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HOW THE DOCTOR WAS PAID,

By Katharine

“Two dollars a visit!” cricd Dot in dismay,
forgetting entirely that she had come to look for a
spool of No. 40 in Mamma'’s drawer, and opening
as she read

lier brown eyes widcr and wider
the heading oi an oid bili of Dr. Cogstvell's.
“ Two dollare a visit!” she repeated. *“ Oh,

why does n’t Donnie get well ? And where is all
the money to come from?” she asked herself,
sadly. “ We will getvery poor,” continued Dot,
shaking her little brown head siowly over the bili.
After thinking awhiie, she slipped the paper in
her pocket and wcnt down-stairs.

Mamma and Sister Margie were sewing.
went quietly to Mrs. Ledyard and whispered:

“We 'll feel very poor afterward, wont we,
Mamma ?”

Mamma smiled. A sad smile, Dot thought, as
she replied: “ You 're better at guessing than we
supposed. Now, why don’'t you take your trim-
ming, little daughter, and go into the library?
Thcre 's a nice fire on the hearth, and you can
work away like a bee. We 'll need it soon, you
know,” added Mamma, for Dot was rather inolined
to drcam when she was alone.

“We ’ll nced it soon,” rcpcatcd Dot, as she
climbed up in the big library chair. “ We ’ll neod
itsoon. Oh, why did n’t they tell me! Why did
they leave me to find it out for myself? 1 might
have worked yards and yards by this time, and
sold them for ever so much, but | supposed it was
just to give me something to do, and | 'vc some-
times not done more than one scallop in a whole

Dot

R, McDowell.

afternoon,” confessed Dot, as she made her little
ivory needle fly in and out of her work, as if any
One could ever make up for timo wasted.

“And to think | never once thought that
Mamma and Sister Margie were making those
things to sell, fior how much 't was costing to have
the doctor coming every day, and sometimes twice
a day. Poor Donnie! Pcrhaps he’'s worse than
they tell me. Perhaps,” and therc was a great
lump in her throat, “ he 's going to die, and they
are leaving me to find that out.” Two great tears
rolled siowly down the pretty, round cheeks.
“ But why, then, do they kecp a-tellin’ me he’s
better?” The tears had dropped on the croohet
trimming, and two more were following in their
train.

Tom went into the I>arn to clean his gun.
saw him.

“ 1’1l ask him,” she dccidcd, as she put her
work hurriedly in a little silk handkerchief, and
started with it for the bani. “ He wont tease me
when he knows how badly I feel.”

It was a very sad little face that peered in at
the barn-door.

“ Halloo 1” was Tom’sgrccting. “ Bcen crying?”

“ Yes,” admitted Dot, in a voice that could
leave no doubt of itin any ono’s mind.

“What's up?” continued Tom, as he rubbed
away at his gun. “ Want any help ?”

“Oh, 3es, Tom; that's just what 1've come
for. Wont you talk real sober with me ?2”

“ Nary a smile from me,” said Tom.

Dot

Then,
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glancing sidelong at the little face in the door-
fvay, he added, “ Come in and state your case.
He« 's a seat on the hay,” as he Ufted her geniy
upon a pile he had just brought down for the
horses. “ There ! are you cold ?”

“ Not a bit,” said Dot, smihng thankfully.
have brought my cloak.” o

“ All right, then; go ahead,

1
said Tom, cheer

Well, you know, Tom,” began Dot, in her
sweet, timid voice; “ there 's a secret in there
pointing toward the house, “ and | never found
it out till this raornmg.”

“ So you found it out, did you? Well, | told
'em you would.”

" | would n’t, but for the bill.

“You would n't what?” asked Tom, who was
rubbin? away again. wv,pn |

“ 11l tell you about that afterward. Whcn 1
went into the sitting-room, Mamma and Margie
were sewing.”

“ TAa/ certainly did n’t surpr.se you 1 laughed

Tom! how can you make fun of it all?

Mamma looked just ready to cry, and— oh, oh, oh,
what can we ever do about it 1” as she threw herself
face downward on the hay, and sobbed as though
her little heart would break, wlule Tom stood by
in speechlcss astonishment, wondenng why the
words “ Two dollars a visit” seemed mmgled with

she know, after all?” he asked hiinself

“ 1 raustn’'t forget my prom.se to Mother, but I
must give the child some comfort,” he thought, as
went over toward the little blue cloak on the

Come, Dot,” said he, tendorly. “ Don’tcry.
You have n’t told me yet what the ™at«r ~»
Now we ’'ll sit right up here, while you tcll Tom
all about it.”

After a while, Dot managed to say;

“ Does n't Dr. Cogswell charge people who are
ill two dollars every time he goes to see them.

“ Something like that, | believe,”
Tom, wonderingly.
“1t's exactly that,” said Dot, feeling or
bil.  “ O Tom, we must owe lum hundrcds ot
dollars 1”

There was a queer look in Tora s eyes.

* | suppose we do,” he said.

“ But have we got the .noney to pay hun.
questioncd Dot, the brown eyes swimmmg aga.n.

“ No, | don’'t believe we have.”

“ Then, what are we going to do ?” sa.d Dot,
with another sob.

“ There, Dot,” said Tora, soothmgly.
be so foolish as to cry.

answercd

«n
Dont
It ’s all coming out

Januarv,

PAID.

right. | can’t tell you now just how, but take my

word/foNi” Ledyard, “ they 're all

t L~bop“have come, Dot,” said Tom, giviug
her a hasty kiss. “ Now,jemember not to worry.
It 's coming out all right.”

Dot sat a long time on the hay.

“ Tom always thinks everything ’s going to come
out all right,” she said, determined to be miser”~le.
“ He does n't know anythmg about money. Mar-
gie says so, and 1 know myself he does n’l, cause
I once owed him fivc cents for weete, ~nd, when |
went to pay him, he 'd forgotten all about .h and
said I must have dreamed .t. He
to sleigh-ride and does n't care how hard we re aii
workin’,” and the little needle flew faster than ever.
“1just knowhethinksDr. Cogswell rsn’t go.ng to
charge, but he is, for here 's onc b.ll and he s
orobably got another all ready.

“ Hecould just as well not charge, she?™w

“ for Edith Olcott told .ne he was ever n ever
sorich, and that he 's got a house m the «ty even
prettier than this. But how could one be she
wondered. “ How could any room be n
the one Mrs. Crane took Edith and me .nto the
other day ? the little one with the w.ndow look-
S on the lake, and the'little
and everything blue, carpet and all.
well calis it his little sister’s room, and she s com

on

"Vhc hSng”~ers never did better work

dav for “ Mamma would n’'t liavc told me they
feéiedi. If tle, did ,'t," Do. tef " E
herself “ Tom just wanted to comfort me. H
does n’'t know how hard they 'rc workm and
" That night, Dot addcd to her prayer the words,
“ O God, picase don’'t Ict it be mOre than we

L?t what?” asked Mamma, as she tucked her

"~N“ The doctor’s bill,” whispcred Dot, her anns
very tight about Mrs. Lodyard’s neck.

Mrs Ledyard smiled. She thought Do
half-asleep, so she tiptoed
hbrary, and there found Tom tell.ng Marg.e about

was

doctor must have been there too, or

heard of it in some way, for 1-/appencd m t
next morning right after brcakfast, and the first

Lave my bill settled to-day
little Miss Dot,” as with quite a grave face he
took out his memoranda.

“ Let me see,” he mused, “

I ~epn "
May. Two visits a day,

till-why .t ’'s nearly
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Christmas, isn't it? Now, how mucli should you
think it would come to ?”

“ Hundreds ! ” said poor ILttle Dot, faintly.

“ We want to be business-like,” said Dr. Cog:s-
well; “ supposG you get your slate and figure it.”

Dot ran. “ He is n't going to let us off a
peniiy,” sbe moaned.

“ Now, let 's do a little sum in arithmetic,” said
the doctor. “ What does M. stand for ?”

“ One thousand,” said staggered little Dot,
pushing the crocliet-work way down in her pocket.

“Very good,” said the doctor. “ Now, what
does C. stand for ?”

“ One hundred,” said Dot, trying to be brave.
And altogether ?” was the next question.
Eleven hundred,” said Dot, tearfully.

H'm,” coughed Dr. Cogswell. “ Now, can
you think of anything else they might stand for?”

“ No, sir,” said Dot.

“ Why yes, you can, Dot,” cried Donald, who
liad just been wheeled into the room. “ M. C. !”
clapping his hands. “ Why, Merry Christmas,
don’'t you see?”

DOCTOR

WAS PAID.

Dot smiled.

“ Then there is n't any bili? ” she asked Tom.

“ Nary a bili,” said Tom; “ but can’t you think
ofanything else the letters might stand for ?”

“ No,” said happy, stupid little Dot.

“1 can,” cried Don, catching sight of some
glances being cxchanged, and Margie's pretty
cheeks aglow. “ Margie Cogswell!”

Then they all laughcd, and the doctor caught
Dot up and set her on his shouldcr, and pranced
with her into the cozy sitting-room. Pretty soon
Don was wheeled into the sunny bay-window, and
there they all sat the rest of the raorning.

Dot liad to submit to a good deal of teasing, but
she was very happy notwithstanding, and wrote in
her diary that night, in such big Ictters that she
went right over two or three of the following days:

“ The doctor was n't coming to see Donnic, after
all, and there was n't any bili. / am going to be
bridcsmaid and wcar white. There is n't any little
sister but me, and 1 'm agoing to have the little blue-
room, whenever | want to go there to visit."

SANTA CLAU5 AtUST MAVB MADE A MISTAKB.



FAIRY WISHES,

By S. a.

-COOP-MORKIHG, Ma'AM’

TINKEY lav undcr a wide-spreading apple tree,
uoon a bed 6f half-dried grass, that was not yet
hay, but sending out the most delicious perfume
of clover blossoms- Overhead, a clear blue sky,
with soft white clouds dotting it here and there,
and a blafing July s«n, were only half v.sible
through the thick leaves of the apple trec that
made a cool shade where Tinkey was lymg.

It was hoUday time, and all the long, hot days
were free from Latin grammat or anthmetic; irce
to makefishing-parties, to play cricket, t»
or to do as Tinkey was doing— he about out-doore
and find pleasurc in puré idlenes™
be dcnied that Tinkey was lasy. He dearly loved
a morning nap after the gettmg-up bcll had
sounded; he liked to drop into soft chatis or upon
the sofa, and dream of wonderful things he was
going to do. All the activity and energy of great
d~ed! lay in the future for Tinkey, who fully m-
tended to becorae in some way famous when a man.
In the meantime, he liked to under die apple
tree, thinking. First, he counted all the green
apples in sight, andwondered how soon they would
b? ripe; then he watched the clouds and leaves wav-
ing softly in the gentlest of summer bretes and
then he speculated as to whether Mrs. Davidson

It is not to

HE STAMMERED i

NOWADAYS,

Sheilds.

‘l HORE VOV ARE «ELU’"

would have ice-cream at the party to which Tinkey
and his brothers and sisters were inv.ted that after-
noon, It was to be a gathenng of all the boys
and girls for miles around-a sort of picnic on the
beautiful giounds that surrounded Mrs. Davidson
large house, and a garden tea-party.

It must be lovely to be as nch as Mrs. David-
son,” thought Tinkey, lazily, “ and | might have
had as much money once, if I had only wished for
it. 1r1 had another sucha chance-— —

“ Well what would you do with it if you had.

Tinkey sat bolt upright and stared. That sharp,
clear voice was certainly one he had heard before,
and right in front of him, daintily balanced upon
the tiniest of hay-cocks, was the little old-woman
fairy, in her red cloak and pointed cap, who carne
in a butterfly-drawn car through the air. Tmke)
did not sec the car, but he was sure it was not lar

""" Good-morning, ma'am,” he stammered, when
he could find voice enough to speak. | hope yo
are well ?” v f

“ Now,” said the faiiy, “ did you ever hear ol a
sick fairy? Of course | am well, and never had
a pain in my life. It is great, clumsy peop e Uke
you who are ill half the time. But | can t stand



chatteriiig here. 1 Ve aii engagement in Japan in
half an hour, but as | was passing | hcard you
sighing for another chance to make a goose of
yourself ”

“ It was a calf,” corrected Tinkey, “ and | do
not want to make a goose of myself. Oh!" and
his eyes grew so round, and stuck out so far, it was
really wonderful that they did not drop out. ‘*’Oh!
Are you going to Ict me have another wish ?”

“ H'm !” said the fairy, rubbing her sharp little
nose with a handkerchief that looked like the leaf
of a ciny jessamine, “ you don’'t seem to make
much out of one wish. Suppose | givc you a dozen

or twenty.”
“ Oh !” cried Tinkey.
“Yes,” said the little oid woman. “1 am

going to see to-day how much you are to be tvusted
with having your own way. So, between now and
sunset, 1 ain going to let you have everything you
wish for. Oniy, rcmember this: you can have
but one wish for one thing. No °‘takings back,’
you understand. So if you wish yourselfa goose,
a goose you will have to remain.”
“ Everything | wish for !” cried Tinkey.
not believe fairy-land holds all I want!”
“You can try. But you had better think ovei
the matter before you begin! Good-bye.”
Then the fairy-car floated down
frora the apple tree, and a moment
later Tinkey saw it float up again,
higher and higher, till it was quite
lost in a soft, fleecj~cloud.
Lazily wondering if that was an
air-line to Japan, Tinkey tried to
decide upon the trcastircs he should
collect between that hour and sunset.
Wealth, a fine house, a pony, a thou-
sand boyish desires floated through
his brain, but he resolved to do noth-
ing hastily. Still it was a tcmpta-
tion to test his power, and he said,
with an air of command ;
“ 1 wish for a plato of ice-cream.”
There it was, right in his hand,
cold, white,, delicious, and, to Tin-
key's amazement, no matter how fast
he ate, the white heap upon tlie piate
did not grow any smaller. He might
sit all day and eat ice-cream, if he
wished; but when he had had enough, and put
down the piate on the hay, it melted in a second—

spoon, piate, and cream vanishing like a dew-drop
in the sun.

“ 1 do

Tinkey wondered if all fairy dishes were “ clearcd
up' in this way, and laughed to think what a saving
of hoiise-work it would be if dishes dropped down
upon the table tilled with food, and quietly melted

away when the medis were over. But, while he
was still thinking of that, the dinner-horn sounded
faint and far away.

“Oh dear!” sighed
was at the table.”

The wish was scarcely formed before he felt him-
selfliftcd up and shot across the meadow, in at the
kitchen door, and plump into his chair, with a
whizzing rapidity that took his breath away, and
raised a serious doubt in his mind whether walking
was not preferable to this sort of fairy locomotion.

There was a great confusion of voices all through
dinner, the children hurrying through the meal to
dress for Mrs. Davldson’s, and fidgeting until the
dishes were clcared away and their mother took
the younger ones to the nursery.

“Your clothes are all on your bed, Tinkey,”
she said, as she went upstairs, “ and remember
your new suit must be your best one all summer.”

Excited by the prospect of meeting all his young
friends and school-fellows, Tinkey rushed to his
room, entirely forgetting the fairy and her promise.
He had quite resolved to make no more foolish
wishcs, but to steal a quiet hour before sunset and
wish for the very best fortune that could come to a
boy.

The new suit, a pretty light gray, lay upon the

lazy Tinkey. “ I wish I

“ "1 WISH FOR A I'LATE OP ICE-CRfiAM.""

bed, with tlie clean shirt, collar, and cuffs, a blue
siik neck-tie and a snowy pocket-handkerchief,
while on a chair were new shoes, shining like a
mirror.

Scrubbed to the pcrfcction of cleanliness, clean
linen nicely adjusted, Tinkey took up the pretty
gray pants, and turned them around admiringly.
It was the very first city-made suit he had ever



posscssed, his usual dress being the outgrown
Lthing ofhis older brother. But this one smt
was all his own, made for him, fitting him, and he
handled it carefully. It was still buttoned up, as
it had come home, and, takmg his seat upon the
side of the bed, Tinkey unbuttoned one button, a
second, but the third seemed to be too large ior
the button-hole, and would not come throug

Ho twisted it and pusI® n f

t''¢tred'in“theVce, tos™ his temper, and cried
aloud ; ish th .

“« B{ther the oid trousers! I Wish they were in
~n0?e°'lerk freed .thern irom Tinkey’s hold, and
they soared into the air, as if with wings, escaping
his outstretched hands, and flying through the
open window like some hugc, awkward bird, the

new blue suspenders dangling provokingly out of
reach.

Tinkey was ready to cry, but, instead™, said:

“ 1 wish for another pair of trousers.”

But the wish was unheard or unheeded in fairy-
land, and he sadly remembered that he «uld not
have two wishes for any one thmg. Why cant
1 remember to think before I speak ?” thought Tin-

key, rucfully tak-
ing up his every-
day trousers, cast

aside with such
contempt. They
seemed to have

grown shabbicr in
the few moments
tliey had been on
the floor. The
knees had nevcr
looked sowhite and
thin, the edges so
frayed, the spots
so big.

“ Perhaps they
wont show much
with a new coat
and vest,” thought
Tinkey; but they
were drawn on very
slowly, and it re-
quired all the boy’s
manlincss to keep
back the tears.

Acallfrom down-
stairs hurried him-

“We'reall ready,
Tinkey! Come!”

Allready! There
was no time then
to lose, for if his
father had the cai-
ryall harnessedup,
he would not likc
to wait. Tinkey
caught up his new
shoes and tlivustin

One

—

WAS AT THE TABLE.” '

foot. A HCwW

the’shoe his mother had thought had better

one sizc larger.” ) )
“ Oh, come on !” said Tinkey.

c

1 wish the
shoes were twice as big 1~ u ™~wn
On slipped the shoe as easily as if it had been

greased, Tinkey’'s foot lost m its suddenly



creased size. Twice as big! To the round eyes
gazing at them they looked as big as the barn, and
if any little reader doubts it, let him measure
twice the length and breadth of his boot, and put
his foot upon the measure.

Teais could no longer be kept back. Tinkey
kicked the shoe into the comer of the room with a
passionate sob.

“ I wont go!” he cried. “ | wont wear my oid
trousers and shoes with a great patch on them !~

“ Are you never coming? ” shouted Bob
from down-staiis.

“1 Il walk over! Don’'t wait for
me 1” Tinkey answered, and could
hear them all laugh as Fannie said:

“Tinkey’s pvinking! Wont he
be fine ! ”

Should he go ? Mrs. Davidson's
annual party was not to be lightly
set aside, and was one of the great
pleasurcs in Tinkey’s quiet country
life. Perhaps among so many his
dress would not be noticed, and he
had not seen some of the boys since

oid shoes to such perfection that, after all,
the patches were scarcely seen, and once on,
and neatly laced, they looked so well that,
with a lighter heart, Tinkey sprang to his
feet to complete his dressing. The mirror
by the aid of which he arranged his collar
and neck-tie did not reflect his pants, and the
prettv silk tie was very becoming. Actually,

I WISH | HAD n’'t any HAIR."

(SEE NSXT RAGE.J



Tinkey was whistling when he took up the comb
to part his hair.

Now, Tinkey’s hair was what oid nurses cali
“ stubborn,” and its decided inclination was to
stick straight out from his hcad. It could be
coaxed to remain in good ordcr about one hour,
but after that was apt to rebel and fly off in evei7
direction; and to look neat, even for an hour,
required coaxing, delicate little touches here and
there, nice brushing of feathery plumes on the
Crown, and careful arrangement in front of locks
that inclined to fall forward. Certainly it was not
hair to appear at its best in a hurried arrange-
ment, and the more Tinkey brushed, the more
pcrsistently it stuck out. He parted it on the
leftj he tried a parting on the right; he made a
lovely white line down the middle; he*“ bangcd”
it over his forchead, and each svay looked worse
than the last.

“ Oh, 1 wish 1 had n't any hair!” cried impa-
tient Tinkey.

Was there a rain of feathers? What was that
flying into his eyes, up his nostrils, tickling his
ears, down his throat, through a mouth opened
widc in amazement? Hair! hair ! hair! The whole
room seemed to be full of it, flying hére and there,
as if every hair was a fairy laughing at Tinkey's
dismay. And when at last it had all swepl itself
with one grand’rush out at the open window,
Tinkey’s head was as bald as a china door-knob.

He gavc one despairing glance at the mirror,
caught up his oid coat, crammed his polo cap
tightly over his bald pate, and rushed out of the
house. Nobody noticed him as he ran, not to
Mrs. Davidson’s, but into the woods, into the
decpest shadow he could find under the tall irees,
where he threw himselfdown and cried like a baby.

No wonder the fairy called him a goose! No
boy in his senses svas ever so foolish I It'was bad
enough to waste one fairy wish in being shot
through the air like a cannon-ball, but to miss
the party by such stupid folly was dreadful.

“ No wonder Father says, ‘Think first, speak
afterward,”” sobbed Tinkey. “ A pretty looking
object I have made of myself, and | can not
imagine what Mother will say about my slioes and
pants. And they must be having such a nice time
now, playing all sorts of games. | 've halfa mind

to wish it would pour rain. No, I wont! | am
not quite such a beast as lhat, anyhow! Oh
dear, how hot it is! | wish— nol no! | don't

wish anything. Dear me! 1 was just going to
wish | was in a snow-bank! Now, | wont make
another foolish wish; not one1 And as | can’'t
go to the party such a guy, | 'll just think, as
hard as ever | can, of real sensible things. What
a lot of things 1 can have between now and sunset!

I 'l begin witb a bicycle. 1 always wanted one.
I wish for the best bicycle in the world!” he cried
aloud, adding, in another moment, “ Oh ! oh! the

beauty! the perfect ljeauty! Oh, it looks like
fairy-land 1”
And it did. The wheels were a net-work of

glistening bars like silver threads, the seat shone
like a mirror, the handle and delicate wood-work
were pickcd out in golden ornamcnts. Tinkey
forgot the party, forgot his bald head, his big
shoes, and vanished pants in the delight of this
new treasure. He was sure he could ride it, for
he had watched others, and knew exactly how itwas
done. Hop!hop!hop! and up! One leg thrown
over the seat, and down carne Tinkey, bicycle and
all, with a crash that made him sure every bone
in his body was broken. Vigorous rubbing con-
vinced him that he was only bruised, and the
bicycle was found to be uninjured. Up again!
Alas ! down again, as well! 'But a boy will work
to conquer a bicycle as he never would to solve a
problem in algebra, and at last Tinkey was actually
up, balanced, and moved forward about ten inches.
Then a new difficulty arése, and he proved that
a thick grove of trees is the worst of all places in
which to ride a bicycle. Every other tiirn of the
wheels he upsct; he banged his head on the trce-
trunks; he skinned his legs against the rough bark,
until, weary of the fun, he pusbed his treasure to
one side, to be dragged home at leisure. But time
had not waited for Tinkey’'s movements, and he
suddenly discovered by the Icngthening shadows
that sunset was not far away.

Sunset! He would lose his fairy gift when the
sun was gone.

“ Oh, what shall I wish for first?” he thought,
sitting down upon a fallen tree-trunk. “ | wonder
if it isn’'t best to wish for a tnillion dollars, and
then | can buy everything | want. | don't believe
I would get it. | wish for a dollar!” he cried
aloud, and felt in the palm of his hand a pressure
of something round. There itlay, a bright silver
dollar, shining as if it had just left the mint.

“ 1 do believe 1 can have them!” thought
Tinkey, who had been .rather scared at the magni-
tude of his proposed wish, “ but | must hurry up;
the sun is certainly going down.” He stood up
and waved his arm aloft like an officer leading his
soldicrs.

“ 1 wish for a million dollars!” he cried. Ina
second the grcat silver dollars rained down upon
him, as if every leaf in the trces above his head
had been turned into coin. They flew into his
face, striking him with their sharp, metallic edges,
bruising his cheeks, his nose, his eyes; they piled
up around him, each one hitting a blow as it fell.
His feet were prisoned fast, his legs, his knees; he



'*'1 WISH FOft A MILUOH DOLLARS !’ '*

ivas being baiiked up in a silver prison, and yet
the ait was full of this novel hail-storm.

“ Oh, | shall be smothered, buricd alive!” cried
poor, irightened Tinkey, trying vainly to run away,
and thrashing out his arms in every direction, as

‘SO YOU DONT WANT A MILLION DOLLARS:

he tried to beat back the stinging, bruising pieces
of coin, that were threatening to cover him entirely.

“ Oh, what shall I do? Stop! 1 wish you to
stop! | shall be kided !”

Then he heard a mocking little laugh, and on
one silver dollar that balanced itself in the air, just
before his eyes, he saw the fairy herself, laughing
at his dismay.

“ Stop !” she cried, inoving her crutch, and the
dollars settled down upon the trees, the bushes,
the grass; on Tinkey’s shoulders, 6n his cap, and
on the pile in which he already stood waist-deep.

“ So you don’'t want a inillion dollars?” she
said. “ | can't find out what you do want! 1 give
you everything you wish for and still you are not
satisfied 1”

She sat down on the dollar that rocked gently in
the air.

“ There is nothing like a million dollars here
yet,” she said, “ but you can have what is wanting
to complete that sum in one minute.”

“No! no!” cried Tinkey, seeing the crutch
lifted. “ What is the use ofa million dollars if you
are buried alive in them? | wish you would go
away, and let me alone!” he burst out, in an
angry sob. The fairy leaned forward and gave
him one smart blow with her crutch, right on the
tip of the nose. It was such a dreadful blow— for
she was very angry— that Tinkey, for a moment,
lost all consciousness.

When he recovered his senses he was lying
under the apple trec, but the sun was hidden be-
hind thick clouds, the wind was blowing a galc,
scattering the half-ripe apples upon the ground,
and threatening rain so decidedly that even lazy
Tinkey was roused to running quickly until he
was safely in-doors again.

SHE SAID.
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JANUARY AND JUNE.

"G

By Margaret Johnson.

A

o now, | pray you, go,
Before my last bud closes.

Take you your coid white snow.

And give me back my roses 1”

[Jakuary,

Said January to June :

“ Pray, let lis walk togethcr.

The birds are all in tune,
And sunny is the wcather.

“And look you ; 1whl show,
Before the long day closes,
A pretty sight | know,
Worth all your summer
roses.”

Then, as they went, the air
Grew thick with snow-flakes
flying;
But all the roses fair
Hung down their heads,
a-dying.

Cried June, in son-ow : “ Nay,
We may not walk together.
You ’'ve turned my skics to
gray,
And spoiled my golcicn
wcather.



THE STORY OF THE FIELD

By E. S.

1.
HOW THE KINGS MET IN THE GOLDEN VALLEY.

By high iioon all were disembarked, and for
the four days following Calais blazed with all
the semi-splendors of a dress rehearsal. Every
available foot of ground around the oid city was
taken up for lodgings. Tents and huts and tem-
porary booths encircled the walls until, as Rauf
said, “ it might almost be the timeof great King
Edwaid ovcr again.”

“ And how?” queried Margery.

“ Why, so Mastcr Bolton tells me,” explained
Rauf, “ when good King Edward besieged Calais,
now nigh two hundred years ago, he built all
avound its walls, much as we have done, houscs
and dwelling-places, and encompassed it round
about with a new town, in the which he vowed to
live until Calais should be starved out.”

“ QOurLady grant that we may not be starved
out, though,” protested Margery, whom the breezes
of the Surrcy hills had blessed with a healthy

appetite.
“ Nay, before we shall starve,” said valorous
Rauf, “ I will, as did King Edward, single out six

notable burghers of this town, and hold thcm as
hcstagces for your tortured appetite.”

“ And 1,” said gay young Margery, “ like the
good Queen Philippa, will down on my knees before
ray lord and beg him to spare the honest burghers’
lives.”

“ Which I will gladly do,” rctortcd Rauf, “ pro-
vided my lady will ask their lives of me, as also
did the good Queen Philippa, for the sake of the
Son of the Blessed Mary and for your love of me!”
and then tliey both looked a little shecpish and
quickly turned to watch the brilliant passing of
Sir Henry Mamey and the King’s guard.

“ A rare and gallant sight, are they not, Mar-
gery ?” said enthusiastic Rauf.

And a rare and gallant sight, in truth, were
these archers of the King’'s guard; “ two hundred
of the tallest and most clect persons, with doublets,
hosen, and caps,” as the oid record States, their
red coats rich with “ goldsmiths’ work and the
King's cognizancc,” the Tiidor rose in broidercd
gold shining on breast and back, their long-bows
of finest English yew slung at the shoulder, and
their velvet quivei-s filled with cloth-yard shafts
dpped with brightest feathers.

OF THE CLOTH OF GOLD.

Brooks.

For four days Rauf and Margery enjoyed the
rcstless life at Calais, frequently meeting as the
Queen’s household and tire King’s retinue mingled
in the work of preparation ; and then, on Monday,
the 4th of June, all being ready for the cere-
mony of the interview, the whole court moved to
the appointed ground before the Castle of Guisnes.

A long train of moving color, the royal cériege
wound across the low, flat plain known as the
marches of Calais — the border-land between Eng-
lish and French territory. Evcrywhere brilliant
costumes and gorgeous trappings mee the eye:
the glitter of gold, the flash of silver or of bur-
nished Steel, the dazzle of jewels, and the wave of
countless plumes. With lords and ladies superbly
mountcd; with high offlcials and their trains, gay
in suits of velvet and gold j with priestsand prelates
richly gowned; with grooms and yeomen, guards
and litter-men, henchmen and footmen in liveries
of scarlet and nisset velvet, white and yellow satin,
Milan bonnets, and cloth of gold; with Flcmish
horses, adorned witli velvet liveries ; with coursers
and paifreys gayly caparison”; with hooded fal-
cons and hounds in leash, tire flower of England’s
nobility, following their King and Queen, swcpt on
toward the grand lodgings that had been prepared
for them on the barren flelds of Guisnes.

“ Prepare yourself for a wondrous sight, Rauf,”
said his unclc, riding up to the boy as he cantered
by the side of the litter in which rodé Lady Cray
and Margery. “ Lord Dorset tells me that so
mighty a work has been done by the artiflcers and
pioneors, that there is nothing in Rome or Venice
to equal the sight.”

Just then they gained the crest of an unwooded
ridge, and an exclamation of delightcd siirprise
sprang to the lips of young and olcl as they looked
upon the scenc spread out before thcm. To their
right lay the once shabby little town of Guisnes,
now royally respleiident with banners and pcnnons,
colored hangings and cloth of gold, its castle so
repaired and refittcd as to make it almost habit-
able, and certainly pieturesquc. But, most mar-
velous of all, there rose, upon the castle green,
the triumph of the architect and the decoracor, the
wondcr of an age which brought to the decorative
ail the enthusiasm of religién and the luxuriance
of an imcurbed fancy.

Imagine a grand palace of stone and brick and
wood, its outer walls covered with gayly painted
cloth— a palace larger than the New York Post-



office, more nearly the size, perhaps, of Memorial
Hall, in Fairmount Park, Philadelphia— its roof
bright with gilding, painted in antique pattern.
On every side projected oriel (or bay) Windows
and curious glazed towers, called clercsteries, their
posts and mullions thickly overlaid with gold.
Great castled gates guardcd the enti-ance, thcir
nichos filled with gildcd statues of warriors and
heroes, and, flanking these, rose an embattlcd
tower, pierced with loop-holcs and flying the royal
arras. From this warlike entrance there rose, in
gradual ascent to the embowered portais of the
palace, a wide walk, or “ hall-pace,” lined with
“ images of sore and terrible countenances,”
gleaming in silvered armor. Over all streamed
the royal flags— the red dragén of Cadwallon, the
collared greyhound, the white swan, and the
crimson cross of St. George mingling uith the
golden blazonings of the Tudor badge of the rose,
“ large and stately,” in every conceivable devicc.
Grouped around and beyond this royal lodging
the sun gleamed on the white canvas of near two
thousand cight hundred tents, gay with the flags,
the decorations, arms, and “ cognizance ” of their
lordly occupants. On the palace lawn a great gilt
fountain, running three ceaseless streams of claret,
spiced wine, and water, freely qucnched the thirst
of all coméis, while, fadng it, foiir golden lions
upheld, on a pillar wreathed with gold, a blind
Cupid armed witli bow and arrows.

The royal cdrtegc swept down the grassy slope,
the embattled gates swung open wide, and, amid
the blare of trumpets and the boom ofwelcoming
artillery, Henry the Eighth and his court entered
into fairy-land.

And fairy-land indeed did Rauf and Margery
find it as, day after day, they wandered through
the mai-velous structure, finding ever some new
magnificence of decoration, some gilded myst'ery
of rebus or device. They strollcd through pas-
sages ceiled with white silk and hung with silks
and tapestries and bvaided cloths, “ which showcd

.like bullions of fine burnished gold ” ; they lingercd
in chambers and State apartmcnts dccorated, with
paneis rich in gold and carving, their ccilings
studded with roses frescocd on a ficld of fine gold;
they testcd the luxuriance of the chairs and divans
of rare Turkish work covercd with golden tissue
and rich cmbroidery, and looked with admiring
eyes upon the hangings ofsilken tapestries and cloth
of gold, “ of great and marvclous splendor.” The
children’s eyes, indeed, oftcn wearicd of the display,
and they were not sorry to rest, now and then,
from all this magnificence, in the dim corridors of
the “ winding alley covered with verdure” that
connccted the palace with the oid Castle of Guisnes.

“ It is more wondrous even than the golden

palaces of Morgan le Fay and Queen Cinderella,
of which my nurse tclls,” said Margery, during one
of these resting spells.

“ Never was fairy-palace grandor. Never was
such magnificence,” replied the sight-tired Rauf.
“ Why, even the poorest quarter of it is a habita-
tion fit for a princc.”

On the aflernoon of thcir first day at Guisnes,
they stood, as part of a courtly company, while
through the embattled gate-way passed, surrounded
by a gallant retinue of guards and genticmen su-
pcrbly drcsscd, the one man who was Ihc origina-
tor and tire direcior of all this magnificence —
Tilomas Wolsey the Cardinal, Lord Cliancellor
of England and Legate of the Pope. Mounted
upon a barbed mulc, whose trappings were of crim-
son velvet, whose headstall and studs, buckles and
stirrups, were of puré gold, rodo the Lord Cardinal

a heavily built man, now nearly fifty years of
age, impressivc in appearance, hanclsomc in face,
eloquent in specch, whose years of pow'cr had
brought with them an imperious and autocratic
manner that displcased Iris equals, but held the
pcople in awe. He was magnificcntly dressed in
a robe of crimson velvct heavily figuted, over
which was drawn a loose vest or “ rocliet” of the
finestlace, and on his hcad he woie the red cap
of a cardinal, with large hanging tasscls. As his
brilliant retinue, in their rich costumes of scarlct
or crimson velvet and cloth of gold, passed down
between the fluttering tents, cscorting the Cardinal
to the French camp to announce tl)c arrival of
England’s royalty, Rauf, gazing in admiration at
the splendid and imposing scene, said to Marger>":

“ It looks like a great field of gold, does it not,
Margery ?”

“ Say rather of cloth of gold,” said dclighted
Margery, as, with her girlish love of finery and
perception of detall, she watched the glittering
throng.

The quick car of the King caught the comments
of the children.

“ Well said, well said, little ones,” he broke in,
enthusiastically. “ What say you, my lords,” he
continued, turning to his retinue, “ shall we not
take advisement from the words of these young-
lings» Let us know this grouncl hereafter as the
Ficld of the Cloth of Gold !”

And the “ Field of the Cloth of Gold ” it has
remaincd in history to this day.

“ Wcli, what about the French camp, Roger?”
asked Rauf that cvening, as he met Roger Adam-
son, formerly falconer at Verncy Hall, but now an
archer of the King’s guard.

Roger put down the silver cup of spiccd wine
with which he was refreshing himsclfat the golden
fountain.



“ Ah,” he said, “ a rare sight it was, Master
Raiif; though, truth to say, | was feasted so plen-
teously that I fear I shall never know an appetite
again. Two bow-shots from the French camp,
which stands across a beggarly uttlc stream, thcre
met US a gallant compan)- of lords and gentlemcn
and incn-at-arms, bravely arrayed. We marclied
through their files until, after the Lord Cardinal
had passed, they too joined their ranks to ours,
and so on to the French camp.”

“ Are the French lodged as
Roger ?” asked Rauf.

“ Ay, fully so, though in diffcrent guise. Their
camp takes in both the town and castle of Arde,
royally fitted, and between the castle and the
little stream | spoke of there are nigh five hun-
dred tents, very rich, and covered with brighc
stuffs, and flags, and devices, and cloth of gold.”

“ And the King’s house ?”

“ The French King’'s mightiness is lodged both
in the castle and in a great pavilion, which is one
central tent with three lesser ones joined to it
They are hung with cloth of gold from crown to
base, and on the peak of the center pavilion is a
statue of St. Michael, of great height and magnifi-
cence, and all of gold, saving a rich blue raantle
powdered with golden fleur-de-lis. In his right
hand the image holds a dart, and in his left a
raighty shield bearing the arms of France, and all
so glistering with gold that one may scarcely look
onit.”

“ Well— go on, go on!” said impatient Rauf,
as the archer paused a moment.

“ Give me breath, give me breath, Master
Rauf,” pleaded the good-natured archcr. “ Well,
when we reached the gates of the King’s lodging,
we passed through long files of princes and gentle-
men, archers and Swiss halberdiers, all brave in
splendid liveries, and then, lo, therc comes out to
USthe French King, bonnet in hand, to greet my
Lord Cardinal.”

“ Bonnetinhand?” queried Rauf, incredulously.

“ Ay, bonnet in hand, said I,” piotested the
archer; “ bonnet in hand comes the French King
to wolcome our King’s Chanccllor. And the
trumpets and the hautboys and the clarions
sounded out melodiously, whilc the artillery
boomed such a welcome you could scarce hear
auglit else. Then, when my Lord Cardinal’s
Grace haddismounted, the French King embraccd
him joyfully, and they went with the lords and
princes into the King's pavilion, while, as for me
— well, Master Rauf, | was laid hold upon one
side by a French archer, and on the othcr by a
Swiss lialberd-raan, and though we could fathom
naught of each other’s lingo, why, we could feast
together, and that we did so well and royally

royally as we,

that here am 1 back again in camp, with but little
stomach, 1 can tell you, for salted meat and strong
bcer again.”

“ And | am to go with the King’s train, in two
days’ spacc, so | too can make test of this hospi-
tality,” said Rauf, with glowing anticipations.

The next day witnessed the rcturn visit of the
“ harbingers,” or envoys of the French King,
many lords and princes “ drcssed in cloth of gold
and well accoutered.” Among them rodé the Arch-
bishop of Sens, Bonnivet, Admiral of France, and
the Lord Chamberlain, the Sieur Tremouille.
They were received with great display, with music
and artillery and feasting, and then, on Thursday,
the 7th of June, carne the great event so long
looked forward to— the foiTnal meeting between
the Kings.

“ Oh, if I could but go!” sighed Margery, as she
watchedthe elabdrate prepai‘ationsfor the interview.

“ Would that you might go, Margery,” said
Rauf, pondering. “ If, now, 1 could but strangle
one of my brothcr pages and put you in his
place! There ’'s young Sir Hubert Darrell, for
instance. He 's an uncomfortable little comrade,
and, if 1 could only buy him off with a meal of
pippins and wine as big as his appetite, and
smuggle you into his suit of silver brocade and
crimson velvet— why, off we would go together to
the interview. You would look cliarming in crim-
soii and silver.”

“ St. Frideswide forbid !” exclaimed the scan-
dalized Margery'. “ When | go to a maskalyne,
Master RaufBulney, | will go honestly and not in
boy’s apparel. Suppose they should surprise me in
Sir Hubert's brocade and velvet! Then would I
be burned like that La Pucelle or Joan of Are
they tell us of, who essayed the same. My faith,
1 have no liking for so hot a fire ! No, no, Rauf,
my day \vill come when the Qucen’s Ladyship
mccts the French Queen.”

“ Yes, | suppose it is not to be thought of,” said
the boy, ruefully, loath to give up his brilliant plan.
“ But what a pity you are nota boy, Margery—
why, no, it’s not, though,” he changed suddenly.
“ | 'dfar rather have you as you are — what oid
Ralegh, our minstrel, sings:

‘A mayden faytc,
Wiih sonnie liair,
All gannentcd wuh Hght':

and never mind— 1| shall tell you all about it when
1 return, and that will be just as jolly.”

Latcr in the afteriroon, some two hours before
the time of vespers, a gallant train awaited before
the palace gates the signal for the interview.

Boom! went the English culverin from the
Castle of Guisncs.



Boom! responded the greatFrench falcon* from
the Castle of Arde; and before the echoes died
away from tlio interveniiig hills, Rauf had taken
his place in the royal train, and, the English foot-
men, step for step, solidly leading the way, the
glittcring company moved on toward the pavilion
in the Val Doré. Preceded by his archers of the
guard, in doublets of crimson and scarlet cloaks
blazoned with the Tudor rose, with nobles and
prelates, knights and gentlemen, pages and guards,
in richest attire of velvets and damasks and cloth
of gold, rodé King Henry of England, imposing
in appearance and royal in mien. He was dressed
in a inagnificent suit of silver damask, thickly
ribbed with cloth of gold, his bonnet studdcd with
jewels and topped with waving plumes. The trap-
pings of his horse were of velvet and cloth of gold,
thickly overlaid with fine gold and mosaic work.
Before him rodé the oid Marquis of Dorset, bear-
ing the sword of state, and behind him carne nine
henchmen in cloth of tissue, their horses bright
with gold-scaled harness. On the crcst of a small
hill, overlooking the valley where stood the pa-
vilion, the English retinue halted and saluted,with
the blare of trumpets and the dip of banners, the
French resting on the opposite hill.

Tarra-taria-tarra-ta! sounded the trumpet-blast,
and down the hills on either side swept the French
and English provost-marshals to clear the ground,
crowding the great masses of pcople back upon
the surrounding hills. Rauf, ciése in attendancc
on the King, saw the looks of anxiety and distrust
on the faces of some of the English lords as they
noted the superior numbcrs of the French retinue.

“ Sire,” hastily broke in the impetuous Lord
Abergavenny, pressing ciése to the King, “ you be
my king and sovereign, wherefore, above all, I am
bound to show you the truth and to stay for no
one. Lookye to the French party! 1| know thcm

| have been among them. They are more in
number— ay, double so many as be your Grace’s

train.”
“ Sire,

”

counseled the more disccrnmg Earl ot
Shrewsbury, “ whatever my lord of Abergavenny
sayeth, 1 rayself have been there too, and, mark
me, the Frenchmcn be more in fear of you and
your subjccts than your subjects be of thcm.
Wherefore, if 1 were worthy to give counsel, your
Grace should march forwavd.”

“ So we intend, my lord,” said the intrcpid
Henry. “ Trumpeter, sound the advance!” and
following the trumpct-call carne the oid-time “ For-
ward, march !” the “ On afore, my masters!” from
the officers of arms, while, in ciése array, the
whole company passed on to the position assignecl
them, midway down the slope.

There was a bricf silence— the stillness of cx-

sFalcun— ma ancienlform ofcanron.

pectation— while two nations, long divided,
watched and waited. From the pavilion in the
valley below, gleaming with its rich covering of
cloth of gold, streamed the companion flags of
France and England. There was a stir, a parting
of ranks, and forth from the array of dazzling color,
of waving plumes and banners, of scarlet and cloth
of gold, down either hill-slope, amid the shouts of
spectators and the burst of martial music, “ so
that there never was such joy,” rodé the English
Henry and the French Francis. Suddenly each
monarch gave his horse the spur and galloped
toward the other, “ like two combatants about
to engage, but instead of putting their hands to
their swords, each put his hand to his bonnet.”
With uncovcred heads and courteous salutations,
still on hoi-seback, they closed in an embrace of
welcome; disraounting, they embraced again, and
threw their Jeweled bridles to their mastere of the
horse. Then, arm in aim, the two sovereigns
entered the gilded pavilion; the people cheered,
“ the trumpets and other instruments sounded on
cach side, so that it seemed a paradisc,” the Lord
Cardinal and Bonnivet, Admiral of Francc, fol-
lowcd their lieges through the portais of the
pavilion: with hcarty and repeated salutations of
“Bons amys, Francoys et Angloys!”t the two
corapanies intermingled, and the great event, so
long anticipated, was an accomplished fact.

Our fricnd Rauf, enthusiastic in his delight
at being really a part of all this grand and
gracious display, walkcd gayly among the mingled
ranks and aired his broken French with an
impartial and reckless sincerity.

“ And what think you they talk of in the
pavilion, Unele ?” he askcd, as with boyish curi-

osity he glanced toward the curtained entrancc L

of the tcnt, now closely guardcd by archers and”
halberd-men.

“ Of more than you can fathom, my boy,”
answercd Sir Rauf. “ Of treaties and alliances,
of possible wars and possible marriages; for
there is some talk afloat of a betrothal between
our little Princess Mary and the Dauphin of
France.”

“ A inarriagc?” cchoed incrcdulous Rauf.
“Why, Unele”— thinking tenderly of Margery—
“ they are but children; the Princess Mary is but
a baby, and the Dauphin surcly not much oidor.”

“ The bethrothal of two nations, my boy, is, as
you will Icarn in time, of more moment than the
ages of two children. But trust our King’s Itigh-
ncss,” contimied his anele. “ He whom the King
of the Romans seeks and the King of France sues,
will not plcdge faith and fricndship without careful
thought.”

And Sir Raufwas right. For after nigh twenty

t“ Good friends, French and English."
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As, a half-hour later, Rauf waited in ready
attendance upon King Honry, his sturdy ljoyhood
seeraed to have taken the fancy oftlie French King,
for, turning to liis biother prince, Francis said,
with that easy grace and plcasant manner that

days of coinradeship, of feasting and of pageantry,
Ae King of France knew no more of the real
intentionsof Henry of England than he did before
the meeting of the Kings in the pavilion of the
golden valley.

lhis picture is copied by pcrmisslon from ihe sLuned«glaiLS wimluw designed by M- Oudinot, of Paris, for tlie lioiisc of
Mr. W. K. VandcrbiU, in New York Ciry.
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won so many to him: “ My dear brother and
rsifilend L , | pray you,yon -rty ymmg
squire, that | may show our demoiselles of France
a worthy satnple of your English lads. 1 wdl
return him, well and suitably accompanied, before

"T vi~ rh im thus, fair cousin,” responded

THE ARMOR OF KING HENRY THE EIGHTH."

Henry, heartily, “ and may his manners prove
more to your liking t;han can his halting French.
Compon yourself as though you were hostage for
England-s youth, Sir Page,” he said »

“ and shame not the teaching of your English
tutor, fior your English home.”

So Raufwent to the Castle of Arde m the train
of the French King, and. on the followmg day,
after his return from his visit, he regaled Margery
wiith tthe Stadyr g buwh atahrer baduseen,, And-piqued her

. AnothE, s.ainEd-,IRss iviudcw.dcsi”ed bY M~Oud.nci”™

curiosity with certain sly refcrences to the beauty
and graciousness of the French maidens.

“ But what manner of man is the great King o
France, Rauf? ” she asked.

“ Oh, aright royal prince,” responded the boy,
enthusiastically. “ As page of honor, | ciose
to his stirrup on the way to Arde, Ne oft
questioned me aboutmy home, and ray duties, and
my pets, and-O Margery, he told me how o
snare a rabbit after the French fasluon, and how to
hood a lanarcl, wild to fly !” .

“ Well, never mind that, Rauf— how did
look, what did he do, what did he wear asked
Mai-gery, more interestcd m fashions than fal

| studied him well, believe me, for | knew

you would qucstion me. He is tall and well-buit,
but not so stoul as our gracious King; broad in
the shoulders and large in the feet, with a brown
face and short, dark lieard, long nose and bnght
blue eyes; haughty, but pleasant; gay and gra-
cious, and, withal, a smile and a voice that make
you feel as if you must do as he desires, willy-nilly.
Andthen— O Margery— his dress !”
“ Finer than our King’'s, Rauf? asked the
N “ W ell” said cautious Rauf, halting between
loyalty and admiration, “ not less glorious, be-
heve me. Over a cassock of gold fneze he wore a
splendid mantlc of cloth of gold, 'A"dcrfully fine
in texture and sprinkled with jewels.

The front
THE ARMS OF ENGLAND-
and sleevcs were studded with
emeralds, and large hangmg pearls, wh.le h.s

velvet bonnet was set w.th prec.ous stones anb

capped with gallant plumes. Before h.m marched
‘', M, w K VEOdeiMi. U up of «& four dECC rions



the Constable of Bourbon, bearing a naked sword,
and, also, his master of the horse with the state
sword of France, powdered with gold fleur-de-lis;

THE AHMS OF FIIANCB

and at rear and van marchcd a great company of
princes and lords and gentlemen, with archers and
men-at-arms, more grandly dressed than 1can say.”

“ And what did you at the camp, Rauf?”

“Oh, | was most graciously received and
royally lodgcd. The great pavilion of the King is
more goodly to see than | can describe. It is as
high as a tower, of wonderful breaclth; outside,
all cloth of gold, and, insicle, cloth of gold fricze.
The hangings, too, and the furnishings are most
marvelous, and the ceiling is like to the blue sky,
full of golden stars and al! the signs and devices
of the heavens.”

“Well— what more?” as Rauf pauseci for
breath.

“ Oh, but give me time to think, Margery,
Well, after the feast carne a wonderful maskalyne,
with the French lords-in all maimer of curious
and mirthfiil costumes, and the dames and demoi-
sellos— the last in especial— beautiful bcyond

compare.”
“ Oh, Rauf!”
“Ah— ah! for French maidens, | mean.

There was not one, of course, in all the French
camp to go before the fair maid of Surrey—

sweeter than the sweet wliitethom blossom on her
banks of Thames," said the gallant Rauf.

“ The blessed St. Valentino spare us,” cried
Margery, lifting her pretty arms in mock protest.
“ If this comes of your French visiting, Master
Page, the more you stay at homc the better
for quiet English maids.”

“ But she seemed to like it, ncvcrtheless,”
thought Rauf; for coinpliments have been just

mIHE AKMOR OF KING FRANCIS THE FIRST

as sweet to hear, and maids have bccn just as
protestingly pleascd to listen, through all the six
thousand years of this gray oid ivorld’s pilgrimage.

(To ie coniviued.)
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LETTER.

By Katharine Kameron.

Miss ThanKFULW hite's “ kceping-room '’ _was
and proper as herself. Hetty Williams

guLed about her, as she knitted briswy. Long
Lactice had made this easy to her. The chairs
Lod stifF and straight against the wall m row”
The ancient sofa held itself severely erect, while
its long lines of shining nail-heads made her arms
ache tflook at them. She had polished thc.rbnght
S s every day of her life, as long back as she
could remember. The square-figured
speckless, even the feathery asparagus that Mled
tL fire-place never dropped a grain. The great
nink-lined shells on the high chimney-shelf, and
the scraggy coral branch, had stood in the same
SScSrS ys, and the tall bunch of pe”~ocks
feathers, with their gorgeous colors
nodding over the whole, were worst of all- They
stare w,” she said softly under her breath. The
disraal green curtains were down, to keep the sun
tz Iding the carpe., 1». the —
fanned them in and out, and brought to Hetty
bright flashes of golden-rod along the
and the sweet sccnt of the buckwheat and Uc
drone of the bees above its white blossorns. The
door to the kitchen was closcd. Miss Thankful
had a visitor, and was enjoying a good gossip.

“ Take your knittin’, Hetty, and run into the
keepin’-room, and shut the door after you, were
Miss Thankful’'s instructions, when Widow Basset

had seated herself comfortably in the flag-bottomed
rocker. The session was longer than usual, and
Hettv grew despevatc.

, . u
“ Miss Thankful,” said she, clickmg the iatch,
and putting her small head into the kitchen, rnay

I take my knittin' out under the big tree in the

“ fd jest as lief 's not,” was the answer, “ n
only YOU don’t get to witchin’ and forget your work,
The mittens must be done afore Sat’day night, you

‘NAFot a while the needles flashed in and out, the
mitten grew longer, and the work went o" J
and quietly, as if Hetty had been one of the ~wly
patented knitting-machmes. The sunshme m
?hadow pictures on the grass, the leaves over te
head i-ustled pleasantly, and ®
waved silently in a tangle of light und J~"e
beeswent humming by, and the butterflies brush d
her face, but stilL tbc little maid wovked fakhfuUy
at her task. The last mitten was nearly finisheo.

Presently the sudden sound of chattermg voic«
and merry laughing caused her ‘o look up m su-
prise  Three little girls were coming toward her,
and one of them said, quite pohtely;

“ We saw you here, and thought it Loked ste
a nicc shady place for our dolls’ picnic.
mind if we staid with you to play .

“ 1should be very glad, indeed,” answered Hetty,

Should you



heartily; but she scarcely looked at her little vis-
itors— her eyes were fixed on the dolls which two
of them carried. Hetty had a rag-doll of her own
make, hidden away in a box under her bed, and it
was one of her most precious possessions. She
had seen prettier ones at the store, and had long
dreamed of saving pennies to buy one— but these
dolls! these were so unlike anything she had ever
seen orimagined, that they “ tookawayherbreath,”
she said. They had dainty waxcn faces, with cheeks
like rose-leaves, and great blue eyes with dark,
silky lashes, and real golden hair, wavy and long.
“ They must be meant for dolls’ angels,” she
thought, but said not a word. Hetty was not given
to speaking her mind, Miss Thankful W hite’s motto
being; “ Little girls must be seen, but not lieard.”

W hile she stood lost in admiring wonder, the lit-
tle strangers, with a busy chatter, set about prepar-
ing their picnic. Before long, Hetty knew that they
lived in Boston, and that they, with their mamma,

SHOULD YOU MIND IK WB STAID WITH YOU TO PLAY?”

were boarding at the Maplcwood Farm, near by,
for the summer; that two of thcm were sisters, and
one a cousin. All this, and much more, was told
to their new neighbor.

Presently Hetty said, thoughtfully : “ 1 guess lit-
tle girls are heard in Boston.”

They looked at her a minute in surprisc, and then
one answered:

“ Why, yes, of course j are n't they in Patchook ?”

“ Miss Thankful says they should only be seen,”
was the rcply.

“ Who is Miss Thankful?”

“ Why, she 's Miss Thankful White ; and I live
with her.”

“ Is she your aunt?”

“ No; she’s the one who took me to bring up,
when Mother died— to help 'round, and save her
steps, and do the house chores.” Hetty inade this
long specch quite rapidly, as if she had heard it,
or said it, so often that she knew it by heavt, and
then she fell to knitting busily.

Her little playmates looked at her and at one
another, but did not answer. This was a kind of
life they knew nothing about. They could not

THEY ASICBD.

imagine a little girl without a papa and mamma,
auntie and cousins, plenty of toys and playtime,
and lots of laughing and taiking.

Soon one of them, with a bright thought, said



i82

quickly: “ Would you like to hold my dolly, while
~helo set the tablc ?”

This was delightful. Hetty
and taking the dainty cteature gently in her arms,

“ SHR TOOK ONE LOOK AT HER OSAR OLD RAO DOLL-

she lightly smoouied the long, soft drcss of finest
frills and laces. W hat a wonder of beauty . Hetty
sat silent and happy, stroking the hair and
touching the little hands and pretty kid shoes.

“ Where did it come from ?” she asked at

A®'M?Sncle Charley bought it for mo at onc of the
Boston shops,” answered the little owner,
carelessly- A waxdoli was nothing strange

Then Hetty took up the other doli and
comparedthem -“ abrown-eyedbcauty and
a blue-eyed angel,” she Aought.

Suddenly she heard Miss Thankful's voice
calling: “ Hetty, Hetty Williams! Cantyou
see it 's near sundown ? How are the cows
to get homec if you don’t spry up and start
dftcr 'éin ™"

Sure enough, the day was nearly done,
and when the little strangevs started for
Maplewood Farm, long, spmdimg shadows,
ivith long, spindling dolls in their arms, ran
alongside of them. Hetty saw this, as she
stopped to look back after them on her way
to the house. ~ \

Then off she trudged after Sukey and
Tenny, but she passed by the flaming goldcn-
lod, the purple asters, and the creamy buck-
wheat withoutever once secmg them, Itwas
like walking in her sleep. Her eyes were
open, but she saw nothing exccpt the pretty
doU-faces she was dreaming about.

After the cows were home, and the milk in the
bright pans, she finished the last mitten and bound

[Januabv,

it off in the fading light. Before she shpped »
her little bed, she took her dear oid rag doli from
the box for one look.
It was dreadful. She shut her eyes tight and
put it back quickly out of sight. Those
lovely doli angels! She could not quite
keep thom out of her prayers, even. It
took a long, long time for Hetty to go
to sleep that night. Her restless head
tosscd from sido to side. When, at last,
it lay quite still, and she was fast asleep,
it was still full of rosy drcains. Blue-
eyed dollics, with pink faces and, wavy
hair, crowded about her pillow,
The first beams of the morning sun-
shine found Hetty standing in the mid-
dle of the floor, with a brand-new idea
caught tight and fast in her tangle of
hair. Miss Thanklul had not called her.
She was not even stirring yet, and Hetty
spoke aloud: . ,
“ Miss Thankful will take the mittens
to the store to-day— that makes six pair
— and Mr. Dob-
binswillsendthem
to Boston. That
is where the doli
carne from.”
Inaminute more
Hetty had found a

TOM READS THE LETTER ISEE NEXT FAGE.]

pencil and some scraps of paper, and was seaKd
by the low ivindow, busily writmg.

It was clear)
something very important.

She wrote one no



tore it up; and then another and did the same; the
third time it seemed to suit her. Next, she folded
it very small and fiat; then she took the new mit-
tens from the drawer, and tucked the folded paper
ciése up into the tip of the right hand-

“ Good motnin’, Miss Thankful,” said Mr.
Dobbins; “ want to trade fur mittens agin, doye?
Well, tirat little girl o’ yourn makes 'em ’'mazin’
sprucc. None o’ the knittiii’-machines beat Hetty
much. We kin get rid o’ all ye kin fetch. A
Boston man was in here yist’day and spoke fur
a dozen pair. So help yerself, Miss Thankful;
got some extra fine cotton clotlr, ver>- cheap, and
some hansum caliker as ever you see.”

Hetty was at the south door as the oid chaise
drove up, and took the pareéis from Miss Thank-
ful. She saw the mittens had not come back.
“ Gone tu Boston,” she whispcred joyfully, as she
turned into the house again.

So they had— started that very day.
not stay long in Boston, however.
ftill of western merchants, buying for the fal!
and winter. Among the rest, stacks of woolen
gloves and mittens went off over the iron tracks, up
into the great, cold north-west-
ern country, where Jack Frost
has joUy times playing his Rus-
sian pranks, and nipping noses,
ears, and fingcrs.

They did
The city was

Timewentby, andwinter carne
in dead earncst. Jack Frost en-
joyed hisrough jokes and found
his way through all kinds of
gloves. The clerks of a great
store up in Minnesota were tired
of saying to customers, “ Weare
out of woolen mittens, sir— all
gone long ago— not a woolen
glove left in the house, sir.”

“ Helio, Mike, what is this?”
said a pleasant-faced young fel-
low to one of the porters, as he
drew out a packing-box from
a dark cérner in the cellar.

“ Shure an’ 1 dun’ no, sir.
1’'mthinkin’it 's siimthin’ that's
hid itself away, unbeknownst loike.”

“Wec 'll find out gitickly,” said the young man.
Mike’'s hatchet went splintering and cracking
through the dry wood till the covcr flew off.

“ Wullun gloves! Misther Tom, and it’'s the
lucky foind, sir. Shure the paaple 'll be twice
gladdcr to have thim now, sir, than in the
warrum wayther whin they cum, sir.”

Tom laughed at Mike’s sharp way of dodging

HETTY SAT ilKE A STATUE. LOOKING AT IIEK TRBASt/RE."

the blame, and ordered them brought upstairs
to be put on the counter at once. As he turned
away, he took up the top pair. “ First come,
first served,” he said; “ these are my share. My
oid ones leak the cold everywherc.” Sitting
down by the glowing stove, he examined his prize
at his leisure. * Good, thick, warm wool,” said
he. “ No thin places; honest work, first quality.”

By this time, two or three others had gathered
around him, each with a pair of the new “ find.”
When Tora tried the fit of his new gloves, his
fingers touched something in the very tip of the

right hand. Turning it wrong-side out, he found a
carcfully folded papcr, like a note. Smoothing
it out on his knee, he read it aloud :

“ My fiame is Hetty Williams. | am eight
years oid. 1 live in Patchook, Mass. 1 knit
these mittens for Mr. Dobbins’s store. | wish the

gentleman who buys them would send me a wax
doli. 1have only a rag doli, and | want one with
a wax face and blue eyes, and pink cheeks and
real hair. | want her very much indeed.”

“ Hurrah for little Hetty ! ” said Mr. Tom; “ she

[SEE NEXT PAGE.]

shall have her wax baby for Christmas-day.” And
then he fell into a brown study. The fact was,
Tom had been born “ away down East,” and he
had worked a while in a country store there. He
knew in a minute just what Mr. Dobbins’s store
was like. He fairly smclt the soap, and fish,
and coffee, and could see the calicées, and dishes,
and woolen socks, and gray mittens. It did not
take long to think all this, and then he cried:



“ Whowaiits to help geta stunning doli for little
Hetty? |1'm glad Mr. Dobbins sent her gloves
along this way.” .

The boys who did not get notes in their mittens
tried to think that Hetty had knitted them all
the same, and when Tom passed around his hat,
the halves and quarters rattled m, then a tradc-
dollar thumped down, and a greenback or two
fluttered in silently. Tom took the proeecds and
went to the gayest toy-shop m town, and found
a famous wax dolly, Itwas as big and as plump
as a Uve baby, and much prettier, he thought. It
had a long white frock, and shut its eyes properly
when Tom laid it down to count out the money to
pay for it. It did not take long to pack it snugly
in a smooth box. Then Tom pastecl Hetty's open
letter on the cover. He went down himselfwith it
to the express, and told tlie boys it must go free,
and that every one might send a Merry Christmas
to little Hetty till the lid was full of good wishes.
| doubt if therc ever was so much writing outside
of one box. Every man who handled it seemed
to think at once of some little sister or daughter
or niece, and for her sake sent a gieeting to the
little girl in Patchook.

The day before Christmas, Miss Thankful
W hite’s oid chaise stopped at Mr. Dobbins’s store
and post-office, and that lady, with Hetty to carry
the pareéis, carne up to the counter.

“ Good mornin’, Miss Thankful— wish ye
Merry Christmas— fine frosty weather, this. Le’
me see; | think therc's a letter for your little gal,
Hetty there— carne this mornin’. Get it out,

Hetty~s eyes opened wider than ever before in
her Ufe, A letter for her ! What could it mean ?
Mr Dobbins must have made a mistake. But no,
the red-haired boy. Dan, read the address, and
handed it straight to her.

Miss Hetty Williams, Patchook, Mass."

Her first letter 1 She never thought of opening
ij she was too much astonished and too well
pleased.

“ Sakcs alive! Hetty Williams, what bo you
standin’ there for, Uke as if you was struck dumb?
W hy don’'t ye hev sense enough Icft to open that
letter and find out su’thin’ about it?”

But as Hetty did not stir, Miss Thankful took it

from her hand, removed her glasses, wipcd
them and put them on again, llion carefully
opened it and siowly read aloud :

“There is a box for Hetty Williams, in the

express office at Fitchtown. Will be kept till

called for.
Patchook,”

This express docs not deliver in

“Wall, to be sure! Who kin it be from? how
kin we git it?” queried that lady, helplessly.

“ Why, bless ye, Miss Thankful, that's as easy
as rollin’ off a log. My boy Dan is jest liitchin’
up to go to Fitchtown express for sornc store
goods. He'll bring Hetty’s box along with him,
and glad tew.”

Just after early nightfall that day, Mr.
bins's wagon rattled up to the south door. Miss
Thankful and Hetty both rushed out to meet
Dan, and it would be hard to say which was the
spryer of the two.

Miss Thankful took the box from Dan wili
many thanks, and carried it into the house,

Dob-

“ It ’s rather big and hefty for you, Hetty;” and
then the good woman ecarefully pricd off the cover
with a claw-hammer and stove-lifier. The Chnst-
mas softness had, somehow, found its way to her
heart, and so she quietly moved away to put up
the “ tools,” and left Hetty to imfold the wrap-
pings by herself and first see the sight, whatcver
it might be.

Hetty,'when Miss Thankful carne back, sat as
still as a statue, with foldccl hands, looking only
at her trcasurc. Miss Thankful settled her spec-
tacles, took one good look, and then exclaimed:
“Wall, | never! This does bcat all natur.
Where'upon airth did it ever rain down from ?”

Just then, her “ specs” grew dim, and the oid
lady took them off and wiped them well; then she
continued: “ Deary me, deary me! Well, 1 am
ricrht down glad that the Lord ’'s put it into some-
iin’s heart to clap to and send that child a doli
baby. |'m sure I never should 'a’ thought o’ such
a thiiig, if 1'd I'ved a thousand year, and yet
how powerful happy the little creetur is over it,
to be sure! She looks like a pictuv’, kneelm
there by the box, with her eyes shinin’ so bright
and so still, just as if the doli baby was aii angel,
come down in its long white frock.”

1 only wish Tom could have seen Hetty then,
or afterward, when she sat by the bnght-wood-
fire lookingwith childish delight into the so™ .U«e
eyes of her waxen darling. Or if he couk. -.ave
taken one look at the two heads on tlie pillow ot
the little attic bed, that night— both pair of eyes
fast shut, and Hetty’'s small arm huggmg her
treasure tight and fast in hersoundcstsleep n
would then have known to a ceitainty that little
Hetty Williams was to have at least one happy
Christmas.



ELIZABETH

BUTLER.

By Ai.icf. Meynf.li..

[Many of the older boys and girls among our readers, who have seen in the print-shops beautiful cngravings
known as “ The Roll-call,” “ Quatre Bras,” “ Baladava," etc, and have heard of lhe fame of Elizabeth Thompson,
the brilliant English girl who painted the original pictures, will be glad to vead the following interesting sketch,

written by her sister, Mrs. Meyncll.

For scveral of the illustrations to this article (the drawings on pages jgo,

191, 192, and 193, showing singie-hgure studies from some of the prominent English regimenls) we are indebted
to the artist hersclf, who drew them expressly for St. Nicholas.]

It is not altogether unusual for an artist’s or an
author's work to be the subject of a brothcr’s com-
ment in criticism or biography. Sons have written
of their fathers; many a wife has chronieled the
labors of her husband ; and if one sister is asked,

as | have been, to record the hap-
py and successful early carcer of
another, she will be ready, for the
sake of a task so pleasant, to set
aside the feelings of family diffi-
dence which might make her as
modest in rcspect of her sister's
fame as if it were her own.

Short biographics ofMrs. Butler
have been plcntifiil cnoiigh, and
have vied with one another in in-
correctness. Elizabeth Thompson
(Mrs. Butler) was positivcly un-
known to the great public when
her “ Roll-call” took the worldby
storm, and it was scarcely to be
wondered at that the surprise at
her success, joined to the common
lovc of wonders, gave risc to many
mistakes in regard to her past.
One delusion it is well to putan
end to at the outset- -the Opinion
that her suddcn success was not
preceded by long and careful
study. In fact, Mrs. Butler has
been a worker at art from the age
of five.

ller fathcr’s systcm of instruc-
tion consistcd of rcading aloud the
things which he wished to instill
into her mind, while she practiced
drawing and sketching. lie be-
lieved that this kind of occupation
on her part was no hinderancc to
mental attcntion, but that, on the
contrary, the after-sight of the
drawing procluced during the read-
ing of some passage of history
would recall the cvents to which
the little artist was listening while
her pcncil was at work. A little

guestioning at the end of each lesson was, of
course, necessary to test whether the pursuit of
art had or had not been too absorbing. Un-
doubtedly the success of this plan was mainly due
to his own gentleness and patience Upon the



whole, the system was found to work well, and it
was no doubt persevered in becausc it enabled her
father to give his two children more advanced m-
struction than would have been possible without
the constant comraent and explanation which a
reader is able to supply, better than any other
teacher, to his hearers. He undcrtook the whole
education of his daughters, giving up his time,
and of course denying himself much that other-
wise his cultivated nature would have enjoyed, for
the sake of consdentiously fulfiiling his self-im-
posed task.

A few words in commeraoration may
be permitted

in this unavoidably personal little
record, cspecially now tlrat he is no longer here to
forbid the acknowledgment of all that his cele-
brated daughter owes to him.

Born in 18u, in the West Indies, Elizabeth
Thompson's father was carly left an orphan, and
was brought up in the care of his grandfather; he
was educated under privare tuition and at Trinity
College, Cambridge, which hisdelicatehealth, how-
«ver, caused him to leave before he had Ukcn his
degree. He married, for the first time, very early;
iost his young wife after the birth of a son and
daughter, and adopted a life of travcl and of liter-
ary and artistic interests, collecting pictures, study-
ing by way of pleasure, and enjoying the society
of which the late Lord Lytton, Charles Dickens,
and D’'Orsay were tire principal stars. Durmg this
period he made a trip to America— rather an un-
common thing in those days ; and it was a source
of keen pleasure to him, not only at the time, bul
in the memories of his later life.

Of my father’s friendship with Charles Dickens
little necd be recordcd here, exccpt that it was
ciése and unusually affectionatc; that he joined
some of the amateur theatricals which the novel-
ist so enthusiastically loved, and that it was Charles
Dickens who introduced him to tire lady who bc-
came his second wife and the mother of the battle-
painter. Meeting, in Liverpool, a young girl who
inspirad him with an admiration attcsted by some
of the most enthusiastic lettcrs he ever wrote.
Charles Dickens could not help covcting the prize
mnbehalf of his friénd. What he hoped for ha[>
pened, in effect, more quickly than he had antici-
pated. He was the confidant of the engagement,
the life of tire wedding, and, with Mrs. Dickens,
the companion of the closing month of a long
wedding journcy. His note of congratulation on
the birth of tire eldcst daughter, Elizabeth, which
cvent took place at Lausannc immediately after
he had left the young couplc in Switzerland, has
been published in the third volume of “ Dickens's
CoUected Letters.”

About seven or cight years later he met my par-
«nts again ; this time they were living, with their

[JaKUABY,

two little girls, within sight of the snow-capped
peaks of the Appenines, in an oid palace, the Villa
de Franchi, immediately overlooking the Mediterra-
nean, with olive-clad Irills at the back; on the left,
the great promontory of Porto Fino; on the right,
the Bay of Genoa, some twelve miles away, pd
the long Une of the Apennines sloping down into
the sea. The palace gardcn descended, terrace
by terrace, to the rocks, being, indeed, less_a
garden than what is called a villa in tire Liguria,
and a fodere in Tuscany — a fascinating mixture
of vine, olive, maize, flowers, and corn. A fount-
ain in marble, lined with maiden-hair, played at
the Juirction of each tcrraced flight of steps. A
great ljilliard-roora on the first floor, hung with
Chinese designs, was Elizabeth Thompsons first
school-room; and there Charles Dickens, upon one
of his Italian visits, burst in upon a Icsson in multi-
plication. It was the first and almost the only time
| ever saw hinr. In dim remembrance, he abides as
a noisy, very rosy, very energctic, and emplratically
English persoiiality, though his person itselfisquite
forgotten; and the fact that nine times irme are
eiglrty-one has remained in the girls’ minds as one
of the most unmistakable items of arithmetic,
accompanied by the clap of hands and the cordial
shout with which he proclaimed it.

The two children never went to school, and
had no other teacher than tlreir father— except
their mother for music, and tire usual professors
for “ accomplishments ” in later years. And
wlrcther living happily in their Ireautiful Gcnoese
home, or farthcr north .among the picturesque
lulian lakes, or in Switzerland, or among the
Kcntish hop-gardens and the parks of Surtey (the
family having a more tlian Bedaweeir fondness for
liberty of movement), Elizaboth’s one
occupation of drawiirg was never abandoned
— liteially not for a day. With it went a pecul-
iar faculty of observation which her father
fostered continually. On the family veiUmpo
journeys to Florence, to Switzerland, and eUe-
where the small artist’'s head was always out ol
the window, watching with a perfcctly inexhaust-
ible interest the changing of horses and tire ever-
varying humors of the road-side. In England, the
subjects of study— and of very profitable study
undoubtedly— were the action of the cncket-field
and the labors of cart-lrorses in the hay-harvest.
Assurcdly the child was never idle, for her eyes
were hard at work. The promise of her sketches
had declared itself very early to eyes able to dis-
criminate between what is significant and living m
such elemcntary attempts, and what is only the
common work of baby fingcrs- Both her paren
were, in fact, artists; her father having an alto-

gethcr cxceptional, though untaught, power m



drawing heads, and her mothei being a landscape-
painter whose capacity Mr. Ruskin and the late
Mr. Tom Taylor, among other critics, recognizcd
with marked interest and admiration. Nor were
the child’s wise guides alanned at what might have
been considercd as unfeminine in the subjects she

chose— stampedes of wild horses, battles, and
soldiers invarious combinations. So strong a tend-
ency, it was felt, had a meaning; the love of

horses especially seemed to point to a following of
Rosa Bonheur; but happily Elizabcth Thompson,
when in her early teens, abandoned the intention
of being exclusively an animal painter.

When the child was fifteen, it was resolved (the
family being at that time in England) that the
routine of art-training might begin without inter-

AN OUTLINE SKETCH ON ELIZABETH THOMPSON'S FAJIOUS PICTUBE *

fering unduly with other studies; and my sister
joined the South Kensington School of Design,
but only for a session, the work proving too ine-
chanical to profit her much. A teacher of art-
painting was therefore engagei, a Mr. Standish,
and the young aspirant handled the brush for the
first time.

After a winter of hard work carne a three-
years’ sojourn at Bonchurch, in the Isle of Wight,
where Elizabeth Thompson rcceivecl instruction in
water-color and landscapc from a Mr. Cray, con-
tinuing her own sketches from imagination and
nature with ceaseless pleasurc. Bonchurch is a
pretty place, but Bonchurch life is hardly pictur-
esque; fortunately, horses are everywherc, and are
always good subjects, even though nothing rougher
or more characteristic be at hand than carriage-
horses, or the well-groomed mare of the family
butcher.

After still another visit abroad carne aprolonged
stay in London and anotlier application, this time
under new circumstances, for the national art-
instruction at South Kensington. The hcad-master

THE ROLL-CALU '

there at the time was Mr. Richard Burchett, whose
discrimination as a teachcr and whose enlightened
encouragement of the lady students (always under
a disadvantage in Government schools) were of
signal assistancc to many a beginner. He knew
how to dispense with routine in a place of which
routine was, apparently, the very life; and to him

* It is impossible to presenl within the limits of one page nn adequate copy of “ The Roll-call,” as the lequired

reduction would make the faces so small that their expression would be lost.

e give a reduced outline of the

entire picture, and on pages 18S and 189 show copies of some of its mosl interesting groups.
AU the reproductious here given from the picture of “ The Roll-call” are made with d,e kind permision

of the Fine Art Society, 148 New Bond Street, London, owners of the copyright.

ITie painting belongs to Her

Majesty the Queen, and is now at Windsor Castle, but was in the possession of the Fme Art Society for some

time, and was seen by nearly a quarter of a million people.

The steel-plate cngravmg (from wluch our

engravings are copied) was prepared by Mr. F. Stackpoole. A. R. A., at a cost of nearly /2000 ($10,000);
and after thirty-five hundred impressions had been taken off, the piate was deslroyed although m good con-
dition. in order that the valué of the engravings might not be lessened by the issue of mfenor impressions.



the new pupil’s sketches were submittcd, with the
bold request that, if he saw fit, he would aUow
her to skip the room in which drawings of scroll-
work were to be copied fot a certain nuinbcr of
months, the room in which outlincd flowers were
to be reproduced, the room in which an egg was
to be shadcd, and that in which a chair was to be
studied in perspectivc, and all the other prelimin-
aries to the “ antique” and the “ life.” The per-
mission was readily granted, and Elizabeth Thomp-
son became a pupil in figiire-drawing. She never
considercd, however, that her course of study at
South Kensington had done for her what it

ought to have clone in the time which she spent

there, or that the system in forcé was personal

or careful enough to develop individual power.
And it was between two long courscs of study
there that she enjoyed the summer in Florence
and the winter in Rome to which she thought she
owed almost al! the solid success of after years.

CiROUP PKOM *“ THE KOLL-CALU

In 1868,
Genoa, the

home, and in which her half-sister had married
and remaincd. The following sprmg saw the
family in a Florentine vila upon the road to
Fiesole, within walk- ~ ing distance of the

heart of Florence. . Elizabeth Thomp-
son at once entered the stu-
dioof Profes- - ..J.. sor BeUucci,

ncnt historical
time in ltaly,
utmost use of six
cellentinstruction.
ered from him she
never lost, and she was wont to say
that his methocl of correcting a touch
or an outline, and then asking her whether she
had understood the motive of the correction, was
wortli more than a lectuve on painting.
tliing was personal, well-divected, and insistent
— the very antithcsis, in fact, of class teaching,
where generalities are unavoidable. The stead-
fast young stiidcnt iised to rise betimes, to
iDreakfast alone before the rest of the family,
and to walk down with a maid into the town,
to the oid paved street of Santa Reparata,
where Signor Bellucci liad his studio. On the
days when slic did not work with him, she copied
passages from the frescoes in the cloisters of the
Annimziata, mastcrpieces of Andrea del Sarto and
Franciabigio, making a special study of tbc
clrapery of the !9st-nained painter. The sacris-
tans of the oid chiirch — the most popular chiirch
in Florence— knew and welcomed the young
English girl, who sat for hours so intcntly at her
work in the cloister, unheeding the coming and
going of the long procession of congtegations pass-
ing through the gates.

Her studics in the gallerics were also luii
of delight and profit, though she made no other
copies, and she was wont to say that of al
the influenccs of the Florentine school which

the most erai-
painter of his
and made the
months of his ex-
What she gath-

(JROUP PKOM
“THE ROLL*
CALL "

Every-



the most important. The intense heat of a mid-
summer which, day aftei' day, showcd a hundred
degrees Fahrenheit in the shade could not make
her relax work, and hor master, Florentine as he
was, was obliged to beg her to spare him, at least
for a wcek, if she would not spare herself. It was
toward the end of October that artist and pupil
parted, his confidence in her future being as un-
bounded as her gratitude for his admirable skill
and minuto carefulness. During the following
seven raonths, gpent in Rome, no other teaching
was sought besides the silcnt instruction of the
great galleries. Under the influences of the city,
militar/ subjccts were put aside for the time, and

GRUUPS KROM “ THE ROUL-CALI

Elizabeth Thompson sketched the Romans of to-
day, drcw from the usual modcls, and acliieved a
religious picturc— the “ Visitation of the Blessed
Virgin to St. Elizabeth ”— which gained honorable
mention at an ecclesiastical art exhibition opcned
by Tope Pilis the Ninth in the cloisters of the Car-
thusian monasterye In Rome, too, was studicd from
the life a scene of a, Roméan Sunday-school which
the artist had been much interested in watching—
the priests and children at catechism, the groups
gathercd togethcr in different parts of the churches
or cloisters, the clemonstrative intercst and emplia-
sis with which the raonks pressed their theological
dogmas into the boyish mind, and the evident
good-will that inspired the little Icarners. Nor,
fortimately for our artist and the public, was there
any lack of other sketchablc matter in Rome that
season, the Vatican Council having assembled in
December, and the cluirches and streets being

thronged with “ types”— Oriental and Occidental,
Tartar and African and Mongolian ; while lan-
guages, habits, and vestments were as various as
the faces. The Coimcil was still in session when
the artist, with her family, went to Lnndon in the
early summer.

At this time Elizabeth Thompson, again a
student at .South Kcnsington, bccame a regular
exhibitor at the Dudley Gallery and other water-
color exhibitions. Militar/ subjects had resumed
their strong hold on her fancy; and her drawings
of cavalry in action, of recruits at drill, and kin-
dred scenes gained so much appreciation that a
leading critic adjiidged her, to her own surprise, to

be, in her higher
studies of char-
acter, a rival to
Fortuny. Dur-
ing her sojourn
in Florence she
hadentered upon
her profession in
the formal man-
ner which is
marked by a first
sale, and a few
years previously
she had been an
occasional con-
tributoi to the
Socicty of Lady
Artists in Lon-

don, but her

regular ex-

hibition

career maybecoti-
sidered as "oiiWIBIIW dating from
the season of 1870. While,

however, her militar/ work was meeting with what
promisecl to be a success, the Roméan religious
picture of which mention has been made under-
went a more than usually rigorous fate at the
hands of the Royal Academy, being not only re-



igo

jected, but displaying, when eventually recovered
from the cellars of that institution, a ragged hole
in the carefully painted evening sky large enough
to give a glinipse of the sky of London through
the canvas, The next picture, sent to the Acad-
emy from the Isle of Wight, was rejected also,
but carne home without a hole; the next year the
young artist tried again— this time with a subject
from the Franco-Prussian wav, then of compara-
tively recent interest. “ Missing” was the title,
and the picture commemorated onc of those side-
incidents of a c&mpaign in which she believed
that art might find a truer and more human
interest than in the masses and generalities of a
battle. Two French officers, oid and young, both

A IANCEB. I7TH REGINRKT. iDRAWN DV ELIZADET.I BVTLER

FOR ST. NICHOLAS.1

wounded and with one wounded horse between
them, have lost their way after a disastrous defcat;
their iames will appear in the sad roll as missmg,

and the manner of their death will never be

known. The picture gained admittance to the

Academy, to the artist's great pleasure, but was
hung too high up, or, as it is technically termed,
“ skycd.” During the same year she received
her first commisslon, which carne from one of the
wealthy art-patrons of the gi‘eat metrépolis, and
was accepted as a welcome encouragement and
proof of appreciation. The subject was to be
military; and the artist resolved upon “ The Roll-
call.” In sticking so resolutely to the painting of
soldiers she abandoned several oth,er branches of
art in which she would probably have won dis-
tinction; sacrcd history, romantic history, por-
trait, landscape, or, as has been said,
painting, all lay well within her power, and had
been practiced by her; but she was aware not
only that her own taste pointed decisively m
another direction, but that there was a movement
in her time which it would be wUe to jom. Mih-
tary painting in France was, in this Ireatmcnt of
individual soldiers and of incidents of the battle-
field rather than of battles and of masses of men,
a new art, followed by brilliant votaries; but in
England the beginning had not been made. All
artists in these days of numbers feel the great desir-
ableness of some fresh field— if only such should
be open tothem. To Elizabeth Thompson this
frcshest of fields was manifestly open ; she was,
by her long preparation, ready for the time, and
the time was ready for her. The almost ovet-
whelming success of “ The Roll-call”” owed some-
thing of its completeness to this fortinate com-
bination. A studio was taken in London for the
production oi the picture, and there the artist
worked on several canvases in years to come.

In the spring of 1874, “ The Roll-call” was duly
sent in to the Royal Academy, and was received
with a cheer by the committee. By degrees
tidings of its success were carried to the pmnter and
her family; there were unmistakable signs of a
sensation in the town; the clubs were full of
rumors of a great picture by a woman ; scraps ot
talk about it were overheard in railway trains. And
yet'this preparation hardly broke the shock of sur-
prise when, on the morning after the Academy
banquet, the spceches of both the Prince of Wales
and the Duke of Cambridge were foimd to refer m
tcrms of generous praisc to the work of the un-
known girl. Such a compliment had seldom or
never been paid to a new namc, and it was the
prelude to a popular furore which can only be
described as unexamplcd. The Private View had
out one topic of talk, and the pictiire was pre-
served from destruction at the hands of a mob ot
fricndly sight-seers only by the efforts of a police-
man; not since the days of Wilkie's first g«at
success had such a guard been necessary. But



“ The RoU-call " officer had unquestionably a busy
timeof itj from morningtill night the throng never
loosened, or relaxed from its hard knot in front of

A TRUMPETEIl OF THB BOYAL HORSE ARTIULEKV
ST. KICHOLAS-1

the picture, except, indeed, on one occasion, when
a gap, as memorable as che crowcl, occurred on
the day when the Queen, who did not visit the
Academy at that time, had the picture removed
to Buckinghain Palace for a few hours, that she
raight see a work of such special interest to a
sovereign who has always lovccl her army.  “ The
Roll-call” was, as has been said, the result of a
commission; but, when Her Majesty expressed a
wish to possess it herself, the owner loyally ceded
his claim, on condition that the next ycar’s picture
should be his. The copyright was purchased for
fifteen times the amount of tlie original commission,
and during the cnsuing four years was cither in
the hands of the engraver (Mr. Stackpoole, who
produced an admirable piate) or on view in the
provincial towns, where it bccame even a grcater
lion than it had been in Lonclon. And if the
picture was a lion, the painter was the heroine of
the season, and so pursued with her celebrity that
the preservation of serenity of mind was no slight
achievement. The whispcr of her fiame drew

[DRAWN DV ELIZABETH BUTLEE FOR

crowds about her in ball-rooms, at exhibitions, in
the public ways; but she never relaxed work for a
day. The next year’s picture was her constant
preoccupaiion, and neither
the pleasure of celebrity
fior the distraction of noto-
riety ever discomposed her.
“ Quatre Bras” was exhib-
ited in 1875, and drew a
crowd equal to that which
thronged round its prede-
cessor; it had also the hon-
or of Mr. Ruskin’s praise.
“ 1 never approached a pict-
ure,” he wrote, “ with more
iniquitous prejudice against
it than | did Miss Thomp-
son’s— partiybecause | have
always said that no woman
could paint; and secondly,
because | thought what the
public made such a fuss
about mus/ .be good for
nothing. But it is Ama-
zon’s work, this, no doubt
of it, and the first fine pre-
raphaelite picture of battle
we have had, profoundly in-
teresting, and showing all
manner of illustrative and
rcalistic faculty. The sky is
most tenderly painted, and
with the truest outline of
cloud of all in the exhibi-
cion ; and the terrific piece
of gallant vvrath and ruin on the extreme left,
where the cuirassier is catching round the neck
of his horse as he falls, and the convulsed fallen
horsc, seen through the smoke below, is wrought
through all the truth of its frantic passion with
gradations of color and shade wliich I have not
seen the like of since Tutner's dcath.” “ The
Return from Balaclava” followed in 1876, and
“ Inkerman”— a retum of infantry in this case
— in 1877.

This was the year of Elizabeth-Thompson’s
maiTlage with Major (now Colonel) Butler, C. B.
(who as the author of “ The Great Lone Land”
needs no introduction), an alliance which has
strengthened her love of muitary art by inspiring
her with a personal interest in the army, and which
has also given her a new country— Ireland— hence-
forth to be in its landscapes and its people the
subject of her enthusiastic study. The deep
coloring of the climate, its strong effects of light
and cloud, have delighted her eye and her im-
aginacién. Whereas her former recreation con-



AN ENGLISH SOLDIBK OF THE I7TH LANCERS
[DRAWN BY EU2ABETH BUTLER FOK
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sisted generally of a trip to Italy,
to the familiar Mediterranean or
to the Tuscan vincyards in time
of viiitage, it now usually takes
the form of a stay in some Irish
glen ; but wherever Mis. Butler
travels it is with the enjoyment
of one to whom all things are
always new, whose sketch-book
is constantly in her hand, who
has that artist’s gift fellcitously
called by some one “ collodion
on the retina,” and whose intelli-
gent appreciation of the realities
of character and incident in the
world has done so much to in-

ELIZABETH

MEMBER OF THE

BUTLER.

“ SCOTS GREYS.”
ST. NICHOLAS]

[anuary,

fonn and strengthen her
dramatic imagination. Of
her two pictures exhibited
in 1879, one (* 'Listed
for the Connaught Ran-
gcrs”) dealt with Irish
life, and the other(“ The
Remnant of an Army”)
with onc of the most
tragic events in the In-
dian history of England—
the solitary arrival of Dr.
Brydon under the walls
of Jellalahad in 1842, after
the destruction of General
Elphinstone’s forcé of
16,000 by the Afghans.
A commission from the
Queen produced “ The
Defcnseof Rorke’s Drift,’
an incident of the Zulu
war, exhibited at the
Royal Academy in 1881;
and in the same year was

(DRAWN BY ELIZABETH BUTLER FOE



completed Ae picture called “ Scotland For-
ever” !'which, in the opinién of many critics,
showed an increased devclopment of power in
movement, in the expression of energy, and
in the drawing of the horse.

Mrs. Butler in her studio is surrounded by
the signs of work mther than by those signs
of play which make many an artist’s aielier
an apartment for the display of luxury. No
bric-4-brac and no bits of subtle drapery are
thcre, no stuffcd peacocks and no orangc-trces
in fiower: her art deais with other matters.
The walls are hung with oid uniforms— the
tall shako, the little coatee, and the stiff stock
— which the visitor’'s imagination may stuff out
with the form of the British soldier as he fought
in the days of Waterloo. These are objects of
use, not ornament; so are the relies from the
fields of France in 1871, and the asscgais and
spears and little sharp wooden maces from
Zulu-land. These accessories of her art are
peculiarly dear to Mrs. Butler. And, in-
dced, uniforms and arms have a meaning, a
spirit and significance, which no othcr kind
of garment possesses. Her models are not the
usual professionals— pretty women in elabérate
liistorical costumes, or men who have achieved a
triumph in the developmcnt of muscle. Mrs.
Butler diaws directly from her subjects— the sol-
dier and the horse; and as Wordsworth’s pro-
i'erbial servant-girl, on being asked to show her
inaster’s study, said that his library was in the
liouse but that he studied in the fields, so it may
be said that Mrs. Butler studies in the fields, in
the streets, making notes from horses as they
rest at pasture or labor at draught. The walls
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A HUSSAR SCOUT [DRAWN 1» ELIZAnfiTM PUTUER, FOR

ST. NICHOLAS]

of her studio are hung with sketches .is well as
with “ properties”— Genoese studies and Floven-
tine studies, drawmgs of Tuscan oxen in the vinc-
yards, impressions of landscape, light, and color.
That she spends her time in learning is a fact
which should exist in the life of any artist; and
that the altercd conditions and duties cntailed
upon her by matrimony have not interfered with
her oid indiistry should encourage those young
women who fear marriage as an obstacie to success
in art-

(dRAWN UY EUZARETH BUTLER



,s N'T IT ABOUT TIME TO CET OUT OF THE WAY?

THE

TINKHAM BROTHERS’

TIDE-MILL?*

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chafi'eu vil

THE BOY5 IN COUNCIL-

RUPE and Rod ran on inerrily down the bank,
while Letty waited alone on the bridge, in the
pleasant evening light, until Rush carne out of
Mr. Rumney’s yard and joined her.

The innocent girl was thinking gratefully of iht
happy days which awaited them in that charmmg
spot, with the lake so near and the> river _run-
ning by thcir door, délighting thc.r e)\/gé %Fﬂl‘é it
itraed”~he mili, when a glance at Rush’s per-
turbed face startled her from that bright ~ream.

“ Rupe !” he cried, “ go and find the boys and
tell them 1 want to see 'em. About something
very particular.” n

Then, after. the youngsters were gone: 1
tell you all about it now,” he said m answei
to an cager inquiry frora his sister. I didnt
want the boys to know, for we must keep it from
Mother.” b _fr

He was in a fever of excitement. He took off
his hat, to cool his brow in the dewy evening air,

* Copyright, 1882. hy J. T. Tiowhridgo.

and continued, while she listencd with breatliess
interest, Icaningby the rail of the bndge ;
“There 's a good reason why | did n t hke the
looks of that new building over on the pond ! It s
the boat-house of a ncwly formed club— the Ar-
gonauts.” . . 1Tt
“ We knew it was a boat-house, said
“ But | don’t see why it should trouble you.” n
“ No you don’t take in the meaning of it,
replied Rush. “ But I did, as soon as 1 found out
that Dick Dushee had thought it necessaiy
make Up & fib about it. There ’s a rage for boat-

"S; nowH'e~ A

53,d
* Meetl, IHY P, _ to make ong.”
It would all be very well, but T’Ur onc Mﬂ\g,
said Rush. “ Many of the boats will be kept m
the new boat-house, and about the pond. borne
belong down the river. And all w.ll want to be

replied Letty, stillfor~"
see the evil which cast so dark a shadow. V1)
not?”

All rights reservcd.



“ There 's our mill-dam! ” said Rush, in a low,
intense whisper; and, as they walked 011, he told
her air lie had heard. *“ This was what made
Dushee so rabid to sell.”

“ Oh, I see !” exclaimed Letty.
has a right to be there ?”

“ So Unele Dave’'s lawyer told us; he looked
into that matter when he examined the title to the
property.”

“ He ought to know.”

“ Of course he knows. But he merely went to
his law-books for his knowledge, probably. It's
a pity he did n’t talk with the Dempforcl and Tam-
inosct Argonauts ! ”

“ Did n't any of you talk with anybody else ?”
poor, distressed Lctty inquired.

“ Why, yes; the boys, when they carne up here
with Unele Dave, went and talked with Mr. Rum-
ney. He owns the land on the other side of the
mili and up above here. He told them that
kceping back the water did more good than harra
to the land-owners,- and he had never heard a
Minpiaint against it from one of’em, during the
dozen years and more the dam has been there.
But he never said a word about the boats. Neithcr
did Dushee.”

“ Oh dear! What can you do?”

“ | have n't talked with Lute and Mart,” replied
Rush. “ But since the law is on our side, and
the dam has a right to be thcrc, and it is neces-
bary to our business,— why, it would ruin us to
take it away,— 1 know just what they will think.”

* They will stand up for their rights,” said
Lctty, pride in her strong, rcsolute brothcrs rising
above licr fears. “ They are not cowarcis. Neithcr
are you, Rush I'”

“ | sliould hope not,” said Rush, with a nervous
iluigh. “ We have Mother to think of, you know.
We have got all her money in this property, and
we are boimd to protect it, for her sake even more
than our own.”

“ Can't you see some of the Argonauts,— if
that 's what you cali them,— and come to some
agreement with them ? | do so dread the thought
ofany trouble ! ” exclaimed Letty.

“So do I; and, of course, we shall get along
peaceably with thcm if we can. But, by their
driving Dushee to sell out, | judge that they 'rc
pretty rough follows. It wont do for them to be
rough with us !” Rush added, with another excited
huigh. “ There come the boys.”

Near the house they met the two oidest, saunter-
ing along the walk. They had had a good day in
the shop, notwithstanding the fish-officcr's visit;
and they were hopefully and tranquilly taiking
over their plans in their mother’s room, when
they received Rush’s message.

“ But the dam

“ How little they suspect!” whispered Letty.

“ What 's up, Rocket?” Mart inquired, care-
iessly, resting one hand on his hip.

“ Send back the boys,” said Rush, in a low
voice; for the two youngest were following, “ I
don’t know, though ; | suppose they may as well
be told; but the whole thing must be kopt from
Mother. Go in, Letty, and if she asks any ques-
tions, just say | wanted to talk about boats. She
knows we think of building one.”

“ What have you f-f-found out?” said Lute.
“ Anything more about f-f-fish-officers?”

“ Worse than that!” Rush replied. And there,
on the high bank above the river, in the fading
twilight, with his four brothcrs grouped about him
for an audience, he told briefly his story.

After a few of their eager questions had been
answered, Lute turned to the oldcst and said ;

“ It looks as if Dushee had let the knife into us
middling d-d-deep. Do you remember how tlie
d-d-deed veads ?”

“ 1 'm afraid there 's not over-much comfort for
us in that,” Mart replied, *“ It guaranteos the
title to the real estate, but merely assigns to us the
right he bought of Rumney to maintain a dam
against his shore for ninety-nine years.”

“ Thatis, the right to maintain it if we c-c-can,”
said Lute.

“ And we can,” exclaimed Rush,
law on our side. And we will I'”

“ The law is a good thing to have on a man’s
side,” Mart said. “ But with a boat-club against
us, made up of fellows from two towns, maintaining
our right is n't going to be the smoothcstjob.”,

Rush had cxpectecl to see his brothers take a
more dctcrmincd attitude at tlie start; and this sort
of talk dishcartcned him.

“ Dushee is a villain ! ” he exclaimed, u'ith burn-
ing resentment,

“ Why don’'t you go right over and punch his
head for him?” cried Rupert, “ I would! 1"il
take that Dick; and you see if | don’'t give him the
worst poiinding cver the mean son ofa mean man
had.”

“ Don't talk nonscnsc,” said Lute. “ P-p-punch-
ing and p-p-pounding wont do any good.”

“ No,” said Mart. “ And remember, you boys;
We 've the right on our side, to begin witb, and we
've got to move carefully, so as not to put oui-selves
in the wrong. So, just let Dick Dushee alone, and
take carc what you say to other people.”

“ That 's the p-p-point,” said Luto. “ We are
going to stand up for our rights, even if we have to

“ with the

fight for 'cm. But we don’t want to f-f-fight,
unless we 'rc f-f-forccd to. Is n’t that the ground,
Mart? ”

“ Prccisely,” said Mart. “ We ’'ve everything



at stake here, and we 're not to be scared.
principal Argonauts are rcasonable,
fellows, it 's likcly we can make some amicable

IfAe

“ 1 think there’d

might be, if it was n't for Mother,” said
“ She must n't be troubled about this affaii

at all. Come, Lute.”
“ Where are you gomg?

Mart.

Rush asked.
“ To have a quiet and agreeable little chat with

" “Te s ”let’s w-wash our hands of him the f-f-first

~"They~stite'd off, the younger boya following,

irr S ‘M ruUe..~t~"ngto

We don’t nced an army. Go back . But
L sh can come along as far as Rumney’s, where
we shall stop to have a little talk first.

battle

Chapter VIH.

A CALL os DUSHEE.

THE eider Dushee was not
when, that evening, therc carne a decided ring at

the door of his newhousc on
the river-

and, on openmg it, lamp m hand, h
looked out on the serious faces of the big Tinkham
"'u'Awas hard to manufacture, at once, and on the
spot, smile enough to cover that enormous b ank
cLntenance of his; but he strupled manfully

it andinvitcd them to “ stcp in.

"They steppcd in accordingly,

«Me pl»1

and remamed
mop ok

spectacles. “ Seerasto be p-p-pretty good weather

Amtyou told our brother Rush this evening," said
Mart, “ that there were some little thmgs about
the mili we should have to find out for ourselves.

“ Yes, certainly.” ,

Therc was hardlv smile enough to go around
among the Dushee features; but the mouth made
the most of its share, and grinned porsistently.

“ And we 're f-finding 'em out,” said Lute.

“ But we thought,” Mart added, m his diiest
manner, “ that it might simpUfy matters if you
would be a little more liberal with your mforma-

Truth is a p-p-precious thing, we knw ”

struck in the other’s rapid stammer. But a man

should n't be too s-s-saving of it. “~nd if you ™Ml
waste a little on us, now that it cant hurt your
trade, w e’llbeob-b-ligedtoyou.”

If there was any humor in then way o m roduc
ing the business that brought them, not
consciousness of it was betrayed by n
boys; and surely Mr. Dushee was m no mood to
appreciate if. There was a rather gnm earnest-
ness in their manner wluch to hira or

least

staiidino-  “ Truth about what?”

“AbU the trouble you 've had with the boat-
club and the probable araount m p.ckle for us,
said Mart. “ You 've played a sharp gamo on us
Mr. Dushee; but we have n't come to make an>

unneccssary comments on that. The impormnt

thing now is, to know what we 're to expect from

w !'IT rk ' know. Better set down,” said
Dushee, with a stammer
guess you ’'ll get along with cm. You le ne
nicn,

There wont be the prejudice agm you
there has been agin’ me.”

“ Mr. Rumney says you 've had your flash
boards btokcn and parts of the dam torn out more
than once. How is it? ” Mart ingmred.

“ He told you that? ” said Dushee, quickly.

“ Yes- but not till after you had made youi
trade. He was careful about that. Now fork out
the facts,” Mart added, with his most delibérate
drawl, “ and obligc.” ,

“ | have had a little trouble with some of em,

Dushee admitted, after urging his vis.tors again t,
“ set down ”

“ Thcre was skurce a boat on tn
river 'cept now and then one goin’ up into the
poTiS ', no. fo.yeor.. | M .n  »
modate 'em, and nobody never quesCioned m.
right to have a dam there.

“ N-n-nobody ?” said Lute.

“ Nobody 1” Dushee repeated, with emph

“ Better set down— Not for a dozen ‘
least, Then a passel of boys that was m bab>-
frocks when 1 built it, they 'd growecl up to fee
smart and think they owncd all creacién.
must have their boats;
nuil

M)
and, if | wasn tonhand o
up my flash-boards for ’em, Uiey had i
more sense than to go to sraashin’ things. 0

that went visiting with his mother, and w

kept asking him at the table: ‘Can't ye ea alJU
more sonny? can'tye eat a little more ?
1 could, says he. ‘if 1stood up." We
your facts best standing. And as we don
lo intrude on your hospitality again, we want a
meal! this time.”

MHCIDy



This was said with such solemn cleliberatioii that,
whecn Mr. Dushee tried to receive it as a jokc, his
forcecl laiigh sounded strangely out of place.

“ W hy did n't you tcll us thiswhen we first asked
about the d-d-dam ?” Lute inquired.

“ 1 d'ii’ know ; | wa’'n’t bound to.
business has his enemies and his

Every man in
little troublos,

MART CARRIED HIS WOTHKR ACROSS THE PLANK.

«Tiid you don’t s’pose he ’s goin’ to make out a list
of 'em when he comes to sell out, do ye ?”

m'Little tiGlubles is g-g-good,” said Lute.

m'Of course,” said Dushee. “ Thisboatin’ fever 'l
die duwn about as sudden as it come up; storm ’ll
hlow over in a little while, and you 'U be all right.”

'mDid n't yon have to keep your Jlash-boards
open halfthe timo lastsummer?” Mart demandcd.

wmVall, | did keep 'em open a little inore'n |
wanted to, | allow.”

” -™d did n't you keep your dani from being
destroyed at last by promising, if the Argonaiits
wonld leave it for you to use after the boating soa-

sen was over, you would make soinc different ar-
rangements before spring ?”

“ Wall, | have made different arrangemcnts,”
said Dushee.

“ Yes, you 've sold the property to us,” Mart
replied, with his usual dvaivl, but with a dangerous
lightin hiseyes. “ Withoiii iii
but 1 cali a fight like this
with two towns the big-
gest son of an incum-
brancc.”

“We 'vc got about as
much satisfaction as |
expcctcd,” said Lute.
“ When a man dclibor-
ately swindles a widow
and her boys in this way,
it’'slike exp-p-postulating
with a hycna to cali him
to an accoimt for it. But
there’s another thing we
carne to say.”

“ Yes,” Mart added.
“ 1 told you to-day that
we would take the horsc
and wagons and things at
your price. But now, we
think diffcrently.”

“You back down?”
cried Dushee.

“ We b-b-backdown,”
said Lute. “Amanmay
ovcrrcach us once. But
wc 'rc fuols if we let him
overreach us tw-twicc.”

“ But he ’'s a good,
sound horsc!” Dushee
protcsted.

“ He inay be,” Lute
answered. “ But it will
take more than your word
to convincc us thereisn’t
some inc-c-cumbrancc on
him.”

“ We don't want anything more to do with you,
or any more of your property,” said Mart. “ Come
and take it away.”

“ And another thing,” Luto addcd, as they were
about to go.“ Come and get your property, as
my b-b-brother says. But after that, if | catch
you on our piacc again, I'll p-p-pick you up and
throw yot: into the w-w-water.”

As Dushee was about twicc as big as the boy of
nineteen who made this thrcat, it would have
sounded laughable enough, if anybody there pres-
ent had bcen in a laughing humor.

As for Dushee, he was in a blustering rage by

[SRIJ NEXT TI'AUK.]



THE TINKHAM

this time. He threatcned, at first, to sue the w.dow

for the priccofthe horse and wagons; then he
taunted the boys with their smartness m puttmg

into the market dolls’ carriages that crowded his

“You re welcome to make

’'em now, at any
Drice,”

lie roared after them as they walked out of
the door “ Butyou 've somchody else besides me
to compete with. You ve got tbc Argynots to
compete with! Compete with them!

They kept their temper pretty well, considenng
the circumstanccs, and went slowly away, inthout
dcigning any furthcr reply.

It had been, on the whole, an imfortunate visit,
and they had the poor satisfaction of fceling that
they had gained nothing by it but an cnemy,
against the day when they were to have enemies
enough and to spaie.

They had gained two enemies, in fact; youn”
Dick Dushee, ivho had stood in the background
during the interview, counting hcnceforth for one.

CHAFfEK IX.
IN THE WILLOW TREE.

THE ncxt moming the boys went quietly about
their work, wiscly resolved not to borrow trouble,
but to await developments, and make the best ol

*T fev started up the mili, and the rush of the
water-whcel, the clank and whir of the machmery,
and the noise of the jig-saw and lathe, made the
music their hearts lovecl.

Early in the forenoon, Mr. Dushee carne over
with Dick, hitched the ho«e to the wagén, loaded
up the extra picces of harness, the blankets and
robes, with other articlcs, and took the bug”™ m
tow They said nothing to anybody; but Dick
glared insolently at Rupe and Rod, who were dig-
ein” in the garden, and snatched from their hands
the°rake and fork they were using, these bcing
among the effccts which the Tmkhams had finally
declincd to purcliase.

“ Don’t say a word to him !” Rupe chargecl his
brother, who was inclincd to resent this rudoness
“They're welcome to their oid traps; we don
"'""This was said loud enough for the Dushees to
hear, while Rupe bestowed on Dick a look of de-
fiant sconi.

The Dushees drovc away with their mlscella-
neous possessions, and a few minutes latcr Rupe
and Rod were on their way to the village, with
money Mart had given them to buy the garden
tools they needed.

The ncxt day was Sunday; and in the afternoon

BROTHERS”’
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TIDE-MILL.

Mrs. Tinkham made her first visit to the seats in
the willow tree over the river.

Mart carried her across the plank in liis strong
and tender arms, and placed her where the best
views were to be had, while Letty followed with a
shawl to wrap around the delicatc sliouldcrs.  fhe
siin was shining, but there was a chill m the air.

There was room on the benchcs for tlic whole
family, though Mart remained leaiiing against one
of the great branches, and Rod chose to perch
himself on a limb. i-

Lute had a newspaper, and Lctty had brought a
book from which to read aloud to her mother. But
book and newspaper were forgotten m the charm
of the situation and the pleasant commumon which
United the hearts of mother and children.

“ Mr. Dushee must be a man of some taste,
said the widow, looking delightedly around, ot
he never would have put these seats here m this
oid tree.” -1,

“ 1 fancy he has about as much taste as hIS 0|d
roan horse has,” replied Mart. “ He used to have
a partner in the business, who lived in the house
herewith him; and it’s to him and his young wife
that we owe these and some other pleasant thmgs.

“ Speaking of the horse,” said Ins mother, 1
can’'t understand why you concluded so sudden!)
,Jjot to buy him, after I had given my consent.

“ We have n't much c-c-confidenco m Dushee,
rcmarked Lute, who had pulled off his spectacles
to vead his newspaper, but now put thcm on again
to look about him. “ He would never let on, if tlu
horse’'s legs were c-c-covered with spavms an
ringbones.”

“ Besides, we shall probably want to use all ou
spare cash in establishing ourselvcs here, saul
Mart, thinking of their rights to be inamtamed and
nerhaps fought for. “ Then there will be a satisfa..
tion in buying a better horse, and new wagons ard
things, wlien we can afford them. -,

“ A wise conclusién, | 've no doubt, said his
mother. “ Rocket, | do think it was a happy m
spiration that made you hunt up this place and
h”~t on our buying itl Does iVt it scem, chi-
dren, as if ithad been made and kept for us, pist
as Rocket said ?”

T)ic older boys did not respond to this sent
mcnt so promptly as might have been cxpectcd,
the consciousncss of an important secret P
from her, and of tvoublcs in store of which stie
did not dream, tying their tongucs.

But Rush spoke up earnestlyi
always think so, Motlior.” And Letty, to the re-
hcf of her brothers, began to cxpatiate on
bcauties of the place, in her extravagant, girhsi'
way . .

1 was sorryto take you children outofschool,

lhopeyot



the widow said. “ But | am told the schools here
are as good as those in town, and you, Letty, shall
begin to go at the commencement of the next
term, along with Rupe and Rod."

“ 1 want to stay at home and”vork in the gar-
den,” said Rod. “ Wé are going to raise fiowers,
and corn, and potatoes, and peas, and bcans, and
scrawberries, and everything.”

“ You shall have work enough in the garden,”
said Mart; “ all you hanker for, I 'll warrant.”

“What a blessed day of rest this is1” said the
mother, “ after the turmoil of moving and getting
settled ! It seems as if thcre was nothing now to
mar our perfect enjoymecnt.”

“ N-n-nothing ! ” stammered Lute, taking off
his glasses again to look at the newspaper, but
thinking all the whilc of the menaced dam.

“1'm only afraid you'll work too hard, boys,”
she went on. “ You've been looking rather care-
«sorn for a day or two; and I don't like to see it.”

“We 've had a good many things to think of,”
drawled Mart, glancing from under his contracted
brows at some object down the river.

“Too many !” exclaimed the mother. “ I think
some are unneccssary. The boat, for instance,
which you talk of making. Don’t think of that at
present.”

“ Wc shall want a boat,” said Lute, carelessly.
“There's a new boat-club here in town, and we
may wish to j-j-join it.”

“ Why, yes,” returnecl the mother; “ it will be
pleasant to be on good social terms with the young
men.”

“V-v-vcry,” said Lute. “ We hope to be.”

“ There comes a boat, now !” cried Letty, her
eye having followed Mart’s down the river. “ Two
of them!”

“ Three !” called Rod from his perch on the
limb, as a thircl boat hove in sight around the bend
below the mili.

“ How charming they
mother.

“ L-l-lovcly !'” said
through his glasses.

“ They are the first of the season,” said Rush.
“ They are coming up with the tide.”

The flash-boards were up, yiclding a free pas-
sage to the boats, the foremost of which, impelled
by sturdy oars, carne gliding through.

“ If it was a week-day, and the mili was going,
| don't see how they would pass the dam,” Mrs.
Tinkham observad, looking down on the boatmcn,
who, in their tum, looked up at the group in the tree.

“ Sunday is the time for them,” said Mart. “ And
they 'll naturally come at flood-tidc, when the flash-
boards are always open, whatever the day.”

Then, without giving her tiinc to reflect that the

look!” exclaimed the

Lute, peering anxiously

boats would probably be returning with the ebb,
and that on working days they would find the pas-
sage in the dam closed, he added:

“1'm afraid it's a little cool for you, Mother.
1 don’c want you to take coid the first time; for I
expcct you will pass whole days here when the
weather is warm and the trees are in foliage.”

“ But you are not going to take me in so soon !”
she said, entrcatingly, as if she had been the child
and he the parent.

“ 1 think 1'd better.”
about her.

“ Oh, yes; we’ll all go,” said Letty, at a hint
from Rush.

There was something in the appearance of one
of the boats which the boys did not like; and if
their mother was to be spared all knowlcdge of the
thrcatcned troubles, it was high time that she
should be got out of the way.

And he put his arms

Chapter X.
THE. ENCOUNTER AT THE DAM.

The first boat, having passed the dam, staid
its oars. The second likewise slackened speed,
and drifted with the current abreast of the mili,
while the third boat carne up.

In the bow of this boat was a burly fcllow, whom
we may as well introduce to the reader.

He was a Dempford boy, named Buzrow— son
of a Buzrow whom nobody we can hear of ever
knew, but who was popularly supposed to have
possessed prodigious sti‘ength. Tradition declared
hira to have been double-jointed, or “ double-
j'inted,” as the boys had it; and thcre was a story
that he had once knockcd down a cow with his fist.

Milton Buzrow— for that was the son’s fiame;
though why a Buzrow who could knock down cows
with his fist should honor a poet by calling a child
after him, admits of some spcculation— Milton, |
say (commonly called Milt), was hardly yet twcnty
years oid; but, in addition to the honor of being
the son of the cow-smiter, he also enjoyed a repu-
tation for tremendous physical prowess. He made
no claim to being, like the mythical Buzrow, double-
j’intcd, but his style of conversation clcarly showed
that he regarded the knocking down of cows as an
act of hcroic manhood to which he, too, might, in
due time, aspire.

Such a Buzrow was naturally a leader among a
certain class of boys; and that he did not often
lead them into ways of peace and quietness need
hardly be said. He was one of the Dempford
Argonauts, and, we must add, not one of the mikl-
cst-mannered and most modcst of those young
gentlemen, by any means.



It was Milt Buzrow who had made a
vow, at a meeting of the club in Noveinber, Hmt
ifDushce’s mill-dam remamed to obssuct ther
navigation of the river until aflcr ~ad gotte
boat into the water in the sprmg, he, fot one,
would procecd, in open daylight, to do it some
dreadful damage.

Spring was now here,

and here was the mill-
dam

Here also, this Sunday afiernoon, when he
miglit have been better omploycd, was Milt Buzro
ia his boat. Would he daré to execute h.s thieat e

That became an cxciting question to liis mates,
seeinv that he had no longer a timid an.l cratt)
Dushee to dcal with, but three stalwart-lookmg
lads watching him frora the tree.

He had committed himself. however, to an ac
of aggrcssion, and it would never do to have it
said tliat a Buzrow had backcd out of anything
because he was afraid.

The dam was a simple structure: strong staUs
driven into the rivcr-bed, w.th closely fitt.ng hori-
zontal planks nailed to them, over a mud-sill across
the bottom of the river. . »

BUZ-OW liad two of his trusty followers with h.m,
and as they kept the boat in place w.th
he hauled up a crow-bar from the bow, "here he
braced himself, and began to str.ke tlie pomtof it
against the planks. .

He was striking and wrenching, and a plank was
beginning to splinter, when somebody m tho othe.
boat whispered: “ Look out! there comes one of
'em i” and Buzrow, glancmg up from h.s work, sa

At the first movement of tlie iron bar, the sec-
0.id son had slipped from the tree down the bank
and sprung to the platform over the Tammoset end
of the dam.

“ Sec here, young man!” he called out, yo
areastranger to me, and 1 am not aware that |
ever d-d-did you any harm.”

His manner was not at allmenacmg, and Buzrow
inferred that he could trcat his stammcr, and h.s
spectaclcs, and his wise-looking old-young face
with contenipt-all the more safely because he
himself was o.i the opposite side of the flash-board
openine, about ten feet off.

“ No, you n-n-nevcr have,” the son of the cow
smiter replied, with a mock stuttcr which greatly
delighted his associates. “ But this dam has, and |
promised Dushee that if it staid here till sprmg
it would get smashed.” '

“ But Dushee has nothing more to do witli it,

struck in another voice; and there were two Tink-
hams on the platform.

The second was Rush, who had stopped to snatch
«pabean-pole, and now stood graspmg .t, while
he joined his remonstvance to Lute s.

As there was nothing at all com.cal about his
determined manner and blazing eyes, Buzrow
deemed it worth while to trcat him with rather
more respect, especially as the polc was a dozen

| don’t know anything about that,” he deigned
to respond; then with a whispcr to his oarsmen,
“ Get a little further out of his reach.

“ But you ought to know about i~ before you go
to destroying our property!” said Rush
n't suppose ihis dam injured any one, when
bought it. We have come here to get an honest
living, in peace with our neighbors, if we can.

“ That you can’t, as long as you keep a d
here ” said a man in one of the other boats. Wc
ir; no,«nrrel.i.b y™, nnd dond wnn. .o dovn.
But if you think you are going to step mto
Dushee’s place and do what he found to his cost
that he could n’t, you 're mightily mistaken,

“ All we want to do,” said Lute, “ .s to carry on
.»I lawful b-b-business; and that we 've a p-p-per-

Ti~ht to do.

“ We don't want to interfcre with your business,
or injure you m any way,” said Buzrow. But you
have no more right to keep a dam “ere than you
have to put a gate across the highway. That s all
‘m~Htenligo! weibeyond sweep of the bean-pole,

he gTe sirtling emphasis to these words b>
striking another blow with lusbai.

“ Bi-Lk that dam,” cried Rush hftmg the pol ,
and standing ready to leap from the platform into
the river, “ and I'll break your hcad !

By that time there was a third Tmkham on th
spot%amely, Mart, ivith
hasténing to bving clubs and bnck-bats from tliu

“ Give nieroom, boys,” said Mmt. “ No, Rockel
I don’t want your pole. DoiVt flmg any of those

mthe end of tLeplatform, and stood

there wcaponless, his right

ing on hU hip,in a favorito
hanging loosely by his side;
and

X,
the oth
rather thin of facj-
lank of form, but of goodly heiglit, te.-
hmbed and athletic, and with an cyc hke a hawk
as he looked over at Buzrow and his iron bai.

(To lie continued.)



A CHINESE

NEW YEAR'S DAY IN SANTA BARBARA.
By H. H.
FIRE-CBACKERS BV lili! MILLION— tKLBBFATfNU THE CHINESE NEW YEAK.

The Chinese New Year’s day in 1882 fell on the
sevonteenthof Fcbruary. They have a week of hol-
idays at their New Year, just as we do between the
twenty-fifth of December and the first of January.

On Thursday, the sixtccnth, the Chinese
laundry-men and shop-keepers in Santa Barbara
printed in the ncwspapcrs of the town an invita-
tion to all their friends and patrons to cali and see
them the next day. This invitation said that
there woukl be firc-works in the morning, from
half-past twelve o’clock to one, and from eight
to ton, and from nine to ten in the cvcning.

In the cities they make a fine display of fire-
works, but none of the Chinese pcople in Santa
Barbara are rich, so there were no five-works,
cxcept crackers; but there were barréis and
barréis full of these, and the Chinese boys do not
fire olT crackers on their New Year’s day as
American boys do, a cracker at a time, or one
package at a time: they bring out a largc box
full, or a barrcl full, and fire them off, package
after package, as fast as they can, till the air is
as full of smoke as if there were a fire, and the
ground is covered with red, half-burned ends.



Long before wc reached the part of the town
where most of the Chinese live, we heard the
noisc of the crackers going off; and when we
carne tq the Street where the Joss-housc is 1
was almost afraid to drive in, therc was such
a rackct and such a smell of smoke. The
Chinese did not seein to mind it at all. They
were hopping about in the smoke, pounng the
crackers out on the ground, box after box, barrel
after barrel. You could not see their faces ciearly
for the smoke. Groups of American boys stood
as near as they dared, looking on. Now and then
one would dart in and snatch up onc cracker, or a
string of them, which had not gone off.

I thought the American boys had almost as
much fun out of it as the Chinese.

This firing of crackers did not last long, luckily.
If it had the air would have been so bad that
nobody could have breathed. After the fire-works
stopped, we went into the houses. Every Chinese
family keeps open house on NewYear’s day, all
day long. They setup a picture or an image of
their god in some prominent place, and on a table
in front of this they put a little feast of good things
to eat. Some are foran offering to the god, and
some are for their friends who cali, Every onc is
expectcd to take something; and they are so
courteous that they always ptovide onc dish of
swcetmcats for Americans, who may not like the
Chinese cooking.

Thcre was no family so poor that it did not have
something set out, and some sort of a shrine
made for its idol; in some houses it was only a
coarse wooden box turned up on one end like
a cupboard, with two or three little tea-cups full
of rice or tea, and one poor candié burning before
a cheap paper picture of the god pasted or tacked
at the back of the box.

In some of the best stores were groups of
Chinese men playing cards and smoking; each
man had, sitting on the table before him, a tiny
little tea-cup, no bigger than a doll’s tca-cup;
it ivould not hold more than one small mouth-
ful. As fast as these were empticd, they-were
filled again from a pretty china tea-pot, which
stood inside a round bamboo basket on the
table the last place you would have looked for
the tea-pot if you had been asked to find it;
but this is the way the Chinese keep their tea
hot. The baskets are lined with many thicknesses
of wadding, covered with soft satin or silk, and
are very much prettier than the “ cozies” which
English people make out of quilted silk, in the
shape of helmets, to be shut down over the tea-
pot to keep it warm.

In one of the stores two men were playing a
game which has been played, under diffcrent

fiames, all over the world, It consists simply in
one man holding out his hand, with part of the
fingers closed and part open, and his antagonist
calling out, instantly, how many of his fingers are
open. One would think nothing could be easicr
than this. But when the moveinents are made
rapidly it is next to impossible to cali out the
number quickly without making a mistake. For
every mistake a fine of some sort, according to the
agrcement of the players, is to be paid. These
Chinese men played it with such vehemence that
the perspiration stood on their foreheads, and their
shrill crying out of the numbers sounded like un-
broken sentences; there did not scem a breath
bcnvecn them. They rested their clbows on the
table, and, with every opening and closmg of the
fingers, thrust the fore-arm forward to its full
length, so there was violent exercisc in it.

The Italian pcasantswhom lused to see playing
it in Roine took it in an easier fashion. They
rested their wrists on a table, or the door-sill, or
the ground, whercver they happened to be play-
ing, and simply opened and closed their fingeis.
In the Etruscan Museum in Rome, on one of the
vases which were buried in tombs many hundred
years before Christ’s day, there is a picture of two
men playing this very game. So it seems prob-
able that it is as oid as the human race itself.

It was amusing to watch the American boys
darting about from shop to shop and house to
house, coming out wilh their hands full of queer
Chinese things to eat, showing them
other, and comparing notes.

“ Oh, let me taste that!” one boy would ex-
claim, on seeing some new thing; and, “ Where
did you get it? Which house givcs that ?” Then
the whole party would race off to make a dcscent
on thathouse, and get some more. | thought it
wonderfully hospitable on the part of the Chinese
people to lee all these American boys run in and
out of their houses in that way, and help them-
selves from the New Year’s feast.

Some of the boys were very rude and ill-man-
nered— little better than Street beggars; but the
Chinese were polite and generous to them ad.

The Joss-house, where they had their rc-
liivious Services, was a chambcr in one of their
best houses. A door from an upper bakony
opened into it. This bakony was hung with
lantcrns and decorated with mottoes pnnted m
large letters on bright red paper. The door at the
foot of the stairs which lcd up to tliis room stood
open all day, and any one who wished could go
up and say his prayers in the Chincse fashion,
which is a curious fashion indecd. They have
slender rceds, with tight rolls of brown paper fast-
ened at one end. In front of the image or picture

to each



of their god they set a box or vase of ashes, on
which a little sandal-wood is kept ljurning. W hen
they wish to make a prayer, they stick one of Che

-y
y

COMINO OUT OF THE JOSS-HOUSE.
reeds down in these ashes, and set the paper on
fire. They think the smoke of the burning paper

will carry the prayer up to heaven.
There was no image of their god in this little

Joss-house— they were toopoor to have one; they
had only a gay colored picture of it put up on the
wall. in front of this was a frame-work of wood,
decoratcdwith
gay colored
papers, tinsel,
artificial flow-
ers, and pea-
cock fcathci-s.
Narrow tablcs
of different
hcights, like
shelves, were
arrangcd in
front of this,
and on them
were placed a
strange collection of articles. Vascs fillcd with
papel roses and gold and silver leaves; lighted
cantiles; and great bowls filled with pebblcs and
water, inwhich were growing beautiful plants of
thefragrantChinese lily (aflower like our white
narcissus, and with an odor so sweet that it can
scarcely be endured in a room).

Three boxes of ashes had sandal-wood burning
inthem, and dozensofthe prayer-sticksslowlysmol-
dcringaway. Thcsmelloftheburningsandal-wood
and the prayers and the sweet lilies made the air
of the room almostsickening.

The lowesttable of all was covered with a beau-
tiful scarlet cloth, embroidcrcd in bright silks. On
thiswas sprcad the fcastfor the Joss himself. First,
five tiny tea-cups filled with tea; next, five still
tinier tea-cups, filled witlr wine (these were not
much larger than a thimble); next, fivc little bowls
fillcd with boiled rice— on the top ofeach of these
bowls one date pressed down in the rice. In front
of these wcerc five larger bowls, fillcd with all sorts
of queer twisted-up fried things, made out of
potato and dough, or macaroni. One of them, a
macaron! made from rice, was very pretty: the
threads were fine and silvery, and ciirled and
twisted into all sorts of fantastic shapcs.

An intelligent Chinese man, who coiikl speak a
little Englisli, was in charge of this room. | asked
him why they put these tea-cups of wine and tea
and rice before their god; ifthey bclieved that the
god would eat and drink.

“ Oh, no," he said. “ That notwhat for.
you like self, you give God. He see.

...namsiiy »,

W hat
He like

sccl. asked him if 1 might have a photograph takcn
of the Joss sin-ine and house, to be printed in a
magazine, to show American boys and girls how
the Chinese boys and girls kept New Year’s day.
At first he hesitated; but finally he said yes, if |
would come very early in the morning, before the



Chinese people wanted to come in. So, very early
the next morning, | went with a photographer,
and he took the picture. As soon as the Chinese
pcople in the Street saw us coming, they began to
irather in a crowd to look on. But Ah Linn would
not let one of them come into the room till the
picture was done. Then we took a picture of the

INTERIOR OF THE JUSS.HOUSE,

outside of the house. There were gay lanterns
and bright red and yellow mottoes on each side
of the door, which 1 thought would show in the
picture, but they did not. The
strong enough to bring them out.

As we were arranging the instrument, 1caught
sight of three Chinese children in the door of
one of the houses, the youngest not more than
two years oid, and the oldcst not ovcr six. They
were dressed exactly like the grown-up ones, and
looked so droll, toddling along in their baggy
trousers and big-sleevcd shirts, that | wanted to
have thcm in the picture. Their father said they
might go with me, and be taken ; they looked a
little afraid, but 1 coaxed them along, and was
just placing them in good positions by the posts
of the piazza, when, from the crowd of Chinese
men and boys who were looking on, thcve suddenly
went up shouts, 'exclamations, and outcries,—
angry volees calling to the children.

light was not

“ They will never let them have their pictures
taken,” said the photographer. *“ It is the haidest
thing in tbc woiid to getthe Chinese to sit for their
pictures. They have a superstition that, ifa man
has his picture taken, he will fall ill and dle before
the year is out.» | expect that is what they are
telling these children now.”

SHOWING THE SHKINE.

| do not know whether this was the case or not;
but at any rate they frightened the children away,
and 1could not coax them back. The oldestone
draggcd the other two away with him as fast as he
could, and when | overtook them on the thveshold
of their house, and began to ask thciv father Ii he
would not come with them, and make them stand
still, he shut the door hastily in my face, saying
in Chinese something which sounded as if U might
be very unpleasant indeed.

Afterward | tried to get one of the big boys
from the Chinese Mission, a boy who called himsell
a “ Christian Chinese boy,” to stand in the dooi-

way and be photographed; but even he was
afraid to do it. . jiivr,,.
It fs PD use, said the photographer. ron

have n’t the least idea how afraid they are of it-
They ’ve got to be pretty thoroughly enhghtenci
before they will have their photographs taken;
and even then they wont let their queuc be seen

The eame c.rimi. b.licferi.lA Gmong .he MlIc Mee tedian, living abng ihc Si. l.nwrence River. in New Brnnnwick.



in the picture. If it shows the least bit, they ’ll
make me print it out- | used to have great fun
with some of them who had a laundry near my
rooms. They 'd be out, hanging their clothes on
the line, right under our windows; and all | had
to do was to open the window and point a stereo-
scope at them, and they 'd drop everything, clothes
and all, right on the ground, and run into their
house, and never show their heads till we had
o-one away from the window.”

1 wondered very much that the Chinese boy
from the Mission was afraid to have his picture
. taken. Perhaps if he had been by himself he
would not have refused ; it would certainly have
taken some courage to do it under the eyes
nftwenty or thirty of his countrymen, all believing
that he was doing something very like committing
suicide. Afterward, he translated for me some
of the mottoes which weie on the bright papers
hung up at the siclcs of the door of the Joss-
house.

The firstonc on the right hand, he said, was:

‘Man no tell lie,

Tell everything true:

Be good-hcarted to everything;
Noc cheat.”

The second one was:

“The good-hearted are
Good-hearied all round;
Round like sun and tnooii/*

On the left side was this:

*'Good people bclieve in good,
Mind what is good;
He don't care what othcr people had,
He try to inakc good."

Just below this was a picture of the Joss,
fastened to the wall of the house; in front of it a
small table decorated with peacocks’ feathcrs and
gilt ornaments, and holding rows of tca-cups

of wine and tea and fooji, like those in the inner
room. Above it was a great red banner, with
large letters printed on it, which the interpreter
said meant:

“ God in Heaven,

W ¢ pray to thce:
Come down from Hcavcn to teach iis.”

In front of this was a box of smoking, fragrani
sandal-wood ashes, stuck full of the little prayer-
reeds.

On my way homec,
Mission.
building,

1 stopped at the Chinese
This was a small room in a low adobe
and here the Christian Chinese were
kccping their New Year’s day, with open house

to all their friends, just as the Joss worshipers
were doing in

the othcr Street. But, instead
of the incensé and prayer-sticks and heathen
picturcs, they had only bouquets of beautiful

flowers, and bowls of Chinese lilics, and plates
of cake and candies on a tablc. On the wall
they had hymns in English and Chinese, printed
on large cards. There was a small organ in
the room, and, whenever any lady carne in who
could play the organ, the Chinese teacher asked
her to play a tune for the boys to sing one of these
hymns; they sang very well, and | sat for half an
hoéur listening to them. Latcr in the afternoon, as
| was driving in a carriage past the building,
I heard their voices again, rising full and clear
above all the noisc of the Street. They were
singing “ The Sweet By and By ”; and | thought
that those words must mean a great deal to poor
Chinese boys, who only a few yeare ago were
burning paper prayers and bowing down before a
painted idol. Now they are hcld by their country-
men in scorn and detcstation, because they have
adopted the Christian way of worshiping God,
but in the good “ by and by” will come a day
when they will all worship together.

To-DAY my doli is one year oid,
And she shall have a purse of gold
If she will speak, and tell me where
1’'m sure to find a gift so rarc.



THE

CHRISTMAS

MOON.

Bv S. H. S.

1'I'HINK that the silver moon must know
That ’t is holy Christmas night,
W hen first she looks from the twilight sky
On the carth so coid and white;
She smiles, as if musing on blessed things,
And touchcs the snow-drifts like sleeping wings.

She ’s oid, you know—so oid that she shone
W hen out Baby King was born,

'Mid the far-off hills of Bethlehem,
In a manger rudc and lorn,

And beamed in his beautiful blue eyes

W hen they oped to those soft Eastern skies.

And he smiled at her, too, it may be,
In his wondering baby way,
And stretched out his fair little hands

SNOW-FLAKE

To catch at some flceting ray ;
And watched her, softly, till sleep’s still showers
Foldcd his eyelids like fringed flowci-s.

Oh, | know she remcmbers his look,
As he lay in that lonely place,
And the angels that hovered near
His mother’s radiant face,
The new star that throbbed in the solitude
And the lifted eyes of the shephcrds rude!

And if we could hear, she would tell
Stories more strange and sweet
Than even the bells and the choirs
In passionate tones repcat;
And that one blessed star we should know,
W hich led to His eradle ages ago.

CHINA.

By Mrs. Julia P. Ballard.

One of the chief pleasures

in china-paiiiting is to be able

to produce something specially

appropriate in design to the article decorated. A

spray of leaves and blossoms of the tea on a tea-

cup, or coffce bevries and leaves on coffee-cups

(which was done on the famous set painted for

the White House, exccpt that in this set the stem

of the plant was made the actual handle of the
cup), are good examples.

The idea of decorating ice-cream dishes with

the pattern of snow-crystals having seemed to me

a pleasantly appropriate one, | send the method,

which by expcriment | have
proved practicable, to the
rcaders of St. Nicholas.

Should you have or be able to procure a book
publishcd by Applcton in 1865, “ Cloud Crystals.
A Snow-flake Album,” you will have a sufhcienl
variety of patterns to answer all practical purposes.
St. Nicholas has also given a number of repro-
ductions in the issue for March, 1882.* The crys-
tals themselves can best be obtaincd by letting
them fall upon a cloth of black velvet,

a light snow-storm. These need a magnifying
glass to reveal their beauty and enable you to

*W e here rchiublish a few uf these designs.



cnlarge the details corrcctly. The crystals shown
on the preceding pagc may be used on plates of
the size of the pattern given.
They can be varied on cach
piate. Foursmaller ones,
ofwtfkind, alternating
with  four a little
larger, of the same
size as the cen-
ter one, fonn

a pretty
combina-

tion. If un-
able to tint the
china, they look

well if done merely

in sepia on the plain

white; but those who can

tint will find upon trial that

white crystals on a blue ground

are most effective. They may easily' be

prepared in the following manner; Select china
as perfect as possible, that no flaw may appear in
the delicate blue. Tint the piate with Indian-

blue. The process of tinting is simple and readily
acquired. Mix the Indian-blue thoroughly, by
using the palette-knife, with a
few drops of oil of laveiider,
thinned with a little turpentine.
Covcr the piate quickly with
sweeping lines from a broad

hrush, and beat the surface with
even strokcs (a buffet, made by a
bunch of cotton covered with smooth oid linen, is
preferable) until it is of an even shade throughout.

This partofthowork can be learned from a teacher
in a few minutes. W hen the piate is dry, you will
not necd to draw the figure upon it.

tinting and isun-

necessary. Take a square

of paper, just the size to

embrace the hexagon-

al figure,— as they

are allfformcdon

the six-sided

plan, one

paper an-

swers for all

of onc size, —

and make six

points upon it,

where the outer end

of each line is to be,
as shown in the diagram

below.

Lay this upon the piate (itis well to do
the center one first) and with a sharp pencil make
a point upon the china to conespond with each
point on the paper. You can then go from point
to point with a sharp needle or pen-knifc, etching
by aid of the eye only. After the six lines are
etclied, the details of each separate figure can
be made in the same way. A little practice will
make it entirely easy. The etching must be
thoroughly done, so as clearly to exposc the
white china in distinct narrow lines.

The platcs are then ready to be sent to the fircr,
and may have an ornamental gilt edge given
them at the trifling additional cost of ten cents
per piate.
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Therc was an Eaglo, and ho fiev; and dev/ out ui the
rain,
And flevi and fiew up in the sky, and then fiew down
again.
VoL. X.— 14.



[January,
THE JINGT.ING RHYME

There wae a Boy, aird he buil a rail, and his other

flame was Sam,

And on his raft he rowed and

Rotterdam.

The Bella did
rainod that day,

rowed -and rowed to

ring as he camo in, and the rain it

[lo)

4 'X— -
omleTUM™
"orliwa.i

'Rt

And he saw the Dog that barked and barked and
soared the rats away.

And he saw the Cal that always sat upon her cushior.
trim,

And she ate her cream and sewod her seam, and sat
and looked at him.



And ho saw the Eaglo ily and .ly and ily out in
"lio rain,

And Ay and ily ap in the sky and then ily down
again.

And the rain rained on his raft ac he rowod and
rov/ed to Rottordaia,

N broke in twe and he foll through, and hic
other naino wac Sain.



mamma'» uttlb iiousbmaid.

THE STORY

OF VITEAU.*

By Frank. R. Stockton.

Chapter VI.f

FOR some days after the departure of Louk for
Bis mother’s chLau, none of his friends had he
least idea of his unfortunate situation. At
citle it was supposed that he was overstaymg nis
u S with his faiRily, and at Viteau no one knew
that he had left the castle. At last, Barran, some-
what provoked that the boy should so deliberatcly

M, 0,d=,,,-f» heh.d toldh « » "™
oromptly,—and knowing tbat his mother could
S furnish him an escort, -nt messenge”
Viteau, demanding that Louis should immediately
come back with them.

This, of course, caused great
the chéateau, and the messengers
home, accompanied by Raymond, to tell the news
that Louis had not yet been seen at his mothers

The Countess wished Bcinard to go with the
messengers, but this he refused to do, urgmg that

«Copyright, .882, by V. R. SlocUioo.

his Place could be nowhere else than at Viteau,
and that Raymond could confer as well as any one
Se S Bm-ran, regarding the immediate steps
which should be taken to find outwhat had becom
of Louis, and to rescue him from any danger
he misrht have fallen into. A

The Countess spent the time, during Raymond s
absence in tears and prayers. W hen he rcturncd
there carne with him a small troop
men, which Barran had sent to press on,
as possible, to the estates of the kmgh he
Somh, for it had been thought very
this knight had been preventcd in some way
stoppinl at Viteau, and that h; had taken Lotus
on with him, intcnding to send him hack at
convcnicnt opportunity. That the hoy
have been lost, in any way, from the oompaU
the Southern knight, Barran did not consider p

“Afhls belief of a man so sensible as Barran

tially comforted the Countess; but when the P

tThb «ory was begaa in the November uumbcr.



returned, and told how Louis had left the knight’s
company to ride on by himself, as none could
doubt, to his mother’s house, the poor lady was
completely overwhelmed with grief, and thus she
remained until Barran arrived at Viteau, for which
place he started as soon as he heard the news.

Vigorous measurcs were now taken for a search
after Louis. It was generally agrecd that he must
have been captured by robbers, for there was no
other danger which was likely to bcfall him on the
road: butwhatrobbers had taken him, and to what
place they had conveyed him, were questions not
easy to answer. That a band of cotereavx might
then be in the forest, within ten or fifteen miles of
Viteau, was not at all improbable; but to find out
their hiding-place, and, also, to find them in it,
would certainly be difficult tasks. The forests of
thattime spread oversuch a vast extent of country,
and were so dense, and in many places so appar-
ently pathiess, that to find anything so carefully
lildden as a robber’s camp would be a matter
almost as much of chance as of skill and design.

Barran privately declared that, if it were not for
the Countess, who seemed almost overeéme with
grief, he would quietly wait a fcw days before
attempting to penétrate the forest with any forcé;
for he was sure that, if the boy had been captured
by coUreaux, their only object was to get a ransom
for him, and that they would soon be heard from.
Under the circumstances, however, Count De Bar-
ran saw that it would be necessary to take immedi-
ate action, and Bernard ivas very active in pushing
forward the most warlike preparations.

Some of these appeared almost ridiculous to the
Count.

“How now, Squire? ” he said. “ One mightthink
thatwe expected the rascals to attack this chateau,
and carry offthe other boy. By the plans you lay,
therc will be more cross-bows and lances left at
Viteau than wc shall carry with us into the forest.”

“1 should not leave the Countess defenselcss,
good Sir Count,” replied the squire.

“1 know you are a good man and a bravo
soldier, Bernard,” said Barran, “ and as much to
be trusted, in peace or war, as many a knight of
good renown; but this issomething too prudent.
In these times the cotereaux do not come out of
their holes to our chateaux and castles to carry us
away.”

Bernard hesitated before making answer to this
speech. He had intended informing Barran of
his reccnt discoveries in regard to the visits of the
Bominican monk, but he had not thought it well
to speak of the matter now, when the minds of
«very one were so occupied wilh the present
great trouble. However, he knew that it would be
necessary to give the rcasons for the peculiar

measures he advocated, and so he said, in a low
but impressive tone:

" No, good Sir Count, the cotereaux do not come
to our houses to carry us away, but the officers of
the Holy Inquisition do.”

“ W hat means that?” cried Barran, turning
palé; and then, on a waxning signal from the
squire, he lowered his voice and continued : “ Has
the Countess brought upon herself the censure of
the priests, by her strange ideas about the saints?
I have heard of them. Tell me quickly, is that
what you mean?”

The squire bowed his head.

“ Thisis, indeed, grievous,” said Barran; “ but,
surely, we need have no great fears. Tell
quickly, what has happened ?”

Then Bernard told all that he feared and all
that he had heard.

Barran was nol easily fiightened. Indced, he
was too apt to sneer at things which other people
considered dangerous; but this was such a very
serious matter that it caused him great anxiety
and even fear, when he heard of the pcril to which
the wife of his dear oid frtend was likely to be
exposed.

“ This must not be allowed,” hc said. *“ We
can not suffer that gentle lady to be taken from us
by the Inquisition. Even if she should be found
entirely innocent, which is not likely, the trial itself
is something | can notthink of fora moment. And
yet what is to be done? We can not fight the
Church.”

“ No, Sir Count,” said Bernard, “ but 1shall be
here, with all the forcé of men and arms that | can
bring together, to defend my lady, and if the
Church fights rae, | shall do my best battle.”

“ And you shall not do battle alone, my good
Bernard,” said Barran; “but it may be that we
shall find some better way to avert the evil than
by forcé of arms, which, indeed, would amount to
very little, | fear me, in the end. But now we
must give our hcarts and hands to the finding
of this poor, foolish boy.”

Bernard was perfectly willing to give his heart
to the finding of Louis, but he would not give his
hand. Nothing could induce him to leave the
chéateau, where he insisted upon being left with a
modérate forcé of well-armcd men.

Barran, with several knights from his castle, for
whom he had sent when he found that there
would, probably, be more work to be done than he
had at first anticipatcd, set out as soon as possible,
at the head of a large body of followers, some of
whom were expert in all kinds of wood-craft, and
as capable as any men could be of finding out the
paths of beasts or human bcinp in the depths of
the woods.

me,



The party quickly made its way along the road
down which Louis must have ndden ; and, a lew
miles below the place where the road forked,
turned into the woods, to the west, and made care-
ful seai-ch for paths, or any traces of the passage
of men, Urrough the undergrowth. Sevcral well-
marked patbs were soon discovcred, and along the
most promising of these Barran and his men
pushcd their way, sometimcs scparatmg, mvauous
directions, and then coming togethcr agam. until
thev had pcnetrated far into the forest.

Unfortunately for the success of their search, the
camp of the cotcreaux was in the woods to the
east of the road. To be sure, the forest, in eve”
direction, would be searched m time, but if the
Count's party should kcep on in
going, it would be long before it-could find the
huts of Captain Michol. \

Raymond stayed at the chateau with his mothei.
He much wished to join the Count’s party in the
search for his brother, but Barran told hira that it
was his duty to try to comfort and consolé the
Countcss until Louis should be brought back,
and, thercforc, Raymond reluctantly rcmamed at
Viteau. He loved his mother, and was always
willing to do anything that would picase or benefit
her but, in this case, he thought that she, bcmg
safe at home, did not necd hira nearly so much
as his poor brother, who probably was suffermg m
captivity, no one knew where.

On tlic evening of the sccond day after the
departui-c of the searching party, Raymond carne
down into the grounds of the chateau. His mother
was aslecp, and he carne out for a little exercise.

Not far from the house he met the squire.

“ Bernard,” said Raymond, “ I think it is a fool-
ish thing for you and me and all these men to
be idling here. We might leave my mother with
her ladies, and a man or two, and go, the rest® ot
us, to hclp scour the woods to find dear Louis.

Just at this moment, and before Bernard could
answer him, Raymond saw, coming up from the
lower part of the grounds, the Dominican monk,
Brother Anselmo. R

“ What does that man want, Bernard. He
exclaimed. “ There have bccn two priests lierc
to-day, to consolé my mother in her affliction, and
I do not think another one is needed now, cspc-
cially not this man, who does not bclong to our
monastery and who kccps himself a strangcr to
me. My mother is asleep, and should not lie
clisturbcd.” ,

“ If she is asleep,” said the squire,
not be disturbcd.”

He then walked back to the house, closely tol-

lowed by Raymond, and stood
door.

. iu
she shall

in the entrancc
In a few moments the monk appcarcd,

and with a slight motion of the head, but not a
word, stepped forward to pass m. Butthe squire
stood stoutly before him, and stopped him.

“ My lady, the Countess,” he said, is weary
and sick at heart on account of the loss of her
young son, She is sleeping now and can not De
disturbcd.” , , ,

“ If she is sick at heavt,” said Brother Anselmo,
“ that is the greater reason why | should see her.

“ 1t can not be,” said Bernaid.
rest, and no one must disquiet her,”

“W hat right have you, Sqiiire Bernard, said
the monk, “ to forbid my cntrance? Are you the
master of this house ?” jo«io,

“No,” said Raymond, steppmgforwarQ, out
I am, when my mother can not act as its mistress,
and { say that no onc shall disturb her this mght.
Two priests have been here to-day, and | know
she expects no othei-s.” R |

“ Boy,” said Brother Anselmo, stand aside.
You should be chastiscd for such prcsumptuous
words; and as for you, Squivc, 1 comraand you,
in the iame of the Chuvch, to let me pass.

“1 honor the Church as much as any man,
said Bernard, “ but 1 do not believc that she
gi-ants to her priests the nght to ask what they
olease, in her namc. | might come to be asked
for my pursc, in the fiame of the Church; and
that | ivould not give up, any more than | shall
give up my riglu to protect my mistress, the
Luntess, in this, her first hour of sleep and rest
for many days.”

Brother Anselmo was very angry.
fistat the sturdy squire, he cried: , ,

“ Stupid blunderer! You shall sec, and that
right soon, what power the Church givcs me.
And then, without another word, he turned and
walked rapidly away.

“ W hat does he mean?” asked Raymond.
gi-eatly dislikc that monk. He is always asking
my mother questions which trouble her much to

“ She needs

Shakm g his

“"Smavd mado no reply, but stood fora momecrt
in deep thouglu. Then he said to htmself: An
hour to the monastcry, and an hour back. The
is yet time, and the plan 1 think of will be the
betteronc. | can nottrustthe men to stand agains
the priests. Raymond! Run now, and have your
horse saddlcd and bridled, and ridc out of the
uppcr gate, and wait for me in the road.

“Why so?” cried Raymond, in suipnsc.
is too late for cxercises.”

“ | can not answer now,” said Bernard, huriy ¢
away. “ Be specdy and | will tell vou on the
ARavmoiid, much amazcd, but feeling quite sure

that the squire had some good reason for tiiis



strange proceeding, ran to get his horse, while
Bemard ordered the men-at-arms to hastily equip
themselvcs for an expedition, and to gather to-
gether, mounted, insidc the north gate. Then he
went upstairs to the apartinents of the Countess,
and asked to speak with one of her ladics. The
Countess, who was only lightly dozing on a couch,
heard the squirc’svoice, and, instantly rising, called
to him to know what news he brought.

Bcrnard advanced within the door-way, and in a
hurried voice told his lady that the news he brought
was of great import, but that he must tell it to her
aione. The Countess then desired the laches who
were with her to retire to another roora, and the
squire, in as few words as possible, liut very
carncstly and forcibly, told her of her great dan-
ger, of the threats of the Dominican monk, and of
the fact that he had heard, Ihat day, of the arrival
of a body of raen, vvell-armed, at the neighboring
monastery.

“In an hour orso,” hc said, “ these men will
be hete, | grcatly fcar me. Raymond is already
on the road, for 1 wished to spare him fhis wretched
story, and, if we do not start quickly for Barran’s
castle, where you will find present safcty, it may
happen that weeks and months may pass before
you will have news of Louis, even if he should be
found to-morrow.”

“ You mean that | may not he hcrc to mcet the
news?” the lady said.

Bcrnard bowecl hishead. The Countess did not
hesitare, ljut carne to a decisién at once.

“ 1 shall be ready,” she said, “in a very short
time. Have horses prepared for myself and my
three ladies. W e must basten to Ra)'mond, if he
be alone on the road.”

She then called her laches, and began to make
vapicl pveparations for the journcy.

The horses were scarcely ready when the ladics
made their appearance in the court, and, in a few
minutes, accompanied ljy Bernard and the men-at-
arms, ihey rodé out of the north gate. An cldcrly
man, who acted as seneschal, or kecper of the
cstabhshment, was left, with the ordinary scrvants
and vassals, in charge of the chétcau.

Raymond, riding slowly up and down the road,
was soon overtaken, and then the squire, without
entcring into cxplanations, iirgccl his party onward
as swiftly as possible.

“What is the meaning of all this?” cried Ray-
mond, in great perplexity, riding up to his mother.
“ It is stranger than any of the oid tales the womcn
used to tell me.”

The Countess was a lady of strong mind and
body, and althotigh the unknown fate of her
younger son had overwhelmed her with grief,
this new peril to her whole family had thoroughly

arousecl her, and
swiftly onward.

“ It is a strange tale,” she said— “ stranger far
than any 1thought would ever be told in this fair
land ; but | can not tell it to you, my boy, until our
journey’s end. Then you shall hcar it all.”

So Raymond, with the rest, rodo on, and he,
with all the others, excepting the squire and his
mother, supposed that this long night-ride had
something to do with the lescue of Louis.

she was riding steadily and

Chapi'er vil

Louissatforalongtime, inthehitofshade by the
tree, before Jasto rcturncd; but, when that learncd
man at last made his appearance, he mercly rc-
marked that the Captain had kept him longer than
he had supposed he would, and, after that, he had
to look for a quill, of which to make a pen.

“ It is not an easy thing to get the right kind of
quill for a pcn, youmustknow,” he said, as he took
his seat by Louis, and began to scrapc the lower
end ofa long quill with a broad, sharp knife which
he took from his belt. “ A crow-quill will do very
well, or even a quil! from a hawk; but I like a long
one, like this, which carne from a heron’s wing,
nailed up in one of our houses. And he who
nailed it up never dreamed of the benefit that a
quill from that wing would biing to our good com-
pany.”

“ W hat benefit?” asked Louis.

“ The benefit that comes from the money your
mother will send us when she rcads your letter.”

“ Oh!” said Louis.

“ And while I make this pen,” continued his
companion, “ | sliall tcll you the story of my
letter.”

“ Yes, indeed,” cried Louis; “ | should rather
have that than the pen— at least, just now.”

“ That is a bad choicc, for thc pcn is to give you
liberty, and the story will not do that. However,
thcre is a lesson in the story, and you shall have it.
It was just before one ofthe battles between Quccn
Blanclic and the Duke of Burgundy. | was a sol-
dier then, in the scrvicc of a good knight; and
although 1 was not his squire, but a simple man-at-
arms, ready to fight on hovso or on foot, or not to
fight at all, just as the case miglit be, still | was a
betterman Iban tlie squire— for he could not write,
any more than bis mastcr could. So, just before
the battle, the knight sent for me, and, said he,
‘Jasto, | have heard that you are a wisc fellow and
can write, and | tvant you to write me a letter.” He
knew | could write, becausc | had told liim so, and
had told all my companions so, for this 1 found |
must do, othcrwisc they would never be aware of
it; for, not knowing liow to write thcmselves, how
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could they comprehend that 1 knew?
Snd am eU g« back to my casue,’
knishL ‘and | want him «™"y a straight ani
fiJr messape which he can not do if | send itby
word of mouth. So you must write what | wishto
say in a letter to my seneschal, and the S

shlll carry it.” With that, he showed me a little
niecc of parchment that he had with him, and a
JhTalof ink and a pen, and he hade down
L d write what he told me to say. | hkcd not this
haste, Which gave me no time for study and prcp-

I want to

RR,HHK ANSRLMO THREATENS BHRNARD ANO RAVMONO.

aration, and | told him, with due respect that I
could not write unless | had a table on which to
lav my parchment. Whereupon he made a man
whh a cuirass get down on all-fours before me, so
that on this man’s Steel back | could wnto as on a
table My master then told rae to write how that,
knowing the enemy would soon reach the spot
where we then lay, and feel.ng ‘Be 'vant of a
stronger forcé, he desired his seneschal to send him
five more men, and five horses, with anns and all
things needful, and also to send therew.th a new

casque which he expected from the arm°rer and a
long-sword which hung up m the great hall, and
S , o,he, thing., of «hich | «o. hOt
When | carne to write down all this, |

self sorely troubled, for you must know tha

»0,.

to
write a letter requires a knowledge J'
Onc must know what letters n
what order to put them in, and how to *heim

“ Some words need a good ™
if the letters in a word are not the right kttc,
and are not set in a befitcing order, it will be
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of no «se for any man, even the

scholar, to try to tellwhat thatword is. So "
found that for many of the words | could
rcmcraber the letters, and of those letters 1
remember thcre were some that 1 could no

T i had forgottcn their shapc.

tdl my master Umt for ,t ~u

N:~M\¢mLkarnedp.soninoi.cpan”®

U to speak of the
oxpccted. So 1 wrote on, making the best



I could devise with the letters at ray command,
and urging my master to repeat every sentence,
so that | should be sure to get it straight and
fair; and in that way | learned the whole letter by
heart, and read it to him, when | had finished it,
50 that he was greatly gratified. ‘Let me see
the letter, my good Jasto,” said he; and when
he looked at it, he said, ‘The words seem very

much like each other—which was the truth,
indeed, for most of them had the same letters
in them, measured out in very much the same

mcasurement. ‘But it all looks simple enough,’

he went on to say, ‘and | greatly desire that
| could read it, but that is beyond ray powers.’
And then he made his mark, which his seneschal
well knew, and the letter was done.

“ Thereupon he called for a messenger to take it
in all haste to his castle, but I told him that he
could have no better messenger than | should
be, bccause, having writ the letter, 1 could read it
to the person to whom it was sent, if it should
so be that he could not read it himself. ‘But
ofid Hubctt can read, else | would not send him a
letter,” said my lord. But | answered that, if he
had never seen my writing, it might be so strange
to him that it would take much tirac for him
to understand the proper slope and indication
of the letters, and so the rcénforcements might be
sorely hindered in their coming. Thercfore it
was that | was sent, and | so saved my life;
for, sliortly after, the battlc carne off, and,
if 1 had been there, I know 1 should have been
killed, as most of my knight’s men were. But
1 was safe in the castle, and when 1 went back
with the men and the horses and the armor, |
met my lord coming to his castle, and right glad
was he to see me with my company, for he was
in such sore plight that he was even afraid of
thieves, although there were but few of them to be
met wjth then, being mostly in the wars. And
therefore, 1, being fresh and unwounded, took
the lead among the men-at-arms, and felt high
in my lord’s favor, and this was far better than
being able to scratch offa poor letter that could be
read.”

“ But what said the seneschal to your letter?”
askcd Louis.

“ Oh, nought at all,” answered Jasto. “ I read
it to him out of my head, and showed him his
master’s mark.”

“But did you not fccl, all the time, that you
were a great trickster and cheat ?” said the frec-
spoken Louis.

“NU more than | do now,” answered Jasto,
“coming here to help you with your letter to
your mother, and telling you a story with a moral
to it, showing how arduous a thing it is to write

a letter, so that you may be ready for your diffi-
culties when they come upon you. And now this
pen is done, and it ought to be, for I have put
a score of nibs to it, and there is not enough quiU
left for another one. It may be bluiit, but it will
make a mark.”

“ And what am 1to write on?” asked Louis.

“1°Il find that and the ink this afternoon,”
said Jasto, “ but now | smell dinner.”

In the afternoon, Jasto mixed up a black com-
pound with some water, so as to make an ink,—
i-ather thick and gritty, to be sure, but good
enough for its purpose,— and he produced a piece
of pai-chment, completely written over on onc
side. This writing he procceded to oblitérate, as
far as possible, by rubbing it with a piece of
pumice-stone.

Louis was impatient, and suggestod that he
might m;uk out the words on one side and go on
writing on the other; but Jasto would not hear to
this, for it would arglie too great poverty on the
part of the coUreatix to send a letter on the back
of another, and so he lubbecl and rubbed, and
talked, and carne and went, until it was nearly
dark, and so the letter was postponed until the
next day.

On the morrow, however, Jasto refused to pro-
duce the writing materials, bccause there was to
be a grand expedition of the band, which would
require nearly all the men; and Michol had said
that Louis must be taken along, as he did not
wish to leave him behind, guarded only by the
few men who would stay at the camp.

“ That ’'s a pretty way to do !” exclaimed Louis.
“ Suppose 1 should be killed in this expedition,
what will your captain say to my mother then?
I am not afraid to go, but 1 do not want to be
taken for a robbcr, and be shot with an arrow, or
have my head cut off.”

“ Be not afraid,” said Jasto, laughing. “ The
enemy will not hurt you, if you keep out of the
way. You are to be under my spccial keepmg,
and | will warrant that tlie foe shall not kill you.”

Early in the morning, nearly the whole of
Captain Michol’s forcé, some armed with lances,
some with bows and arrows, and others with long
knives, or swords of various descriptions, set out,
on foot, for a march through the forests. Louis
went with them, closeiy accompanied by Jasto,
who never lost sight of him.

On the way, the good-humored robber, who
seemed to be of a better class than most of his
companions, using more corrcct language, and
behaving himself better in every way, informed
Louis of the oljject of the expedition. About eight
or ten miles to the cast of the camp of the
cotereaux there was a chateau, almost as strongly



fortified as a castle, the owner of which possessed
a grcat nmnbcr of hogs. These ammals, until
within a few days ptevious, had been confined
within ciése bounds, for fcar that they should be
stolcn  Butas no evil-disposed persons had been
seen for a long time in the neighborhood, the
whole herd had been let out into the adjacent

woods, where thev would thrive much better,
during the hot weather, than in their former
Quartcrs.  Michol had been informed that these

bogs were ranging through the woods, under the
charge of two or three men, and he was now going
to try to capture as many of them as possible.
He took his large forcé, not because he expected
any opposition from the keepers of the hogs, but
becausc a great many men would be needed to
surround and capture the animals, many of which
would be lost if the herd should be allowed to
scatter itself through the forcst.

As they walkecl along, Louis thought that it
was a great pity that the first foray he ever set
out upon should be an expedition, m time of
peace, to steal pigs; but he considercd it wise
not to say what was in his mind, for it was the
business of these men to steal pigs, or anything
elsc they could lay their hands on,— even boys
and boriowcd jcnnets,—and they might not fancy
his finding fault with them. He was not afraid
of Jasto, with whom he had becomc very friendly
and communicative; but many of the other men
looked like fellows whom it would not be at all
pleasant to offend. So he went along with the
company, and made no objections until he had
walked five or six miles through the forest, whcn
he informed Jasto that he was gcttmgvery tircd,
and that he hopccl they would soon come to the
end of their journey, so that he could sic down and
rest. ,

“ As for that,” said Jasto, “ the end of your
iourncy will soon come, if the signs ahead of us
mean anything. Some of our foremost fellows
have come back, and | think they are telling
tlie Captain that the herd is not far ahead of us.
And if that be so, it will make our work easicr,
for the herdsmen will he far from home and
can not cali for help. You and | will not go up to
the ficld of battle, but will be postcd outside, with
here and thcrc another biave fellow, to arrcst
any of the encmy who may take to flight m our
direction. So keep up a brave pair of legs for
a little while longer, and then you shall have your
rest.” , ,

Sure enough, in less than a quarter of an hour
Jasto received orders to wait with Louis, at the
end of a small path through the imderbrusli,
while the rest of the forcé spread themsclves out

widely through the forest. Before long a great

noise of squealing and shouting was heard in the
distance.

“ We have come upon them,” said Jasto, and
many a good meal of pork shall we have this
year.”

“1 hope the poor
killed,” said Louis.

“ Have no fear for them,” replied Jasto; they
will run away the moment they see one of us.
And as they can not brhig help, there will be
no Christian blood shed. Look outthere! Stand
ciése behind me ! Hcar you that?”

Louis piainly heard something rushmg through
the bushes, and in a moment a pig, about half-
grown, dashcd along the paul toward them.
W hen he saw Jasto, he stopped for an instant,
and then made a rush, endeavoring to pass him.
Bul Ihe robbcr was too quick to allow that, and
he stooped and seized tbc scampering porker by
the hind leg. In an instant, Jasto was jerked
upon his back, still, however, holding fast to the
struggling pig. ,

Louis shouted in laughter, and he enjoyed the
fim so much that it was some moments before he
considered that the shouting and wrigglmg Jasto

probably wanted his assistance.
and

herdsmen are not getting

He then ran up,
taking bold of the ouicr hind leg of the

prisoner, enaliled Jasto to get up, and to tie lhe
pig’s legs together with a strong cord which he had
in his pockct.

“ There, now," cried Jasto, with a very red face,
“ the rest ofthe pork will be ready to cook or salt
down, but this fellow 1shall take home to fatten.
He is too lean and livcly for good eating now.”

In less than half an hour the rest of the company
appcared, walking in a long line, some of the men
bearing each a slaughtcred pig, while here and
there two fellows carried a larger animal between
them. Jasto threw his prize across his shoulders,
and, although there was a good deal of stniggimg
on the part of the pig, his captor held him firmly,
and carried him thus throughout the whole long
tramp back to the camp.

W hcn he reached the huts, Jasto immediately
set to work to make arudc pen of stakes and polcs,
in which he shut up his pig, which was to be
thoroughly fattcned before sharing the fate of Ins
brelhren who had been slain in the forest.

Louis was a very tired boy when he found hnn-
self again in the camp, and he slcpt until a late
hourthe next morning; but, as soonashe had ha
his breakfast and felt fully awakc, he went to hunt
up Jasto, so that he could begin his letter.

But he found that individua!, his wcll-mimcle
andred-lincd clothes exchanged foran indescnbably
wretched suit, biisily engaged, with a large poition
of his comrades, in cutting up and curmg, m



various ways, the pork which liad been brought in
the day before. The band had so much hog-flcsh
on hand that they hardly knew what to do with all
ofit, and they were so busy for several days that
Jasto had no time to give to Louis and his literary
labors.

But, as soon as tbe pork business was finished
and Jasto was at libcrty, Louis set to work in
earnest to write his letter to his mother.

Jasto prepared the parchment, nearly obliterat-
ing the writing on one side of it, and, the ink and
pen being ready, the work began, and a very im-
povtant work it seemed to be. Louis, of course,
was anxious that his fii-st letter to his mother
should be a good one, well spelled and well
exprcssed; Jasto continually suggestcd forcible
and high-sounding sentences, coiitaining words
which neithcr Louis fior he could spell; the Cap-
tain carne several times tu llie place where the
writing was going on, to insist on ccrtain terms of
ransom being clearly stated; and nearly all the
men in the band straggled up, one or two at a
time, to know how the letter was coming on, and
to hear Louis read what he had already written.
Itwas a documecent of great intercst to every oneof
the robbers, for, if it should succcccl in its purpose,
it would bring a large sum of money to the band.

At last,
after much
labor and
consulta-
tion, Louis
finishcdthe
letter just
as the sun
wassetting,
and as onc
of the men
called out
that the
evening

JASTO'S ADVENTUIIE WITH Tlli:
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meal — which that day consisted principally of
fresh pork — was ready.

Louis laid his letter, the last words of which
were scarcely dry, upon the ground, putting a
stone upon it to keep it from blosving away, and
ran to get his supper. While he and the rest of
the company were busily eating, Jasto’s pig broke
out of the pen, and, seeing the parchment letter
under the tree, devoured it without the slightest
hesitation.

Chaptek VTII.

W hen Barran had searched
western side of the highway for nearly three
days, and had found no traces of tire cote-
reaux, he was obliged to return to Viteau, before
entering the woods to the east, to obtain a fresh
supply of provisions. He was utterly astoimded,
of course, when he heard of the fiight of the
Countcss, with nearly all her household; but he
was still more suvprised, and very much alarmecri,
when the seneschal told him that, in an hour or
so after the departure of the Countess and her
party, the chateau had been visited by a large body
of armeci men, accompanied by sevcral priests,
among whom was Brother Anselmo. These men
were admittcd becausc the prcscnce of the priests
was a token that they were friends, but they
behavcd very strangely after they entered. One
of them demandcd to scc tbe Countess, and
when he was told that she had gonc away to look
for her son, as the seneschal supposed she had
gone, he ordered the other men to search the
chéteau from top to bottom, cviclently believing
not a word that was told him.

But after every room and every part of tlic house
and grounds had been ransacked, and when it was
found that the Countess was really not in the
chateau, and that her ladies, and almost all her
attendants, as well as the horses in her stablcs,

had gone aivay, the
search was given up,
and, after a great deal
oftaikingamongtbcm-
sclves, and a great deal
of sevcrc questioning
of the seneschal and
the other servants of

the forest on the

the house who had
bcen Icft behind, the
unpleasant visitors dc-
partcd.

W hat they wanted,
and why they carne,
the seneschal did not
know, any more than



he knew why the Countess had left. But Barran
was not long in divining the truth. He felt certam
that the men with the priests were officeis of the
Inquisition, and that the Countess had heard of
their intended visit, and had escaped from the
chateau. W hetheror not she was then really out
of their power, he did not know; but, as he hoped
that her destination was his own castle, the Coun
determined to basten home as fastas he could.

After a brief halt for rest and food, Barran,
with all his men, hastened back to his castle,
where, to his great delight, he found the Countess
safe from her pursuers.

But the relief and satlsfaction of the poor lady
at her present security was entirely overbalanced
by the news that her son had not been found.
She was in such grief that Barran had not the
heart to tell her of the visit of the Inquisitors.
He assured her that he would immediately begin
the search of the forests on the other side of the
road; but, before he started the next day, he hew
an earnest consultation with Bernard and with
Count De Lanne, who was taken mto confidence
in this most important matter, in regard to the
measures to be adopted should the officers of the
Inquisition follow the Countess to the castle.

Nothing was agi'eed upon, exceptmg that Ber-
nard declared that she should never be given up,
so long as life remained in his body; but Barran
considered it necessary that he himself should be
at home, in case the Inquisitors should come to
the castle ; and so, after conducting his men to the
forest, and instructing them as to the manner in
which they should proceed, he returned to the
castle, where he remained quietly, without inform-
ing the Countess of his prescnce.

He would have lieen glad to assist in the search
for Louis, for whose safety he was very anxious,
but he regarded the mother’s position as one
which rcquired his personal attention much more
than did that of the son. He would have told her
everything, and have urged her to leave France,
if possible ; but he knew she could not be mduced
to take a step of the kind until she had seen her
son, or had had definite news of him, and so
he deeined it unwise to say anything about the
Inquisitors as long as he felt sure that she would
go no farther to escape from them. She asked no
questions, for her mind seemed entirely occupied
by the loss of her boy. .

She would not allow Raymond to go with the
searching party, for fear she should m some way
lose him also; and this troubled her eldest son
greatly until she told him, as she had promisecl,
of the danger with which slie was thrcatened, and
which had caused her to leave her home.

This Information had a powerful effectupon Ray-

mond. It seemed to make him several years older.
At first he scarcely could believe that thcre were
people in the world who could wish to punish his
dear mother for believing what she thought ri*ght
about religious matters; but when he heard how
so many persons had been cruelly tried and pun-
ished by the Inquisition for saying and thinking
no more than his mother had said and thought,
he saw what peril she was in; and he determined,
like Bemavd, that he would never leave her until
she should he safe from all her dangers.

Chapter IX.

W hen Captain Michol heard of the fate of the
letter, and there could be no doubtasto what that
fate was, for the pig was found rooting around the
spot where the parchment had been left, evidently
searching for something else good to eat,— he was
very angry. He knew that tliere was no more
parchment in the camp, fior anything else on
which a proper letter could be written, and he did
not know when or where he could procure any
material ofthe kind. He had made all his arrangc-
ments to send the letter, which had now been too
long delayed, to Viteau the next day; and this
disappointment enraged him very much. He
ordercd Jasto’s pig to be insuntly slaughtered, and
he told Louis that he would cut offone of his cars
and send that to his mother, and then, if a han”
some ransom did not soon arrivc, he would cut off
the other onc and send it also.

W hether or not the Captain was in earnest in
making this tlireat is not to be known; but it
frightened Louis greatly, and he determined that
the morning should not find him in the power ofa
man who would do such terrible things, and he
made up his mind to escape that night, no matter
what might afterward happen to him.

Accordingly, when Jasto was fast asleep, poor
little Louis slipped quietly past him and made ha
way into the forest. He pushed blindly through
the thickcts and undergrowth, not knowing m
what direction he was going—only anxious to get
away as far as possible from the cruel Captain,
It was very dark, and he frcquently carne violcntly
against a tree, or stumbled over tanglcd vines and
bushes, scratching his hands and face andbcuising
his body; but he still prcssed on, wherever he coukl
push himself through the bushes. W hen daylight
should appear he hoped to be able to make his
way to the high-road, and, once there, he felt sure
he could walk to Viteau.

But, after hours of tolisome and pamful strug-
gling through the pathiess underbrush, he founci
that, even by the increasing light, he could no



discover, although he searched diligently, any sign

or indication of a passage through the thicket.

He

even climbed a tree, but could see nothing except

“"THE COUNTESS 5BNT TOE JASTO, AHU THANKED HIM WARMLV.”

trees and bushes-the latter extending, in what
Aemed like impenetrable masses, m every d.rcc-

‘“ Almost tired to dcath, he sat down at the foot
of the tree he had climbed, and

was fast asleep.

He slept for hours. and

it

in a fewminutes

was

after noon when he was awakened by some onc
laughing very ci6se to him.

Louis opened his eyes with a stai-t, and there
was Jasto, who at that
momentlaughed again.
The boy sprang iipwith
a cry, and was about to
plunge into the bushes,
but the robbor seized
him by the arm.

“No, no, my good
Sir Page,” said Jasto.
“Don’t lead me over
any moresuch wretched
ways as you have led
me this morning. | 've
had enough of them.”

“Oh, Jasto!” cried
Louis,” you are not go-
ing to take me back? ”

“ ldon’t know,” said
the robber, “ what 1
shall do with you, but
Icertainly shall nottake
you back the way you
carne. W hereyoucrept
under the ljushes, | had
to break through them.
I ncver saw such a fel-
low for hicling. How
do you suppose | found
you?”

“ ldon’tknow,” said
Louis.

“ 1 found you,” said
Jasto, “ by not looking
for you. The rest of
our men— and nearly
all of them turned out
to scarch for you, when
we found you had run
away— scattercdtlicm-
selvcs about in all di-
rections, to sec if they
could catch a glimpsc
of you. \did nothing
of thatkind. I know
that if a boy like you
wcrc to croucli under
a thick bush, 1 could

iSEE PAGE =23- not see him. So |

fiSelhi'ds of ~teifrol
j ,aw a'bfof the silk on

some briers when 1 "*Smes”
should find more,
l)ut every now and then a bitof ragon a thorn

fi'i-



would encourage me; and so, at last, | carne up to
the gallant young page who was marking his way
with picces of silk and costly cloth. It made me
laugh to think how truly these rags had led me to
him.” -

“1 am glad, Jasto,” said Louis, ‘that you
found me, and not one of the other men. | don’t
believe you will make me go back to the Captain
to have one of my ears cut off. You will show me
the way to gohome, and | proraise you, if you will
do that, that my mother will send you a good sum
of money, quite as much as she would have sent to
the Captain if she had got my letter and had
ransomed me.”

“ | ain not sure about that,” said Jasto, but 1
have been thinking ovcr tlic matter, and it may be
that 1 shall not take you back to our camp. |
have a kindly feeling for you, Sir Pago. First,
bccause | think you are a lad of spirit, as | used to
be; and sccond, because my pig ate your letter,
and so lirouglit your trouble on you. Therefore,
1 feel bounden to help you out of it, But, if |
send you to your mother, she may forgct my
solé share in your rescue and return, and may
send the ransom-money to our company, when it
will be so divided and shared, and measured into
parts, that I shall getvery little of it. So I think
1shall take you to your mother, and then | shall
get all the ransom myself, and not be obliged to
share it with any one. And | am sure the good
lady, your mother, will give more to him who
brings you back than to him who has merely car-
ried you away.”

“ Indeed would she!” cried Louis, more than
delighted at the prospect of being taken directly
to his liome.

“Well, then,” said Jasto, “ take you this piece
of bread, which | put in my pocket before | set
out this morning, and when you have eaten it,
you will be strong enough, mayhap, to go on
to your mother’s chéateau, though it is still a good
distance from here ; and 1 promise you that 1 shall
not lead you through such rough ways as you led
me. But we must be careful, for, if we meet
any of my good comrades, there will be an end
of our plan.”

W hen Louis had finished eating,— and. coarse
and hard as the bread was, he devoured every
morsel, for it was his breakfast and his dinner,—
the two started off for Viteau. Louissupposed that
they would try to reach the main road as soon as
possible; but Jasto assured him that he had no
idea of doing that, for the woods would be
occupied, at various points along the road, by the
coiercanx, who would expect the fugitivo boy to
take the highway as soon as he could find it.
Instead of that, Jasto intcndcd to slyly make his

way, through the woods, to the nearest point to
Viteau, and then to strike across the countiy to

the chateau.

Jasto was an expert and cxperienccd woods-

found paths where
never have imagined

man, and he

Louis
they could exisl;
caution, and

would
and with
halts
he led the boy through the
devious mazes of the forest, without meeting one
ofhis comrades. Aboutdark theyreached the edge

of the forest, and then they cautiously made their

great care and

Outlook and

frequent for

listening,

way to the chateau, where they aiTived late in the
night.

It would be hard to express the consternation ol
Louis—and that of Jasto was almost as great— at
finding that the Countcss had gone away; that
Barran had been there that day, returning from
a search for his lost pagc, but had almost immecdi-
atcly set out for his caste, and that a body of
strange men, accompanied by priests, had been
searching the house for his mother only the night
before.

Poor Louis, who could not imagine what all
this meant, and whowasbewildered and astoimded
at seeing the happy home he had always known
descrted by every one excepting the seneschal and
a few servants, desircd nothing so much as to go
immediately to his mother. But this Jasto would
not have allowed, had it been possible, for the
boy was nearly exhausted by fatigue and want
of food. After some supper had been prepared
for the two travelers, and Louis had eaten as

“much as Jasto thought good for him, the robber

accompanied his young companion to the room he
had been used to occupy with his brother Ray-
mond, and, after seeing him safely in ljcd, lay
down on the floor across the door-way, and went
to slecp himself. it was evident that he intcndcd
to take good care that Louis should not leave him
this time until he had conclucted him
mother’s presence.

The seneschal was rather surprised at tho
actions of this man, who announced himself as
a friend to the boy, and one who had saved him
from the robbers who had captured him; but,
as he and Louis seemed on very friendiy terms,
the oid man made no objection to anything that
Jasto said or did.

in the morning,

into his

Louis insisted upon an early

start for Barran’'s castle; but, although Jasto was
now pcrfectly willing to go, he was afraid to do so,
for there was no other road but the one which leci
through the

would be seen by

woods, and on that he certainy

some of the cotereaux, who
the road under constant watch. To
make his way with tlie boy through the woods on

the west of the road would be almost impossihk.

woukl kcep



for he was not familiai- with that part of the forest,
and did not know the paths; and Louis would of
a certainty be tired out long before he could reach
the castle, which was distant almosta day’s jour-
ney for a horse.

But fortune favored him, for, after he had spent
most of the day in endcavoring to irapress these
things on the mind of the impatient Louis, and in
making efforts to find some one who would be
willing to go to the castle and inform the Countess
of her son’s arrival at Viteau, there carne to the
chateau a party of horsemen who had been sent
by Barran to see if anything had been heard from
the boy at hishome, the party in the eastern woods
having, so far, met no traces of his captors.

The course was now easy enough, and the next
day Barran’s men set out for the castle, taking
with them the happy Louis and Jasto, who felt no
fear of capture by his fonner comrades now that
he was escorted by a body ofwell-armed men.

The scene at the castle, when Louis arrived, was
a joyous one. The Countess forgot all her
troubles and fears about herself, in her great
liappiness for the return of her son; and even
Raymond ceased to think, for a time, of his
inother’s danger, so glad was he to sec his dear
brothcr again. Every one at the castle, indeed,
was in a state of gi-eat delight, for Louis was a
general favorite, and few persons had expected to
see him again.

Among the most joyful of his welcomers was
Agiles. She listened to his story with the gieat-
est eagerness, and, when he began to lamcnt that
he had lost her horse, she exclaimed:

“We don’t think much about horses, my father
and I, when we are afraid that we have lost boys.
It is easy enough to get another jennei, and, before
many years, this one would have been too small
for me. Do you think he is in a comfortable
place?”

“1don’t know,” answered Louis.
see where they took him.”

“ At any rate,” said the girl, promptly, “ the
thieves can not ride him in the forest, and so he
will not be worn out by hard work. Butwe wont
talk about him any more. And your brothcr’s
new falcon is gone, too, | suppose.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Louis, ruefully. “ But he will
not giieve about that, for he did not know he was
going to have one. | thought of that a good many
times, when | was among the robbers. If he had
been expccting it, things would have been a great
dcal worse than they ave now.”

“Ofcourse he did not expect the bird,” said the
girl, “ but he knows you have lost it, for every-
body was told that it was to carry him a new falcon
that you left the castle. But he neverwill scold you

“ 1 did not

fornotbringing it, and so we need not say anything
more about it. But lie must wonder that you
werc bringing him a falcon; for how could you
know he had none, when you left your mother’s
house before anything was said about his bird hav-
ing been lost? He must suspect you had some-
thing to do with it.”

“ Of course he does,” said poor Louis. “I
intended to tell him all about it when I should give
him the new falcon; but it will be harder to do
ithow.”

“ Don’t you say a word about it,” said Agncs,
who was really a kind-hcarted girl, although she
liked to talk about everything that was on her
mind. “ 1’1l tell him myself. It will be easy
enough for me to do it, and 1can tell him better
than you can, anyway.”

She did tell Raymond all about it, dwclling
with much carnestness on Louis’s sorrow for liis
fault, aird his great dcsire to make amends forit;
but she found that Raymond cared very little about
falcons. His mind was occupied with weightier
matters.

“ Louis is a good fellow, and a true one,” he
said, “ although he often plays wild pranks, and
the only reason 1 am sorry that he lost my bird
is that it caused him such danger, and all of us
such grief.”

“ 1 like Louis better than Raymond,” said
Agnes to herself. “ Raymond talks so much like
a man, and he isn’t half so glad as he ouglu to
be, now that his brother is saved from those
dreadful robbers. If 1 were in his place, 1°d be
singing and dancing all the time.”

The Countess sent for Jasto, and thanked him
ivarmly and earnestly for bringing her son to her,
instead oftaking him back to the cotereaux.

“If 1 could do it now,” she said, “ | should
reward you handsoracly for what you have done
for me; bul, as | left my chéteau for this place
very suddenly, | have no money with me. How-
ever, as soon as | shall have opportunity to send
for some, | shall more than pay you for the trouble
you have taken. Meantime, as your conduct
shows that you wish to leave your companions
and give up your evil ways, you can remain here,
and 1shall see that you receive fair trcatment and
are well cmployed.” And then, with a few more
gracious words, she dismisscd him.

This was all very pleasant, for the Countess
spoke so sweetly and looked so good that it greatly
gratified Jasto to have her talk to him so kindly,
and thank him for what he had done ; but still he
was not satisfied. He had expected to make a
regular bargain about a ransom, and hoped that
Louis would have told his mother how much
Michol was going to charge for his return; but he



found the boy had never mentioned the matter,
and he did not feel hold enough, in his first intw-
view with the Countess, to do it himself. He
knew thathe would be rewarded, but he felt sure
that a lady would have no idea of the proper suin
to pay for a page’s ransom. If the pig had not
eaten the letter her son had written, she would
have been astonished indeed. He wouW wait,
and, when the proper time carne, he would let it
be known that he expected ransom-money just as
much as if-he had kept the boy in some secret
spot, and had made his mother send the sum re-
quired before her son was restored to her. Mean-
while, he was perfectly willing to remam m the
Service of the good Countess, and the first thmg he
asked for was a suit of clothes not composed of
patches sewn together with bright red silk. And
that he received without delay.

Now that Louis was safe at the castle, the inmds
of the Countess and her friends were occupied
with the great question of her safety. It was not
to be expected that the officers of the Inquisilion
would give up their attempts to arrest the lady;
and although Barran’s castle and Barran’s forces
might be strong enough to hold her securely and
to drive back her persecutors, a contcstof tha kmd
with the Church was something not to be desired
by the Count fior by his friends. Bainan and Lanne
were both of opinién that the safest refugc for the
Countcss would be England; but a secret joumey
therc would be full of hardships, and mightcompel
her to give «p all herproperty, and to be separated
from her sons.

It was hard to decide what to do, and at any
day the officers of the Inquisition might appear
at Ihe gates of the casue.

(To beconiinned.)
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WORK AND PLAY

Under this
them to variou.
this departmenl have been obtained from diflcreni sources:

FOR

YOUNG FOLK.

.eneral heading we propose 10 give, from month to monih, some firticles of especial inicresc 10 boys and girls, inlroducmg
useful empioyments or ways of self-improvcincnt, and also to novel sports, gamos, and enteriainmenis.

The papers for

some of ihem ate wrlttcn by we])*knowii wriiers, some by expens in special

fields, and somo by wise boys and girls who, in solving their own difhculdes or devising new pleasurcs for themselves, have hit upon

cxpedicnis and iiversions thatare of valué to young folk everywhere.

W e begin, I lis month, with a paper that will be welcome in many quarters, and upon a subject conccrning which wc have rcccived

tnanyinquirles, vir.: “ Silk-culture.”

The achievementsof Miss Nellie Rossiter in this home cmployment have gained honorable mention sii

the newspaper press, and have familiarired many of our readers with the fact that alk-cuUure offera a simple and easy method for boys and

girls to make money.
to begin and to conduct the work.

A gr~t many young folk have had their curioslty aroused on this subject, but have had no means of learning how
This Information, therefore, ihc accompanying anide aims to supply, and we believe thatit gives all

ihe direction5 needed by earnest, active boys and girls for successful work iii the line of sllk-culture.

We shall have more co say upon the subject in oihet numbers, having already in stock an account of the “

Boys’ Silk-culture Club,*

of Philaddpliia, and the results achieved by a girls’ organizalion in the same ciiy. And if the indusiry prove a popular onc wilh ourrcuturs,

wcmay organite a St. Nicholas Silk*culture Club,

W e are prepaied to make frcc distribution (under suitahie guaramies) of as many

jis 200,000 silk*worm eggs among boys and giris who are subscribers to St. Nicholas, and who are ready to undertake silk-cuhurc fii

good faith, and 10 tender us rcports in duc time of the progress of iheir work.

The present paper, which is written by an experienced

.silk-culturiat, will show how much can be done by young folk in this new field.’

As indicaced by ihe title, the new department shall vary work with play.
H. H. Doyesen, on “ A New Winter Sport for Boys” — a stirring paper, intxoducing American lads lo ihc use 0/ the Norwegian *“

SILK-CULTURE

So, next month, It will coniain an fillusirated article by Brof
skees,”

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.

By L. Cai'SADBLL, Sec, N, Y. Silk Exchancb,

There js nothing remarkablc in the appearance
i>f this motil 01 butterfly, as )'ou might cali it. It
is no larger than the white or yellow butterfly that
Hits over the mud in a country road, and notnearly
so pretty, being of a grayish white, with small,
black, beacl-like eyes.

It Uves only twelve or fifteen days, eats nothing,
can not fly or protect itself from enemies, and you
may wonder what such a moth is good for; but if
you lived in China, Japan, Italy, or France, you
woiild find it for the first three days of its life
guardcd with zealous care. In fact, in some coun-
tdes it iscalled the golden moth, for it is the means
"f puttiiig gold into the pocket.

It is said that, two thousand six hundred years
before our Christian era, Si-ling-Shi, the wife of
the Einperor Hoang-ti, finding that the skins of
animais, with which the people clothcd themselves,
were growing scarce, looked about for some matc-

to take their place. Her search was unsuc-
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cessful until onc morning, while taking her walk in
the palacc garden,she discovered some large worms
spinning spider-like webs on the mulberry trees.
She immediately conceived the idea of wcaving
these webs into a fabric. The wise men of the
Orient were consulted, and finally a fabric was pro-
duced which has since been called “ silk.”

From that day, the wivcs and childrcn of the
poor and middlc classes of many nations have
derived a livelihood from the product of this little
gray silk-raoth, which hatches the worm that spins
the silk.

The rapid changes these silk-worms go through
in six weeks are as amusing and wonderful as the
tricks of a sleight-of-hand man, and if you want to
get some fun and money out of your next summer
holidays, you have only to obtain some silk-worin
eggs and let them hatch.

You must keep these eggs in a cool place till
hatching time, or they will spoii. A cellar where
the tcmperature does not rise above 40 degreesis a
good place.

The hatching season commences when the leaves
come out on the mulberry and osagc-orange trees,
for you must know that the leaves of these are the
proper food of the silk-worms. If your studies
will not allow you to hatch the eggs at that time,
put them in a perforated tin box, and ask the
butcher to hang thcra in his refrigerator. They
will keep in this way for quite a time. You can
freeze them without harm, provided they are



brought very gradually to higher tempcratures for

y -tlo -t

put the eggs to hatch on the
mulberry trees.

You bring them mto aroom m the
house, or into a shed or stable where itis clean and
S  ventilated. and spread them out on a ner«-
papcr, or on the bottom of a woodcn

the ourpose. This wooden tray is much hke the
bottom of a square blrd-cage, and you can easth

“tftefyou have placed the eggs as directed beat
the room to a temperature of 70 degrees and m a.
few hours you will see a changc place The
effffs vrow gray, then blue, then white, with the
cScpdon ofa small, moon-shaped black spot.

mn L look atthis spotwith your magmfymg-glass,
and you will see it is the head ofa worm.

In a few minutes some of these wormswill sm-
prise you by the rapidity with which they make
their exU from the shell. And when they are out,
fouwill bpsergeellryoui flpug ™., .,.& = ~ -
enough, that they are covered with short ha.m ke
a Caterpillar, and that they are fastening a httle
silky web to every object within thcir reach.

The second day after you put your eggs ™ hatch,
you will find the papcr or tray swarmmgw lh httle,
L ck wtigglingworras. v ou may judge how smal
they are when 1tell you that the egg is not much
larger than a mustard-seccl, AU,

They are hungi-y no"', a«tl should be fed, but
before doing so, make a framc, simUar to a slate-
frame with a sirip through the middle, ~ fit mto
the tray This framc should be covercd with
Isquito-netthig, and placed over the worms.
Now gather a few mulberry or osagcorange leave
chop them fine, like smokmg-tobacco, and spimkle
thcTH over the nettxng.

The worms will quickly crawl
mp«bes to eat the leaves.

Being so small they will eat very little, biit they
should be given frecsh leaves as soon as the oid
eaves becoL hard or dry. When gmng them
f esh leaves. put over the okl frame another framc

covered with netting. W hen the
through,

leaves

1*1,
through the

crawled
remove the first frame with the dned

in this wav you can easily change them
fom oid to fresh food. They should be given four
meais a day during the “ first age.

The trays must be changed and cleaned at least
““iA"hree days all the strong worms will have
hatched ; those born after this are apt to be wcakly,
and had better be thrown away.

Each day those hatched should be r**ved and

placed bytiemsclvcs, with the of theivn.A

marked on the tray that contams them. Those
first hatched should be placed in the coolest part

of the room,

and those latest hatched in the
warmcst.

This will tcnd to equalize their giowth
and preventthe wormsbheing of different sizes whcen

their molting period comes, which occurs four
“£Nc or six days after the worms have hatched,
they will prepare to shed their skms.

This is called a molt.

First Age.

DBPORE MOLTING

You will know when this period comes by their
loss of appetite. They will bccome torpid. and
look like small bits of rusty iron wire. If now you
observe tbc worms carcfully w.th a glass, you w.ll
ie ablack spot coming in fro.it of the fii*t ,oim.
This is the growth of a new head, and the com
mencement of the shedding,
pleted so gradually that a whole d.scaided skm .s

"™"Iftielvihours this period is over. The wotms
have passed their “ first age,” and entcr w.th rt-
newcd appctites into their “ second age.

This diffeis but little from the fi.st age.
it, however, they eat more and grow much largci.

Second Age.

APTRR MOLTINC
BEh'ORS MOLTING-

Before they cntcr the “ tldr-d age,” the nett.ng
mist be rem™oved from the frames and replac d
with perforated paper. Each perforat.on should be
i'ircr cnoush to admit a lead-penci.

‘m'?,“ eed ,o0. chop .he I»vc, .n, more . c
as the worms are able to eat them whole.

Third Age.

AFTEF MOLTING
WEFORR MOLTING-

During the *“ fourth age” they consume an
enormous quantity of food, and when their foiul®
and last molt comes they suffer acutely.
SLelsometimes resembics dcath, and many of
the soft, fat worms actually do die.

They require at this time much care as
lation and cleanliness. It
trays be changed daily, and the worms not han

with the fingers. If there is occas.on, foi lack



room ov any oEher cause, to rcmove some of them
to other trays, lift them with small, flat canjers-hair
brushes ov largc leaves.

W hen the molt of this “ fourth age ” is past, the
critical period of the silk-worm’s existence is over.

FUUKTH Age.

AVTTF MOLTINCI.

In the fifth and lastage, how much they will eat!
If you have many worms they will keep you pretty
busy getting food for them, for
not only leaves, but whole miil-
berry boughs must be given
thcra now. They are as greedy
as pigs, and seem to live for
nothing but to eat, eat, eat!
At this age you can even
hear their jaws munching the
leaves. But you must not mind
this, for they are converting
tbe leaves into a precious fluid,
that soon will be poiired from
tlieir mouths to make thc bcau-
tiful silken cocoon, and the
more they are fed, the firmer
and fincr will be their cocoons
and the more abundant the silk.

In about eight days after the
bcginning of the “ fiflh age”
tlic worms, which never before
showed the least desire to wan-
(ler from their trays, become
ixceeclingly restless, and wan-
der aimlcssly about, moving
their lieads in all directions.

They are now looking for a
convenicnt place to spin their
cocoon™ and if a place is not
.urangorl for them, so that they may disgorge this
silk fluid, they will dic.

lhe woim is now as large as your fin-
ger, and of an ashy graj' color.

I have not yct told you tliat black ants
are tlie silk-worms’ mortal enemies, and
that you will be sui-o to lind thcm in
your cocoonery. | think they are first
brought in on the leaves, and you must
kcep a sharp loolcout for thcm. They pinch and
hite the worms until they kill them. |If they get to
the worms during the “ first age,” they may Kill

SI'INNrNC.nRANCIfPS,

them all, for they are then so tender that one
pinch or bite will provc fatal.

Now that your worms are ready to spin, you
must get ready the spinning-branches. These are
bundles of dry twigs from which the leaves have
been taken, or bunches of straw. The bunchcs
sliouid be as thick as your wrist, and about a foot
long. Stand these bunches all about the trays,
and bcnd their tops together in the shape of an
arch.

The wonTis, as soon as they see the branches,
will know what they are mtended for, and will lose
no time in mounting them. There may be found
some who are too lazy t6 mount. Place some
branches in the way of these, and when they have
taken hold, stand the branch up.

After the worm has raounted the brancli, he
commecnces throwing little silky
webs from brancli to branch.
This is a sort of hammock in
which he mcans to hang his
cocoon. By and by he really
begins work, moving his head
quickly from side to side, and
throwing the silken thread in
the shape ofthe figure 8.

If you could properiy disscct
a silk-worm, you would find
in it a reservoir which contains
the silk matter. From this res-
ervoir proceed two glands that
unite in the moutli. From
them a fluid is poured forth
which, hardening as it rcaches
the air, becoines a tiny silken
thread, to be conducted and
directed by the \vorm to the
points it has selectcd.

Tlic worm movcs its head
more than sixty times a min-
ute, or three hundred thousand
times in making its cocoon.

For some time after it has
been spinning and has wound
itself in the threads that have
taken the shape of a cocoon, you can sec it, clou-
bled up like a horseshoc, hard at work on the inside.

FULIL.-SIZED \WOR>T READY TO RPIN.

Finally the threads grow so thick that the worm is
shut out from your vicw forevcr, and | am sure by
this time you will feel a little tinge of sadness in



savinE good-bye, for it has been with you so much,
Ld been so intelligent, that it seems almost

Atul"four days it has expended all its silk fluid,
and the cocoon is done. It will contam a thread of
silk from six hundred to eight hundred yards long.
o mu., le. ,h..= cocoon. cem.i» on tljc

ning-branches for about e.ght days. At the end

A COCOON.

of that time, take them down and carefully stnp

?hem of their loose floss. Select the largest and

fincst, and string them on a thread " yaid
lons  This is done by passing the needle l.gh ly
through the outside of the cocoon floss that still
S s onit. Never pass the-d le throu~"he
cocoon as it would pierce the chrysalis and kill it.
Then hang these threads in a cool, dark room,
awav froiTi rats or mic6.

In about seven days more, you will awake some
morning to find holes in your cocoons and a
number of butterflies or moths, like those 1 firs
told you about, clinging to the walls and cocoons.

Some of these will be males and some females.
The males are smaller than the females and keep
beating their wings.

After about six hours, place the females on

A'cell is a little piece of muslin three by three
inches, with a string run through the top. A
number of these should be prepared beforehand,
and then stretched across the room.

As fast as yon separate the moths, place a
fcmale on each cell, darken the room and let them
alone. In a few hours they will commence to lay
Each moth carefully dcposits the eggs ("’h.ch are
covered with a sticky fluid that causes them to
adhere to the cloth) side by side, and so on for
about three days. The usual number n
moth lays is four hundred, but they often lay as
manv as seven hundred. .

It will be well to occasionally pm a moth m the
corner of a cell, so that the buyer of eggs can
reduce it to powder and examine it for diseasc.
Sik-worms hive so far been subject to no d.sease

in this country, but occasionally the

should be taken ofexamming a moth. The breax

ing out of a disease among the silk-worms is a
J at affliction on the othcr side of the ocean.

If you have had one thousand eggs to begm with,
and tirese have produccd five hundred females
that have laid the average amount of eggs, you
will find yourself the possessor of five ounces
of eggs woith at the lowcst Wholesale pnce two
d o S per ouncc, or twenty-five cents a thousand
at retaik and about four pounds of ’
which, sold as waste, will bring fifty to eighty cents

h T ou should want your cocoons for rcelmg,
instead of reproduction, you should take them
from the spinning-branches a few days after they
are spun, and stiflc them.

Stifling is killing the chrysal.s mside, so that
it can no“tpicrcc the cocoon. The pterced cocoon
can be carded, but not reeled. w

There are many ways of stifling, but solar lays,
charcoal fumes, hot air, or stcam are the mo~t u*~»

To stifle them by solar rays, they must be putm
glass-covered boxes in the sun for several days,
care being taken to stir them often.

To stifle them by charcoal, they must be put m

a bag; hung in a tight
box from which the
bottom has been re-
moved, and then placed
over a pot of burning
charcoal. Bank earth
about the box, and in
twelve hours the work
will have been accom-
plished.

To stifle by hot air,
you place them in ar
oven for half an hour.
This is dangerous, for
the cocoons are likely
to scorch.

To stifle by stcam, you
put them in a common
steamer and steain as
you would potatoes or
a pudding. Thisty min-
utes is long enough foi
them to remain in the
steamer.

This lastmode is said
to be the best of all,
as the steaming softens the gura and improves the

ftTRING OF COCOONS.

after the cocoons have been st/i,
they must be placed on a clean cloth, m a ool,
airy room, and allowed to dp- for at ten
They wil mold and discolor if you do not
them.

> -

)



You sliould never ship them in a green State,
before or after stifling, unless you are specially re-
quested to do so, for they lose in weight for more

tlian ten
days, and
tlie merchant
to whom you ship
will not weiglj them
or pay you for them
till they are perfectly dry.
Four pounds or less can be sent in paper boxes
)y mail. Larger quantitics should be sent by ex-
press or frcight. Pack them lightly in thin pine
lioxes, so that they wiil not be mashed or dented,
for this prevenis their recling propecrly.
If the cocoons are pierccd, you may pack them
as tight as you picase.
It will not be profitable for yon to reel your

A CELL, WITH EGGS.

A BALLAD

OF

cocoons yourself, forno matter how nice and smooth
it looks to you, the manufacturer would find it very
uneven. But you may want to do it for your own
ainusement, and so | will tell you how it is done.

Ofcourse, you must provide yourself with a reel,
or invent one. 1 heard of a boy who put a
wide band of leather over the iippcr whcel of
a sewing-machine, which worked well. | believe
this would do, for thcrc you have the revolving
whecl, and all you need is a flat, broad surface on
the whecl to catch and wind the silk as it unwinds
from the cocoons.

Beforo reeliiig, you must tlirow the cocoons into
hot water. Then take a portion of a whisk-broom
and stir the cocoons, drawing the broom olit of the
water occasionally. The hot water softcns the giim
by which the thread adhercs to the shell of the
cocoon, and the rough broom catches the ends as
they loosen. Then tum the wheel slowly, and with
the thumb and forefinger start the ends around
the wheel. If the tlivcads break, twist them
together and start them around again. Whecn all
the silk is imwonnd from the cocoons, slip it offthe
wheel and givc it a twist and a knot, like a skein of
sewing-silk. Should the silk snarl as it unwinds,
you may know the water is too hot.

This ends all that you can do with the reeling.

As the pierced cocoons can be carded and spun
in the same manner ascotton and wool, your grand-
mothers, or other oid people in your vicinity, can tell
you how to do it, and even how to weave it into siik.

Next year | hope to learn that many specimens
of cocoons, reeled and spun silk have been on ex-
hibition at the State and county fairs all over the
United States—the work of the girls and boys
who have read this article.

BRAVERY.

By Malcolm Douglas.

To spread his fame,
A httle lad of ten,

Who, with no wcapon, put to rout
An army of brave men!

The glittcring troops attackcd one day
A qtiict, sleepy town,

And filloa the people with dismay
As swiftly they carne down.

They all prepared to hide or run,
W ith faces ashen palé.

All, did 1 say? No, all save one—
The hero of my tale.

1 ’ll sing about

Cowavds !” he cried, with flashing eye,
“ They pillage and dcstroy.
And yet you men stand idly by!
! v/ lead you, though a boy!”
He charged alone; the troops stood still;
He bravcly knocked them down !
And thus, by his heroic will,
He savcd the little town.
Lest this you think he hardly true,
It should be understood
That, though the boy was tva¢ like you,
The rest 'were made nf wood/
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A PRIZE CUMPOSITION.

BY HOLLIS C. Clakk (Aged lsifteen).

The tiger is callccl the scourge of India. \\ ith
many other w.ld animals. includmg deer, fowl,
cattle, and wolvcs, he frequents tlic immense jun-
des of that conntry. Commonly, the tigeris sh)
and will run at sight of a man, but once in a
while, having tasted human blood. he becomcs
doo loo shadwee, as the natives say, when nothing
biit human flesh will satisfy him.

W hen a tiger is known to lie a man-eater, the
natives in his neighborhnod are in constant dread
and terror. They either retire into their bamboo
huts at sundown, and crouch tremblmg until day-
broak, or they light great bonfires and keep up a
continual commotion durmg the mght; foi whu
a tiger captures a person, he generally stays m Uie
same vicinitv until killed or cntrapped, becommg
bolder and fiolder every day. A tiger has oven
been known to bound into a villago in dayhght,
and, like a flash, dash aivay with his doomcd prey.

The ncws of a man-catcr, however, is not an
evcry-day occurrence, as the brute is supposed to
olitain his first taste of human blood accidcntally.

The task of killing those blood-thirsty beasts is
sometimos performcd by Europeans, for the mere
sake of the hunt and tho subsequont glors- ol
exhibiting the furry hide; more often however,
by the shekarrys, or professional tigcr-kiters.

Tho modes of opcration of tho Ujttcr are often
verv strange. Sometimcs a stout bamboo cagu
containing the tigcr-killcr (who will kill a doo-lo,'-
shadwee tiger for thirty dollars) is placed m_cw
of the well-trocldcn paths of the animal. Ue
statuc-like figure of tho huntor sits
until the tiger, having scented h.m, spr.n® o “be
cage and is clispatchod by the spcars of bisait .
orist A bravo native has also beon known t.

a tiger spring at him, and then, lightly boundiu).
aside, dash a knife into his tawny body.

The indolent natives, however, seldom huii , »
cept for a livelihood, or when accompanymg Lng-
hshmon, of whom there are large numbers in Ind .

A few years ago,an English miss.onary, afru
(if mine, was stationed at a small villagc ii
midst of an almost irapassable junglo, ex”iu
for loagues inward. W ith one ortwo "C.ghh”
towns the village was connected b>-foot-paths, |
from it a narrow road lccl to the railway stati.»
distant three miles or more. v,,.fi.rc

One hot cvening, as my fncnd was sitling
his two-sioivV bamboo cottagc (which was a so



of admiration and wonder to the simple natives),
enjoying some letters from liorac, which he had
just received from a nacive guidc and raail-caiTlei,
he was startled by cries of fear, and a crowd of
Hindus from a neighlsoring village rushed up and
threw themselves at his feet, bewailing loudly and
alternately imploring his aid and that of their
heathen gods. Moreover, his own villagers
Decame very much alarmed, and added to the
lumult, while the guide, tliough excited, remaincd
outwardl)' calm.

As soon as Mr- lawson could make himself
heard, he inquired the cause of their trouble, to
which the guide replied that a tiger had carried
off a child from tlie ncw-comers’ village, adding
also, that as the town was now entirely deserted
by the tenified inhabitants, pait of whom wci-e
before him, some otiier village might now expect
the tiger's attentions.

Mr. Dawson was alarmed- This was the first
lime during his rcsidence there that the peace of
ihe little town had been disturbed. To add to
this, his was the nearcst village to the one reccntl)’'
attackcd, and there ivas more than an even chance
that it would be the next to suffer. It was with a
feeling of drcad, therefore, that he went to ljed
that night. He could not slecp, and was momcn-
tarih’ cxpecting the advent of the tiger- Rut noth-
mg happened to break the niglit’s stillness.

In the morning, feeling somewhat relicved, he
said to the guide (who was ofT dut)- for a week),
" Well, Karsing, | guess the man-cater has missed
us.” This was said with an attempt to smile, but
Karsing shook his head, and said shortly, “ He
may come yet.” And come he did.

in the evening, when one of the less timorous
natit'es had gone a little distance from the huts to
obtain some water, all were |>aralyzed by slirick
upon shriek from the unfortunatc man, upon
ii'llom the tiger had sprung. His pitiful ci'ics grew
fainter and fainter, as the blood-thirsty animal
litimded away with him. Pureult was iiseless,
and another gloomy night was slccplessly passed.

The next morning the missionary sent one of
the villagers to the station to send for a certain
shekarry, wlio lived about twenty miles away, and
'vho replied Isy tclegraph that he would come and
Iniin for the tiger that afiernoon.

Mcanwhilc, Karsing (who was quite intimate
'vilh Mr. Dawson), to occupy his time, began
ovcrhauling some of that gcntleman’s “ traps,”
which he brought tvith hini from England, and
had stored away. While rummaging in this
manner, he carne across an oid, iiist)- muskct.
This he seized upon, and after cleaning and oiling
It, took some powcler and balls, and about noon
went into the junglc, tellingthc scrvants about the

house— as Mr. Dawson, at that time, was absent
— that he would try to shoot something for dinner.
They laughed at him, for he had never uscd cithcr
gun or pistol, and told him that the man-eater
would catch him.

But Karsing was confident, for he had oftcn seen
others shoot, and as to being afraid of the tiger,
he said that such heasts usiially slcpt at tliat hour.

When dinncr-time carne, the “ Ininter,” as the
natives derisivcly called him, did not appear. Mr.
Dawson, who well knew- that the guide was fully
able to take care of himself, was in nowise alarmed,
but was somewhat vcxed because Karsing had not
asked permission to use the gun. However, in
the consideration of other matters he forgot alsout
the affair altogether until later in the day.

At two o'clock, the shekarry, with a companion.
arrived, anncd with rifle and Itnife,

They immediately set out on the tiger’s ti-ail,
starting from the point wliere the animal’s latest
victim had been seized the night before. As the
tracks became plainer, they hurried on cautiously
and quietly, when, all of a sudden, the loud report
of a gun startled them. It cimld not have come
from a point more than a quarter of a mile away,
and in the deatlily stillness of ihc tangled junglc
it seemed still nearcr. Immediately after it, a loud
roav awoke the echocs, and the skekatrys, advanc-
ing a few rods and parting the bushes, carne upon
the tigei-, tiren in his death-struggles. He was
roaring and lashing the ground with his tail, while
in his open, frothy mouth the hideous teeth
gleamed; finally, with a hiige Isound, he leaped
into the air and fell dead.

The tigcr-killers were exceedingly surprised.
W hy had they bcen sent for to kill the liger if it
was probable that anotlier would do it?

They approached the body and carne face to
face with Karsing, «lio appearedfiom the opposite
side. The shekarry, very naturally, felt vexed and
angr), and sullcnly demanded, “ Did you kill that
tiger? " “ Ves,” replied the guide.

“ With that gun?” continued the questioncr,
cspying the okl musket. “ Yes.” replied Karsing.

The t'i) tigei-killers turned away with disgust
and went back to the village, where ihcy told the
story to the ivontlering missionary and natives.
Mr. Dawson paitl them their expenses, and they
rt'ent home.

.As for Karsing, he skinned the tiger and brought
tire hide home, uhere, after curing it for a montli
or more, he prosented it to Mr. l)a«'Son, who re-
turned the favor by buying him a fine rifle.

The missionary afterward found out that tlic
sly fellow liad set out that morning wilh the ex-
piess purpose nf killing the tiger, which he had
accomplished b) a luckj- chance shot.



for very little fol k.

THE SLED THAT WON THE GOLDEN ARROW.

ONE

and she

ter tried a dos-e,,

nSy,"

coid day,a la-dy looked fro. a win dowdown - “

saw there a ht-tle girl and a hutle
en sled, and on the sled there was a board

,ouched it and would n’t*stay on un”ss it"w ay

g

d

oy. g
that tell ott it vy y

and made a quick jump and got on it, so that he
board staid in place; then she got off, and told

Ajiimped' The board tipped, and the little
boy fell on the side-walk. But the hutle girl picked
him up, and brushed off the snow. Then the la-dy
at the win-dow slid up the sash, and this is what
she heard the girl say:

"Try a-gain, Jo! That was too bad. “
sor-ry. She will hold the board thn time. so tie
board was a-gain put on the brok-en sled, and held
un-til Jo was safe-ly on it.

"Now, sit still. Jo, and |11 gwe yon a n.ce slidc-
ride," said the lit-tle girl. And then she picked up
the rope and pulled. Up fiew Jo's feet and he fel
o-ver back-ward; bnt he was not hnrt much, and, a -
ter an-oth-er brush-ing, the girl said, “ Now, sit wlt
your feet to the back: you can't tum-ble off that way.

But he did. On-ly that time he fell on his face,
Next he sat side-wise, with his feet hang-mg o-ver

partofa run-nei.
In this way he
went safe-ly as
far as a-cross a
lit-tle room, but
then board and
boy once more
up-set.

The good sis-

"TfeT anld and SP*

ct;" :f herllJe broth-er. And that was bet-ter fot



both of them that day than a fine sled-ride would have been. For when
they went a-way the la-dy o-pened the win-dow wide, and sent a big boy to
fol-low them, and told him to come back and tell her the house they lived in.

And then, that same day, she went out and bought a strong and pret-ty
sled. Its fiame was “ Gold-en Ar-row.”

Then, she went her-self to the house where the lit-tle girl lived, and
asked for the lit-tle girl who had been try-ing to give her lit-tle broth-er
a sleigh-ride that morn-ing.

“Julia ! Julia 1” called her moth-er. “Here is a la-dy, ask-ing for you."

Julia ran to the gate.

“You were try-ing to draw a !it-tle boy on the side-walk in front
of my house this morn-ing”— be~gan the la-dy, but she could not say an-
oth-er word then, for Julia was fright-ened and said: “ Oh, ma’am. | did n',
I did nt mean to do any-thing naugh-ty.” Then she be-gan to cry ver-y
hard, and ran a-way.

“What is it, ma’am, that my child has been do-ing?” asked Julia’s
moth-er.

“She is a clood sis-ter,” said lit-tle Jo.

The la-dy smiled. ‘I watched her this morn-ing,” .she said, “ and she

was so sweet and pa-tient that | wished to make her a pres-ent. And at
my house there is a new sled for her, if she will come and get it.”

Pret-ty soon, Julia was at the la-dy’s house, with Jo and three oth-er
lit-tle broth-ers, and the “ Gold-en Ar-row” made five chil-dren hap-py
raan-y days— for these chil-dren were real chil-dren, and it all hap-pened
just like this sto-ry.



CK-IN-TIIK-PULPIT.
JA

JACK-IN-THK-PUEPTT.

ANOTHER Year ! Welcome ii. m)' people, and
treat it as handsomely as you can. In tucivc
months it will slip aside, to take its place in the
longlinc of years that have " passed awa>, as”
say But it will not pass away. It will stand theic
in line with the rest that you liave known, and will
greet you farailiarly whenever you look ““ack upon
ft— wLther with smiles or frowiis, or with too
much of one and too little of the other, depends
verv inucli upon yourselvcs.

Well, here we are, good ‘~3 j~'iad to see you,
and ready to do our best, Your
is ful' of promise, and, in the fiame of big fnlk,
little folk, snow-time, bloora-time. and liarvcst,
JaCK thanks you for coming !

"DOWN IN THE DOLDRUMS."

DSAI. JACK: I au. P-zzlsd and

Aég
the very ncxt wiio
who are in che high-cla«.

yoiv "J |.i"j« i

” \Ve" hLd ‘the ‘dSel
,u It 'taiking a'l tlie unte, so

N 4~°£'jack,farioi ilpeai
«Hiraest ihac some adjcctives are CDinpared y there

the same ‘~ing m t.sing the®exp™

Here is your answer, dear Sno« Bunting, Tlie
Little School-ma’am says: “ ‘ The n
fiame given by sailors to places in the ocean near
U~eciuator. in which calms, stovm.s. and contrary

winds abound.

The boy used the exprcssion in
its literal sense;

the girl, Aguratively.
WHICH WAS RIGHT?

I-HE children of the Red School-house had
proppcd up the thing, as a great cunosity, on a
mound, by my pulpit. Yes, there it ~ plam as
day, a beautiful twig ov spray, with the dcai L ttic
School-ma’am’s label upon it— but 1 n
anything with my birds, Fliey insisted that the
things that /called flowerswould soon shakc their
pretty wings and fly away. Yes, tlicy were sure of
It In vain 1 protested, and even hit my piilplt
hard with an imaginar)"' fist,

“ Did you never hear of an oichid.

sai0 1
mih7w /kindofakid? said they.

“ An orchid?” 1le- peaied. )

“ Not we,” said they; _but
we know , bees when ' Wfé see tliem,
andifthis \ plant does n't bear bees
instead of we'll give up-"

imKS CK KLOABKSY
eeThat’s just what | want,” said 1
folk who are mistakcn give up,
And off they flew, quite sure that <ikl Jack-
I'ulpit had made a mistake for once-



Blcss their bright little eyes and quick i‘oices!
W hat should | do without them ?

You see, the little darlings have no dear Little
School-ma’am to go to, as 1 have; and good Mother
Nature is so fond of playing funny tricks !

Now, wniilcl n't it be very queer if some of my
little human chicks should look at the picture and
see only Isees? Ah, but then they can find out
about orchids! Very likely they 'll be writing to
me about them before January lias time to roll our
moon once around the earth.

THE EMU AT HOME.

Mv Dear Mu. Jack; | ihnught | would write you a l«t=r
about the Emu, as ii is a nativa of Australia, where | liyc. The
Emu is a large hird, siands about five feei high, and is of .abrowu
color: its feathers are small and doiible,— that ts, two feathers grow

“OH, THAT coMPUSITION !

from the same place, li cuns like the ostrich, and, when frigluened,
makes off ai a grcat pace, Ic takes a very fast dog to run it
down, as llie Kmu can keep np for a very long time: the dog gcn-
erally gcts tired and slink<away. It is a very fiignisitlvc bird, and
even in a wild state, if a man wcrc to hide behind a biish and de a
piece of rag lo a stick, and hold itoin, the Emd would come run-
ning up 10see what it was. Emusare generally tieen hcrcon ihc plains,
walking in pairs, followed by their young family. The moihcr-bird
does not make a proper ncsi, but just makes a hole in ihe ground,
and lays founeen or fificcn eggs, on which ihc birds, male and
fcmale, sicin cum. The eggs are large, — not so largo as those ofan
ostrich,— and of a dark green color. Like ihe osiricn, ihe Emii has
a hardy stomach, and will swallow nails, bilitons, and all sorts of
queer things, without huning itself, though in its wild siate ic
Uves chiefly on berries.  They are ca”ily lamed, as soon as they get
acquainted. We are now living on the Dariing Downs, Queensland,
butin Riverina,— partof New South Wales,— where my pnpa used to
have a shcep statjon. he says there are a grcai many more Emu
than here in Queen.sland. Papa says the EmuG are very injurious
to young lambs. They want to play with them: they chasc
jump over them, knock them down. and roll them about.
rough play often kiUs the poor little things.

Vour cnnscani reader, ynkir Phudrnce Bropriuij.

This

‘M — T he Cummittee's Kei-okt.

1Y Rimuuuciug uur cl.oice of i. comporitiou om ul all that have been fenl in responso lo our offcr on page 98= of the ticiober

St N.cholas we are liappy lo acknowledge ihc surprising cordialiiy
mea Ptirenbt and teachers cverywhere have apprnved highiy of the

with which our plan to assist the young
plan of oflering St. Nioiolas sutpects;

coroposilioners has beeu
whole sohools have been

rupreseaud in ihe present competilion: and the letters aooompanying the MSS. sulficienly attest iLs pcipulanly w.th the boys and prls

thLsolves Onofriendlycorrespondcntwriies. *
randid young author savs:
lara verv glad of anything 10 make it casier ”
or not the work has been its own i-cward.
maltinT their report
elever siorics by clever young tclk.
good aualities, for,
respects.

siiion, therefore, appears on page 230 of ibe prcsont iiumber. in company with the original picturc;

promised, has been fotwarded to the young author.

Y ou have found a very interest,ng way of mak.ng dilficult iessons seem Il.ke play
" 1hopeyon to/Vfgive fonr subjects each month, for compas.uon worit

In his letter accompm.ying tho mamiscnpi he says:

. a
..a very dull aud honid task 10 me, tmd

;and very many of the young writers ins.st that, whuiher their r.ger compos.uons be pr.uted
Indeed, the Commitiee lely upon the very general express.on of this seni.meni to aid them m
It can be no easy task for auy cnmmitteo to decide casily a.id promplly upon the one veo- best out of hundred» of
In the case of these Tiger scories, it was quite imposs.ble to choose onc that was procm.nent in A/f
howovcr excellent in some points one of thorn might bo, there iverc others qu.te as good-tfnot better-in other

But on the whole, and after dio dcliberation, tho Coininiltee unilcd in accordmg ihc highe.st place lo the composmon by Hollis
Clark asedliftcen as best fitting the picture and combining informalion concernilig the tiger wilh a vmd story ofa huilt.

Ihis compo-

; and a check ,n payment, at tlie rates
| interpret the picture as 1do,

for the roason that the tiger is not in the attitude for ponncing upon the humera, fior are the hunicns in poaiiion for sbooimg mu tiger.
Itimistbereraumbered, as before alaicd, that among the compositioiis were others gmle as good in many respects as the onewe have

ihosen 10 prinl

At least twenty of the compositionsctowded closely upoii as 11.making a scicction. and many others are so admirable.

.-onsiderinK theagesofihel!rauchor5,thatwegladlyesiendtheRollofHonoriolakelhem in.

Heartily ihanking Oliryoung friends, one and all, for their intenrst
offer four subjects i6r this month.

The Y fak Xiii? YBr\B t88«

WIiiAT 1 Saw

and cnthus.asm, wc .suh.nil ihu alaive repon m iheir anention, and

ok a Ojuntuv Road- . What Makrs Mi;, Grow!

As stated in IThe Docemlier number, we do not ask to seo the compos-itioas hcreaflet, oxoepting when we offer a picture in conn”tion wilh
asubject: butwe shall he glad if, in wriling composition.s, all who choose ibe St. Nichola$S subjecis will kuidly let us know of the faci.

ROI.I. OE

brx'Vv"antf.2-Sn?

L/W\e
M adgel,.-% ndell-Floren

n. haiLsey— Uraco E. Soiithworlh— Mury Hutlon— enonor nrigm

ceBradshaw -\V .t S5tevensou-1G.t,c U oyd-Ralph bgwo ™

Francés H, Callin -

HONOR.

f.ske-MlwAnn

. —y-r-y e, —ii_ (-irlelnn W Oinn
Nvery James F. Berry-J. Buchanan J’owell Evaius- .Alberl 1. Taylor Canl n

alsy Carvnle HaVryl.="»»"d-Evarts K. Greeiie- Hssie IHe- -auk 1. B wi- ~ Wheeler-N'r H -
Kenné -B, W.-Edward B. Reed- Frank Miinroe- 1. Hiini-Susie ClaA-Wame |I..

CarrleA.AtSCroi“ eVXhi7-
Mans— Siuari M. Be.Trd- " ' '
hparks— Clara liiirr—"P ..,

CSLT

iwa'LA‘~L"1 frBHs.:!”

“An~aill'ToMo"L‘A*V"hru;nT,;d-~. AN
rill)«pie-Katic R. Ellbu-Gracie L Thayer-UlHan B>Tnc-

wneeler

Hascali-Jeannet.e
B. C. P.-Helen Stapleion-A. Kloubcr,

* Scc S*r. NICHoij”s for Geiober, page 082. an<i f*” Heoember, pa”c 156.



THE

The Children’s Garrield Fund.

It is pleasant lo know that, np to the present date, nearly five
hundred dollars have been contribuiedd.cc.ugh “
the Chiidren-s Garfield Fund for ihe benelit of dio poor and s.ok
children of New York. The amounrs r~e.ved
St. Nicholas for June, i88e, aggrcgate $63.77-
sum was sen. by a club of young guls,-*
inembers.”

$*1~3 °f *
a lude soc.ety of s.»
-w ith the following letter;

“Dahsvilte. N. Y., Nov. 11, .882.

Sl'c% ~m "a;d%’;fe.* 'vifriiiedojffriends, ind made the sum

“N~Nprset”™I'wlet-H e receipt of it, either through the St.
K:ckol.as orinany”~~co—
At T 2@ CEHEDWARPS, Treas.

Membersi Dora Voorhees, Alice Grant, Carne Pratt.

Now girls and boys, who will start another club rn raUe the
rwenty d A il and twen.y-cne cents tha. are needed re swell die
Childten'sGarfieldFundto$5005 00. snti

For full particulars. see St. .88., and

July, 1882.

Nicholas for November,

Readers of this number who also have read “ The Story of
TInbt" nrinted in St. Nicholas for July, .882, w.ll find ari rn-

nithough each is complete in iLseif.

Fort'Worth, TiirxAS, Nov. 3, iS8s.

S 111 S I - S S
Slinthe readem of Carrie Stewart.

Thanks Carrie

The game fi a good one, and wejoin in your
wish thati

. may become v®ery popula, with Sr. Nicholas boys and
girls.

Bv an oversight, .he two jingles, "The Uo-jl-d Pie" (in the
August ntunber) and “ Oh. What Are You at, LittlewW ~an
the Ocobet number), wero credited solely to Mr. L. Hopkms

onr Tablesof Contenta for those months when m

(m

y
.inw a bv Mr. Hopkins, at our request, from sugiTil«” js by Mr. A.

W Hairington, wio f.imisbed the ten of the verses and hmts in
outline for the picures. We gladly make this correcion m 3u”«
tu Mr. Harringron, and encnd to him our apologics fot the mistake.

lack..h-the-Pu

.pit’s "Cloudy-Saturday" question continles to
Jtne severti of our .-eaders, as the following rnterestmg lelte
shows J R s.,Jr., evidently intends to scltle the matter beyond
aSt-ifk « M"-

Well, we shall be glad ro hear from h.m aga.n
and from all the otherswho are keeping a ciése eye on the Saturday

A 1ITwt.her. Bu.hearwha.J.R.S, Jr., has to say already:

LETTER-BOX,

to see how many of us would watch for a year

“ Stlr i“MhTu$™hmri“suth“S ~ er”
urlv would ¢ ~e one onwhich | wished to do something that
nani?usS r~uired clear sunshine all day. Itseemed, at Khool,
fhl Serl nel~rwas a Saturday upon which rtdid notram; bul not
having Km dSaT tLre was bul one Saturday in the year on which
the aun does notshinc. 1 took no special note of the sunsh.ne.
Unon several Saiurdays dunng the past summer, | have ~cn
only aboutfive minutes’ sunshine, and thatjnsins the sun wrts settm”

Bul, at last, 1 have found_ the one Saturday
aistofOciober, .882. OtirJa.tnft.l watchman faded hat

US a ray of sunlight in this City. | watched, partiuularl),

, and at the expira-

‘10 ‘ve
all aay,

"g~odihrng ;~u did not ofiér a reward te tbc o - firs. notic®
ing that Tact, be~use others before me would have Ukew se been
n/mcin? .ind in all probablUiy, would have &ecurcd the prize. At

any rate’ 1 fccl amply repaid for my trouble ui
fhai ihe «un failed to shme on one Saturday in the year i»®®*

IStITFE.LLp suf

J. T- TROWBRIDGE.

W e are glad to present to ourrcadersthis month the nccompany-
Ingexcellent portrailof Mr. J. T. Trowbndgm author of m jy
popular books for boys, .and ot the fine story, '~ e T.nkham Bro.h"
ets’ Tidc-Mill," now appoarmg as a sefial in this tnagas '
theroiirth cominued «'>'7 i i

t. Nicoras,and we am sure i.w.ll prove quite as ™"~ "57
eotermining as "Fast Friends,” "The Young Survcyor, or Hw
Wecongratulam our
that is in store for them during
familiar a. the utitset with the genial face ofihcr old-ume friend.

0«



The following leitCT, from two San Francisco giHs, carne to
before the issue of the December number, which contalned Mr.
Holder’s article on “ The Discovery of the Mammcth." Now that
ihey have seen Mr, Beard’s interesting picture of “ The Mammoth
ofSl. PeicTsbu”,”” which accompanied that anide, perhaps Maud
and Elhel will tell us how ncatly ihe big fellow in the drawing re-
sembles the mammoth of San Francisco. If, as they say, the latter
was found in ihe ice in the River Lena, Siberia, thcrc oughttobe a
family likeness between tbhe two huge creatures, as the ShumarhofF
mammoih also was discovcred in ihe ice near the same river,

San pRANasCO, Cau
St. Nicholas; Wc thought you would like 10 hearoia
tnammoth clepbnnt wc have here under the Mercaniile Library. It
is twenry-six feei high, and twdve feet from its uul 10 the end of us

Dear

msks. 11 is said thal it rcsembles a larger one in the Lniin
Musenm. It was found frozen in the ice [i» the River Lena, »n
Siberia, There are other large animais there, undCT the l.ibrary, but

none so great as this one.

i The people of San Francisco aic very
much interested m IL

From your constant rc.'wlers,
Maud and Ethel (agcd ten and twelve).

A Good Siuggestioh-

H err js onexcellcniand timelysuggesdon from F. H . P ., concern-
Ing a gCKid afu;r*use for Christmas-cards- Used in the manner (le.
.scribed, these pretty cards would no doubt form a very decorative
screen, and would, at ihe same time, reiain thdr vaUic as souvcnirs,
and be kept Insight through a great pan of the year as rcminders
nf ihe joyous Christmas lime, and of the friends from Nvhom they
carne:

TluabRt Nicholas-

As ihere probably are a great many boys
.mdghh®4 owould¢” .

O apW a.

THE AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION

T he lalesl niiraber on out register is 4460, showing a gain of 300
during lhe month of Ociobct. To me, the most surpriring and
graiifying thing about the growlh ofour " A.A."— for which, by
Ilhe way, its mernbere ore coming to fccl a sttong affoctlon — is the
steadincss of its dcvdopme W should have anticipated that,
upon the first proposirion for such a Society two years ago, hundreds
of letters would instanily have deluged our desk, and that thcrc-
altcr few, if any, new drops would have fallen. Instead ofthat, the
namber at first was very small— discouragingly small; btii each
week conlinued 10 bring its quota of new recluita, and, during the
whole lime, TOlunteers have sent in ihdr flames with such tegii-
larity that otir raail has rarciy excecded twenty letters per day, and
rarely fallen short of six. We can now pccdici, with some confi-
dence, that three new Chapters will be formed each wcek. The laiest
pleasant “ tuni” is the growing interest taken in our Association by
leachers and supcrintendents of schools, who scc in ihc " A. A. a
praoiicaland practicable solulion of the question, " How can Natural
History be liitrodiiced into the Public Schooi?"

The prospecté of the Society were never so favorable, and with
renewed lhanks to the many friendswho have given Us valu~H
assistance in answering the questions of our four thousand little
ciiicstioners, we hopefully begin 1883 with the addition of the foUow-
ing new Chapters:

No. Nami. Mcmbecn. Sccre/ary's Address.
3«. WebsterGtoves, Mo. (A).39..Maiy E. Renvis, Box 113.
367.- Boston. Mass. é..Anme Datling, 47
Baltimore, Md. 6..Fannie Wj-ntl, 5*3 Md. Ave.
% Si. Paul, Minn. (D) 6.-Fred. Spauiding, Box V.
Georgelown, D. C. (C).. s -M- A. Mcmrson, 1603 so'b
371- Granville, O. (A)..o. 5..M abelS. O»-»- "
Beverly N 1. (Al i5..Alice T. Catpenicr, Box 88.
373- Beverly, N. J. (H).. . 5..Wm. A. Ker.
374- Brooklyn, N- Y. (Di . 6..Ftank E. Cocks, 176 71b bt.
375 Little Rock, Ark. (B]....16..R. H. Taylor, Room 6. Benj.
Brk.
Little Rock, Ark. (C)....40. .Clara E Davis, cor. aoih and
Center Sis.
Washington, D. C. (F)..14. .May Sypher, 1509 R. I. Ave.

nenl use, |

give below a descripiion of a fire-scrcen that | have
justcompleted, which isvery pretty:
Width, j_feet.
DBSCRIPTtONI
Taks two siicki, saxjin .xJT1 in.; thtee sdcks, 3 in-xiin.:

make a frame iike diagram, cover the frame wilh strong but hglii

canvas, paste the cards on the canvas, taking care to aran” them
in gooa taste, and your frame .s complete. F, H. P.

— TWENTY-SECOND REFORT,

No. Name. Memben. Secrclary'a Address,

378. Ambler, Pa. (Al ,.26. .Jcssie P. Smiih, Upper Dublin
P.O.

379. Andover, Mass. (BI 5--A|b§T|J» Shaw.

380. Ccdar Rapids, la. fC .. .10..Eddie Boynion.

381. Anderson, Ind. (A)..---- 6..Frank Sharp.

383 Brooklyn, N. Y. (U 8..Jeanirie Van Ingen, lasRemscn
Street.

383. Chicago, 111 (L] 6 .Wm. B. Jansen, t23« Wabash

' Ave.

Resorts from Memuers, Chafters, and Friends.
W e have five hundred speciraens in our cabinei.

Annie B. Boardman, Scc., Augusta, Maine.

Shells from the Axores, agates from Lake Superior, for «hells,

cotton in the pod, or red coral. -
jSAIIELLA Kellogg, 56 Davenpott St,. Detroit, Mich.

I have collected this summer more than two hundred spccics ot

i'.sects. besides scveral salamanders, snakes, and frogs-
! w

B. Olsev.

One evening, | accidentally looked ihroiigh n pigeon’s ftélher at
aas-flamc, and saw the prismaiic colors reflccled in scveral smaller
flames In light colored or white feathers the flamcs were very
plainly seen, butin dark or black feathers they werc vc” dim.

L] Marv

<}

Ridgwav.

M agiiclic iron, baryies, iroii pyriies, buhc-slono, for crystals, tale,
tourmaline, fossils, calc-spar /,

L. E Tuttlib, 5 Kuuberly Ave,, New Haven, Loiin.
HOW TO DRSCRIIE AN INSECT.

A lia moth, now: isi. The/<?r;« <iftke anienn”™e, whelher pecti-
nawd or simply hairy or spindlc-shaped. 8<J, Th« fonn andwze of
oalpi and lenglh of longne. jd. Wings: ist pair, form, shape ol
cosial, apcx, ouWr edge veins. 2d pair samo. 4lll. Markmgs on
whies. sth. F«l, spurs.

B If a caterpillar, note; ist. Form of head, wider or narrowCT
thanscgmentnexL ad. Dorsal, .«tibdorsal, and lateral stnpca ad.
Position of luberclcs, wnris, or spines, and spots. 4ih. bpiracutar



line. 5h. Supm.annlipline:i« fonnand,naA”*""""  6<h. Number

,rhis kind nme

coloTtnd marUngrof mml.s are by un means the ehieEchar.ae.errs-

des lo be noied.|
Madison, W isconsih.

W ehavehad wcflrll-

«» g’/ -rD"rBI” fw hirnnn
Monona. Thi gre g

-fieas, cnmrpiliars,
«eallsventinto the woods, and un
vafrr flea nnd a Utde leech- We

US fi«3*'-wiuer spongcs.

minnows, snads, and frogs-

Butthebestofalh.andthatforwhmh |

iRASE'E:

Spare moinents are spm t

has begged 10 return to Latin, «

to stand atorneai.the head of Ms class m
Insteadofbiw lessloungm gatrecess,

S 11

w5
|nme *ﬂ"A Nad*® ~PP
n!her sludlea
tna

He usquiet b »

GUKENtVICH, CONH., Nov. 8, 1852.
which proved tobe a worm. Theworm w as'” S ,tty soon tt
very small, so that a could ~ co,,e back pretty
droprged 11and humcd away |nm “ 12 snuare aboutan inch
sooiFsnd follow tngt y of anann n The
r:tw ant'S them tfthfworm

, "and they gtn”~ly tote -t -0 p.eces

and carried itto their hole. | am twelve years old."""""" Yoo, no.

St Paul
One cabinet is full and wecou”dIU tm to

, Minhescita.

W e have 8_kmds M

i32p£ i3

top ofourcabmot

W esttown, N. y
W ehave had

e:frretVs"do"“L r; & , Theyjm lkm Annn

ritisnot.0 easytoadvise youfmm so greata distance

,and having
heLldLtonc side

Ifyou can notinduce members to
! A

meetings L

orrtrexrutéo"- 'f y«" "t
withdmw from che Chapterand organise another.|
WahREN, Maine, Nov. t4, i885S
Wc have mkeh ts A M antle'i
‘teirus htw 'rtdistiniuish sttatified &om ™ ""“'“'" =V “stareeti’

BelLI'BE, 0 h!0.

W e are all .he time collecting and reading " '

BKAt'ti.ERc, Fia., Nov., i88a

a mosquito fighting its

P

t,'“7 pr=alU d
";eradrnc7'fa"m m »

and ohen”on”herwild phm.
and prickly ash-

[JaNUAKY,

Chicaco, Oct. 2Qlh.
fossils, for care fossils.
w ' pVcfa.d), m Sn'syiSm as m.tch as
OXPORD, N. C..Sept. 24, iS82
s S s s s m m m
eolored head and tail. There are sevem| «n i” head

universilies conceming il, bul he insis
offa snaWe story upon h.m,

Yis s o=

,u ) ing to do W|th it,
wouM havo «P*%bmg .

CarviT 1?2s, L, oE»-»,
rThe dntwing reproduced above is a picture of the larva of the

regal omperor moth (C. ¢Arm Je. xci«llr), “UATMEL® TP TV s

alfo in the firs. volume of che tcam ,,‘ >4 1>'; 'd m
—
— —

ineron the piich-pme.l

iffaic tita “ X .'A"7

E
Oencva, h craccf» «s cabinct.

W \>{ fte.-M iss, A. W||son§ lf(A
ru show a

larger *"-wémv six mches: circumference, fony-
Length, from crown co np, “re very anxious to ‘know if
oneand one-halfmcbea. ~ p Richardson wriicsPicase
therc is a larger one. Mr. Fred. t tasUec

JTI

St'Srhrttts% «.T Sm o.herir~nrn

SAppro°rarVw,fcnracLirnteo ~ d to

ni,?rals for
eSitge

egi Georgetown,

s, cmbs, and ”
i ‘nenified wcod fe;

give USany informaiion. nics — perhaps of the

inrepons,

and leils thcrn Uke a sagc.

boy's rcporth!1l



Right gUid are we 10 hcar agaiti from Mr. Daniel E. Moran:

<l am just back ftom a rrip lo the North Woods— a wilderncss
,if spriice, hemlock, beech, and birch, with an occasional pine
lowering up web ®we air. “Mj; irip was panly on busiues, bm
as | cajTied my gun on my shoulderfor eighidays, trampingihroagh
ihe woods. now foliowing an oid ' trail’ by half-obliteraied blazcs,
now running solely by fcfie needle, scrambilng through ihe undcr-
bnish, CP Mlowing the deertrails, you can imagine | managed to
sandwich in a good dea) of fun.

*“1 shotmy nrst decr— the only one | saw; I heard a bearcrasnmg
through the brush, and as for iracks and traces, they were every-
where. s

“ Birds wcrc scarce in the deep woods. A rufied grouse now ana
then ihundcred up ahead, making my fingers ache to tire. lhc
rcd*eyed vitco was. perhaps, the most common song-bird. 1 did
not see a single robm, but Keard two: one, as we were floating for
(leer, made such a racket jn the woods that | do not doubt some
owl was commilting a bloody deed of murder.

"1 shot a young pileaied woodpccker (Hyloicmiis f/ilealm),
abird new lo me and found only in deep forests, Shot, alro, an
olive*Wked chrush : but there is just now such confusién and con*
leniion about this and alllcd forms, ihat I feel very doubtful what u
)< 1 could nol keep ciihcr skiii, but kept cheskuli and bill ofthe
woodpecker.”

In closing this paper, | will make a suggestion wilh referencc to
Repoits from Chapicrs. Those Chapters picase us best which do
not merely say, “We are doing well— we have so many specimens.
We hflve gained ihrce inembers. Your.s inily"; uor yet those

others, happily few, which send us weary ahccts, copied or remem-
bered from previous reading; butthose which, afier a condse slaie*
nieiuof iheir progress, proceed to icll something of interest which

gyes have seen and their hands handled. They lell us what
methods of work they find most profitable. They ask iiitelligent
queslions. Yon will find their rcpons in St. Nichol\s.

In sending reporta, kindly wrie requests for cxchange on a sepa-
rate sUp of paper, marked “ Exchange," and Ingiving your address,
add always the number and jetii'r of your Chaptcr. The geode qucs-
lion has proved too difiiculr, and a» Agassiz, whose namc webear,
used tu find his highestdelight in iracing in Nature the handofa
Heavenly Father, | proposc fur our next subjeci, “ Evidencesof
Design iu Nature.”

Let eacli Chapier have competitivo papers wrlctcn on this subject-
From ihese, leteach Presideni and Secretaiy, as a commitiee, seleci
the one which, in theirjudgmeoi, is best, and send it to me. A good
microscope in a case shall be seni to the Chupier which fumish»
ihc best papcr, and the paper, wilh wrlier’'s fiame, shall bepnnted m
St. NiCHoLAS. This Chapier wili ihen be considered ihe “ Banner
Chapier” ofthe “ A, A.” unlil che next competition, Every paper
must be scricily original, and nol excccd six hundred words,

All communicatons rcgni®ing ihe “ A. A.,” including all reporté
hereiofore sent lo W, P, tallard or M. J. Taylor, must be addressed
lo H aktan H. Ballard,
Principal ofLenox Academy, Lenox, Mass.

THE RTDDLI'-BOX.

UI>U1>E

Aratu Bey, the wily rebel,
Tried hard lo win his fell designs;

But brave Sir Carnet stopped him sliorily,
And thus ihe rcbel fain resigns.

Come, briglu young friends, 1 given n wurd
Sir Ganiei Wolseley well might flame;
If rcnd first backward, ihcii rviid forward,

It form'v.n mono none wlU blame. >0 w.

M MIiRUIAIi ENTIJ.n.V.

i AM composeil of sixty-two letlen*, and am a qgiuilation from
Shakespeare’s play of Henry 1V. 00 -

My 24-51-5-32°is pan of a sword. My 401-12-27-30-18" is a
I>irdsimilar to toe thrusb._ My A6-59-25-62-14 i» aroufﬁg. My 43-

is to desire. My 17-55-37-31-58-23 is a cleigyman.
21M$ js part of ifie foot.
*9-45-4 is lo take the

My 34-6c¢-
My 56-6-19-23 is a fleet animal. My 35-
rind from. My 47-38-41-28-20 is lo
examine claeely. My 3-42-10-6i-48 is watchfuL My 2-21-57 r
Miiuible, My 11-30-15-30 Istwisled toward one side. My 44-53-
53-9 is a floal, CARRIE K. ANDREWS,

CIIAIIAD li:.

Do you visit myJirsi lo-night?
Then awhile at my second larry;
That no thought may oppress
In regard 10 your dccss.
And my ‘iohole picase rcinetnher lo curry’,\/I
L c. T

TKAXSPOSITIOXS.

When the following iransposlilon» have been righcly made,
place ihc words one below another in the ordcr hcrc given, and
the diagonals (beginning at the first lerict of the first word, and
vnding with the firsc letter of ihc last word) will spell whatevery one

ple~cd 10 rcceive, Each word contains four letters.

i. Transposc gone, and make n small lixard. 2. Transposc tu
n<iuailc fowl, an(f make lo Icasc, 3. Transjiose small tumors, and
*naUeinformalion. 4, Transposeaciiy in theSlaic of New York, and
make ooe of the party whiclt opposed the \Vhigs.

5. Tran>«po«!
Ptirt offi boat, and make a vegeiablc.

6, Transpose a tropical tree,

and make a confrivance for Illuminating.
small opening, and tnake a hcavy cord.
by legal proccss, and make utihzed.

tnake a learncd man.

7. Transpuse a very
8. Transposc prosecuted
9. Transposc epochs, and
xo. Transpose bod, and make the third son
of Jacob and Leah. ri. Transpose adapté, and make lo sepérale
by aslcve. xa- Transpose lahels, and make a hart. 13. Transpose
ccnain irees, and make 10 drench. f*

I>1A<-i«NALS,

T he diagonals, beginning ftom the top,
famous writer,

spell ihe fiame of a

Cross*WDKD>: 1. Always. 2. Pariof a prayer. 3. A vegclai)’le
erowlh. 4. Al hand- 5. Reposo. 6, A mililary buildmg. 7- A
rofuge for songsiers. iitchwood-

FIITACTTONS.

Take iwo-fifths of tlie leiiors ia one of tlie New KiiRland States:
one-ninth ofa State in whicli a great nver rises; two-elevcnths ot a
State bearing the same namc as a rivcr; one-sixlh ofa mouniainous
New England State; one-ninlh ofa State bordcring on Lake Supe-
rior; and one-acventh ofa Siaie ihai was admiticd uuo ihc Union in
i3i  The letters represenled by these fraciion.s, whcn nghtiy
selectcd and arrangcd, spell a fiame in which all ihe rcadem of
S'I". Nic MOLAS are inteicsted, *o e

DOTHLK <KOSS-\V«IM) ENIGMA*

Mv fij.scs are in jusi, but not in right;

My secénds in dark, but nol m Ughc:

My tliirds are in Naple”, bnt nol in Rome;
My fnnrihs are In couniry, but not in home;
My fifihs are In rapid, but not in fleet;

My sixths are In corn, but not iu wheai;

My sQvcnths In young, but not In oid;

~ly whole®. ihcy come when tbe air is cold:
For a month is niy first: iny .second ihe boys
Enjuy with much merriment, frolic, and noise.



I'XCTWRIAL PUZZLE

How many people are represenied in thispiciure? 4

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN

iLLUSTaATEO PUZZLES .H THE Oror~'s'orim sim
Christmas; L Olive. 7”4 “““tj, 3 i v h i t e . xt.
Pink. 7-p~°>''4 G4 ,°fig; 4 taking?he first letter
recond letter of

i,I*SéfevtVs-.enceisformed: "To all c.r young puzzlers

we extend a hearty Christmas grcetii™/" Nicholas.”

Easv Numeeical ENtoMA. DonT speak ill of the year t.Il .ttt

“U eek Ckosa; <4 "RuSer™* r 4 - “t'Ntck”.“tt

THr....... ftu,

MamiéBkker, | — Charlotte s reakcy.i -

[JAJIUASY.

HOL'BI.E niAMOND IN A KHOMBOI»-

"S”™wnl ardl” " INdol: - a"Three-four.fe ~
3 W aiks through water. 4 A cave. 5 In debtor.

POUBLE AOUOATIC.

iN"SE.

STAK

bark Uiik ffS#%

V4
V4
.

PI'ZZLE.

boy'a hand.

THE DECEMBER NUMBER.

DOUBLE CENTRA,
fourth Imc,
R e X iS e a 4

ACKO~"

®CaSToi.

6. CaTNip.
Ei5Hes.".0

BaTOns. ix.

Colu,l.

" bfA«OHuU? x.~'p.~'4 RAGgQ, 3. RcGue. 4. PEgEant. 3
GuArd- 6 T* rk-ietnhas Crciss-wirds: i. TrenChct»
. I's ~at. [um»-
S. BreAthe. 9- TranSform.

Beirs'~iriet.'irx~”~P-ha't®"”~W .- 3.Clash. 4

A poor man-s heart through half the year.

Answcrs sliouldhe

CPIEm iTirind Eosa, j=T = f A“"A“&rihV'M -
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