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A WINTER SONG.

By Susan Hartlev.

Oh, Summer lias the roses
And the laughing light south wind,
And the merry me.idows lined
W ith dewy, dancing posies;
But Winter has the sprites
And the witchiitg frosty nights.

Oh, Summer has the splendor
Of the corn-fields wide and deep,
W here scaiiet poppies sleep
And wary shadows wander;
But Winter fields are rare
Wi itli diamonds evei'vwherc.

Oh, Summer has the wild bees.
And the ringing, singing note
In the robin’s tuneful throat,

And the Icaf-talk in the trees;
But Winter has the chime
Of the merry Christmas time.

Oh, Summer has the lustcr
Of the sunbeams warm and bright.
And rains that fall at night
Where recds and lilics cluster;
But dcep in Wintcr’s snow
The fires of Christmas glow.

VoL. X.—6.



THE CHRISTMAS FAIRIES.

By M.

AUNT R.UTH sat thinking. It was only a week
before Christmas, and, as yet, no gift had been
decided upon for her pet nicce, who lived in a
distant city.

It was hard to know what to give Bessic— she
seemed so well supplied with everything a little
girl could want for comfort or pleasure. She was
such a good child, and so unselfish, that she was a
general favorite, and her friends, young and oid,
were always scnding her some pretty trinket, until
her own room was a kind of museum of love-
tokens ; every corner was full, her bureau loaded,
the table covered, and the walls adorned; in fact,
it had almost become a proverb in the family that
“ Whatever Bessie wished for always carne.”

Now she was ten years oid, liad declared her-
self tired of Christmas trees, and announced that
to hang up a stocking for Santa Claus to fill was
too childish— she should like to keep Qhristmas
some new way. This was what Aunt Ruth was
puzzling over. At last, with a look of relief, slic
exclaimed: “ I have an ideal I know it will please
her.”

She immediately went to her writing-dcsk,
wrote a long letter to Bessie’s mamma, and folded
into it a crisp bank-note.

On Christmas morning Bessie opened her eyes
upon a bright silver quarter which
pillow. Beside it was a tiny note.
and read;

lay on her
She opened it

“Dear Bessie: | am one of iifieen silvor fainos which are to

appear toJay, wilh a Christmas greoiing from your Aunt Ruth

Take Us all together down to some big store to-monow, and

we will tum into whatever small thing you may wish for.

“ Oh, how nice !” said Bessie. “ What a funny
auntie! always doing something different from
other people. | don’t quite understand what it all
means, but 1 am glad enough of this bit of spend-
ing-money, for I had n’t one cent left.”

And, wide awake, she jumped out of bed and
began pulling on her stockings, when, to her siir-
prise and delight, she found a shining piece of silver
in the footofeach. Two of Aunt Ruth’s fairies had
taken possession of her shoes, another faced her
in the wash-bowl, and a wee one was in the box
beside her brush and comb.

“ These will almost fill my poor, little empty
purse,” she thought, as she took it from a drawecr
and touched the spring— but there, right between
the red linings, was the biggest fair>' that had yet
appeared!

E. K.

Such a merry time as she had dressing that
morning! Mamma was called in continually.
And how they laughed over every new discovery !

At breakfast, she was served first to a small
piece of silver coin; another, just the same size,
shone in the bottom of the glass of water Bridget
brought her. It was really enchanting— quite
like the story of Midas she had just been teading,
only whatever he touched turned into gold. She
wondered if the chicken, potatoes, and rolls would
turn into silver whcn she tasted them; but, no!
Although she looked very suspiciously at every-
thing on the table, not another
itself.

How many times that morning she counted her
ten silver fairies, | can not tell. But what fun she
had hunting after the other five, upstairs and down-
stairs, from attic to cellar, under rugs, in work-
baskets, and in every conceivable place ! Search-
ing was all in vain, however; fairy number eleven
did not appear until dinner-time, when it flew out,
most uncxpectedly, as Bessie was unrolling her
napkin, and its silver mate lay temptingly among
the nuts when dessert was brought in.

Bessie spcnt a happy afternoon sitting in the
midst of her many presents, and planning how to
spend her little fortune. Some of her faiiy pieces
should turn into a pair of warm mittcns for poor
Johnnie Davis; many times it had made her heart
ache as she had watched him trying to shovel
snow with such red hands. She would cairy a
basket full of fairy cakes, frosted with pink and
white sugar, to oid colored Susan (she had over-
heard her telling the cook that it was many a long
day sincc she had tasted anything nice); she
would change her biggest fairy into a pretty doli
for that distressed-looking crippled girl who lived
around in the alley, and would carry out many
other plans of the same sort.

But Mamma was calling her to get ready for a
walk, and, i-ather reluctantly, she turned away
from her new treasures to put on her wrappings,
and felt in the pocket of her cloak for her gloves.
They were missing, but there she found a fairy,
and another carne sticking out from the bow on
her hat, in a most comical fashion.

That night, at supper, a little cake was placed
before Bessie’s piate, and feiry fourteen carne near
being eaten, but pceped into sight just in time to
be saved from such a fate. How ploasantly and
quickly the evening passed ! All the new things

fairy showed



had to be looked at and admired over again. There
was one more hunt after the fairy that had not
made its appearance; it was unsuccessful, how-
ever, and bed-time, that drcad of children, carne
at last. It was strange (for Bessie had ransacked
her room five minutes before), but there, quietly
resting on the snowy pillow, lay the last of Aunt
Ruth’s fairies!

While she was undressing, Mamma explained
all the mysteries of tlic day by reading her Aunt
Ruth’s letter, in which full directions had bccn
given. Then she told how Papa had changad the
paper money into the newest and brightest coins
he could find; how fausy she had been hiding
thcm, as Auntie had suggested, and how success-
fully she had cscaped being caught.

“Well, Mamma, it’s the merriest Christmas
Day | ever knew! | like all my presents vei®
much, but I think | have enjoyed my fairies the
most. | know what | shall do to-morrow. | have

famil
¥

got it all planned. Some other people shall see
fairies too.”

And thanking her Heavenly Father for all his
good gifts, Bessie tucked the crowded purse under
hcr pillow, lay down, and was soon fast aslcep.

Early next morning, with Mamma to help and
advisc, Bessie started out on her pleasant crrands
of love ; and the silver fairies disappeared rapidly
into all kinds of the oddest-shapcd pareéis, until
Bessie’s big basket was full, and her arms too.
Such fun she had distributing her fairy bundles,
and such looks and words of gratitude as she re-
ceived in return ! “Why, it’s nicer than my
Christmas, Mamma,” she whispered, as she turned
to leave the poor little crippie, whom she had
made so happy by giving hcr the first doll she
had ever owned.

So, many sad hearts were made glad that day,
and the whole long year, by Aunt Ruth’s Christ-

mas fairies.
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THE STORY OF VITEAU.*

By Frank R. Stockton.

Loms rIMDS ONE OF THE HICHWAYMEN A COOO-NATURED FELLOW

Chapter IV.f

Louis did not submit readily to his captors. At
first he was angry; then he cried, and when some
of the men laughed at him for being a baby he
got angry again, and told them thcy were a band
of cowards to set iipon him in this way,— a dozen
men on one boy,-and that if they wanted to rob
him they might do it and go about thcir business.
He did not care ; he could walk home.

“ No, no, my valiant page,” said the leader of
the robbcrs; “ we don’t want you to walk and we
don’t want you to go home. We shall take you
with us now, and wc will seo about the robbing
afterward.”

And with this he turned the little horse around,

'Copytighi, 1882, by F. R. Stockton.

and led bim, by a path which Louis had passed
without noticing it, into the dcpihs of the forest.
On the way, the robber asked his young pnsone”
a great many questions regarding his family, his
connections, and his prescnt business m ndmg
thus alone through the forest roads. 1 o these
questions Louis was ready enough to give answer,
for it was not his nature to conceal anything, unlcss
he thought it absolutely necessary. Indeed, he
was quite proud of the opportunity thus afforclccl
him of talking about tho rank and importance ol
his mother, and of dwclling upon the great power
and warlike renown of the nobleman under w om
he served.

“ They will not let me stay here long, you may
be sure of that,” said Louis. “ As.soon as they

| This story was begun in the November number.



hear that you have carried me off, they will take
me away from you.”

“lhope so, indced,” said the robber, laughing;
“and if | had not thought that they would take
you from me, 1 should not have taken the trouble
to capture you.”

“ Oh, I know what you mean,” said the boy.
“You expect them to ransom me.”

“ | most certainly do,” replied the other.

“ But they will not do it,” cried Louis. *“ They
will come with soldieis and take me from you 1”

“W e shall see,” returned the robber.

It was almost dark when, by many winding and
sometimes almost invisible paths through the
forest, the party reached a collection of rudc huts,
which were evidently the present dwclling-placcs
of these robbers, or cotereanx, as they were called.
There were several classes of highwaymen, or
brigands, m Francc at this time, and of these the
cotereanx were, probably, the most numevoiis.

There were fires built in various places about
the open space in which the huts had been crected,
and there were a good many men around the fires.
A smell of cooking meat made Louis feel sure that
supper would soon be ready, and this was a com-
forting thing to him, for he was very hungry.
The supper which was scrved to him was of plain
food, but he had enough, and the bed he slcpt on,
at the back part of the Captain’s hut, was nothing
but a lot of dry leaves and twigs, with a coarse
cloth thrown over it; but Louis was very tired, and
it was not long before he was sound asieep-

He was much troubled, of course, at the thought
of going to bed in this way, in the midst of a liand
of robbers, but he was not afraid that the)’ would
do him any injury, for he had heard enough about
these cotereanx to know that they took prisoners
almost always for the purpose of making moiie\-
out of them, and not to do them useless harm. If
he had been an older and a deeper thinker, he
would, probably, have thought of the hatin which
might be done to him in case no mone\’ could be
made by his capture; but this matter did not
enter his mind. He went to sleep with the feel-
ing that what he wanted now was a good night’s
rest, and that, in some way or other, all would be
right on the morrow.

Michol, the captain of the band, was ver)' plain-
spoken, the next morning, in telling Louis his
plans in regard to him. “ 1 know well,” he said,
“ that your mother is able to pay a handsomc i-an-
som for you, and, ifshe is so hard-hearted that she
will not do it, I can depend on Barran. He will
not let a page from his castle pine away in iliesc
woods, for the sake ofa handful of gold.”

® My mother is not hard-hearted,” said Louis,

and | am not going to pine away, no matter how

long you kcep me.
mother to-day ?”

“ Not so soon as that,” replied Michol. *“ j
shall let her have time to feel what a grievous thing
it is to have a son carried away to the heart of
the forest, where she can never find liim, and
where he must stay, month after' month and year
after year, until she pays his wortliy captore what
she thinks the boy is worth.”

“ '11 tell you what | ’ll do,” said Louis. “ If
you will give me my horse and my falcon, which
your men have taken from me, and will let me
have again my dagger, | will go to Viteau, myself,
and tell my mother about the ransom; and 1 prom-
ise you that she will send you all the money she can
afford to spend for me in that way. And, if there
is no one clsc to bring it,— for our men might be
afraid to venturo among so many robbers,— 1 shall
bring it myself, on my way back to Barran’s castle.
1 am not afraid to come.”

“1 am much pleased to hear that, my boy,”
said Michol, “ but I do not like your plan. When
I am ready, | shall send a messenger, and no onc
will be afraid to bring me the money, when every-
thing is settlcd. But onc thing you can do. If
you have cver learned to write,— and | have heard
that the Countess of Viteau has taught her sons
to be scholars,— you may write a letter to your
mother, and tell her in what a dolcful plight you
find yourself, and how ncccssai-y it is that she
should send all the money that | ask for. Thus
she will see that )ou are really my prisonei’, and
will not déla)’ to come to your assistancc. One of
my men, Jasto, will give you a pcn and ink, and
something to write your letter on. You may go,
now, and look for Jasto. You will know him b)*
his torn clothes and his thirst for knowledgc.”

< Torn clothes! ” said Louis, as he walked away.
“ They all have clothes of that kind. And, as for
his thirst for knowledgc, | can not sec how | am to
find out that. | suppose the Captain wanted to
give rne something to do, so as to keep me from
troubling him. | am not going to look for any
Jasto. If I could find ray horse, and could get a
chance, | should jtimponhim and gallop away from
these fellows.”

Louis wandered about among the huts, peering
here and there for a sight of Agncs’s little jennct.
But he saw nothing nf him, for tho animal had
been taken away to another part of the forest, to
keep company with other stolen horses. And even
if he had been able to mount and ride away unob-
servcd, it would have been impossiblo for Louis lo
find his way along the deviotis paths of the forest
to the highway. More than this, although he
seemed to be wandering about in perfect libcrly,
some of the men had orders to kcep their eyes

Do you intend to send to my



upon the boy, and to stop him
to penétrate into the forest.

“ Ho there!” said a man, whom Louis suddenly
met, as’ he was walking between two of the huts,
“ are you looking for anything?
lost?’’ s .

“ have lost nothing,” said Louis, deemmg it
necessary to reply only to the last question.

“ 1 thought you lost your liberty yesterday,” said
the other, “ and, before that, you must have lost
your senses, to be riding alone on a road, walled
in for railes and miles by trees, bushes, and brave
cotereaux. But, of course, | did not suppose that
you carne here to look for either your liberty or
your senses. W hat is it you want?”

Louis had no intention of telling the man that
he was looking for his horse, and so, as he felt
obliged to give some answer, he said;

“ 1 was sent to look for Jasto, so that | could
write a letter to my mother.”

“Jasto!” exclaimed the man. “ WeU, my
young page, if you find everything in the world
as easily as you found Jasto, you will do well. 1
am Jasto. And do you know how you carne to

if he endeavored

W hat have you

find me ?”

“ 1 chanced to meet you,” said Louis.

“ Not 50," said the other. “ If | had not been
looking for you, you never would have found me.
Things often happen in that manner. If what wc
are looking for does not look for us, we never find
it But what is this about your mother and a let-
ter? Sit down here, in this bit of shade, and make
these things plain to roe.”

Louis accepted this invitation, for the sun was
beginning to be warm, and he sat down by the
man, at the foot of a tree.

“ 1 do not believe you are Jasto,” he said, look-
ing at his companion.
torn. 1 \vas told to

“ Your clothes are not
look for a man with torn
clothcs.”

“ Torn clothcs ! ” exclaimed the other. * What
are you talking of? Not torn? Why, boy, my
clotbes are more torn and are worse torn and
have staid torn longer than the clothes of any
man in all our goodly company. But they have
been mended, you see, and that is wbat makes
them observable among so many sadly tattered
garments.”

Loiiis looked at the coarse jerkin, breeches, and
stockings of the man beside him. They were,
ccrtainly, torn and ripped in many places, and tlie
torn places were of many curious shapcs, as if the
wearer had been making a hurried joumey through
miles of bramble bushes; but all the torn places
were carefully mended with bright-red silk thread,
which made them more conspicuous than if they
had not been mended at all.

“ 1see that they have been torn,” said Louis,
“but they are not torn now.”

“ A great mistake, my good sir page— a great
mistake,” said the other; " once torn, always torn.
If my clothes are mended, that but gives them
another quality, Then they have two qualities.
They are torn and they are mended. If one’s
clothes are torn, the only way to have clothcs that
are not torn is to have new ones. Think of that,
boy, and make no rents in yourself fior in your
clothes. Although mending can be done very
well,” he added, looking complacently at his
breeches, “ the evil ofit is, though, that it always
shows.”

“ 1 could mcnd better than that,” said Louis.

“ That is to be hoped; itis truly to be hoped,”
said the other, “ for you have bad better chances
than 1 This red silk, left in our hands by a fair
lady, who was taking it to waste it in embroidery
in some friend’s castle, was all the thread 1 had for
my mending. Now, you could have all things
suitalilc for your mending, whether of clothes or
of mind or of body, if it should so happen that
you should have rents in any of these. But tell
me, now, about your letter.”

“ There is nothing to tell,” said Louis, “ except-
ing that your Captain wishes me to write a letter
to my mother, urging her to send good ransom for
me, and that he said you could give me pen and
ink and something to write upon.”

“ Pen and ink are well enough,” said the man,
who, as Louis now believed, was really Jasto, “ for
1 can make them. But something to write on is a
more difficult matter to find. Paper is too scarce,
and parchment costs too much; and so there is
none of either in this company. But 1 shall see to
it that you have something to write on when you
are ready to write. It strikes me that the chief
trouble will be to put together the three things—
the pen and the ink and the something to write
on insuch amanner as to make a letter of them.
Did you ever write a letter ?”

“ Not yet. Butl know how to do it,"” said Louis;
and, as he spokc, he remcmbercd how he had
promised his brother to write a letter to him. He
was now going to send a letter to Viteau, but
under what strange circumstances it would be
written! If he were at the castle, Agnes would
help him. He wished he had thought of asking
her, weeks ago, to help him.

“ 1 have written a letter myself,” said Jasto,
“ put before I had written it 1 trembled.to say |
could do it. And
fought in three
than soldiers.

I was a grown man, and had
ljattles. But pages are bolder
Would you like to hear about my
letter?”

“ Indeed

I should,” said Louis, anxious to lis-



tentd anything which might give him ahelping
hint regarding the duty he liad taken upon himself.

“ Well, then,” said Jasto, stretching out his
legs, “ I shall tell you about my letter. It was
just before ”

“Jasto!” rang out a voice from the opposite
side of the inclosure fotmed by the huts.

“There!” cried Jasto, jumping to his feet,
“ that is the Captain. | must go. But you sit still,
just where you are, and when | come back, which
will be shortly, | shall tell you about my letter.”

BERNAHD TEACHINa RAYIIONU THE USE OF THE LONU SWORD

Chaptkr V.

WEmust now go back to the Cliatcau de Viteau,
and see what has happened there since the depart-
ure of Louis for his new home. Of course, the
boy was greatly raissed by his mother and brother,
but Raymond soon found himself so biisy that he
had not time enough to grieve very much over the
absence of his oid playmate. In ordcr to prepare
himself for the school at Paris he was obliged to
study diligently, and in order that he might make

a good appearancc at the house ofhis cousin, with
whom he was to live, Bemard insisted on his em-
ploying nearly all his leisure time in out-door
exercises and knightly accomplishments. Hawk-
ing was postponed for the present, for, after the
loss of Raymond’s falcon was discovered, Bemard
declared that he had not the heart to train another
one immediately, even if a good bird could be
easily obtained, which was not the case.

Very little was said about the disappearance of
the falcon. Raymond, his mother, and the squire

ISEE NEXT TAOI

each had asuspicion that Louis had had something
to do Yvith it; ljut no onc of them mcntioncd it to
either of tlic others. Each hoped the suspicion
was unfounded, and therefore said nothing about it.

W hiic Raymond was busy with his studies and
his manly exercises, the mind of Bernard, even
while giving the boy the benefit ofhis knowledge
of the management of horses and the use ofarms,
was occupied with a very serious matter.

As has been said before, the Countess of Viteau
was one of the very few ladies in France who was



fairlv educated, and who took an interest in acquir-
ing knowledge from books. This disposition, so
unusual at that time, togelrer with her well-known
efforts to have her sons educated, N
helping hand herself whenever she found that she
was quahfied to do so, had attracted attention to
her and many people began to talk about her, as
a woman who"~,L a great deal of time to useless
pursuits. Why should a lady of her rank-these
people said— wish to read books and study out the
meaning of oid manuscripts, as if she were of no
higher station than a poor monk ?
anything in the books and

she ought to know, the pnests would tell her all

If there were

~N'ABut the Countess thought differently, and she
kept on with her reading, which was almost en-
tirely confined to religious works, and m this way
she gradually formed some ideas about reli®ous
matters which were somewhat different from those
taught at that time by the Church of Rome, oi, at
least, from those taught by the pnests about her.
She saw no liavm in her opmions, and.did not hes-
itate to speak-.pf them to the priests who camc to
the chateau from a neighbormg monastery, and
even to argue in favor of them.

The priests, however, did sec harm m the ideas
of Ure Countess, simply because, m those days,
people had very narrow and bigotcd ways of think-
ing in regara to religious affairs, and it was gcn-
erally thought that any person having an opmion
differing, even very little, from what was Wught by
the monks and priests, was domg a '«cked thing
to persist in such an opinién after he had been
coid it was wrong. L,

For this reason, when the pnests who had charge
of the religious services at Viteau found
arguments made no impression on tbe Countess,
who was able to answer them back in such a way
that they could find nothing more to say on their
side of the question, they reported the state of
affairs to some of the higher officers of the Church
and, in due time, a man was sent to Viteau to find
out exactly what its mistress did thmk, and wh>
she was so wicked as to think it. s _ ..

The person who was sent was the Domimcan
monk, Brother Anselmo, who was met by the two
boys and Bernard. on the occasion when wc first

madc their acquaintance. Brother Anselmo was

a quiet-spoken man, making no pretensions to au-
thority or to superior knowledgc; and the Count-
ess talked with him and answered his questions
frecly and unsuspectingly.

She knew he was a
Dominican,

and she knew he had come to the
neighborhood of Viteau on purpose to talk wiUi
her on certdin religious subjects ; but this did not
surprise her, as she supposed all good people were

iust as much interested in these subjects as she

was; but she had no idea that he was connected
with the Inquisition at Toulouse.

Bernard, the squire, however, knew well who
he was, and it troubled him greatly to know it.

Some weeks aftcr the Dominican had begun to
make his almost daily visits to Viteau, he carne,
one day, accoinpanied by another monk, who did
not enter the grounds, but who rcmamed ouiside
the little gate, waiting for his companion to return.

Bernard noticed the monk waiting outside, and
thinking that this unusual occurrcnce h/d some-
thing suspicious about it,
Anselmo when he
reioined his

he followed Brother
left the chéateau, and, as he
fellow monk, the squire slipped

quietly up to the wall and listened to wha_t they

said to each other. In this case, Bernard d.d not

consider that he was doing a very improper thing_
He feared that danger throatened the household
of Viteau, and that these two monks were the
persons through whom the evil would come.
Therefore, he believed that it was his duty to em-
ploy every possible means of averting this danger;
and he listened with all his ears.

W hat he heard was very little. The two monks

stood silent a fcw moments, and then the one who
had been u-aiting said something in a low voice,
which Bernard could not hear.

To this Brothci
Anselmo answered:

“ We have done all we can.
I think it is a case for the Holy Inquisition.

And then the two walkcd off together.

Bernard now knew that his fcars were comecct.
His beloved mistress, on account of some ol her
religious opinions, was in danger of bemg carried
a prisoner to Toulouse, thcre to be iried before
the officers of the Inquisition. He had no doubt
that her opinions, whatever they were, were en-
tircly coiTect, for he had a great rcspcct for her
religious knowledge, and he felt sure she knew
more than the monks who carne to the chéateau,
but he well understood that, if she should be put
o11 trial, and ifthe doctrines she venevca tobe true
were found to differ, in the least point, from those
taught by the priests, she would be considercd
guilty ofheresy, and perhaps be put to death.

The squire went away from the wall a very sad
man He was certain that no one at the chateau
but himself knew of the danger of its mistress, and
he felt that it rcsted on him to take some
mediate steps to save her, if that were POSSible®

As he appioached the house, Bernard met Ray-
mond, who was coming to uke some lessons from
hira in the use of the long sword. The so o d
never tlirew so much cnergy and good-will into his
lessons as he did that day.

“ If he has to fight for his mother,
himself, “ 1 want him to fight well.”

iin-

he said to

(To he continued.)



THE DISCOVERY OF THE MAMMOTH.

BY C. F.

THE niAMMOrH OF ST

At the ciése of tlie last century, a poor fisherman
named Shumarhoff lived near the mouth of the
Lena River, which flows through the coid Siberian
country and is lost iu the icy waters of the Arctic
Sea. In the summer, he plied his vocation on the
sea-coast, and during the long winter lived far up
the river, where it was, perhaps, a little warmer.
It is safe to say that Shumarhoff would never have
made a great noise in the worid — in fact, would

Holder.
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never have been heard of— had it not been for a
wonderful discovery he made while coming down
the river one spring. The rivcr-banks of this coid
country are quite peculiar. Those on the western
side are generally low and marshy, while those on
the eastern are often from sixty to one hundred
feet in height. In the extreme north, this high
clevation is cut into numerous pyramidal-shaped
mounds, which, viewed from the sea or river, look
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exacdy as if they had been bu.lt by man
summer,
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. In ffie
these strange formations are fre
snow, and to a depth of ten feet are

>
below this they are contmually
been for untold ages. They are ibrm , ™ of
of earth and i

ice-sometimes a clear stratum of
the latter many feet m
It was before such a mound

stopped, dumb with
morning, so many years ago.

fi“herman

i,/ w
About th.rty iej
above him, half-way up the face
appeared the section of a great
which the water was flowing
streams; while protrudmg from
hanging over,
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numberless
it aiid party
was an animal of such P

portions that the simple
believe his eyes. Two
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related the story to his comrades up the river
and in the ensuing spring, with a party of his
fellow fishermen, he again visited the spot. A
year had worked wonders. The great mass had
thawed gut suffieiently te shew its Aature, aRd on
doser inspection proved to be a --1

specimen of one of those

ren to~"ptSf —

years the fishermen visited it, until finally, m
March, 1804, «ve years after its origmal discovery,
it broke away from its icy bed and carne thunder-
ing down upon the sands below. The d.scovercrs

first deuched the tusks, that were nine feet six

inches in length, and together weighed three hun-
dred and sixty pounds. The h.de, covered wth

wool and hair, was more than twenty men could
lift. Part of this, with the tusks, were taken to

Jakutsk and sold for fifty rubies, whilet e res o
the animal was left where it fell, and cut u[3 at vari-
ous times by tbe Jakoutes, who fed the.r dogs mth

its flesh. A strange feast this, truly *“

had been frozen solid m the ice-hous

perhaps fifty thousand years,* rnore or Icss, bu so
wcll was it preserved that, when the bram was
glflt&rwﬁ_lig compared with that of a recently k.lled

animal, no difierence the tissues
detected.

Two years after the animal had fallen from the
cliff, the news reached St.
Musoum of Natural

«"t ffi

in could be

Petersburg, and the
History sent a scientist to
secure the specimen and purchase it for the Em
peror. He found the mammoth where it origmally
fell but much torn by animals, especially by the
white bears and foxes. The massive skeleton
however, with the exception of one

Accordine lo Sir Wiliiao

was entire,

Logan, from livo hondrod ihon~d lo ono mUlio

fnrp Iee while all the other bones were stil] held
fo ~g, [igaments and flesh, as if thq .

n ~ggj™s_ The

by a long mane of reddish

~nd over thirty pounds more of the same

colored wool or hair were collccted by the scientist
colmed™™ ~

trodden by bears and other animals P«y-
j~is conditton the mammoth, with the tusks, wh.ch

e r e repurchased in Jakntsk, tvas taken to St.
N
iUustration depicts this very specimen
leoresenting it as it appeared when alive and
P

pondcrous tread through the
~he northern countries. Its
¢ ib ttventy-six foet, including the curve of the

tuskj. it stands sixteen feet high, and when alive
it probably weighcd more than twice as much as the

ihitfesi t 11 L g,¢¥—.. And,jas some tusks have
been found over fifteen feet in length, we may
reasonably conclude that Shumarhoff’s mammoth
is only an average specimen, and that many of its
companions were considerably larger.
Imagine the spectaclc of a large herd of these
= -,atures rushing along over the frozen
m.gMy tread sounding

W hen enraged, their wild, headlong

n

ifke thunder.

animal had been discovered pre-
Shumarlioffs find, and have been found
quantities that vessels go out
Esch-

pg~”Ning  Strait, is a famous
j numbers have also been found
Jjnat the fishermen of

J, , N dredged up over two thousand

Happ.sburgh ha”

slmuiine- that a once favorito resort, or perhaps
, j of these great creaturcs, is now

burymg -~ound, "ofjhes ~g
mammoth are often seen,

Islands recently visitad by
Nordenskjold, are lib-

siberian

n

and
‘ANArc .c explore ,

_fﬂally supplied with_those, as weu
lother and equally |nterest|ng extmct and fossil

animals, The mammoth was so called from a
curious beliefamong the Siberiana that this enor-
mous animal lived in caverns under the ground,
much after the fashion of the mole.

tusks and bones were found buried
earth and

n

Many of the

in the frozen
it was the natural conclusién that the

animal lived there whcn alive. They beheved it
could not bcar the light of day; and so dug out
with its tusks great tunnels in tho earth.

.. yoars ago.



-~To us the mammoth is known as the Elephas
primigenus, an extinct and northern cousin of
the Indian elephant of to-day. It lived above the
parallel of forty degrees in Europe, Northern Asia,
and North-western North America, during what
is known in geoiogy as the Quaternary age. In
those days, North America presentad an entirely
different appearance from the present. W hat are
now the coast States, from Maine to Central
America, were then nearly, if not entirely, under
water, while Florida existed, if at all, merely as a
deep coral-reef. A great ann of the sea or ocean
extended up the St. Lawrence nearly to Lake On-
tario, covering Lake Champlain and many other
Canadian lakes. The site of the present city of
Montreal was then five hundred feet under water,
and whales swam at will over what is now Lake
Champlain— a fact sufficiently proved by the dis-
covery of one sixty feet above the bordcrs of the
present lake, and one hundred and fifty feet above
the level of the Atlantic Ocean.

The animals that lived with the mammoth in
that far-off, wonderful age were equally interesting.
In 1772, a hairy rhinoceros was found in the ice
at Wilni, Siheria, preserved in the same manner as
the Shumarhoff mammoth. England, the northern
part of Europe and Asia, and probabl)- North

America also, were the roaming-grounds ofa huge
two-horned rhinoceros, that probably waged war
with the mammoth. The streams, rivers, and
swamps were then populated with gigantic hippo-
potamuses, armed with terrible tusks, while on the
higher plains were oxen and deer, compared to
which our modern cattle are dwarfs and pigmies.
Among the tigcr tribe was one now called tho Mar-
chaerodus, with sharp, saber-like teeth eightornine
inches long— one of the most formidable creatures
of this age of wonders. It waged deadly warfarc
against the vast herds of wild horses that roamed
the eastern plains in those days. Besides thesc
were savage hyenas of great size, that traversed the
country in troops, leaving devastation in their
track.

Ofher great elcphants are known to the geolo-
gist: as the mastodon, specimens of which have
been unearthed al Newburg and Cohoes, N. Y.,
in Salem County,” N. J., and in many other parts
of this country. There is also record of a great
fossil elephant, with tusks fifteen feet long, that
was excavated from the Sewalik Hills of India ; but
none of these approached the hairy mammoth in
size. It is surely a fitting monument of this ancient
time, when man— if he existed at all— was but
a savage, and the cartli seemingly incomplete.

JILIUleGLrLaskecl/sorvva Kiliais io iea,
To jneet some Dolls friHLK’auce,
riiiRtkekjvlulhev'carnetoQ io enjoyo.view,

oileKWtdlis pliy fon the ;cntce.

BottheK'-'itens'W'ei'e rucia gir¢ibbel,ilieirfoocL.
(Ancl'iT:eaiet(,ilielD)Ils WLIU jeers,
\A/liich, cousEct theirJvlother au aching Keart
ilncL sevea or eigto large teara.



CHRISTMAS DAY.
By Nora Perry.

HAT ’s this hurry, what ’s this flurry,
All throughout the house to-day?
Eveiywhere a merry scurry,
Everywhcre a sound of play.
Something, too, 's the matter, matter,
Out-of-doors as well as in,
For the bell goes clatter, clatter,
Every minute— such a din!

Everybody winking, blinking,
In a queer, mysterious way;
W hat on earth can they be thinking,
W hat on earth can be to pay?
Bobby peeping o’er the stair-way,
Bursts into a little shout;
Kitty, too, is in a fair way,
W here she hides, to giggle out.

As the bell goes cling-a-ling-ing
Every minute more and more,

And swift feet go springing, springing,
Through the hall-way to the door,

Where a glimpse of box and packet,
And a little rustle, rustle,

Makos such sight and sound and racket,-
Such a jolly bustle, bustle,—

That the youngsters in their places,
Hiding slyly out of sight,

Ail at once show shining faces,
All at once scream with delight.

Go and ask them what ’'s the matter,
W hat the fun outside and in—

W hat the meaning of the clatter,
W hat the bustle and the din.

Hear them, hear them laugh and shout then,
All together hear them say,

“ Why, what have you been about, then,

Not to know it’s Christmas day?”



“SOuUL, SOUL,

By J.

The scene herereprcscnted was a familiar spec-

tacle in the streets of English towns some centuries
ago. Theyhad manyquaint
observances in those days,
as we all know, and the
one here shown resembled
much the pretty custom of
singing Christmas carols
under the Windows of the
rich, during holiday-week.
The “ Soul-cake,” however,
was rather a Hallowcen
celebration than a Christ-
mas-tide usage. The offer-
ings of the first fruits of the
year’s harvest were called
“ Soul-cakes,” which the
rich gave to the poor at the
Halloiveen season, in return
for which the recipients
prayed for the souls of the
givers and their friends.
And this custom became so
favored in popular esteem
that, for a long time, it was
a regular observance in the
country towns of England
for small companies to go
about from parish to par-ish
at Hallowcen, bcgging soul-
cakes by singing under the
Windows some such verse as
this:

“Soul, soul, for a soul-cake;

Prajf you, good inisiress, a soul-

cake! "

It was not unusual, too,
in those days, for the cele-
bration of Christmas to be
kept up for weeks before
and after the actual date;
and in the great houses of
the country,— the homes of dulces and caris,—a
“lord of misrulo,” or “ abbot of imrcason,” was
appointed before the advent of Hallowcen, to
devise and superintend the pastimcs and merry-
making of the Christmas festival. His authority
lasted from All-Hallow Eve (or Halloween) to
Candlemas Day (the ed of Fcbniaiy), and during
all that time tlie castle or manor over which he
reigned was given up to fcasting, music, and

FOR A SOUL-CAKEY!

L. W.

mirth, which was shared by those of every rank
and age. The last recordad appointment of a

“ lord of misrule” was in 1627, and at that time
his titlc had changed into “ The Grand Captaine
of MischieiTe.” No doubt he must have been the
merriest of all the revelers at Hallowcen, when
beginning his frolicsome reign; but perhaps he
found it harder to maintain his joy as Candlemas
Day drew near, when he would have to lay aside
his authority and resume his work-a-dayduties and
bindens.



CHANGING A FACE.— AN OPEN LETTER.

FEW days ago, my dear
Kitty, | saw a little girl
making a new face for

herself, although she

did n’t know what

she was doing.

Indeed, | oft-

en see boys

and girls

~tracing up-

on them-

\selves lines

that, after

a time, be-

corae asdis-

tinct, though

not colored,

as the tattoo-

markings of

the South Sea Islanders.

In fact, you were the little

girl who was changing her face; and | have thought

that, ifl wrote you what the politicianscall “ an opcn

letter” about it, both you and other little friends

of St. might thank me in your hearts.

You have often heard the saying that “ Beauty is

only skin deep ”; and there is another that may be

new to you, that “ God makes our faces, but we

make our mouths.” Now, like most provcrbs, these

are truths, but they are not complete truths. But

I think I can show you how in great measurc we
do make our own mouths and our own faces.

You know very well that a blacksmitli’'s arm is
not only strong, but large, becausc hard work has
dcveloped its muscles. And it is a general truth
that all muscles increase by exercise. But you do
not see how a blacksmith’s arm illustratcs anything
in a little girl’s face ?

Nicholas

Let us “ make haste slowly,”
as the wise oid Romans used to say, and then my
meaning may be clearer.

W hat does our skin, so soft and smooth in child-
hood, and often so hareh and wrinkled in oid age,
cover? You say, flesh? Yes. And some other
little girl adds, fat? Very well. And the boy wbo
is studying physiology adds, nerves and tendons?
True. And then you all know that bones support
the human structure— are the frame— just as the
beams and timbéis of a wooden house, or of a sliip,
are its frame. But what is flesh? Is it merely so
much softer fabric thrown ovcr and fastened to the
bones in a thick sheet, like the soft seat on the
hard frame of your parlor sofa? Not at all. The

flesh is separated into several hundred divisions, or
little bundlcs, called muscles.

Muscles and flesh are different filames for the
same thing, just as the bricks and the wall of a
house, or the stones and the pavemeiit of a Street,
are the same. Only the muscles, unlike the bricks
and stones, are all changcable as to size within cer-
tain limits; for each muscle is attached to the
bone beneath it by the tough, inelastic tendoén.
Now, you knoiv the bones can neither bend fior
change their length. But how, for example, does
your hand reach your mouth when you eat?
Because your arm isjointcd, and some large mus-
cles are fastened by onc end to its upper part, near
the shoulder, and by tbe other cnd below the elbow.
The musclescontract, which, as your Latin reminds
you, means “ draw together,” and Chusgrowshorter,
and by means of the clbow-joint the lower pare of
the arm (for the bone can not shorten) is carried
around and toward the shoulder or the face, as Che
case may be. But, becoming shorter, the muscles
must become thicker, just as, when a stretchcd
piece of india-rubbcr contracts, you see it grow
thickerand stouter as it grows shorter. By putting
your hand upon it, you can feel the muscle of your
arm swell as it does its work. But you already
know that continuous and forcible exercise causes
the arm — that is, its muscles— to grow much more
markcd and bulky. Let us stop a moment to see
exactly what muscle means. Your Latin dictionary
will tell you, if you don’t already know, that mus
means inouse, and mnscultis a little mouse. The
oid anatomists who began to pry into Nature’s
sccrets were imprcssed with the mouse-like outline
ofthese tissues when contvactcd, and so called them
little raice-muscles. So allour flesh is muscle, and
it is these little mice running under the skin that
are the tcll-tales of what is going on or has been
done.

Now your dear, soft face has its many muscles,
too, much fincr and more delicate than those of
the body, by the exercise of which you cxprcss the
emotions you feel. It would take too long to ex-
plain how or why ccrtain of them respond to and
illustrate certain feelings, and for the present you
must accept it as a fact. Now, the secrct of our
first proverb lies in the further fact that around
the mouth is one of the few muscles in the body
that is not attached to bono. It is a muscular
ring, to which other muscles are fastened, and
moves in whatever direction it may be influenced,
retaining the set and fashion into which it may be



drawn. And as the bony parts of the face, the
nose, the forehead, the cheek-bones, the jaws, the
whole fixed contour, are what we have inherited,
we can not of ourselves make much altcration in
them. So, also, we inherit our mouth; but this, as
well as a part of the surface of the countenance,
we can, and often do, materially alter; and it is to
these alterations,— this making of faces,— that we
all, oid and young, should give heed.

1 will not tire you, my darling, by going into
those details which belong to a study that is be-
yond your years, but I want you to remeinber that
those who are peevish and knit their eycbrows
and wrinkle their foreheads— cloud thcir brows, it
is called— do so only by the operation of little
muscles, that work more easily and grow a very
little every time they are so employed. There
are a set of snarling muscles that draw up the cor-

ners of the mouth and expose the canine fhqtfel) Aj «

which, in the savage flesh-eaters of the forest arid
junglc, are coarse and strong, and always at work,
and which, 1 am sorry to say, are sometimes too
well marked in boys and men. Thci'c is a little, but
mischievous musclc, called superbus {which does
not mean “superb,” but “ proud”), that, with a
human lielper, draws down and pouts out the proud
and sullen lower lip. But, regai-dless of fiames,
what 1 want you to particularly beai in mind is,
that as every expression the features can assume
becoraes easier the oftener it is repeated, so the lit-
tle mice run away with beauty and goodness of face
when these expressions are unkind; and, in like
manner, they are fairy messengers, bringing pleas-
ant gifts for both present and future use, when the
face becomes the mask ofa good and willing heart.
Your afiectionate Uncle Alfred.
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COASTING ON

LAKE WINNIPEG.

By Edmund A. Struthers.

MOUISSAt* ANP HIS DOG.

THE boys and girls of St. Nicholas mil per-
haps be a little surprised to hear Oat
civilizad and enlightened people m the
our American continent who, durmg the wmter
season, make constant use of the dog as a beast

are

°~The officers of the powerful Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany, whose trading.posts are scattered through
the Dominion of Caflada, from the Atlantic to ti c
Pacific, and away north to the banks of the noble
Yukon, find it necessary to utilizc the dog for
purposes of traveling and transportat.on through
sections of country where proper food can not be
found for horses and cattle.

The dog is capable, also, of endurmg a very low
tcmperaturc and of thriving under hareh treat-
menu U is the habit of these hardy crepurcs
during a respite from drawing their heaviy loaded
sledges, to lie huddled together m their hainess
and allow the falling and drifting snow to hide
them from sight, save wherc their black noses pro-
trude for the purpose of obtaming air. With the
Canadian Indian the dog takes the place of Uie
horse, drawing the wood in winter, and bringmg
to the wigwam the spoils of the hunt. And, where
farming has been attempted m a rude way by he
red man, he uses his train of dogs for plowmg the
land for his little patch of potatoes.

As vou boys have your toy steam-boats and ears,
and whilc playing with them think when you
are men, you yaH own real cavs and boats, so the
little Indian boy has his toy flat-sled and no doubt
thinks with longing of the days when he, a full-
grown brave, will come stndmg back from he
kose-hunt on his snow-shoes, followed by the
panting train, drawing the carcass of the autlered
kina of the forest- oy ,

The manner of hatnessing and driving dogs is
interesting. The harness is usually made ol
moosc-skin or buffalo leather, and is
dccoratcd, The collar, which is not unlike our
common horse-collar, is perfectly round, and is
slippcd over the dog's hoad, fittmg snugly at the

shSSlders; the traces are attached to collar,
and, passing through loops in the

dle-cloth, are fastened to the sledge,

usually comprise a train, and are driven tan-

dem Great care is taken in selectmg and tram-

ing a leader; he mustbe quick, mtelligent, strong,
and ready to answer and obey the “chaw

and
“vea” (“right” and “ left”) ofhisdnver.

The sledges for winter travel are of three kinds.
the plain, flat sled (which is for
carriole and Berlin, for passengers. The is
constructed of two or three long, thm boards, turned
up at the front cxactly as were the dd-fashioned
skates of our fathevs, and bound together w.th rav-
hide thongs. The carriole, which might be tcrmed
the palacccar of the dog-train, is framed over and
covered with dressed skins. The Berlin is a pleas-
ure-sleigh, with rawhide sides.

Having given you an outlme of the make-up
and appearance of a dog-train,

let me now ask
ti

ot of the boys (a brave boy he rnust be
accompany me on a journey of a few hundre
miles through the wilderness, our only conveyancc
being flat sleighs and carrioles drawn by busli.
S d and shLp-cared dogs. We will imagmc
ourselves, in the dcad of winter, at Nonvay House
an important post or fort of the Hudsons Ba>
Trading Company, which is

head of that inland sea, Lake Winnipeg,
nearlv four hundred miles from civilization, ais.
that wc are (as we most likely should be, m sucl
a situation) very homesick, and wishmg oursehes
again by the shores nf the grand old Atlantic, Y
say, my dear boy, you do not care to be dragad
four hundred miles by dogs over a frozen lakt,
with no shelter at night, and the companionsh.p

‘nd



only of the bears and wolves near the coast. But,
never fear— it is our only way of exit from this land
ofice and snow. So come with me to the dog-yard,
while Mouiseau, ourFrciich half-breed guidc, se-
lects the animals which are to form our trains. We
find a large inclosure with high, wooden walls,
which are, at the base and for some distance up-
ward, plated with sheet-iron to prevent the rcstiess
animals from gnawing their way out of prison.
This yard, or prison-house, is filled with a great
variety of dogs, from the stately fellow who plainly
shows the blood of the Scotch greyhound, to the
miserable little Indian dog, who has been allowed
lodgings inside the stockade, while his red master
is bartering fiirs inside the fort.

Mouiseau at last selects his dogs— not the largest
in the yard, but from the medium-sized animals,
on account of their grcater powers of endur-
ance. We are to have twelve dogs, making
three trains of four dogs each. The selection is
again carefully examined, collars are fitted, and the

dogs are placed in another yard near by, ready for
to-morrow, the day of our departure. We must
look now to our personal outfit, Ijearing in mind
that cur baggage must lje light; two pairs of
irool blankets each, two buffalo robes, an oil-
s m blanket, and two pillows complete our outfit.

ouiseau, with his two Indian drivers, attcnds

to the food-suppiy, and places on the baggage-
sledge a bag of pcmmican (pounded biilTalo-meat),
abag of“ bannocks ” (whcat-cakes made by Héctor,
the Scotch cook, who hails from the island of
Lewis), several large pieces of fat pork, and a little
box containing comprcssecl potatoes.

Mouiseau calis us to look at our slcighs, packed
as only an oid travelcr can pack, with snow-
shoes, rifles, and cooking utensils lashed on ihe
outside. All is noiv read>', and at iDrcak of day
we shall be off amid the cheers and sliouts of the
employés, to w-hom the arrival and departure of
guests is a matter of no small moment. Were it
an arrival, the ensign of the Corporation, with its
“elk rampant” and curious motto “ Pro-pelle
cutem” (“ skin for skin ), would be at the top of
the tall staff outside the walls of the fort.

Morning comes, and after numerous hand-shak-
ings we sit in our carrioles, and are carefully
wrapped by our attentive drivcers, while the dogs
are whining and barking in impatience to be off.
The word is given: “ Marsh anne nnish!” (“ Go
along, dog!”) the whips crack, and we glide down
the slippery path, out of the gates of the fort and

out upon the frozen river, which has for
banks rough walls of granite, the

tops of which are dotted with clumps of small jack-
pine and sprucc. Wc fly swiftly along, passing
a fcw houses with mud chimneys and pavchmecnt



Windows, and suddenly at a bend
enter the woods. Our gmde tells us hi >a fa

dotted with islands of cvergreen,

°okmg an
enchanted place in the

ISfpurpS?o07aSg the op'en water at the im-
thnhepup 1 like We are now twenty-

11S s s 1|

fhe rivht is the site of an oid fort, where many
t y y bloody battle was foughtf between
Lo powecrful trading

compamcs. Befoie us
Moni-eal Point,

for wh.ch place we toke a

7
Ip« lake we halt on the J%geTof a h%ge éiut,
near the’shore, which is at this dAN-~LLur
thickcts of spruce and balsam, and get out of oin
L S c¢cs stiffly enough after our long journcy.
?rllL s are drawn into the timber, and our
little party go at the work of deanng w.th sno«-
shocs aplLc for the camp. This accompiished, the
fire is built, green Ilwughs are laicl for our bcd ,
SLitets arrobes are brought forth; and wh.k



wc stretch oui-selves lazily before the bright firc
of tamarack, our guide prepares supper, and his
assistants unharness the dogs and prepare thcir
meal of fresh white-fish. As we recline in perfect
comfort, a shrikc or butchcr-bird, the first life we
have seen in the woods to-day, hops from the
bough above us, and helps itself from the pemmi-
can-bag; then flics saucily over our heads toward
his cache, to i'cturn in a fcsv moraents for more.
The slirikc is truly a camp-bird, and on discovering
the smokc from some newl)- liuilt camp-five, as it
curls upward through the trees, does not rest till
it has reached the camp and sampled the cookery.
The Indian seldom molests this arch thief, but
iaughs quietly at its saucy chatter, having a bclicf
that, in days past, Wah-se-L-ka-chak, as he calis
it, has been in some way of servicc to his people.
After a hearty supper of pcmmican, potato, and
bannock, we sit and listen to the monotonoiis tones
of the Indians, who are recounting journej’s to
different parts of the far-north country’, while they
smokc their tiny stone pipes, filled with a mixture
of wiilow bark and tobaceo, Our twelve dogs are
grouped on the solid drift, near the shorc. The
largest dog occupies the most elevated part of the
bank, the place of honor, while the others sit
solidly on thcir haunches and gaze steadily at their
leader, who is now the picture of profundity, with
a far-off, dreamy look in his eyes which his fellows
are making a vain attempt to imitate, The moon
is coming up now, and as it softly rises, causing
the frost-covered trees to gliston in its light, the
leader iitters a plaintivc wail, which is taken up by
hiscompanions, softly at first; then the leader gives
forth a loudcr cr\', another, and soon the whole
pack there in the weird light are howling in fearful
discord, Suddenly the leader ceases, and gi-adu-
ally the others become quiet, and ciirl themselves
about the fire. The Indians soon are snoring in
heavy sleep, the firc burns low, the trees crackle
with frost, we hear a commingling of souncls, and,
at last, sleep too.

We rest comfortably, with nothing above our
heads save the beautiful dome of heaven, with its
twinkling stars, which are dimmcd at times by the
niagnificent and cvcr-changing aui'ora, which here
rcachcs its greatest brOliancy. The Indians cali
this elcctric phenomeiion Wah-wah-tao, and fancy
it tn be the spirits of the departed dancing on
the borders of the Land of the Hereafter. While
it is yet dark our drivers arise, with sundry grunts
and remarks in Indian language relativo to the
probable weather and winds of tho coming day;
and soon a large fire, crackling and scnding spailLs
over our heads without regard to conseqiiences,
Is the alarm whichbrings us quickly from our snug
beds. Wc¢ now assist in packing our baggage

preparatorj’ to a continuation of our journey. A
light brcakfast dispatchcd, our dogs are placed in
harness, we take seats in the carrioles, and are

THE GIANT OF LAKE WINNICEI

away with speed through the gray light of dawn.
After an hour’s run, the sun comes up— a golden
ball seen through the stunted and storm-beaten



pines that find footing on the lichen-eovered rocks
of the shore. We sit up in our sleighs to cnjoy
the fresh, clear air, and, looking to the right, we
discover land where, a few moments before, there
was none to be seen. Our look of surprise is
answered by one of the Indians, who, running
alongside the sleigh, shouts: “ Statim Minis!”
(The Horse Islandsl) It is a grand mirage, for
the Statim Minis ate islands at least seventy miles
fiway.

W c fly along, our guides shouting altcrnately at
the dogs and each other, apparently in the best of
humor, now and again favoring us with snatches
of Canadian boat-songs, no doubt ca.ught up from
the hardy voyagcurs who go wecst in charge of
bateaux from the banks of the rushing tributaiies
of the lower St. Lawrcnce.

At sunset we arrive at a large Indian village, tnc
entire populaciéon turning out to welcome us. Ilhis
is a village of the Poplar River band, the wildest
of the Lake Winnipeg Indians, During our halt
of a few minutes, the oid chief with his council
appear, and have a few words with our men, while
wc must show our good and friendly feeling by

prcsents of tobaceo, clay pipes, etc.
away,

As wc move

our good-byes are answered by sliouts of

“ Marchon, How marchon !'” (“ Good speed !”)
At dusk of evening we camp a few miles south

VILIATIS-

of Poplai- River, going through the same proced-
ure as on the evening of the first camp. At two
o’clock in the morning of the next day, while the
clear moon is slowly going down in thewest, wc are
slipping along a hard-beaten hunters’ track wh.ch
runs across tho bay. During the day we skirt a
rough, rocky shore which lies to the left, and get
glimpses of numerous islands on our right. In the
early evening we avrivo at Behrin’sRivcr Fort, a post
of the trading company, where we are hospitably
received by the officer in charge. We find m use
at this place the St, Bernard dogs, vci7 large and
strong. Oid travclers, however, will tell you that
for long journeys, such as ours, the smaller do”
ate pveferable. It is not late, so let us accept the
kind invitation of our host, and visit the tradingr
rooms of the fort. We foilow him through a
narrow passage, on one side of which is a short
counter and at the end a heavy door, so built as to
Biiard against surprise from hostile Indians, which,
being swung back, admits us to the stores of Indian
supplies— blankets, shirts, bclts, and much-beaded
moccasins; while hanging from smoke-stamed
bcams are fiint-lock guns of the “ Queen Anne

pattern, axes, knives, and copper kettlcs. 1 here
is no money used in the trade of this far-away
country; the beavcr skin is recogmzcd as the
standard, and reprcsents about five shillings ster-



lilig. Wo are sumewhat amused, on asking the
price of a pair of blankets, to get the reply, “ Eight
skins.” Our guide leads us up a narrow stair to the
fur-room, which has large bcams and cross-tim-
bcrs, hanging closcly 011 which are all the varieties
nf northern furs— beai-, wolf, bea\-er, fox, and mar-
ten, with lynx, fisher, and ermine. In the month
of June these furs are packed, and begin their
journey to London b\- the way of the Norway
House to York Factory on Hudson’s Bay, wherc a
steamer calis, iir August or September, and takes
the valiiable bales 011 board for delivery in London.

But we can not always stay in this land of bear
and beavcr, and when morning comes, after thank-
ing Mr. Flctt, our Kind host, for his care and atten-
tion, we again move out on tho lake, and, jogging
along steadily, anive at the narrows of Lake
Winnipeg, called by the Indians “ Anne Mustuk-
won,” or “ Dog’s Head.” The hike at tbis point is
Irut one and one-half miles in width, the shores of
the east side being of hard, dark granite, while
those of the westerly side are formcd of high cliffs
of lime and sandstone.

A story is told ofa party such as ours being lost
in a severe snow-storm near this point. The guides
not being able to decide on which shore of the
lake they had strayed, one of the gentlemen of the

THE CAMF AT NIGHT
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party bethought himself of this difference in the
formation of the rock, and, digging through the
drift, at once solved the question. Our camp is
made here, and in the morning we are oif at full
speed, passing during the forcnooii Indian people
fishing through holcs in the ice, and brmging to
the surfacc in their heavy nets beautiful white-
fish. We pass Bull’'s Head, run through the Loon
Straits, leave Grindstone Point on our right, and
at night camp at the Southern end of Red Decr
Island. The camp to-niglit is in the enchanted
country, and lying to the south-east is an island in
which during summer, at break of dawn (according
to our guide Mouiseau), the high wall of sandstone
rock opens, and a giant, dragging after him a huge
Stone cauce, strides to the water’s edge, launchcs
his stony craft and pushes out into the broad lake,
to return unseen for his voyage of the following
morning. In passing this island it is customary to
leave fragments of tobaceo, and tea-leaves, as a
peace-offering to the Phantom Giant of the CIiff.
W e are now but scventy miles from the track
ofthe iron horse, and with extra cxcitton may on

the morrow finish our journcy. We are called

loci

ICE-

very early, to find a bright fire and breakfast ready.

Tt is apparent that our men mean to distinguish
“themselves as runners to-day. Great care is taken
in the lacing of inoccasins and fixing belts and
legvings; the harness iscarefully cxamined, and, all
being in readiness, we dash down the steep bank
and out upon the lake, over which we glide along,
unable at times to distinguish kind on either side.

As the sun is low in the wecst, we run through a
narrow, ice-bound channcl, bordered on either side
with tall, ycllow reeds and rushes. Shortly after
getting into this channcl our haU-breed guide,
who is running swiftly before, turns and shouts,
“ Riviore Rouge’ (Red River).

And here our journey is virtually at an end,
as in a few hours wc arrive at a station of the
Canadian Pacific Railway, where we secure pas-
sage, and, after bidding farewcll to our brave com-
panions, who, strange to say, have become dear to
us after a week’s companionship, wc roll away
eastward. and passing through the cities of Wmni-
pcg in Manitoba, St. Paul, Minnesota, and ever-
busy Chicago, in the short space of three days
WC arrive at our liomcs on the Atlantic sen-board.



CONFUSION.
By M. M. D.

Heigho ! | 've left my B O, bo.
And A B, ab— oh, long ago!
And gone to letters three.
(Dear me! What does that last word spell -
The last | learned? 1 knew it well—
It's W and E and B.)

You see, | 've so much work to do—

Scrubbing and sweeping, dusting too—
I can’t remember half I know.

And oh! the spiders drive me wild,

Till Mother says; “ What ails the child?
W hat makes her fidget so ?”

(Now, sakes alive I What can it be —
That W and E and B?)

Right after school is out, | run
To do my work. It ’s never clone,
But soon as any lesson ’s said
It goes and pops right out my head —
All on account of dust and dirt.
No matter how my hands may hiivt,
I sweep and toil the livelong day,
And try to brusit the things away.
(It’s all the spiders— don’t you see?)
And yet | 'm glad 1 've learned to spell,
(What is that word ? 1 knew it well —
That W and E and B!)

THE WHALE-HUNTERS OF JAPAN.

Bv W m,

W ho ever heard of catching whales with a nct,
or of eating whale’s tneat ?
Japanese sailors.

The whale-fishery of Japan is carried on as a
legular business on both coasts of the country; but
more men are employed, and the catch of whales
is larger, off the eastorn coast, especially off Kii
piovince. A linc drawn southu’ard from Kioto,
Lake Biwa, or Ozaka, will cut the Kii whaling-
waters, and help one to lind it on the map.

ELLIOI'

Grii fis.

The great Giilf Stream of tlic Pacific, which the

Yet both are done by japanese cali the Kuro Shiwo, or Dark Currcnt, on

account of its decp blue color, rushes up from the
sou.th, and scours the Kii promontory like a mill-
sluicc. It is so sharpiy distinguisliable from com-
mon sea-water that from the prow of a ship onc
can discern the linc that divides the two colors.
'Che starboard may be in the pale-green or sky-
blue, whilc the laiboard lies in the indigo 01 inky
part. A bucket of water taken up from one side



b'ii!

will be twelve or fourteen degrees colder than one
dipped simultaneously from oveyhe opposite g

wale. Tho Kuro Shiwo is really a u\cr fio g

in r "Ris¢Vmr~ S cireir «

ATTACKIKG

and flowing up and across the Pacific, it bends
around Alaska to California, and then crosses to
the Sandwich Islands. A plank set floatmg off
Formosa will travel in a few weeks to Honolulq,
if not picked up.

The whales seem to enjoy the dark current as
a promenade or ocean aveniie; liut at certain
promontories, like that of Kii, they come quite
near the shore, or swim around into the cddics, for
recreation or for food.

The fishcrmcn of tbe little town of Koza Imve a
lookout-towcr perched upon the rocks, far up on
the hill-side. A sentinel is kept constantly watch-
ing for the spouting ¢ujiri (“ number-one fish ), as
the natives cali the whale. Long boats, holdmg
from four to ten men, are kept ready launched.
These hard)’ fellows row with tremendous energy,
os if in a prize race. If the whales are numerous,
the men wait in thcir boats, with sculls on their
pins and straps ready to slip on at a moment’s
notice, all in order to piit out to sea. A gay flag
with a curious device floats at each stevn. The

ANNPA

curiously bent long
~ Vialf-round knob set into

r;i?ot: tbe bandle”end being usually strapped at

THE WHALE

the proper height. The device on each fiag is
different, and spcars, nets, and grapplmg-irons are
marked, so that the most skillful get proper credit
for their courage, sure aim, and celerity.

The boatmen are lightly ciad in short, sleeveless
cotton jackcts, with Icggings, like greaves, reachmg
from knee to anklc. Around their waists are Kilts
made of coarse rice-straw. The nets, which aio
about twenty feet square, with mcshes three feet
widc, are madc of tough sca-grass rope, two mchcs
thick. -

Twenty or thirty of these nets are provided, and
then lightly tied together, so as to make one huge
net, from four huiidred to six hundred feet long.
As soon as the signal from the towev is given, the
boats put out, two by two, each pair of the larger
iDoats having the net tackle, and all armed with
darts and speavs. Rowing in front of the whale,
the nct is dropped in his path. If skillfull)’ done,
the huge fish runs his nose or jaw mto a rnesh. He
at once dives, and tries to shake off the nct. lhis
he can not do, for the square in which he is en-



tanglcd immediately Isreaks off from the rest,
which is hauled on board, ready for another drop.
Should this also be successful, the game is soon
up with the whale. Usually, the more he flounders,
the more tightly his terrible collars hold liim,
entangling his fins and quickly exhausting his
strength. No sooner does he rise for breath than
the rowers dash ci6ése to him, giving the harpoon-
ers an opportunity to huri their darts at his big
body, until he looks like an exaggerated pin-
cushion. As his struggles become weakcr, the
grappling-irons are thrown on and the boats tow
thc carcass near shore.

The whalemen carefully avoid the enraged
animal’s tail, and it is only occasionally that one
of them is killed. In a good season, fifty whales
will be taken. This method of whale-hunting was
first practiced about the year 1680. When nets
are not used, as in some places, the number of
boats must be increascd, and they must be smaller,
so as to admit of rapid movements, and a good
supply of harpoons must be on hand.

is the jolliest part of the work, as the casting of
the net is the most exciting.

The whale is now cut up into chunks. Its tidbits
go on the fisherman’s gridiron, or are pickled,
boiled, roasted, or friecl. Japanese whales are
caught more for food than for oil, and are leaner
than their brethren of the Arctic seas. Some oil
is, however, tried out from the blubber. Even
the bones, when fresh and tender, are eaten. Of
the others they make ropcs, springs, and steel-
yaids for weighing gold and silver. Nothing
seems to be thrown away, except the shoulder-bone.

The ordinary dry-goods measurc of Japan is
called a “ whale-foot,” and is two inches longer
than the “ raetal-foot” with which wood and stone
are measured. The origin of this difference, ac-
cording to legend, is as follows: Long ago, a great
white whale, the king of the northern seas, Itaving
heard ofthe fame and great size ofthe bronze imagc
of Buddha at Kamakura, went in high dudgeon and
comparcd his length with that of Dai Butsu, the

statue. Greatly to his relief, the image was found

ORAWINO THE WfIALIs ASHORR RV THE WINGLA&S

To land their prize, the successful hunters lash
about it stout straw ropes, and attach to thent a
cable, winding the other cnd around a windlass

up on the beach. Tlien, with gay and liiely
songs, they haui the enormous mass ashore. This

to Ise two inches shorter than his spouting majesty,
who thereupon whisked his tail in triumph and
returned home. Henee the “ whale-foot” is two
inches longcr than the “ metal-foot,” as every
Japanese boy knows.



AN ALPHABET OE CHILDREN.

Bv lIsabel Francés Bellows.

. . B is for Bad little Bridget, . . N N
A Is for Apt little Annie, Who is morn, noon, and night m a fidge .
Who lives down in Maine with her grannie.
i Her dresses she tears,

Such pies she can make! And she tumbles down-stairs,
And such doiighnuts and cake! And her mother ’s most worn to a midget.
Oh, we like to make visits to Granme.

. . . D is for Dear little Dinah,
C is for Curious Charlie, Whose manners grow finer and fincr.
Who lives on rice, oatmeal, and bavley.

’ ' Y She smiles and she bows

He or\ce wrote a sonnet To the pigs and the cows,
On his mother’s best bonnct;

And she calis the old cat Angelina.
And he lets his hair grow long and snarley.



E is for Erring young Edward, F is for Foolish Miss Florence,

Who never can bcar to go bedward. Who of spiders has such an abhorrence
Every evening at eight That she shivers ivith dread

He bewails his hard fate, When she looks overhead,

And they ’re all quite discouraged with For she lives where they 're plenty— at
Edward. Lawrence.

G is for Glad little Gustave, H is for Horrid young Hannah,

Wlio says that a monkoy he vnist have; Who has the most shocking bad manner.

But his mother thinks not. Once she went out to dinc

And says that they ’ve got With a party of nine,

All the monkey they care for in Gustave. And she ate every single banana.

VoL, X.—8.
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1 is for Ignorant lIda,

Who doesn’t know rhubarb from eider.
Once she drank up a quart,

Which was more than she ought,

And it gave her queer feelings inside her.

K is for Kind little Katy,

Who weighs 'most a hundred and eighty;
But she cats every day,

And the doctors all say

That ’s the reason she ’s growing so weighty.

J is for Jovial young Jack,

Who goes to the balls in a hack.

He thinks he can dance,

And he ’ll caper and prance

Till his joints are half ready to crack.

L is for Lazy young Leicester,

W ho works for a grocer in Chester;
But he says he needs rest,

And he finds it is best

To take every day a siesta.



AK ALPHABET OF CHILDREN.

M is for Mournful Miss Molly,
Who likes to be thought melancholy. . ,
She 's as limp as a rag Who sat on his father’s best hat.

When they asked if he thought

When her sisters play tag,
L, . He had done as he ought,
For it’s vulgar, she says, to be jolly.

N is for Naughty young Nat,

He said he supposed 't was the cat!

O ’s Operatic Olivia,
ho visits her aunt in Solivia.
~he can sing to high C—
"ut, between you and me,
“hey don’t care for that in Solivia

P is for Poor little Paul,

Who does n't like study at all,

But he ’s learning to speak

in Hebrew and Grcek,

And is going to take Sanskrit next fall,



AN ALPHABET OF CHILDREN.

R is for Rudc Master Ruby,
O is for Queer little Queen, Who once called his sister a booby!
Who ’'s grown so excessively lean But a boy who stood by
That she fell in a crack, Heard her piteous cry,
And hurt her poor back. And carne and chastised Master Ruby.
And tbey say she can hardly be seen.

T is for Turbulent Teddy,

S is for Stylish young Sadic, Who never can learn to be steady.
Whose hat is so big and so shady He 'll skip and he Il hop,
That she thought it was night And turn ‘round like a top,
When the sun was out bright.

And he ’s broken bis leg twice already.
And mistook an oid cow for a lady.



U is Unhappy Ulrica,

Who takes her tea weaker and
weakecer;

She sits in the dust

And eats nothing but crust,

And Moses, they say, was n’t
mecker.

Y, 2 —each

maybc;

is a baby
Who is going to be wonderful,

V is for Valiant young Vivian,

Who practiced awhile in olja-
vion;

Till he saw, without doubt,

He could turn inside out.

And now they ’'re all boasting
of Vivian.

W is Wise little Willie,

Who lives where the weather
is chilly;

But he skates and he slidcs,

And takes lots of sleigh-ridcs,

And he coasts o)i liis slcd where
it 's hilly.

For their motlicrs all say
To themselves ei-ery day,

That there never was quite such a baby,



THE BANISHED KING.

By Frank R-

THERE wasonce a kingdom in which everything
seemed to go wrong. Everybody knew this and
everybody talked about it, especially the King.
The bad state of affairs troubled him moie than it
did any one else, but he could think of no way to
make thcm better. - en

“ 1 can not bear to see thmgs going on so
badlv” he said to the Queen and his chief
councilors. “ I wish | knew how other k.ngdoms

councilors offered to go to some
other countries, and see how
and come back and tell him all about it, but this
did not suit his majesty.
“ You would simply come back,
give me your ideas about things,

N
he said, and
I want my own

tL Queen then suggested that he should take
avacation, and visit other kmgdoms, and see for
himself how things were managed in them.

?his did not suit the King.

“ A vacation would
not answer,” he said.

“ 1 should not be gone a
week before something would happen hete ulucli
would make it necessary to come back.

The Queen then suggested that he be banished
for a certain time, say a year. In
could not come back, and would be at
to visit foreign kingcloms, and find out how thev
'ThrSrpLed .he Ki..,
impossible for me to come back,
course | could not do it.
Let me be banished.”

he said, o

The plan is a good one
And he gave orders that
his council should pass a law banishing hiin foi

°”pr7p",ation5 were immediately begun to carry

out this plan, and in a day or two the King took
leave of the Queen, and left his kmgdora a ban-
ished man.

He went away on foot,
tended.

But, as he did not wish to cut off all
comraunication between himself and his kingdom,
he dcviscd a plan which he thought a very good
one At easy shouting distance behmd him
walked onc of the officers of the couit, and at
shouting distance behind him walked anothei, and
so on at distances of about a hundred yards from
each other. In this way there would always be a
linc ofmen extcnding from the Kmg to

Whenever the King -had walked a hundred yards
the line moved on after him, and anothci officer
was put in the gap between the last man and the

Stockton.

palace door. Thus, as the Kmg walked on, his
line of followers lengthened, and ivas never broken.
Whenei-er he had any mcssageto send

Queen, or any oilier person m
shoutcd

tothe

the palace, he
it to the officer next him, who shouted

it to the one next to him, and it was so passed
on until it reached the palace. If
food, clothes, or any other necessary thing, the
order for it was shouted along the Imc, and the
avticle was passed to him from man to man, each
one carrying it forward to his neighbor, and then
retiringto his proper place. h-, . hv dav

In this way the King walked on da> by day
until he had passed entirely out of his own kmg-
dom. At night he stopped at some convement
house on the road, and if any of his followers did
not find himself near a house or cottage when the
King shouted back tho order to halt, he just Imd
himself down to sleop wherever he might be”®
this time the increasing line of
up all the officers of the court, and it bccame
necessary to draw upon some of the undei-govern-
ment officers in order to keep the Imc perfect

The King had not gone very far outs.de the
liraits of his dominions when he met a Sphmx.
He had often heard of these creatures, although
he had never seen one before.

B>

But when he saw
the winged body of a lion with a woman s head.J";
csew ii.aa.ly wha. j. "»m He toe». mao «
the chicf business of a Sphinx was supposed to be
that of asking people questions, and then getting
them into trouble if the right answers were not
given. He therefore determmed that he would
not bo caughtby any such tricks as thesc, and that
he would be on his guard if the Sphmx spote “
him The creature was lymg down when the Ki g
fet saw it, but when he approached nearer it rose
to its feet. There was nothing savage about
look, and the King was not at all afraid.

“Wherc are you going?” said the Sph
him, in a pleasant voice.

“ Give itup,” replied the King-

“What do you mean by that?” said the other,
looking surprised.

* | give that up, too,” said tne King.

The Sphinx then looked at him quite aston-

“ 1 don’t mind telling you,” said the King, of
ray own frec-will, and not in answer to any
questions, that 1 do not know where 1 am going.
I am a king, as you may have noticed, and 1
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have been banished from my kingdom for a year.
I am now going to look into the governmcnt of
other countries in order that I may find out whai
it is that is wrong in my own kingdom. Every-
thing goes badly, and there is something wrong at

-r.m

*'MVHERE ARE YOU COING? SAID THE SI'HINX, IX A
the bottom of it all. What this is 1 want to dis-
cover,”

“lam much interested in puzzles and matters
of that kind,” said the Sphinx, “and if you like 1|
will go with you and help to find out what is wrong
in your kingdom.”

“ All right,” said the King,
of your company.”

“What is the meaning of this long linc of
people following you at regular distances?” asked
the Sphinx.

“ Give it up,” said the King,

The Sphinx laughed.

« 1 don't mind telling you,” said the King, “ of
my own free-will, and not in answer to any ques-
tion, that these men form a line of communication
between me and my kingdom, where things, 1 fear,
must he going on worse than ever, in my absence.”

The two now traveled on together until the>-
came to a high hill, from which they could see, not
very far away, a large city.

That city,” said the Sphinx, “ is the capital of
an extensivc country. It is governed hy a king of
mingled sentiments. Suppose we go there. 1think
you will find a government that is rather peculiar.”

“ 1 shall lie glad

The King consented, and thcy walkcd down the
hill toward the city.

“ How did the King get his sentiments mingled?”
asked the King.

“ 1 really don’t know how it began,” said the
Sphinx, “but the King,
when a young man, had so
many sentiments of differ-
enC kinds, and he mingled
them wup so much, that
no one could ever tell ex-
actly what he thought on
any paiticular subject. Of
course, his peoplc gradu-
ally gotinto the same frame
of mind, and you never
can know in this kingdom
exactly what people think
or what they are going to
do. You will find all sorts
of peoplc here: giants,
dwarfs, fairics, gnomes,
and pcrsonagcs of that
kind, who have been drawn
here by the mingled sen-
timents of the people. |,
myself, carne into these
parts because the people
every now and then take
a great fancy to puzzles
and riddles.”

On cntering the city,
the King was cordially welcomcd by his brother
sovereign, to wliom he told his stoiy; and he
was lodged in a room in the palace. Such of his
followers as camc within the limils of the city were
entertained by the persons near to whose houses
thcy found theraselves when the line halted.

Every day the Sphinx went with him to see the
sights of this strange city. They took long walks
through the streets, and sometimes into the sur-
rounding country— always going one way and
returning another, the Sphinx being very careful
never to bring the King back by the same road or
Street by which they went. In this way the King’s
linc of followers, which, of course, lengthened out
every time he took a walk, camc to be arranged in
long loops through many parts of the city and
suburbs.

Many of the things the King saw showed
plainly the mingled sentiments of the people. For
instance, he would onc day visit a great smith’s-
shop, where heavy masscs of iron were being
forgcd, the whole place resounding with tremen-
dous blows from heavy hammers, and the clank
and din of iron on the anvils; whilc the next daj’
he would find the place transformed into a studio,

PLEASANT VOICE.”
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THE ATTENDANT 9PRITE ADOfTS A NEW PAIE OF VARENTS-

where the former blacksmith was paiiitmg dainty
little pietures on the delicate surface of egg-shells.
The King of the country, in his treatment of his
visitor, showed his peculiar nature very plainly.
Sometimes he would receive him with enthusiastic
delight, while at others

he would upbraid him
with having

left his dominions to go wandenng
around tbe earth this way.

One day, our King was sitting rather disconso-
lately in the garden of the palacc. His ~ st had
invited him to attend a royal dinner that day, but,
when he went to the grand dining-hall, plysed
with anticipations of a splendid feast, e ounc
that the sentiraents of his majesty had become
mingled, and that he had determined, instcad of
having a dinner, to conduct the funeral services o
one of his servants who had died the day before.
All the guests had lieen obliged by politeness to
remain during the ceremonies, which our Kmg,
not havingbeen acquainted with the deccased serv-
ant, had not found at .all interesting. Anothci
thing troubled him: hislong walks had neaily worn
out his shoes, and, although be had sent through

his line of communication an order for

a lresti
nair

he had already waited for them a greatcr
time than he had ever waited for anything before.
It took a long time for an order to go through all
the immense loops in which his followers were now
arranged in the city, and then to the comparatwely
straight line between this city and his kingdom.

W hile sitting thus, he perceived a Genie walking
raeditatively down one of the paths.
him, the Genie stopped and asked what

matter with him, The King did not say anything

about the lost dinner and the funeral, becaus
he thought the Genie might possibly belong to the

court, but he told him how troubled he ivas about

*'* You need not annoy youi-self abouta matmr

of that kind,” said the Genie, smihng- W hat

size do you wear?”

“ Eights,” said the King.

The Genie clappcd his might)’ hands, and m a
moment an Attendant Sprite appeared

“ A pair of number cight boots, said the Geme
— “ bestleather and purple tops.”

Instantly the Attendant Sprite disappeared, and
the Genie, without waiting for the thanks of the
King pursued his mcditative walk. In a short
time; the Attendant Sprite returned, bcarmg on a

silver salver a beautiful pair of new boots™ Tlie

Kin- tried them on, and they fittecl admnably.~

“1am ven' glad you brought me the boots, he

said to the Attendant Sprite, “ 1 was very much

afraid that on tho way your sentiments would be-
come mingled, and that you might brmg me a
bce-hive.” f

“ No ” said the little fellow, “ 1 am not one ol
the regular inhabitants of this city, and 1 don't
mingle my scntiments much, although if I were



to do so a littlo, just now, it would not surprise me,
for I am greatly worried in my mind.”

“ W hat troubics you ?” asked the King.

“ Well,” replied the Attcndant Sprite, putting
his silver salver upon the ground, andseating him-
self in it, “ I am afraid I 'm an orphan, and that is
enough to trouble me, I ain sure.”

“You are not certain of it, then?” asked the
King.

“Yes,” said the other, “ | really may be certain
of it. You see that we attendant sprites have no
parents when we make our appearance in this
worid, and if we want to be taken care of, we are
ubliged to adopt a pair of parents as soon as pos-
sible. For a long time | had very good parents.
They did not know each otlior, but sometimes one
cared for me, and sometimes the other. But now
they have become acquainted, and have actually
gone off to get married. Of course, they will care
no more for me. My parents are lost to me. It
is especially hard for me to be an orphan, for the

“'ves/ said THE LITTLg FSU.OW, ‘I

enie, my master, gives me a great deal of woi'k
0 do, and some of his errands are very long and
1 cult. Thcre isn’t an attendant sprite in the

worid who needs as much as | do some parents to
take care of him and make him comforEable on
the rarc occasions when he gets a chance to take
a little rest.”

“ Poor fellow ! ” said the King.
intend to do?”

“1 must look for another pair,” rcplicd the
other, “ as soon as | can get the time.”

“ How would | do?” asked the King.
you like me for one of your parents ?”

“ You would do splendidly,” cried the Attendant
Sprite, springing up. “ I wiil take you, if you say
so0.”

“Very well,” answered the King.
of them.”

“What do you

“ .Should

“ 1 will be one

“ 1 am very much ofaliged,” said the Attendant
Sprite; “ and now | will look up the other one.”
And away he ran.

The next day the King was in the garden again,

talking with the Sphinx, when the Attendant
Sprite re-appearcd.
KIVFVSE, POINT*BLANK .'" [SEE ITAOE 123)]

“ 1 have got the other one,” he said, “ or, at
least, lhad her.” And he began feeling in his
pockets. “ Oh, here she is!” he cried directly.



And he pulled outalvttle Pigwidgeon.Fairy, about

six inches high-
This small crcature

size, and was dressed

looked rather oid for her
ib a short-gown and petti-
coat and wore a spcckled sun-bonnct.

“ Now | am ali right,” he cried. “ There's a
father!” he said, pointingto the King; “ and here,
holding up the Pigwidgeon, “ is a mother! Now,
then, 1 shall have a chance to be happy and com-

fortable.” A ri i.a
lust then he stoppcd, and looked as if he had
been struck by a chill. “ Oh, dear 1” he cricd, “ the

Genie has summoncd me.” And he was off m an

instant.

“ Poordear! poor dear!”cried the Pigwidgeon,
wringing her little hands.
kill him before long.
has a minuie to rest.

“ This sort of thing will
He tells me he hardly evei
His constitution wont stand

“ But what is to ljc done? ” said the King. 1
suppose he has to go ivhen the Genie summons
‘ But he oughtn’t to have to go !” cried the Pig-
widgeon- “ Is n’t there some way to get nd of

N “ f'havce heard,” said the Sphinx, “ that there
is only one way of not doing what a Ucnie tells
you to do when he is your master. You must re-
verse his summons.”

“ How do you do that?” asked the King”"

“ 1 really can not tell you,” replied the Sphinx,
“ because | have never heard. To find out that,
we shall have to consult a Sage.”

For this purpose they set out immecliately, the
King carrying the Pigwidgeon in his pocket. They
walked a long, long way before they carne to the
home ofthe Sage. In fact, thcy made a great Cir-
cuit in going to this place, and the officer ol the
court who followed next to him remarked to him-
self that if the Sphinx did not take the King by
such roundabout ways thcre would not be half as
much walking for them all lo do.

The Sage was at home, and their business was
soon explained. The learned man took down
some oid books from a high shelf, and turned to a
chapter which treated of the suramonses of C/Cmi.
After considerable study and thought, he an-
nounced to his visitors that the way to reverse the
summons of a Genie was to mingle his sentiments.

“ There is nothing particularly learned about
that,” exclaimed the King. “ In this city that sort
of thing is done all the time.”

“ Neverthelcss,” said the Sage, closing the book,
“ that is the wayto do it. Five drachmas of silver,
jfyou please.”

The King paid the fee, and left the house very
angry. “ That is a regular imposition,” he said

tn the Sphinx. “ Anybody in thts place would

have told us exactly the same thing.”

“ Perhaps so,” said the Sphinx, with a mystic
smile “ but | think we had better try it.”

‘ Indeed we must!” cried the little Pigtvid-
geon, putting her head out of the Kiiig’s pocket.
“ We mustdo everything we can to save our poor
dear from Killing himself with errand-runmng for
this Genie.”

“ But how is it to be done?” asked the Kmg.

“ We must think that over,” answered the
Sphinx. ' )
When they reached the palace garden ttiey

found the Attendant Sprite waiting for them. He
was very tired, and was lying on his back on tlic
grass. By this time the Sphinx had thought
thoroughly over the matter, and he now proposcd
a plan.

“ The next time the Attendant Spnte is simi-
moned,” said the Sphinx, “he must go to tlic
Genie, of course, but let him refuse to obey his
commands. If thatdoes not mingle his sentiments
I shall be very much surprised.
what will happen.”

“ 1don’t believe anything will happen, except,
perhaps, that he will be punished,” said the J
“ but, as there is nothing else to be done, we will
tryit.”

“ Oh, yes,” replied the Pigwidgeon,
try it.

Then we shall see

we will
We ’ll try anything to save our poor dear
from his dreadful life.”

“ It will lie pretty hard on me,” said the Attend-
ant Sprite, stretching his arms and legs out on the
grass; “ but I suppose | ’ll have to try it.”

It was not long before the little fellow sprang to
his feet He felt a summons from the Genie, and
was off in an instant. Impellcd by some invisible
power he found himselfin a very short time in one
ofthe rooms belonging to the ladies ofthe palace.
On a divan sat a beautiful and viclily dressed
Princess, and besldo her stood the Genie.

“ Go, minion,” said the Genie, “ £o the top of
yonder high mountain. There you will find a
lovely garden surrounded by a crystal wall. In
the center of that garden stands a rose-bush more
beautiful than any bush that grows. On the bush
is a single damask rose, with a great pearl lying
like a drop of dew on its crimson bosom. Go and
pluck that rose, and bring it instantly to this fair
Princess.” s s

“ 1 can’t do it,” said the Attendant Sprite.
“ It ’s drcadfully tircsomc going up high mount-
ains, and 1 always cut my legs when I climb over
crystal walls.” s

“W hat! ” cried tho Genie, turning black witn
ragc. “ Do you refuse?”

“ Yes,” said the little fellow, looking up at the



Genie, with his legs outspread and his hands
behind his back. “ 1refusc, point-blank.”

The Genie was so moved by rage tliat he turned
and twisted like the smoke from the chimney ofa
forge. “ Go back !” he cried, his form treinbling
until the house shook, “ to whatever wrctched spot
you carne from, and nevermore be slave of mine !'”

The Attendant Sprite turned, and was gone in
an instant. Rcaching the palace garden he threiv
himself upon the grass. “ It is all right,” he said
tohis parents and the Sphinx. “ 1ming|ed his senti-
meiits, and the summons is reversed.”

“ A United family!” exclaimed the Pigwidgcon,
taking offher sim-bonnet, and smoolhing her hair.

“ Now, then,” said the King, “ lam in favor of
moving on. | am tired of this place, where every
sentiment is so mingled with others that you can
never tell what anybody really thinks or feels. |
don’t believe any one in this country was ever
truly glad or sorry. They inix one sentiment so
quickly with another that they never hai'e, so far
as | can see, anything but a sort of inushy feeling
which amounts to nothing at all.”

“When the King first began to mingle his
sentiments,” said the Sphinx, “ itwas because he
always wished to think and feel cxactly right. He
did not wish his feelings to run too much one way
or the other.”

“ And so he is never either right or wrong,” said
the King. “ I don’'t like that, at all. 1 want to
be either one thing or the other.”

“ 1 want to be onc thing,” said the Attendant
Sprite, as he lay upon the grass, “ and that is
comfovtable. Anybody who likcs can be the
other.”

“1 have wasted a good deal of time at this
place,” said the King, as they walkcd on, “ and |
have scen and heard nothing which | wish to tcacli
my people. And yet | desire very much to do
something which will prevent everything from
going wrong as it does noiv. | have tried plan
after plan, and sometimes two or three together,
and have kcpt this up year after year, and yet
nothing seems to do my kingdom any good.”

“ Have you heard how things are going on there
now?” asked the Sphinx.

“ Give it up,” said the King.

This very much surprised the Pigwidgcon, who
was always glad to get news of any kind, and had
put her head out of the King's pocket, the better to
hear how his kingdom was coining on. “ What
do you mean by that?” she asked quickly.

“ 1 never answer a question put to me by a
Sphinx,” said the King. “ There is no knowing
what trouble it might lead to. But I don’t mind
saying of my own accord, and not as answer to any
question, that | have senta good many Communi-

cations to my Queen, but have never received any
from her. So | do not know how things are going
on in my kingdom.”

‘1 daré say she thinks you would meddle if she
tells you what she is doing. | think she must be
a very wise Queen,” said the Pigwidgcon, “ And
now | want to say that | believe that is all stuff
about answering the Sphinx’s questions. | am not
to Ise frightened by anything of that sort. Wont
you ask me a question?” she said, turning to the
Sphinx.

“ How do you do?” gravely asked the Sphinx.

“ Very well, indeed,” answered the Pigwidgeon.

“ Titere ! ” she said, looking around triumphantly
before she cuddled herselfdown for another nap in
the King’s pocket.

The party now went on for an hour or more, tho
King and the Sphinx walking side by side; the
Attendant Sprite skippiiig in front of them; the
little Pigwidgeon sleeping quietly in the King’s
pocket; and the long line of followers coming
after, keeping their relativo positions a hundred
yards apart, and passing ovcr all the ground the
King had traverscd in his circuitous tvaiks about
tho city. Thus tho line cvept along like an enor-
mous snake in straight lines, loops, and coils; and
every time the King walkecl a hundred yards a
fresh man from his capital city was obliged to take
his place at the tai! of the proccssinn.

“ There is one thing we have found out,” said the
Attendant Sprite, after a while, as- he carne down
from a tree where he had been gathering plums,
“ and that is that lesistaiice lo tyranny is the root
ofjoy.”

“ There is no tyranny in my dominions,” said
the King, “ so there is no nccd of learning any-
thing about that.”

“ Oh, of course not!” said the little Pigwidgeon,
popping out her head, and looking back at the
iong line of followers who had been obligcd to
King in his wanderings. Nothing was said in an-
swer to this, and after a time the Pigwidgeon made
another remark. “ If you want to see a kingdom
where there really is something to learn, you ought
to go to the country of the Pigwidgcons,” she
said.

“ All right,” said the King. “ Let’s go there.”

And so, under the direction of the little creature,
they started to walk to her coimtiy. She wanted
to go there herself, she said, and would be very
glad to show them the way. In the course of the
afternoon the)- reached the edge of a high bluff.
“ On the level ground, beneath this precipice,”
she said, “ is the country of the Pigwidgeons.
You can sit on the edge of the bluffand look down
upon it.”
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TIIE BANISHED KING.

The King, the Sphinx, and the Attendant Spnte
then sat down, and looked out from the edge over
the countr>- ofthe little people. The officer of the
court who had formed the head of the Ime w.slied
very much to sce what thcy were looking at, but,
when the line halted, he was not near enough.

“ There now, you see,” said the Pigwidgeon,
“is the land of my people. You will notice that
the little houses and huts are gathcred together in
clusters, and each one of these clusters is under a
separate king.” L2 »

“Why don’t they all live under onc ruler.
asked the King. “ That is the proper way.”

“ No, it is n’t,” said the Pigwidgeon quickly,
not if you want everything to go on right. You

THI

might as well have one father for all the families in
your citv, and | am sure nobody would like that.
In each'of these clusters live tho Pigwidgeons who
are best suited to each other; and, if any Pigwid-
goon finds ho can not get along in one cluster, he
goes to another. The kings are chosen from
among the very best ofus, and each one is always
very anxious to picase his subjects. He knows
that everything that he, and his queen, and his
children eat, or drink, or wear, or have must be
given to him by his subjects, and if it were not for
them he would not be anything at all. And so he
does ever>-thing that he can to make them happy
and contented, for he knows if he does not please

them and govcrn them well, they will gradually
drop off from him and go to other clusters, and he
will be left without any people or any kingdom.

“ That is a very queer way of ruUng/’ said the
King. “ I tliink the people ought to try to please
their sovereign.”

“ He is only one, and thcy are a great many,
said the Pigwidgeon. “ Consequently they are
much more important, We know how to do
things here, and everything goes on all right. No
subiect is ever allowed to look down upon a kmg,
iust because he helps to feed and clothe him, and
send his children to school. If anyone were to do
a thing of this kind, he would be banished until he
learned better. | was banished for this very thing.

BXX.SHEU KINU BROCEEIIS TO THE COUNTRY OF THE MGW.OGEON».

I went to see our queen one day, and 1 suppose |
was a little airy when | saw her wearing the
clothes and eating the food | had helped to givc
her. And so | was banished.”

“ For how long? ” asked the Attendant Spnte.

“ 1 was ordered to stay away,” she said, ‘ as
long as my sun-bonnet was clean and my clothcs
were not torn. Now, | want you all to look at
me ” she continued, turning herself around as she
stood before them, “ and tcll me if | am really ht
to be seen. My sun-bonnet is all crumpled up
from sleeping in it, and thcre_are several holcs m
my short-gown and petticoat.”

Everybody agreed thather clothes werecertam Iy



soiled and worn-out enough to entitle her to return
to her home.

“ All right,” she said; “lam going down to my
people. There is a little winding path here, by
which | can walk down easily. If everything is all
right, I will cali for the Attendant Sprite, and he
shall bring you something to eat. Are you not
hungry ?”

The King was obligcd to admit that he was.
Food had been rogularly passed to him from his
palace, but the line of communication had now
become so long that it took a great while to reach
him, and was often very stale and coid before he
got it. Sometimes it was spoiled on the way, and
then it was not passed 011 any further. So the
King, who had now been waiting a long timo for
his diimor, which probably had been started to him
two or three days before, was very glad to get
something to eat, although he did not think his
appetite would be satisfied by the little mites of
food the Pigwidgeons must live upon. But when,
in a short time, the Pigividgeon parent, in a clean
speckled sun-bonnet, and new short-gown and
petticoat, appeared at the bottom of the cliff and
called the Attendant Sprite to come down, he did
not have to wait long for a very good dinner. When
the Attendant Sprite returned, clambering up the
face of the cliff almost as quickly as he had gone
down, he bore with him a barn-full of fresh loaves
of bread, and a quantity of fruit. The loaves of
bread were no larger than very little biscuits, and
the fruit was like currants or elder-berries, but
they were both sweet and delicious, and there was
enough to give the three companions a good meal.
The first man in the line of followers looked \-ery
much as if he would have liked to have had
some of these good things, but he was too far
away to expect any to be offered him.

Before long the little Pigwidgeon carne toiling
up the winding path, and rejoined her foiTner com-
panions. “ It’s all right with me down there,”
she said, “ and my time of banishment is over. 1
wish you could go down to see what a happy con-
dition our country isin. The people are so good,
and so kind to thcir Kkiiigs, and the kings are so
grateful for all that their subjects are doing for
them, and so anxious to preserve their good opin-
ion, that everything is going on beautifully.”

“ That may be very well for Pigwidgeons,” said
the King, “ but I can learn nothing from a govern-
ment like that, where everything seems to be work-
ing 111 an opposite direction from what everybody
knows is right and proper. A Kking anxious to
deserve the good opinién of his subjects! What
nonsense ! It ought to be just the other way.”

‘1t ought n’t to be the other way, at all! ” cried
the Pigwidgeon, sharply, “ and you could Icarn a

great deal from our government, if you chose!
But you don’t seem able to learn anything at all
here, and so you had better go on, and try to
find some other government that is better than
oui-s. You ’'ll have a long walk of it, I can tell
you! | am going home to my people.” And so
saying, she ran down the little path.

The King now again took up the linc of maich,
turning away from the country of the Pigwidgeons.
But he had not gone more than two or three hun-
dred yards before he received a mcssage from the
Queen. It carne to him very rapidly, every man
in the lino seeming anxious to shoiit it to the man
ahead of him as quickly as possible. The mcssage
was to the effect that he must either stop where
he was or come home: his constantly lengthening
line of communication had used up all the chief
officers of the government, all the clerks in the
departments, and all the officials of every grade,
excepting the few who were actually necessary to
carry 011 the government, and if any more men
went into the line it would be necessary to cali
upon the laborcrs and other persons who could not
be spared.

“ 1 think,” said the Sphinx,
made your line long enough.”

“ And | think,” said the King, “ that you made
ita great deal longer than it need have been, by
taking me about in such twisty-ma-curl ways.”

‘It may be so0,” said the Sphinx, with his mys-
tic smile.

“ Well, I am not going to stop here,” said the
King, “ and so | might as well go back as soon as
lcan.” And he shouted to the head man of the
line to pass on the order that his cdict of banish-
ment be revoked.

In a very short time the news carne that the
edict was revoked. The King then commanded
that the procession return home, tail end foremost.
The march was immediately begun, each man, as
soon as ho reached the city, going immediately to
his home and family.

The King and the greater part of the line had
a long and weary journey, as they followed each
other through the country and over the dcvious
ways in which the Sphinx had led them in the City
of Mingled Sentiments. The King was obliged
to pursue all these devious turns, or be scparated
from his officers, and so brcak up his communica-
tion with his palace. The Sphinx and Attendant
Sprite accompanied him.

W licn, at last, he reached his palace, his line of
former followers having apparcntly melted entirely
away, he hurried upstairs to the Queen, leaving
the Attendant Sprite and the Sphinx in the court-
yard.

The King found, ivhcn he had time to look into

“ that you have



the affairs ofhis dominions, that everything was in
the most admirable condition. The Queen had
selected a few of those officials who were best
qualified to carry on the government, and had
ordered the rest to fall, one by one, into the line
of communication. The King set himself to work
to think about the matter. It ivas not long before
he carne to tbe conclusion that the main thing
which had been wrong in his kingdom was him-
self. He was so greatly impressed with this idea
that he went down to the court-yard to speak to the
Sphinx about it,

“ | daré say you are right,” said the Sphinx,
“ and | don’t wonder that what you learned when
you were away, and what you have seen since you
carne back, have made you fed certain that you
were the cause of everything going wrong in this
kingdom. And now, what are you going to do
about your government? ”

“ Give it up,” promptly replied the King.

“ That is exactly what | should do,” said the
Sphinx; and the Attendant Sprite remarked that
he thought under the circumstances he would do it
too.

The King did give up his kingdom. He was
convinced that being a king was exactly the thing
he was not suited for, and that he would get on
much better in some other business or profession.

He determined to be a travder and explorer, and
to go abroad into other countries to, find out things
that might be useful to his own nation. His
Queen had shown that she could govern the
country in the very ljest manner, and it was not at
all necessary for him to stay at honre. She had
ordered all the men wbo had made up his line to
follow the King’s example and to go into somc
good business; and, not being bothered with so
many officers, she would be ablc to get along quite
easily.

The King was very successful in his new pursuit,
and although he did not tliis lime have a line of
followers connecting him with the palace, he fre-
quently sent home messages which were of use
and valué to his nation.

“ And now,” said the Attendant Sprite to the
Sphinx, “ 1’d like to know what 1 am to do for
parents. Both the Pigwidgcon and ihe King have
descrted me, and again 1 am left an orphan. |
wish 1 could find a pair of permancnt parents.”

“1 feel very sorry for you,” said the Sphinx,
“and | would help you if I could. !fyou choose,
I will be onc of your parents.”

“ Well,” said the Attendant Sprite, “ when |
come to think of it, 1 don’t believe | will bother
myself to make any changes at present. Good-
bye.” And he quickly skippcd out of sight.

THE RETURN HOME



LITTLE

Hy Malcolm

A DULL, Icadeii sky. All day the snow-flakes
have steadily fallen, and now, as night approaches,
not a vestige of the frozen earth remains. Beppo
walks wearily along, his beloved guitar held closely
under his arm. He sees the lights lit in happy
homes; he sees the children, with their faces
pressed against the panes, watching with delight
the fall of the flakes, for to-morrow will be Christ-
mas and the snow will aid Kriss Kringlc in his
visit; and a sad smile lights up his dark face, for
the snow that brings happiness to them brings him
deepest sorrow.

As the little waiiderer strolls on, he thinks of
that land of mellow sunshine far over the sea, and
cfthe happy home he had before his parents died;
and, in contrast to this, he thinks of the homc he
has now, and of the wicked padrone who took him
from his cherished country.

These last thoughts arouse him to a sense of
business, and, clinking the feiv pcmiies in his
pockets, he takes up his position at the entrance
of a thcater which is ablaze with light. Then,
blowing his breath upon his stiff, coid fingers, he
plays a few wild, sweet notes upon his instrument
— aprelude to “ Home, SweetHome.” He watches
the gayly attired people pass into the warm build-
ing,but none seem to notice the little figure shrink-
ing in the shadow. None save the gi'uff, burly
policeman who i-oughly grasps his shoulder and
says: “ Come, young un, move along now !”

And Beppo, uttcrly disheartened, moves on. It
has been a poor day for business; he does not
daré to go home with the few pennies he has
earned; and now the stern mandate of the officer
has cut off his last chance of getting inore.

He pauses under a gas-lamp, and, by its flicker-
ing rays, he counts his pennies over. Just ten—
enough for coffee and rolls; and he crosses over
to a little restaurant, and is soon indulging in a bit
of extravagance. Siipper over, he plans where he
shall sleep,

He rememlIDcrs a box filled with straw which he
has seen in his wanderings. He wends his way
toward it, and, when ten strikes from the tall
church-tower near by, Beppo is calmly asleep, his
guitar pressed tenderly upon his breast.

Twelve o’clock. As the last stroke reels outupon
the frosty air, Beppo awakes from a trouljled drcam.

BEPPO,

Douglas.

His sharp ear catches the sound of voiccs, and he
remains almost breathless.

“ How are you going to work the job?” says
some one in a hoarso whisper.

“ 1j’s as easy as r'oOing off a log,” replies his
companion. “ The girl leaves the kitchen-window
unlatched, and we 're in the house as nice as you
please. Have you brought all the tools?”

“ All in this bag,” rejoins the first, and Beppo,
wide awakc now, hcars something jingle.

“ Then, ho for oid Howland’s silver ! ” chuckles
the second, and the two move off.

Beppo heai-s thcir footsteps dic away. He
comprehends it all,— that there is to be a robbery,
— and wondei-s how he can preventit. The flame
Howland he has heard before, and he knows that
he may be the means of saving much.

He arises from hiscramped position, and, stretch-
ing himself, reachcs for his guitar. Then, shivering
as the piercing winds strike through his tattered
clothing, he glides swiftly down the Street— on
until the bright light of a police-station greets his
vision.

In broken sentences, he tells his stoiy to the
sergeant in charge, and the latter at once sends
two officers out to investigate the matter.

Beppo knows that he has done his duty— he can
do no more. Unnoticed, he steals out into the
dark Street. Two or three blocks passed, a strange
feeling comes over him. The snow falls so fast
that he can scarccly see before him. Sick and
dizzy, he gropes his svay up the steps of a private
rcsidcnce and falls fainting in the door-way,
* a

The Hcrald, tivo days after, contained among
its advertisements the following :

. « . .

TF THE LAD WHO GAVE THEVALUABLE INFORMA-
1 lion that lcd lo the frusiraiion of designs upon a h'ifih Avenue
bokisc, will !>cnd his address to A , Herald office, he will
hear 01 something 10 bis advancage.

And the following in its local department;

FROZEN TO DEATH.

Yesterday moniing, while Mr. John Smilh, oi Blank «ireet, was
searching for his paper in the door-way, hl.s attention woa drawn to a
little figuro half-covcred by ihc snow. A guitar was lighdy clasped
in his hands. A doctor was immediately summoncd and stimulants
were given. but 10 no avall, The poor Kttie fellow was quite dead-
He was subsequently identified as Beppo, who, with his instrument,
was quite weH known among people ofthe lower districl.
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THE TINKHAM BROTHERS' TIDE-MILL.*

By J. T.
Chapter V.

THE NEW HOME.

The Dushees moved into a smaller house on
the Dempford side of the river, and on the firef of
April the Tinkhams took possession of their new
home.

Rush drove his mother and Letty ovcr from the
Tammoset station in Mr. Dushee’s buggy, which
the boys had about decided to purchase, together
with the horse, harnesses, and a good business
wagon— these being among the many things the
owner would now have no use for, and which, he
said, ought to go with the mili.

“A pretty fair sort of a horse,” Rush remarked,
as he drove out of the village. “ Getup !” with
a flourish of the whip. *“ Not a two-forty nag,
exactly — go ’long, will you !— not very stunning
in the way o' beauty, but he ’lIl do till we can
afford a better.”

“ He looks well enough, I 'm sure,” replied his
mother. “ And why should boys always wish to
travel so fast ? 1 never expected we should be ablc
to keep a horse at all; and sucha one as this,
even, seems too much— too great a blessing ! ”

“ Oh, he ’s beautiful, if he is only ours ! ” said
Letty. “ To think of keeping our own horse and
carriagel 1t’s like a dream.”

“ 1 hope it wont all turn out to be a big April
fool,” said the mother, with a smile in which
quivered a deep and tender emotion. “ That ’s
what | am afraid of.”

The weather was fine ; nearly all the first birds
had come ; there was a sweet scent of spring in the
air. Letty, full of girlish hopes and gay spirits,
was dehghted with everything ; and it was easy
to see that, under all her doubts and inisgivings as
to this important change in their lives, the widow
felt a tranquil joy.

Until that day, Rush had not seen the place
since his first visit, and the others liad not seen it
at all. It now appeared to him even more attract-
ive than before, and he experienced the anxious
P easure of watching their first impressions as they
saw the lake, the river, the mill-ioof appearing
among the willows above the bank, and the old-
lashioned housc which was to be their future home,

Letty was almost wild witli enthusiasm, while
ja tfie mother’s eyes glistened that happiness which
ts akm to tears.

VoL. X 9.
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“ Did n't | tell you it was nice?” Rush said,
exultingly.

“ Oh, yes!” said Letty | “ but 1 could n't be-
lieve it was halfso nice as it is.”

“ It is very charming, indeed,” said the mother.
“ W hat a pretty little plateau the house stands on!
I did n’t think | should live to enjoy a home sui-
rounded only by the air and sunshinc, with no near
neighbors but the trees and birds.”

“There’s Lute coming out to meet us,” said
Letty.

The boys liad airived with the loads of goods
earlier in tho day, and had been busy putting
things to rights and preparing for their mother,
whom they wished to spare the tridis of moving.

Lute ran out, hatless, in his shirt-sleeves, his
honest face beaming behind the speccacles which
gave it an almost comically wise look, and stam-
mered his joyful greeting.

“ Well, M-m-mother, this is j-j-jolly!
didn’t want you to come a minute before;
now we ’'re about r-r-ready for you.”

He reached to lift her from the wagén, as ten-
dcrly as if sheliad been a child, at the same time
ordering Rush to “ t-t-tumblo out.” But Rush
said;

“ 1 want to drive her around tlie place first, and
show her the mili and the river.”

“ All right,” said Lute. “ That will give usa
1-1-little more time.”

He ran in to give somc finishing touches to his
motlier’s room, which was the first part of the
house the boys liad meant to have comfortablc, in
order to make her arrival as pleasant a surprise as
possible.

Rush drove around by the little barn, along the
track toward the mili; while Letty, who had leaped
from the buggy, ran on before, light and happy as
one of the newly arrived birds.

Hens were squawking with lazy content in the
warm sun beside the barn. A pullet was cackling
excitedly within,— overa ncw-laid egg, Ruslisaid,—
and a fine red rooster, stepping aside from the
tiack as they passed, crowed a shriil welcome—
sounds full of pleasant rural suggestion to ears and
lieai ts long shut up in city walls.

Then carne shouts of boyish laughter, as the
two youngest, Rupert and Rodman, ran out of
tlie upper story of the mili, along the level shed-
roof, to meet the buggy bringing their mother.

Rush turned out on the turfnear the edge of the

We
but

All righls reserved.



bank, and stopped where they could look down on
the mili and the river, while Letty skipped alon,,
the foot-plank to the seats in the branches of the
great wiilow.

BT -a
“ Oh, Mother, you must come here! she cried.
“You never saw so lovely a spot!”
“Yes yes, | see; it is all too lovelyl Mre.

Tinkham exclaimed, with a treraulous srnile.

“ Here’s Mart,” said Rush. “ He and | can take

you up and carry you right over there without the
least trouble.” s .

“ So you shall, some time,” his mother replied.
“ | foresee that I am to spend many happy hours
in that grand old tree over the stream. But n”
now; 1 must go into the house, and see how thmgs
are getting on.”

“Yes Mother,” said Mart, coming to the sicle
of the buggy, and looking up at her with an ex®
pression which beautified his rather lank face and
temoly mouth. “ I want you to come and look at
vour little nest. Drive around, Rocket.

At the side door ho took her m his arms, and,
in spite ofher protestations,— for, with the help oi
her crutches, or an arm to lean on, she could walk,
— carried herthrough the kitchen and sittmg-room
(where things were still in a chaotic State) mto a
room beyond, where he set her down gently m her
own easy-chair. s

She looked wonderingly about her. It was he
own carpet on the floor, hev own bed set up and
freshly made, with the pictures on the walls and
the vases on the mantel to which hcr eyes had lon”?
been accustomed.

“There'” said Mart. “ We want you to staj
here, and try to make yourself contented, whfle
we straighten out things in the other parts of the
house. We are getting along finely wilh the
woman we have hired, and we dont mean that
you shall take a step.” r- iu

“ Oh, this is too much!” said Mrs. Tinkham,
seeing how hard the boys had tried to make her
new home home-likc to her at the start. I thm
there never were such children as mine.

She had to cry a little, but soon dned hcr eyes
in her quick, resolute way, and obscn-ed;

“The poor old carpet was n’'t quite largc
enough, was it?” .
“ All the better,” said Lute, who poered in

through his spectacles to enjoy her surprise.

i oi

ifit was, the r-r-rooin would be smaller.
“1am so glad you are to have a good large
room now, Mother!” Letty exclaimed. “ W e used

to crowd you so in the other house ! ”

It was a happy thought to the widow that hcr
daughtcr and five sonS had always found her roorn
so attractive; and she now looked around with
pleasant anticipations of the comfort they would

all take together thcre on future cvenings and

Sunday afternoons.

“ 1 never had the sun in my Windows so beiorc,
she said. “ 1am afraid, boys, you 've given me
the best room in the house.”

“We mean to make it the best, as soon as
we can afford it,” said Mart. “ We knew you
would n’t like this wall-paper very well; but 1
hope we can have the whole house repapered and
painted in a year or two.”

“ The figures are rather old-fashioned,
mother ;

said his
“ but old fashions are coming around
to be new fashions now.”

“ And it ’s awfullv ‘tony,”” said Rush, to have
your carpet too small for your room, kavmg a
space a foot or so wide around by the wall.

“And see,” Letty laughed, gayly, what small
Window—panesl The Lummells, in tkeir ncw
Queen Anne cottage, have some just such little
sciimped-up panes, and think they are elegant.

“ Children, we are in stylc, and it seems to me
this place is going to be a little paradise! | hke
it— | like it extremelyl Did you bring m my
crutches, Rocket?”

In spite of all opposition, she was presently on
jjerfeet,— or rather on her one good foot and a
crutch,— stepping about the house, giving instnic-

tions, and setting things in order with hcr own

hands.
Chapter V.
THE FISH-OFTICER.
The boys worked hard, delighted with

the
change, and inspired by youthful hope and joy.

Thev had taken the contract to supply rocket-
sticks, pin-wheels, and other wooden fixtures, for
Colé & Corapany’s firc-works, and orders for toys
and dolls’ carriages had been secured.

The mili met their most sanguine expectations.
Much of the old machinery proved to be pod,
and their ingenious heads and skillfiil hands found
little difficulty in adjusting to it thcir own spcial
improvements in tools and apparatus. lht fmure
seemed bright with the promise of abundant,
happy, and prosperous employment.

The simple water-power was a joy to thcir
hearts The tide set back twice a day, and ebbing
again gave, as Mr. Dushee had said, about eight
hours of good running power out of every twelve.
The occurrence of this period varied day afierday,
but they could easily accommodate their work to
it, for there would always be plenty of mere tend
labor to do in the intervals of flood tide and still
water. . .-,

Two 01- three days after taking possession, whue
they were experimenting with the machinery, they



received a cali from Mr. Dushee. He carne to in-
quire whether they had concluded to buy the
hoi-se and wagons; and the vast landscape of his
countenance brightened when Mart said they
would,try to have the money ready for him the
next day.

“ 1 see you are making improvements,"” he re-
marked encouragingly, as he was about to go.

*USH UROVE, wiiile letty

“ A few changes seem necessary,” Mart replied.
One thing | am bound to have d-d-clone,” said
ute. ‘In place of these flash-boards, we are
going to have a p-p-permanent gate.”
A cloud of slight cmbarrassment passed over the
desert of a face.
I would n’t be in a hurry about that; | advise
ye m ivait and see how the flash-boards work.”
A It isn’t much trouble, | know,” said Mart,
o go and put in the flash-boards when wc want

to start up the wheel; but what’s the use even of
that? | think Lute is right.”

“ 1 've already got a plan of a gate tliat will take
c-c-care of itself,” said Luto. “ To be hung by
the top, so the tide running up will open it, and
shut it r-r-running back.”

“ 1 had thought of something like that mvself”
said the former-owner. - But,"‘he added7, wi{h

the air of onc giving
disinterested advicc, “ |
think you 'll find it for
your advantage to stick
to the flash-boards. Any-
way, you 'd better wait
awhilc and sec.”

The boys laughed at
whattheycalledhis* old
fogy iiolons ” after he
was gone; and Lute de-
clarad that, as soon as
he could get around to
it, he would certainly
have his g-g-gate.

It was not long, how-
ever, before they learned
that Mr. Dushee’s coun-
sel was good.

That aftcrnoon, a
stranger in a narrow-
seated buggy drovc up'
to the mili. Rush carne’
out of the upper story'
to meet him.

“ I hear this property
has lately changed
hands,” said the stran-'
ger, with an air of offi-
cial authority.

“Yes, sir,”
Rush.

“Who are the pres-
ent owncrs?”

“ Well, it lielongs lo
our family— the Tink-
ham family.”

“ Where is the Tink-
ham fainil)'? | mean,

the head. | suppose thcre is a head somcwhere.”
= The man spoke r.itherinsolcntly, Rush thought,
so that he was tcmpted to makc a laughing reply.

“ Yes, there are several heads; pretty good ones,
too, some ofus think. The property stands in my
mother’s fame,” he added, more soberly. *“ But
my Inothcrs have charge of the mili and the
business.”

“ |1 want to see your brothers,” said the man in
the buggy. “ Tcll 'em | am a fish-officcr, |

replied

went on before.



-luthoritv from the fish commissioners

| »
garding obstructions in the way of imgratory ~ h.
Rush did not feel like making a me«y reply

tViit His heart sank a little, as he said.
something 1 ‘S
u ,t Hp tlioushtof th€ dato. iney
W rTou”~ome in and see about
of his buggy, foliowed Rusb
into the mil!

, and thcrc delivcred his errand to the

“'lartTeccived it quietly, but Rush could see

that he was taken by surprise.
“ Is this a new thing ? he asked.
eeNot at all; we have to attend to

it every
vear~rcplied the officer,

“ The alew.ves w.ll be
runiiing up the river in great numbers soon aftei
IlhrmiddleLf the month, and they must have free

'TaftLS"rilent a moment, only a reddish suf-
fuston of his eyes betraying to Rush that the dep-
Mtv’'s words had struck deep.
“ Come out here and see ray brother, he said.
Itwas high water, the ebb was 3ust settmg in
and Lute «'as on the platform over the dain, stud>-
ing the probable working of his
in some preliminary experiments w.th the flash

'""'S'w as interriipted by the approach of his
brothers with the stranger.
< | guess we 'll give up the ideaofag ™ fm

present,” said Mart, with his usual drawl.

Th”s
Lan has an argument agamst it.
my brother’s benefit, w.ll you Mr

The deputy complied with cheerful gl'bness.

LuTe

hsteLd'intently, having set the flash-boards

toTeep back the water. Then, havmg glanced at

Mart’s serious face, he turned h.s gleammg specta-
uD officCI*.

e«|f this had happened three days ago,

' 'he
remarked, “ | should have said

it was an Apnl-
~7 w éil, it is no April-fool,” replied the deputy,
' So «fw «hat do you say?”

| say Mr. Dushee is a f-f-fraud .

“ He never said a word to one of us about a
fish-way,” Rush spokc up in great excitement

“ But he knows the need of itwell enough, often
as he has been warncd,” said the deputy.

=W hat has he done to keep within the law .
Mart inquired.

“ There was only one thing to ]
pulled out his flash-bpards and let the fish nm.

“ But that destroys the water-power.

eeExactly.”

e How lllong ?” stammered Lute

“ The law requires that streams shall be free for

fish to run from the middle of April to the imdd e
of Tune The alewives go up

into the pond
livn

After that they descend the nver agam,

“by th”~'t™"e recovered from the con-
sternation into which he had at
and his ingenious mind was already seemg its wa>

enjoy cracking the Dushee
he drawled, alluding in that
way to the former owner’s head-piece
tclline uUs about this fish business.
sS i a terrible matter, Lute.

cocoa-nut,”

or n
But it is nc
The fish go up w.th
gre ™ of them,” replied thed ¢ »
“ But a good manystragglers get caught by tho
ebb, and bave to work their way

“ These flash-boards float with the flood- tlde
said Mart, “

and of course they’ll let the alew.ves
saili Mart, senousl)’
a A I A ic A A, i «i»v =

spawned, and are all ready to run doivh agam,

m Ul have a f-f-fish-way constructed! ” broke

in Lute, with a rapid stammer. I ve got

A A A IrA le be.
deputy “ In case of an impassable dam, tho la«
reouhes the owner to build such a fish-way as the

commissioners approve; or it

to keep his
Nti:id'th a"the did not wish to beunduly
strfct whh any man wbo was wiHing to comply
«ib tbp law mhaving thus performed his dut), he
A d »T..V A AL A .beT.,bl.» be,.,

1A irsS . 0.e.

“ But, I tell ye, | was in a pounng sweat

a minute 1beI|eve I lostabout a pound oi ««5’\
=1 w'onder if there

..... well enough,» ..1d

is anythmg else Dushe”
has kept back,” said Rush, still excted. 1m

ifraid we don’t yet know all his reasons for bemg

so anxious to sell.

~ m-an
“1 remember, Father used

to say, A mai
alwavs has two motives for every action h.s real

motive and his pretended motive, drawled M ar.
< | 'm afraid Dushee is the kmd ofman he mean .
What I 'm still more afraid of is, that we shan
be glad when we find all his reasons out.

" fAnyhow.» ..id Lu.c, “ 1"« S 11
tide-gate all the same, soon as we 've b-b-built the

‘A rtIu d.m n»ly » « i/lo t
way”~onsisting of open water-boxes placed one

\\



above the other, so connected that the alewives
could easily work their way up or down through
them— seemed to be a simple and inexpensive
affair.

So did the tide-gate. But there was a stronger
argument against that than any the boys dreamed
of yet.

Chapter VI.

THE ODD-LUOKING SUMMER-HOUSE.

Rush had been too busy to go off the place
since the day of the moving. But, after supper
that evening, he and Letty and the two younger
boys took a walk.

They strolled up the liver as far as the briclge,
where they chanced to meet the eider Dushee
returning home from Tammoset.

Rush was imvardly boiling with indignation at
the man’s extraordinary economy of the truth
regarding the alewife business, in all his talks with
the purchasers of the mili. But he controlled
himself, and said quietly, in reply to Dushee’s
observation that 't was a pooty evenin’ to be takin’
aramble:

“You never mentioncd to any of us that there
might be some trouble about the alewives passing
the dam.”

“ Trouble? trouble?” said Mr. Dushee, blandly.

“Why, no! for | never believed there 'd be anv
trouble.”
“ You did n’'t know the fish commissioners

would be after us, | suppose ?”

Rush spoke with biting sarcasm. But the large,
bland countenancc remained undisturbed.

“ Oh! there ’s been an officer around, has they ?
i knew 't was about time. Comes every year. It’s
his business. But that ’s all 't amounts to.”

“You have paid no attention to his warning?”
said Rush.

“ Skurcely,” Dushee replied in a confidential
way. “ 1’d set my youngsters to watch for a few
days when the fish was runnin’ the thickest, and
if they see the fish-officer a-comiii’, 1 'd jest puli
up my flash-boards, and mabby leave 'em up till
ihey see him go ’long back down the river. That
is, if 1 happened to be runnin’ the wheel. But
gener’ly I could git along without it for a part of
the time; then |1°'d let the fish run. The dam
never was no hendrance to the alewives, and the
officer knew it,” the former owner added, seeing a
wrathful light iii the boy’s eyes. “ There never
was no trouble, and there never need to be none.”

“ It seems to me, you might at least have told
US of anything of the kind that might turn up,”
Rush replied, in a rather choked voice; for it was

all he could do to keep his anger from breaking
forth.

“ 1 s’pose | might,” Dushee replied, cheerfully.
“ But | did n’t think it necessary. There’s a good
many little things about the mili you’ll have to
find out for yourselves. |If 1 can be of service to
ye, le” me know.”

Then, as Rush was walking silently away, the
large-featured man repeated, with friendly persist-
ence, “ It’s a re’l pooty kind of an evenin’ to be
takin’ a ramble,” and went smiling home.

The snow had vanished from the hill-sides, and
the ice from the lake. It was a still evening, and
the glassy water reflected the shores, the distant
orchards and groves, and the xosy hues of the
western sky.

The boys ran on toward the outlet, while Letty
saimtored slowly, waiting for Rush,

“ Oh, can’t we have a boat-ride?” she called to
him, looking across the river, and seeing a skiff
hauled up 011 the opposite bank.

"That'’s the first boat 1‘ve seen; | did n’t know
there was one on the river,” said Rush. “ Wait
here, and 1 ’ll try to get it.”

He hurried back to the bridge, crossed o\-er to
afarm-house on the other shore, and was soon seen
running down to the water’'s edge with a pair of
oars.

“ Go on up farther,” he shouted, “ and | ’ll come
over and take you all aboard.”

The current was running out, and he had to
keep ci6ése by the bank and puli hard until he had
succeeded in rowing the skiff up into still water.
Then, making a broad Circuit above the outlet,
leaving behind him lovely ripples which sprcad far
away over the pink-tinted pond, he crossed to a
pebbly beach, where Letty was waiting with the
boys.

Eager for adventure, the)' scramblcd aboard,
and Rush pushed off again.

“ This is better than the boat-rides we used to
have around the edge of tho dirty old harbor,”
said Rupert.

“ Oh, it is heavenly!” said Letty, who some-
times indulged in an aimost too enthusiastic way
ofcxpressing herself. “ Why is n’t the water eov-
ered with boats? | should think it would be.”

“ | suppose it is too early in the season for them
yet,” replied Rush. “ Mr. Rumney said he had
only just got his into the water. That accounts
for its leaking so. Look out for your feet, boys!”

“ Let USrow awhile, Rush,” said Rupert, as they
glided out toward the center of the lake, which
appeared like a vast gulf of infinite depth illu-
mined by soft and delicate hues, until broken by
prow and oars.

Rush indulged thcm; they took each an oar.



THE TINKHAM

whilc he assumed the place hi the stern and
steered, with a shingle for a rudder. Letty leaned
over the bow, enjoying the lovely views.

‘““We ’'ll take Mother out here, when the weather
gets a little warmer,” said Rush. “
myself that, the firstday | saw the lake.
sho enioy it!”

“1 wish she
Letty.

Wont

. a
was with us now!exclaimed

“ It is too much for us alone !'”

“ We can row back and get her,” said Rodman.
“ Can’'twe, Rupe?”

<Uh yes— itwill be fine!” said Rupe.

It was not because the young Tinkhams were so
much better brcd or kinder-hearted than many
children, fior yet because their mother’s crippled
condition had called out their gentlest feelings
toward her, but rather, | suppose, because she
madc herself so sympathetic and delightful a com-
panion to them, that they constantly thought ol
her in this way.

But now all at once Rush had something else to
attract his attention.

“ Helio! there’s that odd-lookmg— summer-
house, Dick Dushee called it.”

“ W hat!

that building on the shoro. saici
Letty.

“ Nobody would ever think of making
such a summer-house as that!”

“ And only an idiot or a knave would cal! it

one ! ” Rush exclaimed, flushing very red m the
evening light. “ Hold your oar, Rod! W ell
run over and look at it.” i-ff

Steering with his shingle, he headed die skiff
toward the Tammoset shore and Dick Dushee
astonishing summer-house.

“ It ’s built on piles over the
RuDecrt “ And what 's that before

“ A float,” said Rush. “ It’s easy enough to
sce what the building is, and the rogue must have
known !”

He was not long in suniiising a reason IO
seemingly uncalled-for prevancation. What he
had learned that afternoon made him suspicious
of the Dushees.

“ That s Dick Dushee thcre, with anothei boy,
on the float,” said Rupe. n

“ Puliaway ! I want to catch hun bef0|e he gets
off,” said Rush, lowering his voice.

“ What is the building— if you know

water,
it?”

said

t- 1V

Lctt>

asked, with excited curiosity. ,
“ Nothing anybody need to he about Rush
muttered, still with his angry flush on. I O teU

you by and by.
moment.”

Dick was stepping up from tho float inlo a Iarge
open door-way in the barn-like end of the buildmg,
when, hcaring the summons, he reluctantly faced
about.

Dick ! ” he called, “ see here a

BROTHERS”’

[DeCEMBBR
TIDE-MILL.

“ This is your summer-house, is it ?” said Rush,
sharply
I knew 't was some sort of a house to have fun

in-iii summer,” said Dick, with an

ignoble pn,
visible in the twilight.

“1’ve found out what it is,

no sy have

I, without any help from you,” said
Rush.

“ And, | 'm sovry to say, we 're fiiidmg
out other things that don’t reflect much credit on
those who left us to discover them for ourselves.

“ 1 don’t know what you mean,” said Dick.

Rush was flaraing up for a fierce reply, when
Letty stopped him. i

“ Don’t have any words with him, Rocket.

“ Well, then, | wont. Not now.
a minute, boys !”

Hold on here

To satisfy himself with regard to the character
and use of the Aigly structure, he
float, mounted the slei«, and entered the great
door-way. In a little while he carne out again,
with a troubled but resoliite look.

“ How long has this been buildmg?
of Dick’s companion on the float.

“ Ever since last winter,” was the reply. Ti
drove the piles through holes m the ice.””

“ Did you know then what it was for.

“ ].guess so! Everybody knew. Anyhow, it had
been talked ofenough.”

Rush gave Dick Dushee an anmhilatmg look
butsaid nothing as he stepped back into the boat.

“Why, what is it troubles you so.
asked, | they pushed off.
what the house was for

leaped to the

he asked

y

Letty
“That boy told us

, when you were insidc,
but Rupert had already guessed.”
“ 1should think anybody could guess! said

Rush declined to talk upon the subject, as they
returned along the shore to the river. After land-
ing on Mr. Rumney’s bank, he told Letty and the
boys to walk along to the bridge, while he re-
turned the oars.

Having thanked the farmer for them, he said :

“ Are there many boats owned bere on the
river?” .

The farmer, standing in his open shed, tillimg
his pipe, answered, good-naturedly:

“ Wall, consider’ble many;
b e,’nuffsight.”

“ And on the lake ?” queried Rush.

“ Wall, a consider’ble many on the lake.

more’n the use to

n

Thcre s
been a kin’ of a boom in the boatin’ interest
lately.”

“ How so?”
“Wall,” replied Mr.

Rumncy, stnkr’ng a match
“ fotyears there was noboatin’ heve,
But the notion on t has broke out
in a crop o’ boys gvowin’ u p -a perfect epidem.c.

on his trouscrs,
to speak on.



'Specially sense the Argue-not Club was started last
summer, though why they cali it the Argne-not
beats me, for 1 never seen anything else there was
so much arguin’ about.”

The smile that broadened the good-natufed face
betrayed some consciousness of a joke, Rush,
however, took tlie matter with intensc'seriousness.

“ This new building over here, on the shore of
the pond, is the Argonaut Club’s boat-house ?”

Mr. Rumney nodded as he puffed at his pipe.

Rush tlien said, trying to supprcss a tremor in
his voice:

“ Has there been much trouble— about— boats
passing— Mr. Dushec’s dam ?”

“ Wall,” said the farmer, smiling again, “ since
you ask me a candid question, | s’pose | must
make a candid reply. There’s been somc trouble.
I may say perty consider’ble trouble. They say
the dam has got to go. Your folks ’li have to
know it, and ye may as well know it fust as last.”

Rush constrained himselfto say calmly:

“ Seems to me we ought to have known it a
little sooner.”

“ T would have been for your interest, no
doubt,” the farmer replied; adding, with a smile
ofthe broadest humor; “ Ifa man ’s going to put
on a stockin’, and there ’'s a hornet’s nest in it,
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he 'd nat’rally ruthcr like to know it 'forchand—
leastways, 'fore he puts his foot in too fur!”

“ Naturally,” said Rush. “ It was the hornct’s
nest, as you cali it, that made Dushee so anxious
to sell 2~

“ Should n’'t wonder!” Mr. Ruinncy gave a
chuckle, which had a disagreeable sound to the
boy’s ears. “ Anyhow, he never said notliin’ about
sellin ’till the Argue-nots argued him into it.”

“ My brothers carne and talked with you before
buying,” said Rush. “Why did n’t yoti tell
them ?”

“ Wall, 't wan't my business. Dushee he come
with 'em. Neighbors so, I did n’ like to interfere
and spile his trad'e.”

In saying this, tho worthy man appeared wholly
unconscious of having acted in any but a fair and
honorable way,

Something swelled alarraingly in Rusii’s throat,
but he swallowed hard at it, and finally managed
to say, “ Thank you, Mr. Rumney.”

He turned to go, paused, turned !)ack, and hcsi-
tated a moment, as if struggling against a tumult-
uous inward pressure, an impulse to free his mind
ofsome volcanic stuff. But he merely added ;

“ Much obliged to you for the boat,”
walked stiffly away.

and
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Together with the Doings and Diver-
sions of Master RaufBulney and
Mistress Margery Carew.

By E- S. Brooks.

| How Rauf Bulney spoiled his Crimson Cloak.
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aglow from the exercise that had followed his en-
deavors to teach his fractious hobby, Roland, to leap
the bars, while a reckless cnjoyment of the March
bi-eezes made him careless alike of a possible throat-
distemper and of his customary trim appearance.

Roland had shown so determined a disposition
to shirk his duty and refuse the leap, and had
aiched his shapely neck so repeatedly in protest
before the bars, that Rauf had satisfied himself
with two or three successes, and now, holding on
his wrist the cleanly made little “ lanard,” or fal-
con, that his unclc had recenCly given him, was on
his way to test its merits. Just as he dashed across
the roadway a rider, booted and spurred, passed
him at full speed, his black horse flecked with foain,
while on breast and back shone out in crimson and
goldthe well-known badge of his Grace the Cardinal.

A courier from Hampton Court, though no
infrequent visitor at Verney Hall, was still ever
an object of interest; and Rauf, weighing in his
mind the opposing attractions of couricr and
falcon, decided for the courier and turned his
steps toward the Hall. At the foot of the terrace
stood Dick Ricroft, the groom of the stables, hold-
ing the courier’s impatient steed.

Raufwavered— the horse forthe momenteclipsed
the courier.

“You beauty 17 he said, admiringly. “ Let me
try a turn with him, Dick ?”

“ The saints forbid !” intcrposed the horrified
Dick. “ Ride one of the lord legate’s horses,
Master Rauf! ’'T would be as much as all our
heads are worth, and | 've no mind to lose mine

yet. Besides,” he added, “ the courserman rides
on to Sir John Hampden’s on the hill, as soon as
he has delivered his
mcssage to SirRauf.”

“W hat! Hampden
Manor, too? Why.

this must be some special mission. W hat ’s afoot,
Dick?” questioned the boy.

“ Ah, you must needs find that out fot yourself,”
replied the cautious Dick. “ 'T issomething touch-
ing the King’s Grace and a journey to Franco.”

“ To France? Oh, glory!” and the impctuous
youth, aflame with a new excitement, bounded up
the terrace and dashed into the great wainscnted
hall, where, at the middle table, sat the Cardinal’s
courserman— a barley loaf and a dish of “ war-
dens,” or baked pears, before him, his face half-
buried in the great pot of ale with which he was
washing down his hasty lunch.

“Well, how now, how now, young hot-head?”
carne the deep voice of the boy’s Gnele, and, check-
ing his impatience, Rauf walked slowly up to
where, near the dais, stood his lGnele, Sir Rauf
Verney, papera in hand and a perplexed expression
on his face.

“ W hat ’s astir, sir?” asked young Rauf, with
the privilege of a favorite, as he leaned against the
dais and glanced into his uncle’s face.

“ Bidé a bit, Sir Malapert,” said his Unele be-
neath his voice, adding, as the couricr rose from
the long table and wiped the ale from his heavy
mustache; “ Artrefreshed,good Master Yeoman?”

“ Fully, thanks to your worship,” was the reply.
““1 must now hasten on to Hampden Manor.”

“ Say to your master, the Lord Cardinal,” said
Sir Rauf, “ that
the commands of
the King’s High-
ness shall have
my proper obedi-
ence;” and, court-

THE COURfRR OF THE CARDINAL.



WATCHING TO SE6
KINC CHARLES

GO BY

eously conducted to the door and down the

terrace, the courserman sprang to h:s sad-

dle, doffcd hisbonnct in adieu, and tho black

horse sped down the roadway like an an-ow.
“Well, Anne?” was all that Sir Raufsaid, as

he carne back and looked

kHOIL» A 1«1
Verncj, smoothlngtheToIcIs of her satin Kirtlc

“ T will cost a prelty peck of angels,” said Sir
Rauf, somewhat ruefully, as he stroked his
brown beard.

‘ Dut the honor of England and the Verneys,
Sir Rauf!” interposed the Lady Anne.

“Yes, yes, | know,” said her husband; “ needs
mustwhen the King wills. But as to my following,
he added, musingly; ‘“ ten persons well and con-
veniently appareled and horsed — then, sud-
denly, “ Rauf, would’st like to go to France?

R@ggeetful silenee in the presence ef ene § e|de|l’t5_|_

long

uSis iUl iiiiuiere’ 1 10T
question carne, the boy as quickly answered i io
France? Oh, Unele! When?”

“ That meaiis yes, 1 suppose. Here, my oy,

make test of Master Bolton’s teaching on this
papcr,” and he handed Rauf a billet on wluch ran
the address: “ To our tmsiy and well-beloved Str

AThankTto’ the iareful
the chaplain at

tuitlon of Master liolton
the Holl and a well-furn shed

StL~MNI™Mtand

sd/l rn L rl EISrd:iL[ ~mwwihapdL

Thomas Ru-

thal, Dishop of

Durliam, and

Secretary  of

State, .com-

manding “Sir

Rauf Vemey to

await upon the

King's Highness -with

fMIlcrwine o ften abk and semly persom,wTII ttnd

COIIVAHIcnuy . the same Sir

Rauf Vemey to appear, as to his dcgree and honor

belonectk, at the camp in the myches”~ Calan,

between Guisnes and Arde, m the month o/May,

and at the time of meeting between the Km g s Grace
and ihe French King."

All the boyish curiosity, the love of cxcnement
and the delights of antidpation that lived m the
heart of our young English Rauf of three and a
half centurias ago, even as in tho equally impctu-
ous natures of our English and American boys of
to-day, were stirrcd to their dcpths as he took in

the meaning of the royal summons, and he turned
“ sy (Xxpectant ;ce to his Unele.

SmucCi LU XllO
a royal command and adm.ts of no refusal.
you, Rauf Bulncy, page, shall go ‘ivell and con-
veniently appareled’ as squire to the body m the
following of Sir Rauf Verney, Knight.
“But just wliere are Guisnes and Arde, Unele.

queried tbe boy. A

“ Tut, tut, lad; shall we jog your triiant mem-
ory or Master Bolton’s lagging work?” said the

knlght “ They lie, both, in the marches oi
kmgnt n EngUsl, town of
“fL iLipus field of Agincourt. This

715 S

They stand .caree two leagues removed from eaeli



other, Though how these castles will serve for
convenient and proper lodgings for the Kings’
Highnesses passes my fathoming. | mind me that
on my last return from Flanders, now nigh two
years since, | went with my Lord Fitzwater over
the castle of Guisnes, and found it wretched
enough— its moat dry and weedy, its battlements
dismantled, its keep ruinous and crumbling. And
as for the French castle, they made equal poor
report— the town long since in ruins, the castle
desoiate and iinpaired, its fosse choked and useless,
its donjon untopped, its walls torn with breaches.”

‘““A sorry place for a royal inteiview,” said Lady
Anne; “but will not due care be taken to make
them presentable ?”

“ Trust the Lord Cardinal for that,” replied Sir
Rauf. “ Where so lavish a hand commands, small
doubt is there as to great results. His Grace’s
courserman tells me that nigh twelve hundred
workmen have been dispatched to SirJohn Petchie,
deputy of Calais, under orders to Lord Worcester,
the commissioners, and the chiefartificer.”

“But what is it all for. Unele— this interview
between our King’s Highness and the King of
France ?” asked young Rauf, who with ready ears
had drank in all his uncle’s words. Ignoring Sir
Rauf Verney’slong”~xplanation, half-politics, half-
rumor, and all glorification of "his liege And King
such as he, born courtier, gallant soldier, and true
Englishman, could not help giving, we may con-
dense Rauf’s acquired information into a few words.

Three young men, Henry Tudor, of England,
aged twenty-cight, Francis d’Angouléme, of
France, agecl twenty-five, and Charles von Haps-
biirg, of Spain, aged nineteen, at that day swayed
the destinies of the Christian worid as monarchs
iif their respective countries. The imperial throne
of Germany, then known as “ the holy Roman
Fmpire,” becoming vacant in 1519, by the death
of the Emperor Maximiuan, these three young
kings, each with distinct but varying claims, as-
scrted their right of election to tho vacant throne.
On the i8th nfJune, 1519, the electors of Germany
rendered thcir final decisién, and the younger
of the three competitors, himself scarcely more
litan a boy in years, ascended the imperial throne
as the Emperor Charles the Fiftli— the mightiest
nionarch in Chiistendom. Henr>- of England,
airare of the hopelcssness of his claim, had already
withdrawn from the contest; but his neighbor,

rancis of France, brilliant, chivalric, handsomc,
and brave, but royally self-ivilled and impetuous,
eiafed under his defeat, and sought to weaken the
power ofhis successful rival byan alliance betwcen
those two invetérate enemies, France and England.
fhomas Wolsey, the son of the honest butchcr of
'pswich, was now Cardinal Archbishop of York,

Icgate of the Pope and Lord Chancellor of Eng-
land, mighty in infiuence with his master the
King, feared and flattered by all the courts of Eu-
rope. He received with appioval the propositions
of Francis looking to an interview between the
kings of France and England, and, gaining the
consent of Henry, sought to make this interview
such an occasion of splendor and ceremonial as
should delight their majesties and gratify his own
love of display. By it, too, he hoped to ihcrease
his power over both courts and thus advance him-
self toward the prize he coveted— the throne of
the Pope, then the highest attainable dignity in
the Church and the worid.

To make this royal interview, then, imposing in
its ceremonial and splendid in the magnificence of
its display, all England and all France labored and
lavished, struggled and spent, managed and mort-
gaged until, asone nf the oid chroniclers expresscs
it, “ many iords bore to the meeting their milis,
their forests, and their meadows on their backs.”

So much for the political history. To young
Rauf Bulney, hoivever, as he watched the prepara-
tions that for two months kept the household at
Verney Hall in continued bustle and action, the
desires of kings and the ambition of cardinals
went for but little. For him two reaims were ex-
cited, two nations disturbed, in order that a fresh
STid healthy y<oung English boy of fifteen years,
Rauf Bulney by fiame, imght go to France in
grand style and feast his eyes on glorious sights
and royal profusién.

At last the eventful time arrived, and in the
early morning hours of Wednesday, the i6th of
May, {520, Sir Rauf Verney, with Master Rauf
Bulney, his squire, Master Bolton, his chapLain,
with color-man, archers, and bill-men, all picked
from the very flower of the Verney tenantry, re-
splendent in new liveries and displaying the Verney
arms, bade good-bye to Lady Anne and the Hall,
and, while roadways and forest were sweet with the
brcath of an English spring, the Verney foliowing
passed over the Chiltern Hills and through pleas-
ant English meadows, to London first, and thence
on to Dover. Not the least happy in that train
was our friend Rauf, with a pardonable pride in
the possession of three rich suits, and a happy
consciousness that he looked quite as nicely as he
felt.

At Dover, the straggling, stuffy little town of
three hundred years ago, they found a great crowd
of nobles and gentlemen, with their attendant
trains; whilc the valley of the Doiir and the
slopes of the chalk hills were white with tcnts and
gay with strcamcrs. Here, by the orders of the
Lord Chief Marshal, the Earl of Essex, Sir Rauf
Verney’s foliowing ivas joincd to that of the Earl



of Dorset. Sir Raufhimselfwas ordered to

the Cardinal at the immediate reception of the
elect King of the Romans,” otherwise the Emperor
Charles the Fifth. For that enterpnsing young
monarch, knowing full well the excessivc courtesy
and winning manners of the French Kmg, sought
to gain an advantage over his rival
meeting with Henry of England.
ing from Barcelona with “

by a prior
And so, hurty-
only sixty ship and the
Queen of Arragon,” he met the English Kmg at
Dover before he had crossed to Franco.

“ Is our King’s Grace, then, so wondrous great
that this mighty Emperor fain must sue to h.m? ”
Rauf asked hislnele when he heard the summons;
even his boyish enthusiasm for his King bemg un-

able to grasp this wonder of the

“ Monarch of
Christendom?”

doffing his bonnet to an island

Ah, my lad,” replied his thoughtful uUnele,
“ the King of the Romans sees far and shrewdly.
An alliance between our King's Highness and him
of France would threaten a mighty breach in Kmg
Charles’s great dominions. Besides, ournoble Kmg
of England, so my Lord Bishop of Worcester
writes from Rome, ‘is in great reputation m Chris-
tendom,” and none know this lietter than the Kmg
Catholic. See now, my boy, what kingship does
for a man. This young King Charles
four years your eider; but, ah!
head on green shoulders.”

So reasoned the cautious courtier, and so young
Rauf accepted it;

is scarce
it’'s an oid, oid

and, next mormng, stood for
hours at the door of his lodgmg to see this boy
Emperor ride by with the English King on the
way to the shrine of Thomas &4 Becket at Canter-
bury— “ the more to solempnc the feast of Pente-
cost,” says the oid chronicle, What Rauf really
saw was a spare young man of médium neight,
with palé face and heavy under-jaw, with hooked
nose and small, irregular teeth, plainly dressed, as
compared to the raagnificence of England s kingly
King, by whose side he

rodé. But what Rauf
could not see

in that quiet face was the deeper
purpose that, even then, told of great possibilities,
as fitted the man who, for forty years thereafter,
held an imperial sccptcr in an imperious grasp.
Four days passed, and then, the Emperor s visit
over, on the 3>st of May the King of England,
with his Queen and court,— above five thousand
personsand nearly three thousand horses,— crossed
from Dover to Calais. Standing m the bow of the
stanch little “ Maglory,” one of Miles Gerards
stoutest hoys,-a small sloop-rigged vessel
for coasting work,-Rauf watched wuh
the embarkation.

used
interest
The white chalk cliffs of Dover
shone in the morning sun, the foam-capped waters
of the Straits glistcned and sparkled, whilc a host

of small craft, bright with pennons and colors,

scudded before the wind out from the shadow of
Dover Castle, dipping and bobbing over the
choppy waves toward the opposite port of Calais.
In the midst of the fleet, gay with the fluttermg
decorations of St, George’s cross, the ludor
dragén, and the Tudor rose, sailed the royal trans-
port, the “ Katherine Pleasance,”

Just as the “ Maglory ” rounded in behind the
“ Katherine,” a sudden puffof wind and a choppy
sea drove her hard against the stern of the royal
vessel. There was a bump and a loud crash, and
Rauf saw a young girl, whom he had already
noticed as one of a merry group of ladies, topple
over with the shock, and fall from the deck of the
“ Katherine ” into the waters beneath. A shnek
from the ladies on the King’svessel, a sudden wear-
ing off on the part of the “ Maglory,” and then,
impetuous as ever, as heedlcss of the consequences
as of his satin doublct and his crimson cloak, his
gold-embroidercd hose, and his boots of Spamsh
leather, off from the bow of the “ Maglory
jumped Master Rauf in aid of the drowmng girl.
A strong stroke and a ready eye, which much prac-
tico in his home streains had given him, stood him
well in need; stout ropes and sturdy arms trailed
over the lee of the “ Katherine,” and the girl and
her rescuer were soon on deck, the one limp and
faint from her peril, the other well enough in body
but sorely daraaged as to his gala dress.

“ A trim young gallant and a brave. Whom
have we here as the savior of our fair but unstcad)
maiden ?” asked a deep, rich voice, and looking
up Rauf found himself in the midst of a gayly
drossed group of lords and ladies, the foremost of
whom was a man of tall and commanding appear-
ance, well built, and stout almost to heavincss, with
pleasant face, a fresh and ruddy countenance, and
a short, golden beard and Kkindly sinile, the vcr>
picture of health, imperiousness, and royal grace
— Henry the Eighth, King of England.

The courtier blood of the Vcrneys lent grace
and homage to the obcisance with which Raul
accompanied his answer to the King’s question.

“ 1 am Rauf Bulncy, may it please your Grace.
nephew and squire of the body to Sir Rauf Verney,
Knight, in my Lord ofDorsct’s train.”

“ Ha! of our oid friend Verney’s stock,

saiQ
the King-

“ And do you thus incontinently dive
wich eqiial speed to rescuc the perishing, even be
they not so fair to see as is our sweet maidcn, Mis-
tress Margcry— eh, young sir? ”

Again bcnding low, Rauf replied to the ro>ai
banter:

“ My sponsors have taught me, my ~8®; '
the true knight showeth due courtesy to all ahke. ~

“ A right knightly answer, is it not, my lords.



said Henry, higlily pleased. “ And who, pray,
after your good uncle and the Lady Anjie, may
your guiders be, my boy ?”

“ Master Bolton, an Oxford scholar,
chaplain, your Grace.”

“ Ha? himselfa pupil of our worthy Dean Colet
—rest his soul! One of the new learning, too.
We have high hopes of the youth of this present
England, whose sponsois and preceptors are
such as yours. But, body of me ! ” said the
King, hastily, as his eye caught the
little rilis that courscd down
Rauf’s shivering but respect-
ful legs, in crimson and
violet tides; “ here
stand we chat-
teriiig, and there
stand you a-chat-

is our

tering, as well.
Good Master
Cary, take this

young springaid
to our yeoraan
of the robes and
see him suita-
bly appareled.
Thereafter will
we request the
Lord Cardinal,
with due regard
to my Lord of
Dorset, and Sir
Rauf, his uncle,
to add him to

the lile of our

special pages.

He iS a rlght' VOONG RAUF REURIVES THfi THANKS Op
mannered and MAROBRY CARBIV.

well-favored lad.”

Rauf was shrewd courtier enougb to make no
reply to this promise of advancement beyond the
customary low bow, and he therefore kept quiet
as to his extra suits of gay clothing. “ He who
would rise must know when to hold his tongue,”
his uncle had taught him; and here seemed the
opportunity to put this precept to the test.

On deck once more, dressed in a rich suit of
crimson and violet blazoned with the Tudor rose,
Raufreceived with boyish shcepishness, notunmixed
with his nativo courtesy, tho well-spoken thanks
of Mistress Margery Careiv— a trim and sprightly
little lass of near his own age, whose blue velvet
pwn, with its lining of crimson tinsel, well set off
herfair Saxon face. She was the little daughter

of Sir Richard Carew, a knight of Surrcy, placed
l)y her father among Queen Katherine’s gentle-
women under the protection of Lady Gray.

“ And let me tell you, Master Page,” said Lady

Gray, as she wannly thanked Rauf for his aid, “ a
soiTy loss ofa sprightly lass would have fallen upon
us had you not so quickly taken to the water.”

So, in exchange of pleasant words and compli-
ments, of questions and explanations, the Crossing
to the French shore was quickly made, and all too
soon, as it seemed to Rauf, the ramparts and
towers of Calais lay abcam.

(To be continued.)
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MS SEVENTIKTH CGHHSTIVAN

GRANDMAMMA'S TKARLS.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

“ MY dear GranddauGHTERS: Before you

go to meet the little tridis and temptations of the
coming week, I want to make a proposition.

I am
><11 do ..0.

lik. .0 >.0 young g =
in so public a place as tho cafe of a great fair
Your mothers differ with me, and lhave

to dissuadc you. But | have asked leave to try
and keep the young heads from bemg quite turned,

and thc™oun'~rg hearts from forgetting the swjt

oid virtues-modesty, obediencc, and selWemak

So | write to say that | intend to g.ve the set of
pearls you all so much admire to the one who be

havos best during the week. Like the fairy god-

mother in the story, | shall know what happen ,
and which of you dcserves the reward. Laugh

you will, but keep our httlc secret, anc
picase

tn
Grandmamma.

This was the letter read aloud by one of thmc
young girls, who sat together m the pretty, old-t.mL
Sess« the”™ were to wear while serving as a«en -
ants' in tho rcfreshment saloon at the fair.
selcct and fashionablc fair, you may Aure o
Kitty, Kate, and Catherine St. John would not be

A ver



allowed to play waiter-girls in these dainty costumes
of muslin, silk, and lace.

“ That isjust one of Grandraa's queer ideas. |
don’t mind tiying, but I know | shan’t get the
pearls, because | 'm always doing something
dreadful,” said Kitty, the merry member of the
Kit Kat Club, as the three cousins were called.

“1’d do anything to get them, for they are per-
fectly lovely, and just what | want,” cried Kate,
dropping the letter to give the kitten in her lap a
joyful squeeze.

‘“1 suppose she will find out how we spend the
gold ten-dollar pieces she gave us, if she is going
to know everything we do; so we must mind what
we buy,” added Catherine, with a frown, for she
dearly loved to buy nice little things and enjoy
them all by herself.

“Let US see— ‘modesty, obedience, and self-
denial.” | think it wont be veiy hard to behave
like angels for onc week,” said Kate, the oldest
and prcttiest of the three, looking again at the
letter she liad read aloud.

“ Obedience is always hard to me, and | never
expect to be an angel,” laughed Kitty, while her
black eyes twinlded with mirth and mischief,
as she threw down her knitting.

“ Self-denial sounds very nice, but I do hate
W give up things | want, and that is just what
it means,” sighed Cathy, who .seldom had a
chance to try this wholesome virtde in her luxur-
ious home.

“ People cali me vain sometimes, because |
don’t pretcnd to think I 'm a fright, when 1 know
I’ra not: so perhaps Grandma meant the ‘ mod-
csty for me,” said Kate, glancing at the long
inirror before her, which reflected a charming
figure, all blue silk, lace ruffles, and coquettish
knots of ribbon here and thcre.

“ Of course, you can’t help knowing you are a
beauty, with your blue eyes, yellow hair, and sweet
complexiéon. | should be as vain as a peacock
Il 1 were half as pretty,” answered Cathy, who
mourned over her auburn locks and the five
veckles on her rosy cheeks. But she had never
looked better than now, in her palé green-and-
white costume, with fan and mitts, and the objec-
tionable hair liidden under a big cap, that added
several years to her age~a thing one does not
object to at sixteen.

“ Now, 1 don’t worry about looks, and, as long
as 1 have a good time, it does n’t matter if I
y as brown as a berry and have a turned-up

ose, said brunette Kitty, settling the cherry

"’S on her flounced apron, and surveying with

shoel hose and buckled

Wont it be delicious to own a set of real

VOL. X in.

pearls,— necklace, earrings, and cross,— all on
black velvet in a red case, with a great gold C on
So glad our fathers were brothers
for Grandma; now the letter
suits each of us. Young girls can wear pearls,
you know. Wont the necklace look well on
me?” asked Kate, glancing again at the mirror,
as if she already saw the new ornament on her
white throat.

“Lovely!” cried both the others, who heartily
admired bonny Kate, and let her rule over them
because she was a littlo older. “ Don’t tell any
one about this trial of ours, fior what we do at
the fair, and see if Grandma really does know,”
said Kitty, whose pranks always were found out
in some mysterious manner.

“ She will— I know she willl Grandma is a
very wise oid lady, and | do fcel sometimes as
if she really was a fairy godmothcr— she knows
so well what we want, and do, and think about,
without a word being said,” added Cathy, in
such an awc-stricken tone that the others laughed,
and agreed that they must look well to their
ways if they wanted the promised reward.

The fair began next day, and a splendid open-
ing it was, for neither time, taste, ior money had
been spared to make the great hall an inviting
place. The flower-table in the middle was a lovely
bower of green, with singing-birds, little foimtains,
and the attendant young ladies dressed as roses of
different sorts. At the art-table, maidcns in
medieval costumes made graceful pictures of
themselves, and in the café oid-fashioned Priscillas
and neat-handed Phyllises tripped to and fro, witli
all the delicacies of the season on their silver sal-
vers. Round the walis were tlie usual booths, full
of gay trifles, and behind them sat the statcly
matrons who managed the affair, with their corps
of smiling assistants, to beguilc the money out of
the full pockets of the visitors. The admission fec
was so high that none but the well-to-do could
enter, so no common folk mingled with tlie elegant
crowd that soon filled the hall .and went circling
around the gay stalls with a soft rustle of silks,
much nodding of plumed bonnets, and a lively
rattling of coin, as people bought thcir last Christ-
mas gifts at double the price asked for thcm in
any shop,

“lIsn’t it splendid?” whispered the Kit Kat
Club, as they stood with thcir tiays waiting for the
first customers to appear.

“1’m sure | don’t see what harm Grandma
could find in thU,” said Kate, shaking out her
skirts and smoothing the golden curls shining on
her temples.

“ Nor 1,” cried Kitty, prancing .a little to enjoy
the glitter of the buckles in hcr smart shoes.

the outside !
and named us all



“ Nor I yet,” echoed Cathy, as
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« 1 shall keep 011 trying, for I do want them very
much, and | know what [ can do to earn them, but
I wont tcll,” and Kate tucked away her curis as if
done with vanity forevcr, for the dread of losing
the pearls set her to thinking soberly.

Next mormng she appeared with only a glimpse
of yellow ripples under the lace of her cap, kept in
the cal/c, and attendcd to her work like a well-
Irained tvaiter. The others obscrved it and laii“-hed
together, but secretly followed her good example
m different ways-Kitty ljy being very docile, and
Cathy by heroically lunching on bread and biitter

4 it vyl

to rest here awhilc, and let Alice take your nlaco
my dcar?” asked Miss Dutton as she sipped her
tea while Kate affably chatted with a liriglu little
girl, who looked decidedly out of place behind the
piles of knit shirts and Shaker sucks.

“ Yes, indeed. if she likes. Take my cap and
apron; your dress is blue, so thcy match nicely.
Our busytime is over, so you will get along without
any trouble. 1 shall be glad to rest ”

As shespoke, Kate stepped behind the table, and,
when Ahcc was gone, sat contentedly down under a
row of piecc-bags, dusters, and bibs, well pleased to
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companion as she wentaway; n
girl, kLping modesily in her
n to sec young girls flaunting

about m public.”
Kate smiled to herself, and was glad to be where
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pretty basket she had lately bought, and giving it
to Kate with a Kiss.

Tliis peace-offering was accepted with a good
grace, and, when she had resumed her cap and
apron, Kate departed, canying with her something
sweetcr than the bonbons in her basket, for two
pair of eyes followed her «ith an exprossion far
more flattering than mere admiration, and she felt
happier than if she had waited on a dozen lords
and ladies. She said nothing to her cousins, and
when they condoled with her on the loss she had
sustained, she only smiled, and took a sttgar-plum
from her store, as if determined that no foolish re-
gret should embitter her small sacritice.

Next day Cathy, in a most unexpected manner,
found an opportunity for self-clenial, and did not
let it shp. She had lightened many a weary mo-
meiit by planning what she should buy with her
ten dollars. Among i'arious desirable things at
the fair was a certain green-and-whitc afghan,
beautifully emijroidered with rose-buds. it was
just ten dollars, and after much hesitation she had
decided to buy it, feeing sure Grandma would
consider it a useful purchase. Cathy loved cozi-
waimth hkc a cat, and pleased herselfby imagin-
ing the delightfiil naps she wouid take under the
pretty blanket, which so nicely matched the roses
on her carpet and the chintz on the couch in her
charming room at home.

1 Il have it, for green suits my complexién, as
che milkmaicl said, and | shall lie and read and

rest for a week after all this trotting, so it will be
1 ’ll go and get it the
as she sat

mee to cover my tired feet.
inmute | am off duty,” she thought,
waiting for customers during the dull part of the
afternoon, Her chair was near the door of ihe
temporary kitchen, and she could hear the colored
women talk as the\’ washed dishcs at the tablc
nearest her.

“ | told Jiniiy to come 'fore dark, and git a good
warmin’ when she fetched the clean towels. Them

is most perished these coid nights,

poro chiideni
Rciu

and | amt been able to git no blaiikets yet.
fiad to be paid, or out we goes, and work is hard to
ril'- n sRe up whcn the chil-
in cll sick,” said an anxious-looking woman
fflancmg from the bright scenc before her to the
wintiy niglu coming on without.

“ 'Pears to me things aint givc round cven-like.

me of these ladies has heaps of blankets, 1 aint

a doubt laying idle, and it don’t occur to 'cm we
oneLu L f N I'®* rcd-ancl-blue
on m r77?"’ worked
comm f thankful for -a pair of
common ones for three or four dollars, or even a

now . i "ith me
ito'v. and suffei-s cruel with her bones, poor creeter,

and ] can’t bear to take my cloak off her beti, so
ei m gittm’ my death with this oid dud of a
shawl.”

The other woman coughed as she gave a puli to
the poor covering over her tliin shoulders, and cast
an envioiis look .at the for cloaks hanging in the
ladies’ room.

“ 1 hope she wont steal any of them,” thought
Cathy, adding pitifolly to herself, as she heard the
cough and saw the tired faces, “ | wonder thc\’
don t, poor things! It must be dreadful to be coid
al mght. 1’ ask Mamma to give them some
blankets, for 1 know | shall think about the sick
children and the oid woman, in my own nice bed,
I 1 don’t do soTnething."

Hei-e a Topsy-looking gii-l entered the Kkitchen
and went straight to the fire, putting up a pair of
laggcd boots to dry, and shivering lili her teeth
chattered, as she warmed her hands and rolled her
>ig eyes about what must have seemed to hera
paradisc of good things.

“ Poor child! I don’t suppose she ever saw so
much caito m her Gfe. She shall have some. The
sick ones can eat oranges, | know, and | can buy
them ail without Icaving my work, [|’ll surprise
her and make her laugh, if I can.”

Up got Cathy, and, going to tlie great refrcsh-
nient-table, bought six fine oranges and a plateful
ul good, sohd cakes. Armed with these letters of
mtioductioii, she appeared before the astonished
Jmny, who stared at her as if she were a new son
oi angel m cap and apron, instead of wings jmd
crown.

“ Will you have these, my dear?
mother say the bables were sick, and 1think you
ivould hke some of our goodies as well as they ”
she said, smiling, as she piled her gifts jn Jinnv’s
oiitstretched arms.

‘ Blcss your kmd heart, miss, she aint no words
to thank you,” cried the mother, jjeaming with
gratitudc, while Jinny could only shoiv every white
tooth, as she laughed and bit iiuo the first thing
that carne handy. “ It’s like manny from the skies
to her, porc lamb; she doii't git good vitties often,
and them babics will jest scrcam when they sees
them splendid oranges.”

As Mrs. Johnson gave thanks, the other woman
smiled also, and looked so glad at hei- neighbor’s
pleasure, that Cathy, having tasted the sweets of
chai-ity, felt a desire to do more, and. turning to
Mrs. Smith, asked in a friendly tone:

“What can i send to your oid mother? It is
Christmas time, and she ought not to be forgotten
when there is such a picnty here,”

“ A jittle mess of tea would be mighty welcome
honey. My oid mammy lived in one of the fust
fam.lies down South, and is used to genteel ways;

I heard jour
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why her mother sent her home. Careless Mary

Ann was sound asleep in the easy-chair, a door
had swung open, and a draught blew over the
bed where the child lay, with all the clothes
kicked off in his restless sleep, and the pellets
standing untaken on the table.

“ 1d0n’t wonder Mamma felt anxious, and it’s
lucky | know what to do. Mary Ann, go to bed;
yon are of no use. | have had experience in nurs-
ing, and | will take careof Master Freddy.”

Kitty vented her vcxation in a good shake of tlie
girl’s stout shoulders, and sent her off with an air
of importance funny to see. Then she threw lier-
scif into her task with all her heart, and made the
baby so comfortable that he slept quietly, in spitc
of the cough, with his ciiubby hand in hci-s, Some-
thing in the touch of the clinging fingers quicted
all impatience, the sightof the peaceful face made
her love her labor, and tho thought that any care-
lessness might bring pain or danger to the house-
hold darhng fillcd her heart with tender feaxs and
a glad willingness to give up any pleasure for his
sake, Sitting so, Kitty remembered Grandma’s
leHer, and owned that she was right, for many
things in the past week proved it, and Mamma
herself felt that she should be at home.

« 1 shall not get the pearls, for I have n’t done
anythmg good, unless | count this,” said Kitty
kissing the little hand she held. “ Grandma wont
know it, and | did n't keep account of the silly
things 1 have left undone. 1 wonder if Miss Dutton
could have been watching us. She was every-
where with her raffle-book, and smiled and nodded
at USlike a dear oid mandarin every time we met.”

Kitty’s mind would have been set at rest on that
point if she could have seen Miss Dutton at that
moment, for, after a chat with Mamma, the oid lady
had trotted off to her own table, and was making
the following singular entry in her raffle-book:

“ C. No. 3. Ordered home; went without com-
plaint; great disappointment; much improved in
docility; evidently tried hard all the week to obev,
Good record.”

No one elsesaw thatbookbutGrandmamma, and
she read in it three neatiy kept records of that
week's success, for Miss Dutton had quick eyes,
ears, feet, and wits, and did her work well, thanks
to her peep-hole, and the careless tongues and
artless faces of girls who tell secrets ivithout know-
ing it.

On Christmas morning, each of the cousins
looked anxionsly among her many gifts for the red
case with the golden C on it. None of them
found it, but Kate discovered the necklace in a
bonbon box far fifier than the one she lost; Cathy
found the pretty afghan pinned together with tliij
cross; and 011 a fresher nosegay than any the man-
agers gave their little maids, Kitty saw the earrings
shining like drops of frozen dew. A note went
with each gift, all alike, and ali read with much

contentmcnt by the happy girls, as they owned the
justice of the divided reward:

“ My Dear: The trial has succeeded better
than | thought, for each has done well; each de-
serves a little prize, and each will, I think, take
both pride and pleasure in her share of Grand-
inamma’s love and Grandmainma’s pearls.”

A SAD DISAPPOINTMENT.

Hy Kate

Across the blue sky together
Raced three little clouds onc day;

The Sun they had passed at noon-time,
The West was a Icague away.

* Oh, he is so slow,” they whispered,

“ So slow, and so far behind,

Wc three can be first at sunset
If only we have a mind.”

Kellogg.

They laughed to themselves in triumph.
They took hold of hands and flew;
But oh, what a sad disappoiiicinent
They aftenvard found and knew!
For this they had quite forgotten.
As tlicy hurried along through the air;
There ncver can be a sunset
Till the sun himself is there !



THE sn ow =-b ird sj:h ristm a s -tree .

By M abel Jones.

V.S, Ihe snow-b.ds had a
realtreejustbige-noughforthe

ear 1 beau-thful tree,
W e were as hap-py as we AN win-dow. (Roy is
when all at once Roy g™ave a si ,
mylit-tlest broth-er. He y ’ house, or that
hangs way down be-hmd. pulu looks ver-y much like
Lulu and he are the pets of the bous
Roy, and has the same km of loy.)
long be hind,

to tL win-dow
Well, when Roy pomt-ed to

out: “ See!

that morn-ing*. he called
See! they wanta
a-round, and — what do | And they would peck,
love-ly lit-tle snow-birds lo~"-mg n win-dow.
peck. at the pane,

“Let em in! Let ern n

win-dow. But the ht-tle ir J ®“ Ly — on-ly to a tree out in the yard.
But they did not fly ver-y far y i

, gira-ie!”a-gain and a-gain,
And we o-pened the wiiudow andcahed ~ B.td-io”™ Biri g™
g n L.

tarini:\ he In-tet of

Lnin, and she ran to raise the

ofher and flew a-way.

and tried ev-ery way we knew

er? ;t :7:.:d R.where the snow conld nk fali

~Nr-th e hest thing E »

-~ tu e ~og
aaid the poor IRtle hitds ]~ N o,..asdree of their
r¢ .::”™ e it° jand give itto ChtisP
And then Lulu got Mamama to p®,,,a the box all
mas-tree, -d she stood
a-round with pret-ty blue pa-p , _ pj-ead-crumbs
all by itself.

And then she hung the h -tle tree a

and the first thing we knew. there it was,

Snow-birds
a per

The*~ Lulu and Roy put on their

rt;rew ";(ertf: r~rds Ate, and they pnshed the linths a-way,



and set the lit-tle box and the lit-tle tree in a cor-ner of the ev-er-
green, where it stood up straight. And — if you ’ll be-lieve it— those
birds nev-er flew a-way at all, but looked just as if they ex-pect-ed it
all a-long! And Lulu and Roy went a few steps a-way, and turned a-

round, and stood per- fect-ly still. and in a
min-ute all four of those lit-tle
srom their pret-ty

mas-tree, and were just as hap-py o-ver it as we were o-ver ours. Lulu
and Roy stood out there in the snow and watched them ev-er so long.
And we could see them from the win-dow, too.

W e hope the same lit-tle birds will come back this year, and if they do,
we ‘re go-ing to give them an-oth-er Christ-mas-tree. Would n’t you ?



tA CK-IN-T

ja c k -in -t h

0.1, lell me, chitéte., who have seen
The Clitisunns-lrec in bloom,
What is very brightest thmg

That sparkles in ihe room .

Thecandlea? No- The Gi.scy No.
The sUates and shii.ing loys

Not 50, indeed: not yet the eyes
Of happy git's5 and boys.

It 's Christmas day itself, my deais!
It’s cimistmas day alone—

The brightest gift, the gladdest gift
The worid has cver known.

Oh ! thatreminds me of something.

HOW TIMES HAVE CHANGED!

CHANGED ! ” exclaimed Deacon

many s the time Nghe
tell how, years

in old Eng-

1S sffsss

=SeeSi

E-PULPIT

indeod.

1-m told thata boy of

frauch-abused
period, would considc

Christmas-trce

a sled, a bicycle,
and-judy show, ~ te p

microscope, a stearn-boat, ~
a box of parloi

steam-engine, a

i~i,g train of ears,
n performing

magic, a pist - P
cN"SuU ,Tlrnd
with gold money in it,
“Tmli~rtive Soten something,” added the

S n S r an average

good man

raising his voice wonder-
fur”htli nctually stopped the pro-

cecding, .b=n and .ben-

c* M“ de .Loa«

find on a Christmas-trec.

more about THE DURION.*

HERE are two of the most Jetters~tte”
have come m Burmese mission-
about 1 is only eleven years old)
ary and httie Paui \wio

] nccounts are
differjust enough ~how thatjhe.r

m TcVan'“"noSto make us all long for a taste

Nicholas fOr september, page 900.



ofthe queer thing that is so pleasant in itself, and
yet, as | ’ra told, takes its fiame from “ thorn,”
which in Malayan is called dury.

AN EATBK OF TMB DURION

DbarJack: |
limes called,
how I wish |
in Butmah,
born.

Well, about the durion. It is a frui6é of oval shape. from ten to
twelve luchesin length, and from six to eiglitinches in diameter, It
isof a light green color, and, when fully grown, the outersheilis
covered with spines or thoras halfan inch in length These thorns
are very tough and siroog,

If any of your little readers will look at the secd-pod of the
“Jameslown weed," or, as the boyscaliit, the “jimson-wced," thcy
wiU havo a good r~rescntation, in miniaturc, of the durion.

The interior U divided into five seciions orcom pactments,in which
Ilerows of seeds about an Inch long, surrotmded by the delicious
pulp, which ts what we eat- Oh, tbe Uixury of this pulp! les
delicate yet pungentilavoris almos describable

The nearest approach to an imliaiion which | can imagine would
be 10 take ihc sweetest banana-s, ihc richeat pine*apples, the most
juky of orangcs, some peaches and cream, flavor the mixture with
somerare spice, and you would have somethingwhich mishtrcscm *
blea very poor durion, It is twelve years since | bought mylast
durion in the bazar in Kangoon, Burmali, but Its remembrance
makes my mouth water as | write. How | wish | could get
another!

| asked the. nativos why the outer shell was so
said that it was lo keep the monkeys from eating the fruir. Poor
monkey*! how | pity them, The only durions they can eatare the
overripe ones, wliich fall from the trccs and burst open.

Onestrange Uxing about the duilon is it5 odor.
i8 oacnsive in ti»e lastdcgrcc: yel, strange 10 say, oiheiscan notdec-
lect in itanything disagrecable Asforme, | could neversmellany-
thing buta pine-apple~vor, very strong, butvery appctizing: yeta
dear brother-mlissionary declared that a durioo smollcd exactly Ilke
“avery dead rat, and a musk-rat at that,”

It is needless lo say that this brother did not like dunons 1
have often tried to detect the disagreeable odor, but in vain; yet |
once saw a party of new resldenis put 10 flight from the dinner-iable
by the solemn cntry of a native servant, bcaiing what the host
regarded as the chief feature of the dessert— a magntficent durion.
You say **thc dutlon is a nailve of Borneo.” This U true, butii
grows to pcrfccrion in Southern Burmoh and ihc M alay peninsula.

The KingofBurmah sends every year special siearoersto Maul*
main, Burmali, to procure the most royal specimens of this riglu
royal fruit.

~ e tree is a liardy one, and |
itunder glaas would be
about sixty feet in height.

can lell you about ihe durion, or, as U is some-
ihe dorean, for I have eatcn many of them, and oh,
could getonenow! | wasa missionary forsix years
where two of your icadccs, Ediih and Agnes, were

ihorny. They

This, to many,

think the only difficulty in raising
lo get a large enough house, as Itgrows

Thcre Is, os the chudren say, “ everso much more” about the
durion, which 1 wuUl leave unsaid; but, hov> 1 wish | could get
ooel * R, M. LUTHER, Phlladelphio, Pa

A aov’'s STORY OF THE DUItION.

Rrooklins, M ass., Sept. 5,1882,

Dear JACK-iN-THii*PuLriT: | read in the Seplem~r St. Nicho-
las ¢at yon wanted 10 know about an East Indian fruit called
ihc durion. My father, who has Uved out in ihe East Indios,

told me about it, and | am wrillng whathe told me.

He says he has seen the durion m Briiish Burm ah,ard he bdicvcs
it is found throughout the Malay peninsula, The Burmese are
wonderfuly fond of iL As the season approaches, the natives In
Kangoon and Maulinain talk aboutihe durion so much that fordgn-
ers who hear of it for the first lime think the natives have gone
crazy over the fruit. The love for the durion Isnot confined to the
natives alone, for Europcans living in Durmnh become masteredby

the appetite, anclare ascageras the natives for the first durion. The
durion, as seen in Burmah, isirom nine to fifteen Inches long, aod
from seven lo nine inches in diameter, and has an oval shape. It

is very heavy, and Is covered outside with long, sharp ihoms, about
as ciése together as thoseon a horse-chestnuL There are notvery
many durions tn Burm ~, and they are wanted so much that two or
three rupees <$z.qq or $i.$o0) are often paid for one, Dunons are
u.snally sold before they are ripc, and the buyer carries the fruit
home with a dcight that onc wlio has not seen it can not undcr-
siand. Then it is hung up to rlpen. generally on the veranda, out
of reach of the children, who are wild for it. Now comes oneqf
the sirangest things about the fruit: as it becomes nearly ripc, it
emitsa horrible odor, which is so nauseatlng that, when my father
was there, passengers on steamers in those waters were at;oUuely
forbidden to bring a durion aboard. In a few days the fruitis ready
to eat, and che outer husk comes off in regular seclions, lengthwise

of the fruic W hen the hull, which Is about half an inch tliick, is
taken off, the entable paris of the fruit are seen inclosed in a sortof
pocket, formed by thin, white partmons that nm the length of the
iroit The eaiable pare is a rich, golden yellow. It completely filis
the comparlment, butis Itself divided into seciions abouttwo inches
long, each seciioii containing a smooth, hard stone. The fruir is
enten by taking out a section with the fingers. The tasie, as my
father describes jt, is like the very richcsi cusiard, flavoréd with
coffee and garlic,and smcUing with the tracesof the smell that fi
had when npening Itis reported that some ycars ago the King
of Burmah sent a stcamer from Ava to Maulmain xor a load 01
durions, and on her return so many had spotcd that those ihnt
were lefr cost him abouta thousand dolbrs aplecc. But the King
and the courtwcrc satisfied lo gratify their longing for durions, even

at thatprice. — Your cooscantreader, Paul C,West.

DO ANSWER THIS FELLOW!

“ YES, |1
KABOIT?

KNOW |
THAT

M A RAISRIT.
'S THE

DUT WHAT KIND OF A

QUESTION | RISE TO PROroOUKD.”

THE JABBERWOCKY.

Chicago, Ocr. a, x88a.
Dear Jack: Please tell me tf “Jabberwocky,” mentioned in that
pocm in the St. N icholas, isa book, and who wrote it, and what
it means, and if Kngilsh-speaking children can understand it?
I wUl look in your pages for your answer, | know other children
all over the country will be glad to know, unless they are better
informed than ROfiE Barrows,

Well, welll Jack thought everybody knew
about the Jabberwocky! Now, my dear little
snarks— I mean chicks— who ’ll tell Alice— I
mean Rose— about the Looking-Gl— 1 mean

Jabberwocky ?
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Tht n.onth, chosubjre.» offered .o yon, wih the complimentr of

St.Nicholas, are;

If i hai> $j,ooo, w hat wdixc | do with n

COASTIMG

Two Kinds of Cluokage.

MV Favokith Book.

f..T (,. IP.terbox" thisnionlh.butapartal repon will be found

i-iude~d in tbe repon printed in the January number.”

AUOUT A GOSS.AMUR-LIKK VSsIL

BrATER Faltls, Pa.

EngiSh wali.
Arw tSiloASNn”~G bu”™l wojd noLiniesslided inthe same
manner as ihc workman had folded ii.

. « 1' «T1.- \etter.box " of lit inolub a copy of a page
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letter:

and execulion
English, for the Arab bab”s.
wit™ horror upon

amone the Arabs look
Atabic to

SyTistthat il can be
ofthe best Arabic scholais of our
rerbe correc.ly
made Simple enough for .he youngest”

the attempt to ™
the comprehension

fr Lhints”"STb~AS svritcen and yet be

Ame~rfotn”n Press-in""n

ifali* o™ *‘Beir~ timerican Type Foundry, by nanve

A" ANXNC rre hbertvto add origind arefofos from

St. NicholjAs T iffAfnous”

ihigack Built,” and others-besides
Molher Hiibbard, The HouM

o”riginal Arab nursery rhymes,

rd '] islrcVrisg t'o .fin

ifr tfe?bere "~Le~'re forreasfogriemand fora cbildren’s li.eraturc
inthe Arabia language.



DzAR G irls and Boys: St
ofyou ihis ChTisima.s.

N icholas will be as happy as any
In faci, every day in ihe year
Christmas tohim , since every day brings a score or more of your

eager, affectionate letters.

is a small

Ifyoucould see them all, you would own
that only a very solemn and preoccupied saint could help being
made happy by them. And we can not tesist the temptaton to
like
However, the pail ofwater would
irpreccuithe sea, and so, ifyou 'Ujust remcmber thateach ofthese
charming letters couots for like It, you *11
understand what a greatbig flock of little joys it is that comes fly-

Ingin to st,

printa fcw of thesc letters here, though it is almost irying lo

show,you the sea in a water-pnll.
a hundred more very

N icholas from the post-boxcs day after day,
W e are only sorry that we can not print all the letters, but that

would require a wholenumberofst. Nicholas And we must see

that the young friends who write from far away are notsUghted In

the few here given So, we 'll begin with two letters from the other

¢de of theworid:
5t- Oermain en Lave,

S6 K«*R de PONTUISK,

Juneg, j88*

My DSAif St. Nicholar: Last Christmas

your magarine, and 1 think it is so

gct it for me next year In December | crossed the ocean, and

carne over hete. | havcbccen traveling, and have visiied the Liltoral

of France, Northern Italy, and Madrid. And when | was faiigiicd
1 would reud St. Nicholas.

My sister Minnie will soon commenee to read

Papa subscribed for
interesting that |I hope he will

it, too, | hope. 1

Iwav« waii withlwreyst irnio atidhcgréat time atéentceufober. | was so
happy this morningnogwhbenl received the June number! 1 have
already read halfdk) t to*day.

From your consimii reader, N ettie M. T

Vbntnob, Islk of W ight
Dear St. Nicholas: 1 write toicUyou thatwe gota copy ofthe
St. Nicholas in Izondon, and, although Ithas a dilTcrentcover, in-
4de it i8 the same ofd friend thatwe have known so many years in

Americaand hope soon to scc again.
Yonr friend,

Nettjb F. Lrm .E.

And here Is a lector which comes from a place almostas faraway,

but in the oppo.slic direction. It was written at Fort Apache,
Arizon.'i
Fort Apache
Dear St- Nicholas; My father is an army officer- We see

lois of Indians every day. At fir.?t we were a litlle frightened t»>
llave the squaws come »n the houscs, but wc are used to it now.
There was an Indian battle here last year | giie.ss you read
about itin tho papcrs. General f-arrw'as iii command. Mypapa
was wounded; he is well now, | take the St- Nicholas, and
watch for it every month- W e have no schools out herc. | think
“13onald and Dorothy ” is an elegantstory- This fort is up in ihc
tnountains, with still higher rangcs above L It often mins down
here and snows np in the mountains. | musi stop now.

Yourconstantrender, Mae (»
| don't oet very lonesome,”
Ncxi, from the “ piny woods" of Florida, come>i thl» lovely

mc.ssuge of C D. R'.s-:
FoiiT M asén.

Dear St. Nicholas; | thought! would write you a
cell you chati ihiiikall the picccs in st

lector and
Nicholas arejustsplendid.

St. Nicholas could nol be any better, | don’t believe. It is the
best magazine for young people | have ever seen, | think.

St. Nicholas Is sene to me as a Christmas presen! from a very
kind auntie of mine. | don'tknow what | should do without it. |
live in the piny woods of Florida. The nearest little girl that |
to play with Uves nearly two miles away, but |
some. 1
brings St

have
don’t gct very lone-
look forward wich a greatdeal of plcasure to the day that
Nicholas to me.—Yours truly, C.D.R.

“THBRE is n't a DRV PAUE IN IT."

And hereis another letter froiu the stinoy South, this lime from a
mother

RiIPON, W. Va-

dear St. Nicholas I have a little girl nine years oid who Is, y>*
are ajl the “ brothers and sistcrs” (and her “ cousin.s and her
aunts"), a devoced friend and admlrer of St. Nicholas The
magazine has been a valued member of the household for eight
years
other.

| wonder sometimus if he filis as importanta positlon in any
Hcrt he is physlclan as well as instructor and playfcUow;
for, when EUie’s earachc gets very bad she bcgs, “ Please, Mamma,
gctSt. Nicholas and read a story, then 1 wont mind the pain”
and last summer, when Nannine, another daughtcr, had to Jlc for
weeks in a daricened room, ~vjth bandaged eyes, her chief comfort
was co have me ask her the hard quesifon«iin che Riddle*box, or
read over and over Miss Alcutc's clianninc «lories. Even black
Frank, oar boy«of*»)l-work, thinks he can poUsh cheshoes hcttcr if 1
let him bring hishox and bcush to the pailnr door (you know the

Southern ciisioni of sitting wilh open doors) while T read aloud

from St Nicholas, And I, myself, am most gr-ateiil lo thw

childrenfriend for its help in the mirsery- P. V. B,
Blanche B. knoivs sodio oiher giown pcoplc who Hke to read

St. Nichoi-as:
Baltimore.

D fak St. Nicholas; W c havebeen takingST. N icholas
for six years, and can hardly tell yon how much we have
enjoyed it

W hen Papa brings it home we all mnkc a rush forit, «o
sec wlilch can gct tt firsc, and its contents are enjoyed both
by the grown people and the lIltile folks,

I think il only jiistlce to say ihat the St
the mostperfect magazine in exlsieiice.

W ith many kind wishes for the future prospenty of the
St. Nicholas, | remoiii, yours .«i Hlanche D.

Nicholas js

cercly,
From the host ofletters from TIUnoU we can give only this one;
Emilrwood, Illinois.
Dear St. Nicholas; Wc have taken your dear magaainc from
the very first number: and really now, ji does n't seem as if wec
could po.ssibly get along withoutyou.
There are iourofus— two boys and two girls.
my little brother AlUe is the youngest

1 am the oldestand
W e have enjoyed the stones



foee This lcgend was ai the footofthe picture.
“ This figure i8 a nigure””
Made stck by a btick
U,WA.Ucu9Cdrogetr*="_..UwUhn"
thM picluie.

M m®« oetore n|= the "te k ,

June?%s'™ SereTlre mo
to be botter In the i, ,he magic dance.spoken
ol bl 'K 3

~frhe.snreev-. W

Kre':e";~t
when we rf/rf the figures T
Aboutthe timewe expect

if,cholas, the firstthing Ihw

the St. bfiCHO-
A“d":he™ uXercS-, we are all eager for .he

first look Ofit.

oonsiaatand affectlunato roader, JiN N in.

AJOLLV YARN, THAT

May K .'s letter comes from Pennsylvania, and is too good to

lose: ScRANTON, Pa.
DEAH ST NtcHOLAS : | like ~our

does ™My Ofa Reader, which is ever so mee I

Ld8n 5229 oWe 1y nture o WNINIRS, feheld up in the towerofa house.
W e four bttle girls in the TOwe

there usa R Kenei
Scranton that spoil tho scene
mountains® Pe”I”.som c” Ac rcadep”

things around
verymuch,1 Ihink: lhcy are black
\ . St.N icholas hav

feoiviy im%d " ntas ff tryini t-

"SVtnhenthcST.N.CHOLAs eve

g

?or'lrenrW h-tfh~

V on?.ittlo fricad, Mav X

An enterprising boy of Western New York has this to say

Elungton, Chaotaoqua Co., N.Y._

several magaames and P~ pets,

oi n 5/. Nicholas, |
Of~')>"~"'i“'[~ iX ksi T~~ytnpathbe tvilh Jack in h;a
fe ? irord~e“ IS or ~ilJetirvt a Siapter oC .he A.A ., of
which I am tfio WILLIE H. Van A.
New York City sendsus a mui,ifiude of let.ors, and -y

St. Nicholas

New Yoiik.

¢(ESSsiSlasS'™A

i r rishn~t fccl a bit “ grown-up, and

j .~.,h Miss Aledte would ivrite
. . characicrs Are bo

1 am nineteen
love the stones as much AS cve

and Rose, Mac, ,he comrnenccruenl, and |

SSir;¢u ttfdle=Mlii.n,v;**u,d co ~
i~ 'L ASr~ra.ANhlvAwiiel ario~T'l - 2 now, so wili say good-
bye, you dear jTANicnOLAmM

a,H next-Butno’

We have hardly dippetl into the mass of

ESéiSSBse»

Fo“ yrhevty and onoouraging mossag”, dcar V-mg ~ nds®

pagos of St. Nicholas

W e must make room, oven in an ovcrcrowdcd

these dever verses from a friendly coirespondcnim New York-

ARE GILBEBT AND SOLLIVAN R eSPONSIBLE?

Once | loved a little maidon,
Frolicsome and gay wasshe;
Said I, " Prithec, pretty matdejj®
W illvou, willyou marry inei
AU her laughter then she silcncté,
And with looks and temes polite
Said, " My stock of mPatience,. kmd sir,
You havo now exhausted quite.

Then | tried her hearttosofeen
Said I, sighine decp and long,
You’ll rcsponsible be ever,
Fora noble man gonewrong.
Butsho answered, gayly laughing,
Giving me a wicked glance,
Much | fearyour woes are due
To the “Pirates of Penrance.

, sir,

Then 1 tricd the cooland 'oft/.
Said 1'd leave her then and there.
Said 1'd 'UVEr so been troated
Bva maiden, howe crlair.
But | heard in tonos densive.
As | turned mefiom the door,
m'Hardly ever’ yon should say.” sir,
Ifyouquoieftom ‘Pinalorc



IIJEUSTRATEO PUZZEE in THE HEAD-PIECE.
some Colors for Christm as, In eachofthe twelve monograma
here riven, find inc letters necessary to spell a color.
A Greeting. These letters contain a grecring, and the puzzle
consisls in combining the letiers of the tavo Unes in such a way as

te Ibrm che deslred senience. c. f.

T\Vi) wokpr-=SilVAIIES.

I. I. The iameofa general in a very recentwar. 3. Eslimates.
3. A coral Island. 4. A courted beauty. 5. A sinalHsland.
S I. A TuHcish govemor. 2. A book of maps. 3. To come
m colllsion. 4. Hurry, 5. Fallid.

The firstwords of the two squares,whcn read in connection, flame
awelhknowii

milltary commander pancv

nOirBLE CENTRAL AOKOSTIC.

Each of the words described contains six lelters; when these
~rd« are placed one below another, in the order here givcn, the
fourth Une of lutlers will iame a personage who is very importantat
the season named by the ihird line of leviers.

Cross*WORO05; i. An alarm.bell, 2, To draw Into the Uings. 3,
To mock. 4, An old-fitshioned musical insirument. rcscmbling a
piano. 5. A heavy quality of broadcloth. 6, A piant somewhat
hkc mine 7. Negleclful. 8. Marked out. o. Vessels In which food

tjscd by conducCors o("musical performances.
Woimd in clrcles. 13. To cali forin a peremptory manner. 13.
Decoraitens worn on helrneis c. p

j. Th scimip, 3. A latiered iraginenL 3. A lIcnnvc. 4. A
splendid exhlbidon. 5- To protcct froi» danger. 6. Tcrnunaiioiu
7. In stimip. iSULA.

) -downward): AfcsMval-

; |. Wooden piales 2. A modo of cngravin®g. 3. A
norsiCT. 4- A iransgrosslon. 5. In Santa Claus 6.
Coiisumecd. 7. A tropical fruil. 8. To respire. 9. To mecamor*
phose. Piws*
GHEEK. CIllIOSS.

I. UprER fi*i ARE: X. An American general. 2, Severity of
climatc- 3. Past. 4. Nine days aitcr the idesin t)\e Roman calen*
dar, 5. A lock of hair,

I Leit-hand Square: i. A river of Kngland. 2. More
unciviUzed- 3- To draw out. 4. Parts which connect heads with
Inies. 5. A lock of hair.

I1l. central SquARE: i. A lock of hair. 2. Froportion. 3,
A girl’s flame. 4. A continucd attcmpt to gain possession. 5
Five*elghihs of a word meaning an jmpropricry of laoguagc or
speech.

IV. Rioht-hakd Square:
an imprcpricty of language or speech.

1. Flve*eighths of a word meaning
2. The rudimecnlary slatc

of a seed. 3. Partof ihe lame ot a famous opera by Dunizeiti. 4
An ominent prophetof Israel. 5. To come lo an end.
V. Lower Square; i. Five-dghihs of a word meaning an

2. A musical composltion, 3.

5. Walking.siicks.
CHARLUS KOGER.S.

impropricty of language or speech.
A tropical fruit. 4. To eatinio or away.

EAHY NUMERICAL ENIGBIA
1 Alt composed of thirly*thrce letters, and am a Spanlsh proverb.
My 3*23*ii-t7 Is a river of Africa. My 27-8-25-9 is conversation.
My 5*i5*30*3i-7 Is a conlrivance for hcaimg. My 6-i~-2-33 is indi-
gcnt. My i4-20-26*2r-x8 is an elf, My 4-28-x2-i9 is a piece of
bnked day, My 24-32*22 is to permit. My 1-10-29-16 is a broad,

open vessel. faul oakford
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SPiaA I=AAM ML the guests our country bostcss passes,
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Drops eider in the glasses.
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THE TIHHUE STORY OF ST. NICHOLAS.

The ofd St. Nichobs slyly tossecl bags
of gold joto poor widows’ liouscs, and tiren
ran away, His modern nainesake has been
tr)'ing these seven or eight years to send Iry
the postman, to all children rvithin his rcach,
that which ought lo give more lasting liap-
piness and benefit than the money-bags whicli
the older saint dropped in at the window.

The St, is a fine
flower of the nineleentli ccntury. For child-
hood, as we understand it, is a receiit dis-
covery, Tire world liad neither books, pict-
ures, toys, iior otlier implements of happiness
suited to child-nature until our own time. What
a step from the rude horn-hooks and incom-
prehensible catcchisms to tire pictures and
stories of this day, in which tlic best literary
ahijity, the highcst artistic skill, the ablc.sl
and most expcriciiccd editing, the largest
publishing enterprise, and the fmest mechani-
cal appliances are all enisted and corabined
to rejoice and enlighten children! Surely the
generations growing in such sunlight ought
to make a new earth aftcr a while— a more

chcerful, beautiful, humane world than we
Irave seen.

Nicholas Magazine

IHB ATMOSPIIERE OF THE MAGAZINE.

Me« and women are just as tmly tire
result of the atmosphere in whidi they have
passed their childhood, as tire trees and herb-

age of a country are lhe result of soil and
climate. It is by the siibtle something which
we cali atmosphere, rather than by direct
teaching, that the home molcis a child. The
chief business of a mother is to surround a
child with beautiful iiifluences. The great
school-mastcrs, such as Arnold of Rugby,
Gunn of the “ Guniiery,” and many othcr.s,
have achieved worthy results by the moral
and intellectual climate they were able to
produce, rather than by methods of teaching.
So the benefit of a good story does not come
from tire moral that it teaches, but is in the
air which one breatlies in reading it; while
the most malaria! books are often tirése which
attempt to tench a direct moral, but which
subject the reader to evil influences. The
supremo quality of St. Nichoras is its bright,
hcalthful, and invigorating atmosphere. The
young reader is not bored with uiirea<lable
prosing Ol moral subjects; thcre are few
“ Didactic Pieces,” as Lindley Murray’s oid
English reader used to cali them; but the
reader is here introduccd to good company,
and filled with puré thoughts and high aspira-
tions by the influencc e.\haliiig from its pages.

KECREATIOXS.

« T ne first work of a child is play,” said
the great teacher, Frederick Froebei. One
may apply to st. Nichotas that line of tlie



poet Campbell, in whicli the oid man, teadv
ing little Gertrude, is said to have been

<inie pbymate ere the teacher of her raiiid.”

He ivho will lead children rightly must
know how to yvin aiid hold a ™i~ds sym-
pathy by entering into his play, and this
Sr. Nichotas has done in many ways. There
have been papers on home amusement that
have saved hundreds of boys and girls from
dull times on rainy days and winter eveinngs
The riddles, the puzzles, the acrostics,

fused an aggre-
gate amount of
pleasure very
gratifying to
thinkof. Someof

these puz-
, zles have

made an

/

immense /«-
rore, becom-
ilig a matter of
national enthusi-
usm among the

children. These
were  generally
) puzzles of the
IHE LITILE IILVUEKUAETEN Cl«L.

IMKOM “s 7. NICHOLAS" voL. r:l1.] class t—hét have a
decp-laid siiare for instruction hieden belo\\,
and the solving of them has tended d.re<ftly to
lhe improvementof the reader. The °f
the Pilots” in the centeimial year, dmded tbe
attention of the boys and girls with the Phi a-
delphia exhibition, and thousands searchcd the
.vclopedias and histories to make out the fit-
tcen distinguished mon who were represented
by fifteen pilot-boats. Over two thousand an-
swers to this difficult puzzle were received, in
which the knowledge, jndustry, penmanship
and spelling of the young contestants were
tested to the utmost— and many thousands,
no doubt, who -sent no answer, were yet set
to ~ueking after the fames and the history of
the men. More than one thousaiid answers
w“re corred, and the fames of children wlio
sent these were printecl. The lad whose an-

uie .

swer was best in al! respects received a beau-
S S sailing-yadit, the “ St. Nicholas,” about
four feet loVg, of ihe most perfect proportions

and ingenious construction.
This was followed by “ The

» -

! Declaraiion of

| Independence,” a remarkable test of skill and
1painstaking. Twenty prizes, a-ppropriate to

the subiect and the centennial year, were
offered, and about ten thousand answers carne
iti— the fiames of eleven hundred answers
" were printed for the excellence of their work.
, There was no pnzzle about it; it was simply
a test of skill in copymg the ctocument that
: marks the initial pomt of the history of om
country as an independent nation. How
mmany hours of practice m wnting, spelling,
' capitalization, and punctuation were secured
in this way! Lessons in patience, lessons in
patriotism, and lessons in history were com-
municated “ without pam,” as the dentists
say. Oraitting mention of many other puzzles,
there was the ingenious “ Historie Pi,
announced in December, wluch brought
answers from twenty-seven hundred “uid fifty
children. These answers mvolved an_untold
amount of book-searching and historie rum-
maging. Now, this is teaching on the highest
] principies known tocducators. “ Ncver tell a
child what you can make him find out for
mhimself”’ says a great master-teacher; and tbe
o ic p*" slthomand. of chiklren et the
. ra-ost healthful cducative work  discovenng,
I tried with their own faculties. Edacate the
| hand, teach a child to do/’ said Pestaloza,
the great educator. And the writmg out of
elabérate answers lo these puzzles, togethe
witli tile “ Letter-Box,” and the little directions
for making and doing things in cjery n " -
ber ai-e training many thousand flexible
young hands to dexterity, N«uig
ihousands of brams through the hand to
attention and thought.
On the side of playful sympa hy «ith the
spirit and pursuits of young
the descriptions of home amusements of vari-
ous kinds, that have brought many happy
Sours to ihe family circle; there are papers
on open-air pursuits, and the
forgotten Jingles, It took centuries to pro-
duce the dassic Mother Goose Melodies. No
one knows from how far back in antiquity the
cow that jumped over the raoon the
little dog that laughed have come down to
US They may have had their ,ude startmg-
ooint in the tents of our most great-great-
Undfather in the Aryan Eighlancls,
those highlands may be. Th»old woman at
Banbury Cross is a heritage of the ~ges”™nl
seemed beforest.Nichoras carneintothenelu
Sa/there were to be few additions to nursery
poetry; for America had been able to mak-.



THE TRUE STORY OF ST. NICHOLAS.

but one or two well-authenticated nursery
rhymes in two centuries and a half, The
“ Rock-a-bye baby in the tree-top ” is clearly
suggested by the Indian way
of boarding out their babies.
There was no other Ameri-
can Mother Goose melody,
unless we count Mary’s Poor
Little Lamb. But now, the
“Three Wise Oifd Women” of
St. Nichotas are as well es-
tablished in popular favor as
the oid woman in Mother
Goose that went to sleep in
the king’s highway; while
Mrs. Dodge's rhymes and
poems for little folk have
become household words in
England and America.

What sliall we say of the
out-door papers? There are
accounts of how to camp out,
liow to build toy sail-boais, admirable articles
on swimming, oii lawn tennis, on the bicyde,
and many more on subjects of prime impor-
tance to boys and girls.

TIMELY ARTICLES.

W hatever Subject comes up, St, Nicho-
1as tries to give its young readers a good
understanding of it while it is fresh in people's
rainds. Life-saving on the coast, the work of
coast-wreckers in saving and securing ships
and cargoes that have gone ashore, the use
of light-houses and light-ships, cable-tele-

graphy, the method of stopping ears by a
vacuum-brake, the management of the city
fire department, the use of turret ships and
torpedoes in war, the Centennial Exhibition
when jt was as fresh as it is now stale, the

STARTINO AN AMATEUR PAPER.— '* W itai shall Wi Cfill ti?"

Central Park, the “ Horse Hotel ” in Tlhrd
avenue, the telephone, the audiphone, the
mintinR of mone}-, the foretelling of tiie

[from
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weather, the electric light, the subject of pot-
tery, the siege of Paris, the young Prince
Imperial, the “Noble Life” of James A.
Garfield, the metliod of towing by rail in San
Ifrancisco, the elevated raiiroads, the obelisk,
ostrich farining, the transit of Venus, men
and animal shows, and the baby elephant, are
examples of many papers that have been
printed 'on subjects of immediate interest at
the time. The reader will see how much of
valuable information of a scientific and prac-
tical character has been conveyed in articles
about wlich the children’s curiosity has been
tcmporarily excited.

ARTICLES ABOUT CHILDREN.

Chitdren are interested in children. St.
Nichotas avails itself of this principie to
amuse tbem and to attract their attention to
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many important subjects. There, for example,
is the article av/ay back in Volume II11., on
The Poor Boy’s Astor House, and the one in
Volume V., on Parisian children, and the later
one on the English factory chidren or “ hdf-
timers” ; the article . » that cunous mstitution
at the Wilson Mission House, called “ The
Kitchen Carden” ; the one entitled “ The
Practical Fairy,” in which the life of stage-
children is portrayed; the account ofthe swifi-
running district telegraph boys of the great
cities; the description ofthesummer-homefor
poor children at Bath, Long Island, av\d of
the benevolent work of Mr. Parsons and the
country people in giving, eyery year, two
weeks of country rest to a large number ot
sick children; and other papers of the same
kind. Then there have been some very whole-
some arricies on matters of great consequence
to children. For a single example, take the
handling of the subject of school-luncheons, m
which the character of the food carned to
school by children was first drawn out by the
inquines of the magazine, which brought re-
pites describing the cake, candy, pickles, and
knickknacks that children carry to school,

EEPOEE THE SHOW [PEOM -SE «.CHOPAS,- VOP, ,X.I

The whole matter of healthy food for the
luncheon-basket was carefully discussed and
the most practical suggestions made.

SERIAL STORIES.

“Men and women are all chidren when
they are reading stories,” said a well-known
editor, once. The staple of a young people’s
magazine must always be articles of a
narrativo kind; and, indeed, every sort of
juvenile literature tends to take on a narra-
tive form. The stories of st. Nichotas,
long ones and short ones, are too widely
known to require any description here. Tliey
have taken the widest range, and appealed
to the most diverse tastes, but they have
never been of the hot, unhealthy sort— the
sort that tends to produce a harvest of rene-
gades, highwaymen and pirates. Upon this
point Mrs. Dodge, the Editorofst.Nicholas,
once wrote these strong and true words:

“ The mayor of Philadelphia says that he
could rid the jails gf two-thirds of the boy-crim-
inals in the next year, if he could banish oaa



plays from ihe boards of the variety theatevs,
and put bad books out of print.

“ Now, it will not do to take fascinating bad
literature out of boys’ hands, and give them in
its place Mrs. Barbauld and Peter Parley, or,
worse still, the sentimental dribblings of those
writers who think that any ‘good-y’ talk will
do for children. We must give them good,
strong, interesting reading, with the blood and
sinew of real life in it,— hcartsomc, pleasant
reading, that will wakcn them to a closcr ob-
servation of the best things about them,

‘It is right and natural for a boy to want to
see the world, It is right and natural for him
to rvish to read books that, according to his
light, show him what the world is.

“ The evil is the impression given to young
ininds that seeing ike world means seeing lhe
badness of the world. Let a boy understand
that to see ihe worM in a fair, manly way, one
must see also its good side, its nobleness and
true progress, and you at once put his soiil in
the way oja wholesoine growth,

“ Vile writ0!-s and worse publishers are fatten-
ing on this tendency of ljoys, and the culpable
carelessness of parents in not helping tltein to
satisfy it properly.

“ Good writers and honest publishers are offor-
ing tho means of rcmedying the great evil, and
are showing the boys of this country how they
may see the world, and yet remain puré and
trué.”

It has been the special aimof Sf. NjCHOi,.is
from the start to supplant the poison irash—
ihe deadly iiightshade of the news-stands—
with stories of a living and healthful interese,
uncontaminated and fresh as the open air
of heaven. There have been among the
seridis in the pages of St. Nichotas such
stories of home life and young life as Miss
Alcott’'s “ Eight Cousins,” “ Under the
Lilacs,” and *“Jack and Jill,” and Mrs,

SOOWE FUN WITH A TUY SFIDEH

Dodge’s “ Donald and Dorothy”; such stories
of breezy adventure and boyish life as
Trowbridge’'s “ Fast Friends,” “The Young

Surveyor,” and “ His Own Master”; such
pietures of frontier life and base-ball ad-
venture as Noah Brooks's “ ‘fhe Boy Emi-

g.ants” and “ The Fairport Nine” ; such tales
of reméte lands as Bayaid Tayloris “ Jon
of Iceland”; such stories of unexpected
humor as Frank R. Stockton’s “ A Jolly Fel-
lowship,” and “ What Might Have Been Ex-
pected,” in which class Rossiter Johnson’s
“ Phaeton Rogers” is also to be accounted.
Time would fail us to characterize tire other
fai'orites, such as “ Eyebright,” by Susan
Coolidge, “ Rumpty Budget's Tower,” by
Julian Hawthoriie, “.The Cat and the Count-
ess,” translated by Thomas Bailey Aldrich,
“Nimpo’s Troubles,” by Olive Thorne Miller,
“ Pattikin’s House,” by Joy Allison, “ The
Peterkin Papers,” by Lucretia P. Hale; Wil-
liain O. Stoddard’s “ Dab Kinzer,” “ Among

the Lakes,” and “ Saltillo Boys”; Edwin
Hodder’s “ Drifted into Port,” Gustavus
Frankenstein’s “ Tower Mountain,” Kathe-

riiie ,0. Smith's “ Half-a-dozen Housekeep-
ers,” F. Blake Crofton’s “ The Major's Big
Talk Stories,” Dr. Oswald’s “In Nature’s
Wonderland,” Harry T. Kiefier's vivid and
historically valuable “ Recollections of a
Druinmer-Boy,” and Edward Eggleston’s
“ Hoosier School-boy.” This ceitainly is an
imposing array for a single periodical. Many
of the st. Nicho1as stories have passed into
juvenile literature as never-to-be-forgotten
classics. It is not too much to say that almost
ever}' notable young people’s story produced
in America now first seeks the light in the
pages cf St. Nichatas.

[FKaM *“sT, NICHOLAS” VoL, 11]



ST. NICHOLAS AS A SCHOOLMASTER.

We have already touched upon the edu-
cational influence of the competitions, puzzles,
and timely articles in St. Nichoras. But
there has been also instruction direct and de-
siened. Astronomy, ornithology, history, art,
andkindred branches of knowledge have been
taught deligbtfully in such sefial Papers as
Mr Proctor’s “ The Stars cf the Month,
Professor W. IC. Brooks’s “ Birds,” Mrs Oli-
phant’'s “ Windsor. Castle,” Mr. Baldwms
“ Stories from the North'rn Myths, and
Clara Erskine Clement’s “ Stones of Art and
Arlists ” beside numberless briefer papers.
Look especially at the “How” fnes— the
articles on “ How DoU are Made,” * How
Plants come from Seeds,” “ How to Entertam
a Guest,” “ How to Save Tune,” “ How to
Keep an Aquarium,” and many others. And
the admirable series of “ Talks with Boys,
by such writers as Thomas Hughes and
George MacDonakl, with the companion
series of “ Talks with Girls,” by women hke
H H Miss Alcott, Mrs. Whitney, and Mrs.
Dodge, have formed a notable feartire of in-
estimable valué both to young readers and to
parents. .

Put a boy to studying geography, and ne
gets a vague idea that Greenland is a green
spot on the upper part of his map. Butlet
him read Ur. Hayes’s “ Adventures on an Ice-
berg,” and the arctic land, as by a touch of
magic, becomes a real country. All the dry
stuff in the schobl-books a'-out the * cbief
producis ” and “ principal seaports” of Japan
will never m.ake tliatland of damty decorarton
lialf so real as will the article in Volume V1.,

DFAGCINC TIIE P.OBSTEL OF THF. OBEI.ISK-A TEAM OF
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entitled”“ The Blossom-Boy of Tokio,with
its thirty-seven illustrations. But there is not
one of the nuinbers of the magazine that does
not stir the curiosity, inform the memory,
stimulate thought, and enlarge the range ot
the imagination. Jack-in-the-Pulpit keeps up
a steady fire of suggestion, question, answer,
and what not, about all kmds of t
ring uptlie mind of a child to knockatNature s
doors, and pry into the secrets of science and
art One of the ingenious methods used by
the magazine to excite interest m scientific
study is the Agassiz Association. The quaint
reports of the young people about what they
have discovered with their own fresh eyes,
are among the most interestmg things in st .
Nichotas. The association promotes corre-
spondence and exchar.ge of specimens among
boys and girls, and di.Terent parts of the
country. ,

St. Nichotas has been justly compared to
Froebel's “ Kindergarten” — reaching and
inoving the whole intellectual and moral
nature of a child.

ITS moral /nd religious influence.

St. Nichotas would he a great benefactor
if it did nothing but preoccupy the ground,
and so crowd out the ill-weeds of noxious
books and papers, which are sure to find their
way where the attention is not engaged, and
the taste elevated bv better reading. The
great antidote to frivohty is mental occupation
— and this antidote a juvenile magazine ot
the highest grade affords. But St. Nichotas
does far more than this; to hundreds or
thousands it is a teacher of religi6n— not in



dry, dogmatic form like a catechism, not in
any sectarian sense. But it teaclies what a
great orator once called “ applied Christianity”
— the principies of religion as they are applied
to ordinary life. The practice of humaiiity
to dumb brutes, for example, is taught in the
society of “ Bird-defenders ” formed among its
readers. Unselfishness, faithfulness, courage,
iruthfiilness— these things are taught in a
hundred ways by stories, poems, and precepts.
And these are the very core of true religion
applied to the life.

GOOD COMPANY.

W hat a galaxy of eminent men and women
has st. NiCHOLAg, by some hook or crook,
beguiled into writing for its lucky children!
Alfred Tennyson, Thomas Hughes, George
MacDonald, William Howitt, Mrs, Oliphant,
Lewis Carroll, the author of “ Alice in Won-
derland,” Professor Proctor, Philip Bourke
Marston, Archibaid Forbes, and other famous
men and women from the other side of the
sea, and Bryant, Longfellow, Whittier, H.
H., Colonel Higginson, Bret Harte, J. G.
Holland, Bayard Taylor, James T. Fields,
Edward Eggleston, Gail Hamilton, Francés
Hodgson Burnett, Julian Hawthornc, Louisa
M. Alcott, J. T. 'J'rowbridge, Paul H. Haync,
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Joaquin Miller, Edgar Fawcett, H. H. Boye-
sen, Charles Dudley Warner, Moncure D.
Conway, David D. Lloyd, Maiy H.illock

Foote, Donald G. Mitchell, H. Gibson,
S. M. P. Piatt, Nora Perry, and halfa hundred
more of the best-known fiames in American
literature, are on its list of contributors. Al-
inost all of our great writers have been intro-
duced to posterity by st. Nichotas. The
list is so long that it would be easier to tell
the few American mmriters of note who hal'e
notcontributed than to recite the list of those
who have.

THE PICTURES.

As to the list of artists who have conlributed
to st. it includes almost all the
prominent illustrators of the day.

So much has been said of the charming
illustrations of St. Nicho1as, they have been
so often and so highly praised, they have
brought such warm words of commendation
from high authorities in England as well as
in America— that we should run the risk of
becoming tedious if we enlarged upon them
and their rare educational refining influence.
The leading paper of Ediiiburgh pronounces
the illustrations “ infinitely superior” to any-
thing produced in juvenile publications in
Great Britain, and adds; “ Young people
will be taught by them to admire what is
really good, and will have their tastes culti-

Nicholas,
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vated. They will lear-i that tliey ought not
to be satisfied with daubs and slovenly work-
manship.” The London “ Spectator” ecalis
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St Nicholas “the best of all chiklrens

nnv azincs,” and the Thunderer, the London
“Ttmcs” itself, only last December pro-
nounced St. Nicholas superior to any of its
kind in England, and said that its ‘ pietures
are often works ofrcalart, not only as cngrav-
ings, but as compositions of onguial desigo.

IN CONCLUSION.

Of the success of the magazine it is not
needful to speak. It has no nval
department among English-speaking leoples
all around the globe. We may go fartler and
say that it is without a peer m magazmes ot
its class the whole world around. Emment
people have subsciibed for the benefit ol

m its
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those not ablc to pay for it, for Uie salce
of its cducating mflueiice. In the third
largest public library in Amenca— that m
Indianapolis— more than three thousand peo-
ple read St. Nicholas.

W hcn the magazine began. Charles Dddlcy
Warner said:

“If the children don’t like it,
I think it is time to begin to change the
kind of children in this country. Well, the

children do like it, but all the same, St.
Nicholas has changed the kmd of children.
It can not be that mulUtudes of cinldren
should see such pietures and read such stories
'andupoemswithoutbeing better,more thought-
ful, more refined, and in many ways another
| kind of children from those that have gone
before them.
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