lar~and per-
iSthst., Phila., Pa.

Rarc insecis, for mllbcrii, arthemls, .semidea, nephcle, porilandis,
and butierflies, — C. C. Beale, Faulkner, Mass., Sec.
In~Ls~~f all kinds, for Icpidopieraj.— Fred. A, Brown, Malden,

Ma-ss-, Prcs. Chapter 297

Notes ritoM Member?

In response to oirr queslion about the ProU'US, Denver (B)

writes:

Itis generally found in dark, siibictranean lakcs, it bears some
rcsemblance 10 the young of newts, having brnnchlal tufis on each
side of the neck. The animal Isof a light flesh-color, which deepena
on exposure lo the air.

[The proleus is onc of the salamanders, closcly rclated m the
liredons.

adull

They are especlally

resemble onc of the

Iniercsting because, even in ihcir

State, fonus of higher

they iransicnl

bairacbians.]

Can any One fiame a Caterpillar which Uves on cvcrgreen
le carrlcs lis cocoon on ils back. The cocoons
ueedles hanging down the sides.

Wc now number five; wc have also one honorary member
have separato collecilons instead of a general cabinet;
microscope and books: wc all Uve near Agassis’'s
have made one excursién to il, Wc have decided 10
all things we sec conccming natural history.

F. 1'. H.VftiMOND, Scc. Chyp. 224,

irees?
have evergreen
We
wc have a
Muscum, and
lake noieof

I caught a fly and killed ii. Then | took my microscope and
saw on iiSback, by the wings, a Hule red speck,and when | looked
ai il with my micn*scopc carcftiHy, 1 saw it had legs and was alive.
W ill some one please tell me whatItwas, and how itcarne there?

D. M. PTRINE, 26 Oiihcdral 51., Baltimore, Md.



We ori; now fitUng up and rrimmingour room, makrng cases,
and hiniting up cabmow W have added several varieiics of rare
hutierfliesand inoths. Sr-C. Chap. 223.

| have examined several kinds of pollen. | find 11h;ird lo deter-
mine ihc exact sliape ofihe grains. Several kmds appear oval, wiih
a mark across which looks asif it were asortof rut.

W hile examIning pollen from a cardinal flowcr (Lobelta
«fi/tpj, u occurred to me 10 floatsome of the grams in vraicr. inc
result was such a change of ‘diape, which, beside, only
while ihe erains were wet, thaf | gave up cardinal flowers m despmr

® A Frtenb ot THE A, A,

M ayport, Florida.
Pilot-boLt ‘ehr.TggieH.”” picked i.p a stoiie in scvcnty-iwo feet of
water, some three milesolT the bar, 1hestone svmgl.edabouteighty
pounds. It was covcrcel «ithinoss, sea-weeds, and varieLCS of hving
rfiell-fish. On onecomer of the top was a branch of oora about a
fool long, with seveial branches | never before saw coral gtowing
on such a stone. *e |- bAWYER.

CnI'ENHAGEN, N. V.

l.asi springi .sent specimens of preparod jvootfe to noajly

iwcnty'~"peciniefis’ T f the'woods. ~'he early wmter
lime 10 cul woods, as tho hark ihen adheres tighife.
i- Lewis, Box 174.

Is tho best

St. Culair,Pa,
Some of us took al excursién lo-day afier* water creaiures.” We
EOt some crabs. waler-bugs, ladpoles, and two iinknown spectes of
water-insects, all in some tomato-cans. When we got home, we
empried lhera all into a Htile tiib. Oneof the unknown tegan
to show murderous proclivities by leanng up the ladpole. When
this was taken from him, he attacked the water-biigs so we re-
moved bim to a separate apartment We wish lo know the pirates
name. The other insects we did not know tvorc long and narrow.
with two bead-like eyes protiuding ftir from the head. Th~ had
six lona leas, the fiist pair ofwhich pointed straight.aiiead, and were
fued to seise f.od- This food consisted only of fl.es, so fer as we
could observe. Ouriniercsting colfection is ptospmng hnely.
Gbo, Poweli., Scc. Chap. 206.

COLUMEUS, O nlO,

W e have seveii members,
L. G. Rice, Sec. Ghap. 37-

We have a fine colleciioii of Insects.
and mcetevery week.

ROMF-, N. Y-, Aiig. 30-
Thc oiher day a curious nest was found fasiencd lo lhe ouiside of

a vHndow itwas made of mud, and shaped much like a homets
ncst  On the ouLsidc, many small red spiders mighi seen run-
ning up and down. The inside of tho cell wm divided inw round

cells. each of which contained a largo yellowish-whiie grub, whtch
was covered with thin skin, closely resembling, in color and loxt-
ure ihc inside Shell of a peanut. W c desiro Information regarding
ihi¢ curious nest. Citv and Coontsv.

[The nest is the home of some species of wasp, ptobably Pelo/ice-
US flavipes, as spirifer. 1 abridge from the ZoolosiiH assiis, p. 58a;
“"About this lime" (Aug. .8ih, sce date above), " the mher spectes
of pelopteus began to be busy fabric.ating their nesis. When a
little more in lenglh is finished than suflices for a single cell, an egg
is laid and spiders ate brought in.” These spiders are for food for
the grubs of the wasps when they shall appear.
as to be helpless, but not dead.
"digger wasp" treats caterpillars.
pupal cnvelope, with
discoveiy.

They are stung so
Compare this witli the way the
The peanui-like skin was the
regara to which Mr- Gosse made a cunous
The abdomen of tlie "daiiber w.asp" is supporicd on
a very longand sieiider pcdimcle or foot-sialk, “ Mr. Gosse, says
Wood, “ was naturally anxious to discover how the insecl could
draw the abdomen outof the pupal skin. He discovered that the
pupal envelope did not sit closoly to the body, but that it was as
uéade in tho middle as at either end.” " City and Country conld
have learned all this by watching the inaocls. For extended tleiails,
sce Wood’'s " Homes without Hands," p- 374%

San Fkancisco, Aug. at), 1882.

I have seen and eatcn “stuiid,” and know a Htile bitaboiit them.
The squid belongs lo the cuttlc-lisli family. Some of them have
eight arms, and some ten. Onc with eight arms is ca led an ocio-
pus. It is dangerous fota man to go alone to catch them, as thcy
sometimes draw him under water. Borne squids have an ink-bag,
and when the conlenis me dried, sepia, iised by attisis, is obiaini®.

BanTiiA L. RowELi-, Sec. Gnap. 290.

[Answered -alsoby Bruce Richards.)
Stocici'ORT, N. y ., Sept. 8, 18",
On Friday the aSth of last May, our teacher made a proposition
ofstarting a branch of tho “ A. A." in our school. The atlendancc

at the firstinformal meeting was sevcnieen, of whom fifteen joined.
Three members llave since been admitted, We hold our meclings
in the school-house. W e have a large number ofspecimens, but no
cabinei. Willard J. Fisher, Sec. Chap- 286.

[The School Commitlee of Slockport will undoubtedly funiish
you aoabinei, if they understand whatyou are doing.]

Sycamore, I1i_. Sept. 9, 1882.

| have a little beetle that must be first cousin to Sleuocernscinchis
(ofwhich 1 have a fine specimen). It is aboutan inch long, with a
l.arrel-shaped ihotnx that has a littfe sprae on each side and two
little black dota above. Its “ flashing dark eyes aro grooved for
the admission of the antennte, which are long and mnny-joinled. It
is disiinguished by two white spois.on each wmg-cover.
raised and shining. and divided through the middle.
.nnaccouniofitin Harris.

lheso are
1 can not find
Pansy Smitii.

[Who will iame this curious beetle?]

PITTSBURGH, Pa., " U.

Our chapter is progrcssing fincly and increasing in mcmbership

every meeting. Picase change the Secretmy’s address I .
Geobge R. West, too Diamond Si., Scc. Chap. 298.

HoTEi. DU Signal, SWiTZERLANa
I thought you would like a specimen of the F.delweiss. It grows
in large quaniities under the snow. The people herc gatheritand
make blankets ofit. Harbv Johnston.

Music IN THE A. A.
Fiushisg, L. 1.
I wftnt to tcll you how much wc enjoy our meciings ‘the sub-
ject of the latest mccriiig was Misiletoe, and here is what said

abouiiL Mamma said,” 'Xhe botaiucal] flame of the mustleioe is
Viscnm alOum. 1In olden times il wasthought to be poisonous, jca
Shakespeare speaks of the ‘balefiil Mistletoe.” Ihc Druida used it
in relieious rites, Il i« a parasite, growing chiefly ofi a;>ple-rTees
Miss Scolt had tasted the beray, which is sweet and eliitinous bhe
palnied me a lovely picture ufniisiletoe and boUy, In the evemngs
when Papa is at lime, we have music, and, if possiblc, piecesbcanng
on our subject; for instarcc, this evening we had a songcniited
“The Misdetoe Boiigh,” and an instrumental piece, ihe “ Mislletoe
Polka.” Mamma playson the vioUo, and 1 on®)ie organ or piano,
From yourinend, F. M. II.

Detroit, Mich,

1 read in u number of the CauaHian Efitomologisl an interesung
paper on “ Naiure-painied Biitierflies." It was something like
this, Cut olT che wings ciése to the body of the bulterfl;?. Next
fold a piece of white paper in the middilc. covct the inside oi the
paper with a thin, clear soluiion of gum-arabic. Lay the wings car”®
fuliy 011 one-half of the paper, in their natural positior, then fold
the other halfdown upon them. Press »twith your hand, and leave
it to dry under a heavy weight, forsome hours. When dry, draw a
pencil Une around the edgcs of the wings, then with a camcl .s-hair
oriish wet with water the paper ouislde the lincs, ¢(Ktufvery ennjul
noitoloelitchewherc. Lastly, pulithe two ends ofthe paperapart,
and lhc scales will adherc to the paper, leaving a transparent mcm-
brane, which will falloat Conncct vhe wings by dr”~ing a body,
and then cut out the biitterfly. Cu,A. WtLEV, Sec. Detroit (A).

T he Oaks, Tioca Cekter, N. Y.

i am ninc, and my sister is fivc. We have examined a geranium-
bug, and it is beautiful Its body is green, and it has six legs that
are olear Uke crystal, The antcnn» are longer th” theii”“«t, and
are sometimes ihrown backward. It has a lonc bcak. The body
has two hornsat the end. The eyes are reddish brown, wich imy
/hite dots. Ancie Latimer, Sec.

Bibcham, Hai-ifax, Nova Scotia.

I live on the sea-shore and near woods. Last summer | caughta
very large specimen of Lophiuspiscaioriiis, and my father madc a
skcleion of it It was caught in the rock-weeds, and when we put
an oar atit, itcaughtit wiih iw iccth. Helen W. Moppou*.

South Bostun, M ass.
On the ouisidcof our school-house is a gong a foot in diameter.
In iHis a pair of spamjws {Fasser doincstiais) built ihcir nest and
raised a brood ihie year. The gong has lieen rung about two doren
limes a day Have other inembem noticed a more cunous place for
a nest than this? H. E. Sawybp, Sec. Chap. 112.

St. Paul, Minn,, Sept. 9,1882. *
Dbar Mr. KaiJ-ard : We had a few caterpillars, but they all tuok
ofTiheir hair, and Jay down in it and dicd, Fbank RaMali.v,

[Don’t bury ihcm, Frank.

W atch for tbeir resurrection. They
liavc probably not died, but only changed into chrysalids-]
Philip C. Tiickcr, Ir., of Galveston, Texas, sends a long and

inieresiing repon on the sqiiid, and rcquesia us lo coracct an error,
which occiiiTcd in the July report, in tbe spelhng of his iame. He
aUo sends the following answer to F. R. Gilberts first qufrslion:

T*he Kiida Ayer, or Malayan tapir, jsof adccp, sooty black color-
li is larger than the American tapir, and inhabits decp woods by
river-bonks. Itis extrcmely shy.



I.I.TrSTIIATED

Spipal Puzzlu.

is"Dmps eider [ii

may be found by taking every second

PUZZLE

IX THE

INEA II-PIECE.

The answer to this puzzle is a five*Unc verse,
Hlipropriate to the Novembcr heUday. The last Kne of the stanza

the glasses

and the four remaining Unes (con-
histing of nineteen words) are conccaled in the spiral.

lecicr In the spiral, after the

one lo begin with has bcenrightly gues.sed.

CKOSS-w O Itl)

EXK4M A .

~fv tirst i5 iii thought, but :iOt iri mind;
but not in kjnd;
My third is In laugh, but not in cry;
My fourth iS in coni, but nol in rye;

is in .sack, but not in coat;

is in sheep, but not in goai;

My second in rough,

My fifth

My sixth
My seventh
My cighth
My ninth
My tenth

in gig, but not in dray;
is in fight, biit not.in fray;
is In grovc, but not in wood;

is in milc, but nul in rood ;

My elevenih in stuigeon, but not In shad;

My twelfch

is in gay, but not in s

ad:

hty whole is a lime 10 be grateful and glad.
ARAUELLA WAPD.

N OVEI

My firstis in Novembcr: my second isin February: my t
my fifth is In June;

m May; my fourth
in Septcmber.

UKOSS-w O 1lIl)

is lu August;

My whole is the fiame of i

I Nedvem ber 3C1

Thanksgiving

5* Condiiions.

6. Has been.

well-known

In festival.

EXTG

poet,

A .

Uhese words

rd is

my sixih is

who was b<»rn
ILEATMEU STOCKINti

EGiTH H. €.

2. To place, 3. A lendon. 4. A miUtary oiii-
7.

r.

I ASI composcd of forty-five letiers, and form a quocation from
a book by Gcorge MacDonald.

My 15-43-12-4 isa prong of a fork, My 23-13-6 is a busy little
insectt My 5-2719-28 is moncy. My 8-34-~x-9 js a ballet. My
43-10-38-14-26 »san apparitiou. My 31-7-20 is X wooden tut. My
27-21-721-36-40 is a verysmall iwtsiof flax or cotton. My 1739-

*sabulky piecc of timber. My 42-17-32-11-30 isa kind ofgreen
tea. My 33-18-35 is a troc simimr to che piiie. My 1-2-44-22-25

CAKPENTER

Across: i. A word olifiefly used In driving off a cat. 2, Spoken.
3. To decdrate. 4. A delighlful region.

Doewnward: j. In ThanKsgivjmff. 2. A icim whichimay be used
in de«ignating several perwns joined in partnership, 3. Dcxterity
4. A weed tliat grows among whear. A cover- 6. Myself 7.
lii Thanksgiviog J. S, TBNNANT.

ITA I.F-SiirA U i.

UACROis; X. A cape wilh a hood. 2. Disclosures. 3. To repair.
4. An abbreviatiou for oneof the United States. 5- An abbrevla-
:foii for a Briiish Province. 6. A vowel- H.akd b.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE OCTOBER NUMBER.

A Smakespbarian Qmarade. Hamlet.

He saw the J?rst upon a chopping block ('l was unprotecied)
He grasped the Jfy'sl and did not second go (act nndciccteil)
First and second show a play (by ns selecteci).

Patchwork. i. Let. 2. Lore. 3, Lumber, 4. Mass. 5, Lcash
6, Launch, 7. Lapso 8. Knead' 9. Lantern

Akaorammatical Spei.linc-Lessiin, i. Cachinnation. 2, De-
Icrminaliou. 3. Jusdfication 4. ~ponianeous. 5. Terresirial, 6,
Emancip.~tion. Chahadii. Wiihwind.

DoitQLP ACKosTic. Primais, Franz: finais, liszt, Cross*words;
X, FestivaL. 2. Rabbl. 3, AtlaS. 4. NatcheZ. e. ZealoT

HcNSADUc Rhvmes. lioui, roQl, ouc skal, kill, T, Spmy,

pr.iy, ray Fllt, 101, jt.

SiN<;i,E AcRosTic Qiiebec, Cross-words: t. Q-ufet, a.U-Bual.
3. E-lder. 4. B-ound. 5. K-mber. 6. C-ider,

Koup-GLASS. Centrais, Vermont. Cross-words: 1. BraVatlo.
i I~rEad. 3, IRc. 4. M. 5. LOg. 6. FaNcy. 7. PorTeud,

HALr-SQi'ARE. I.Presidial. 2. Revlving. 3. Evading, 4.
fidlos. 5. Ivied. 6. Dins. 7. (k)Ing. 8. Agiile). 9. L,

DouBLE Diaconal. Cross*words 1. Her, 2, Ewe. 3- Eli,

Metamorphoses. i. Fail, foil, foul. 2. Mute, mule, rnile, milk,
silk. 3. Floor, floou, blood, brood, broad, bread. 4, Wen, wan,
way, wry. dry. Cords, corps, coops, Crop.s. cross, cress, crcst,
wrest, wrisc, whist. 6. Helr, hear, pcar, peas, pcns, pins, wins,
ivigs, Choss-word Enioma. Emerson,

Proverb Rkrus. Experience keeps a dear school, bul fools
learn In no other,

CuDE. From x lo2,deluge;2 to 6, endear; 5 10 6, runncr; x
to 5, doctor; 3 to4,Easrer; 4 lo 8, ransoni; ? to 8, anlhem; 3 107,
enigma; i 103 dome: 2 to 4, ewer; 5to 7, rbea; 6 to 8, room.
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