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A QUEER VALENTINE.

By Sophie

IT did n't seem as if anybody in thc world would
he less likely to rcceive a valentine than Mrs. Brid-
~NetO’Flanigan. It was no wondcrthat slie laughed
«hen 'Nezer asked her if she expected to have one

-laughed until her chair threatoned to give way
iiiider her, and her stand shook so that the apples
and oranges began to roll off, and the pea-nuts and
chestnuts hopped almost oiit of their baskets ; for
Mrs. Bridget O'Flanigan’s laughter had thc effecC
ofa small earthquake.

Is it til thc loikes avmc thatannybody would be
afther sindin’ a foinc bit av paper, wid flowcrs on it
and shmall little b’ys widout a stitch til thcir backs
barrin’ wings ? Sure, is it a swateheart ye think 1
have, an’ me a dacent widdy tin ycars agin May?
Oo 'long wid ye now, ye spalpcen!”

And the “ widdy” was again overeéme by
mirth at the thought, and 'Nezer had to gotowork
again at picking up the apples and oranges. 'Nezet
was sitting at what Ben Mudgctt called the “ lec-
ward side ” of Mrs. O'Flanigan’s apple-stand, cat-
ing a turnover and drinking a cup of hot coffee.

A ihrifty and hard-working woman was Mrs.
O’'Flanigan, with a trading-bump equal
Yankee's ; but for all that shc tolerated sorae
unprofitable customers. “ If it was n’t for the soft-
hairtedness in her shc’d be rowllin’ in gowld I5e
this time,” her neighbors said.

It was in vain for her to try to harden her hcart
against a coid and hungry child, who lookcd wist-
fully at her tempting stores ; and it was very often
indeed that an orange or a stick of striped candy
found its way into a pennilcss little pocket.

to any

Swett.

But shc had to rcstrain her generoiis impulses
to a considerable extent, or her stand would have
become sopopular, notonlyamong thcchildrcn who
had no pennies, but among those who wanted to
try the extraordinary and delightful cxperiment of
getting their candy and kccping their pennies, that
the customers who filled the money-box would have
becn crowded off. Now she had learned froin long
expericnce to attend to her unprofitable customers
slyly, cxacting from them promises of secrecy,

'Nezer was one of the unprofitable customers.
He was thin and hungry-looking, and Mrs. O’Flan-
igan had invitcd him to breakfast at her stand
whenever he was in'town.

In the autumn he carne into thc city from
Scrambleton aboiit once a wcek, with Ben Mudgett.
Ben workcd on a largc farm, and brought wagon-
loads of vegetables and poiiltry and butter and
eggs to market. ’'Nezer was an orphan from the
poor-house. He had been “ boimd out” to the
Widow Scrimpings, who did n't live on a farm,
but who raised poultry and sent it, with a few eggs
and some very small pats of butter, to inai-ket.

Shc tried to raise the poultry on thc same prin-
cipios by which she was raising 'Nczcr— very short
cominons and very hard work; but the chickens
and geese and turkey's were all so lean and tough
that 'Nezer could gct for them only about half as
much as Ben Mudgett got for his nice plump ones,
and they would n’t lay half as many eggs as Ben’s
did. And the Widow Scrimpings thought 'Nezer
was to blame. In fact, she thought 'Nezer was to
blame for almost evcrything.
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to them. ’'Nezer, although he was bound out to the
Widow Scrimpings, had one, and it was a goose !

Nol a “ fine, fat young goose,” but a lean, oid,
lame goose, but still, fot a dinner-pot, bctter than
no goose at all, and fot a valentine— well, 'Nezer
had a vague idea thatif he should scnd the most
precious thing he had that would be just what a
valentine ought to be. It would show his real
feeling fot Mi-s. O’Flanigan.

But he had another feeling that complicatcd
matters, and made him very unhappy. He was so
fond of Peg-leg that he could n’t bear the thought
ofhcr being put into a dinner-pot.

You may think it strange that anybody should
be fond of a goose, but 'Nezer was a very affec-
fionate boy, and he had never had much in his
life to be fond of. Nobody had cver petted him,
and he had never had anything to pet. And so,
ihough Peg-leg was n’t, even for a goose, very
amiable or iiiteresting, 'Nezer had set his affec-
tioiis upon her.

In appeai-ance she was a most unprcpossessing
~oose. She was notonly so lame that she could
searcely waddle, but her neck and head were
almost bare of feathcrs, and she had iDut one good
eye. And she had a queer little drooping and
lagged bunch of tail-fcathers, that gave her a
dcjected look. But without the misfortunes that
liad given her her ungainly appearance she ivould
never have been 'Nezer’s goose.

At a very tender age she had fallen into the
ckitches of a big dog, and been so badly treated
that the Widow Scrimpings gavc her up as dead,
and ordered 'Nezer to give hcr to the cat. But
'Nezer discovered that the brcath of life was still in
her, and by careful and tender nursing he had
brought hcr up to comparatively vigorous goosc-
hood. But he had built a little house for her on
Bcn's farm, and took caro to keep her there, and
the Widow Scrimpings never knew that her cat
had not made a ineal off her.

At first, 'Nezer had fcd her with food saved from
his own scanty meais, and with corn and meal that
lien gave him occasionally, but for a long time
now she had supported herself by laying eggs.

1 ain sorry to say that she had never secmed to
retum 'Nezer’s afiection.

She was a very cross goose i she ran her long
neck out, and hisscd fiercely at everybody; and she
hissed only a little less fiercely at 'Nezer than at
other people. She always carne when he called
her, but Ben insisted that it was becausc he almost
always gave her something to eat. 'Nezer thought,
huwcver, that it was a proof of afiection for him.
Ben didn't appreciate her. It was he who had
named her Peg-leg.

Nezer did n't mention to Ben his intention of

sending Peg-leg as a valentine to Mrs. O’Fianigan.
Ben would be sure to approve of it heartily, and
urge him to do it, and he was not quite ready to
decide upon the matter yet.

But as St. Valentine's Day drew near, and no
stroke of good fortune had come to him to enable
him to buy “ a shawl wid rid stripes,” which was
the only other valentine that Mrs. O’Flanigan
regarded as dcsirable, 'Nezer carne to the decision
tliat Peg-leg must be sacrificed.

He made only one concession to his feelings— he
would not mention the dinner-pot, and it was just
possible that Mrs. O’Flanigan might think Peg-leg
too attractive to be boiled and eaten. There was
also a chance that she might think hcr too lean
and scraggy, as she was fond of good cating.

Moreover, she might guess from whom the val-
entine carne, as he had told her about Peg-leg, and
refrain from boiling her for the sake of the giver.

So it was not without some hope of again
beholding Peg-leg in life that 'Nezer boxed her up
and sent her, ljy exprcss, to Mrs. O’Flanigan; the
expressman, wlio was a friend of Ben’s, charging
but lialf pricc, and promising to take the best
possible care of her.

In the box with Peg-leg 'Nezer put a card, upon
which he had written the verse which he had seen
upon the valentine that he especially admired:

" Your eyes are bright, your Kertrl js lighi;
You are luy datling dear!”

He was afraid she might not understand that
Peg-lcg was a valentine if there were no verse.

On the outside of the box he wrote: “ Take
care! it bites.”

That made it seem veiy unlike a valentino, but
it was absolutely necessary for Mrs. O’Flanigan’s
protoction, for Peg-leg’s disposition would not be
improvcd by six hours’ confinement in a box.

It was a little past noon on the j4th of Febru-
ary when the expressman set down bcforc Mrs.
O’Flanigan’s astonished eyes the box with its warn-
ing sign, “ Take care ! it bites.”

“ Take care! 'Dade, thin, an’ I will. Ye can
take it back wid ye, whativer it do be !” she
screamcd after the expressman, who was already a
long ways down tlie Street, and did not manifest
the slightest intention of tiirning back.

“ W hat murtherin’ rashkil is afthcr sindin’ me a
crathur that hites? An’ mcsilf a dacint, paceable
wicldy woman, that nivir did no harum till anny-
body ! Sure an’ it do be a livin’ crathur,
hears him a-movin’an’ a-rustlin’ loike 1”7 And Mrs.
O’'Flanigan stood at a respectful distancc, and
gazed with fascinatcd curiosity at the box.

There were small holes at each side of the box,—
"Nczer had taken care that Peg-leg should be able

for 1
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him. For his legs were no longer “ down bcyant
his trousis.” He had on a brand-new suit from
top to toe, and his cheeks were almost fat! He
held his head up, and his cyes were brighi, and he
did notlook like the same boy. And the man wlio
had carried off the goose was with him !

“ He is my nephcw, my only sister’s son,” said
the man to Mrs. O'Flanigan. “ And if 1 had n't
stopped to see the goose, and you had n’t told me
his fiame was 'Nezer, and he livedin Scrambleton,
I should, perhaps, never have found him, for |
thought he was dead. And | ’'ve got him away
from tlie Widow Scrirapings, and as 1 have a snug
bit of property, and nobody but him belonging to
me, we 're pretty comfortalDle together.”

'Nezer's face fully confirmed his uncle’s story.

“ And I'm hoping to make some return to you for
\'our kindness to my ncphew,” said 'Nezer’s Unele.
And ’'Nezer could with great difficiilty refrain

from lelling her of the plans titey had formed for
supplying her next summer with the finest fiuits
from thcir garden.

But Mrs. O’Flanigan protested that the “ bit and
the sup” she had given him would make her
“ niver a bit the poorer”; and he was “ that da-
cint and perlito ” that it more than paid her, to say
nothing of the “ foine valcntine ” he had sent her.

“ Peg-leg has lots more fcathers growing outon
her!” said 'Nezer, proudly.

“ It’s a foine fowl she do be, annyhow 1” said
Mrs. O’Flanigan, politely.
“Andl think her temper is improving,” said

"Nezer’s tnele.

“ She have but the laste bit iu life av a timper,”
said Mrs. O’Flanigan; “ and sure whatwould anny
av US be widout it?” By which you will see that
Mm. O’Flanigan undcrstood fashionable manners,
if she was only an apple-woman.

AVHEN MAWWA WAS A LITTLE GIRL



THE

By Joaquin

MOVNT HOOU.-ABOVB THE CIXIUES.

MOUNT Hood stands about sixty miles from
the great Pacific, as the crow flies, and about two
hundred miles «p the CcUimbia River, as it isnav>
eated, The Columbia is tranquil hcre— mild and

calm and dreamy as Lake Como.

But twen y
miles bigher.

past the awful overhangmg snow-
peak tbat looks as if it might blow over on us as
we sail up under it, the grand oid nver is all tor-
rent and foam and fearful cataract.

Mount Hoocl stands utterly alone.

And >et he
is not at all alone.

He is only a brother, a bigge
and taller brother, of a well-raised femily of seven

alanfseason of the year, you can
most any little emincncc withm two
of Mount Hood and count soven snow-cones, ciad
«; oternal winter, piercing the clouds.
sccne so sublimo as tlhs m all ihc

The moimtams of Europc are only hills in com-
parison. Although somc of them ave quite as h.gh
L those of Oregon and Washington Temtory >c
thev lie fat inland, and are so set on
other bilis that they lose much of

Those of Oregon start up suddcn and sohtar> and
almost out of the bea, as

There ts no

ihe top of

it were. So that whue
they are roally not much highcr than the raountam

peaks of the Alps, they seem to be about twice as

LAND OF CLOUDS.

Miller.

[SEE BAOE ,50.]

hi.h. And being all in the form of or

cofies, they are much moro impos.ng andbeautifi
than those of cither Asia or Europe.
But that which adds most of all to the bcaut)

and sublimity of the moimtain scenery of Mouii

Hood and his environs is the marvelous cloud

efiticts that encompass hiin.

In the first place, you of mate
this region hcre is one dense black mass of mato
e i and magnificent forests.

From the water’s edgo
uTtrthc

snow-line clamber and chng the da k
green fir, pine, codar, tanmrack, ycw, and jumpc”
lome of the pinos ate hcavy with grcat concs .
long asyourarms; some of the yow trecs are

letwith Lrries; and now and then you seeabu b
iunipcrbending under a load of blue and bitt
iuit And ncarlyall of these
in garments of moss. This moss tra.ls and sw.n s
lazily in the wind, and sometimos droops to
IpnP-th of a hundred foet.

11 those grcat dark forests is a denso
ofvine-maple, hazcl, mountain ash,
low, and brier biishes. Tangled in with td
the rank and ever-prcsent and
This fcrn, which istho terror of the Oregon fatnK -
stands so ,-ank and so thick on the m th™
forests that oftcntimcs you can not scc two .



before you, and your feet can hardly touch the
ground. Through thisjungle, with the great dark
trees towering hundreds of feet above, prowl the
black bear, the panther, the catamount, and the
California lion.

Up and through and over all this darkness of
forests, drift and drag and lazily creep the most
weird and wonderful clouds in all thisworld. They
move in great caravans. They seem literally to
be alive. They rise with the morning sun, like
the countless millLons of snow-white geese, swans,
and other water-fowl that frequent the rivers ofOrc-
gon, and slowly ascend the mountain sides, drag-
ging themselves through and over the tops of the
trees, heading straight for the sea, or hover-
ing about the mountain peaks, as if they
were mighty white-wdnged birds, weary of
Uight and wanting to rcst-

They are white as snow, thcsc clouds of -
Orcgon, fleecy, and rarely, if ever, still;
ciinstantly moving in contrast with the black -
fcirests, these clouds are strangely, sadly
syinpathetic to one who worships nature.

Of course, in the rainy season, which is
noarly halfthe year here, thesc cloud effects f
are absent. At such times the whole land
IS one vast rain-cloud, dark and dreary and
full of thunder.

To scc a snow-peak in all its sublimity,

)Jou must scc it above the clouds. It is not
necessary that you should climb the peak
to do this, but ascend some neighboring
hill and have the white clouds creep up or
down the valley, through and over the
black fovest, bctwecn you and the snowy
summit that pricks the blue home of stars.
What color! Movement! Miraculoiis life !

A few months ago, 1 met a party of
F.nglish travclcrs who were completing the
Circuit of the world by way of San Fran-
cisco. | was on my way to Oregon, and
ihis party decided to sail up the coast with
me, and, if possiblc, ascend Mount ITood.

rite party consisted of a gentleman and
bis 'vife, his wife’s sistcr and brother, be-
sides thcir little child of about ten ycars, a
palé little cripple on crutchcs. The joitrney
around the world had bcen undcrtaken, ]
was told, in the hope of rcstoring her to
hcalth. So she was humorcd in cvcry way,
and cvcrything possible done to picase and
amuse her.

We sailed pleasantly up the barren, rocky, and
mountainous coast of Oregon for two riays, and
all the way we watched the long, moving lines of
white clouds clinging about the mountain tops,

crecping through the mountain passes in long,

unbroken lines, or hovering wearily around some
snowy summit; and the English travelers counted
it all strangely beautiful.

Not a sail in sight all these two days. And the
waters of this, the vastest of all seas, as still and as
blue as the blue skies above us.

W hales kept spouting about us, and dolphins
tumbled like circus men before us; and the palé
little cripple, sitting on the deck on a soft chair
made of shreds of cafie or rattan by the cunning
Chinamen, seemed very happy. She had a lap-

dog, of which she was amazingly fond. The dog,
however, did not seem so fond of her. He was a
very active fellow, full of battlc, and much prc-

FLUTTEP ! FLAU! SKAP! PHEW? AWAY WENT THE FLACS!"
[SEB PACE 351.]
fcrrcd to lying in her lap the more active amuse-
mcnt of running and barking nt the sailors and
passengers.
After some ug!ly bumps on the sand-bars atthe
moutli of the Columbia,— a place strewn with



skelctons of ships,— we atlength entered this nolDlc
river It is rearly ten railes wide here, and many
little islands, covcred with tangled woods from
watci’'s edge to summit, dot the wtdc and tran-

"“H ah'lday’s hard steaming up the river, wiii
here and theve a little village nesimg in the
dense wood on the watcr’'s edge at the base o
the mighty mountains on either side, and we were
in PoTtland and preparlng to ascend Mount Hood

It seems incredible, but, unlike all other mount-
ains of importance, this one has no
We had to hunt up and make an entue outfit of
" oncourse the little cripple was left behind, with
her nurse and dog, when we five f y vy
and rodé down to the ferry to cross the U illamette
River, which lies at the edge of the town and
between our hotel and Mount Hood

As the boat pushed off, the httle cripples
frolicsome dog, Vixey, leaped in with n
shore, barking and bounding with dehght, to thmk
he was to escape being nursed and was to make
one of the expedition.

W e rodé hard tbrough the tangled woods, with
rank ferns and brier bushes and thimbleberry
bushes in our faces. We climbed «P almost
enlrely unfrequented roads and «ajs for hal a
day. Then wc dismounted by a dark,
crous, sandy stream, and lunched.

Mounting again, we pushed on
following our guides as fast as we could up steep

baScs Ler siones and fallen logs, and through

im S; impenetrable tangias of fern and vme-
maple There were three guides. One, an Indian,
W

far ahead on foot, blazing out the way with
a tomahawk, and shouting back and
other guides till he made thc solemn fo est ring.
The two ladies kcpt the saddle and clung to the
horses’ manes. But thcmen often dismounted and
Icd thcir tirccl horses by the bridle.
The yclping dog had gone astray a d”~en Umes
mchasing squirrels, deer,
b'oped he
abhor poodles.

and even birds,
,.«ld ge.

But the parents of thc httle cnp
pie, when he would get lost, would not go on wuh-
m| him. So this kcpt US back, and we did not
reach the snow-line till dusk.

The guides Irad shot a deer, tivo grouse, and
many gray squirrels; so that, when we had made a
Toaringffi c of pine-knots, and had fed and nibl.ec
down our worn-out horses,

and

we sat there m th
hght of our great firc by the snow border, and
feastcd famously. For oh, we were luingrj -
Then wc laid down. But it seemed to me we
were hardly well asleep beforc the guides were
again boilihg coffce, and shouting to each other

about the work ofthe new day. How tired we all
were stilll All but that dog. That noisy and
nervous little poodle seemed to be as eager as the
guides to get US up and on beforc the sun had
softencd the snow. -

In the gray dawn, aftev a solid breakfast, each
with a pike in liand and hob-nailed sho« on the

feet, we were in line, lifting our fac”™ m the sharp,
frostyair for thc summit of Mount Hood.

The snow was full of boles. Now and then
a man would sink to his waist. We strangers
would laugh at this. But observmg that the
guides took such mishaps senously, we

the reason. When they told us that some of these
holes were bottomless, we too became serious, and
took hold of the long rope which they carned, and
never let go. The ladies brought up the rear, and,
like all English ladies, endured thc

fullv. That tirelcss little dog yelped and bounded,
now in the face of this man, now in thc face of than
and seemed by hisomnipresence to belong to flank
and rear and van.

Befdte noon we carne to a great crack, or chasm,
or cleft, in the moimtain side, for which the gui c,
could give no reason. Their only
peared to be one of terror-their
escape it, They all fastened the rope to tlieirbelts.
so that, in the event of one falling m,
could draw him back. L

As we advanced we found the mountain prccipi-
tous, but in no wise perilous, if wc except thesc
treacherous cracks and lidles referrcd to.

Now and then we would lean on our pikes aml
turn our heads to the world below. Beaiit.ful.
BeautifuU Rivcrs of silver! Sities, hkc bird
nests, dotted down in the wildcrness bencath. B t
no one spoke, when speaking could be avoidecl.
The air was so rare that wc were all thc tune ou

idea of it ap-

the other-

"NAs"wc"ncared the summit, one of the guides fcU
down, bleeding at the mouth and

of the gentlemen forced some brandy down hs
throat, when he sat up and feebly beckoned us to

~"Ten minutes more of hard climbing, and five
Saxonsstuck their pikes in the

theve togcthcr, five or six feet higher than tlie

highest mouiitain in all that mountamous regién
of North America. ,

The wind blew hard, and the little woolly dog la>
down and curled up in a knot, forfear les ke
He °

The fac is he did not
like it at all, and was pretty badly ~N5
is safe to say that he was quietly making P
:3 d that. iHie evcr got back to tkat httle basU
with its blue ribbons about the bordéis and

sliouklbeblown away.
any kind of delight now.



cozy little bed inside, he would be willing to take a
nap and stay with the lonesome little cripple.

The ladies’ lips and noses were blue with the
coid, and their hair was making all kinds of ban-
ners and streamcrs in the biting wind. The
guides seemed dull and indifferent to everything.
They lay flat down a few fcet from the summit,
pointing out the highest place to us, and took no
interest in anything further, not even in their coin-
panion, whom we could see doubled up a little
way below on the steep sido of the snow.

We men moved on down over the summit on
the Columbia side a few yards, in the hope of get-
ling a glimpse of the great river which we knew
lulled almost under us. But the whole world
icemed to be one mass of clouds on that side; and
we hastencd back to the ladies, resolved to now
mescend as soon as possible.

One of the ladies, meantimc, had gone down to
tile guides and got a little bundle, consisting ofa
kritish and an American flag and a Biblc, with all
uur fiames in it. And the two were now trying to
f.isten tho flags on a small jron pipe. But the
wind, which had been getting stronger every min-
ute since we carne, was now so furious that we felt
it was perilous to keep the ladies longer on the
summit. So one of our party started with them
down the moimtain, while we other two took
cliarge of the tokens of our achievement, which we
hiiped to Icave hcre to tell others who might come
iliat we had been before them.

Flutter ! flutter! flap! snap! phew! Away
went the British and American flags togethcr.
And before we knew it, the Biblc, now lying on
the snow, blew open and started after them. The
g.illant Briton at my side threw out his long leg
and triecl to stop its flight with liis foot. But
ii bounded over the snow like a rabbit, and was
gune.

The little dog lying there on his brcast was ter-
rihly tempted to start after it, and if he had, there
would have been no fiiriher interest in this sketch,
but he seemed to have lots of sense, and lay pcr-
fectly still till the last one of us started down the
mountain. Then he bounded up and on down
after us, and his joy seemed without limit.

As we hastOy descended, we found the stricken
guidc already on his fcet and ready to lead in the
descent. The ladies, too, had thawed out a little,
and did not look so blue.

We began to talk too, now, and to congi'atulate
oursclves and each other on the success of our
enterprise. We were in spiendid spirits, and the
matchless scenery I™efore us filled us \yith exulta-
tlon.

The guides, however, cautioned us at cvery
stop as we neared the holes, and all held stoutly on

to the rope. The little dog leaped ahoad over the
hard snow, and seemed the happiest of all the
happy party. He advanced down the mountain
backwai'd. That is, he would somehow leap down-
ward tail first, looking all the time in our faces—
looking up with his red mouth open, and his whitc,
fat little body bounding likc a rubber ball over the
snow. Suddenly the head guide cried out in terror.
The dog had disappoared!

We all looked at each other, horror on cvery
face. Wc were on the edge of a fissure, and the
dog had been swallowed up. Whosc turn next?

The wind did not bloiv here, for we had de-
scended very fast and were now not far from the
timber line. We had all driven our pikes hard
in the snow and fallen on our knces, so as to be
more certain of our hold, and «'ere silcnt as the
dcad- Hark!

Away down, deep in the chasm, almost under us
somewhere, we heard the poor dogcalling for help.
After a while, onc of the guides answered him.
The dog called back, so far off, so pitiful! This
was repeated two or three times. But as the little
brute seemed swallowed up forever, and as wc lay
there shivering on the brink and could not help
him out, we obeyed the first law of nature, and
caiitiously crept back and aroimd the ugly gorge.
Soon we were once more safe with our horses, and
diinking coffce by the warm fire as before.

We reached the city without further accident.
But the very first thing the little cripplc did on our
return was to lift her palé face from her crutch and
eagerly inquire for her dog. No one could answer.
The parents exchangcd glances. Then, for tho first
time, as Che child still entreated for her pet, they
seemed to realize their loss. They rcfuscd to tell
her what had become of the dog at first. But,
little by little, as we sat atdinncr togcther, she got
the wholo truth. Then she left the table, crying
as though hcr heart would break.

Thcrc was no dinner that day for any of us, after
that. The father had strong, fresh horses brought,
and on the next day we men, ivith the guides, set
out to find the dog. At the last moment, as we
mounted and were ricling away, the child brought
her little dog’s baskct, with its blue ribbons and its
soft bed. For, as wc assured her the dog would
be found, she said he would be coid and sieepy, and
so we should take his bed along.

On tbe first day we carne to the chasm in the
snow from the lower side. But had the dog not
been drowned ? Had he not perished from coid
and hunger? Wc liad brought a sort of trap— in
fact, it was a large kind of rat-trap. This we
haitcd «Util a piece of roastcd meat on the trigger.
Would not the hungry little fellow enter the trap,
tug at the bait, thro«' the trap, get caught, and
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so be drawn up to the light, if still alive?
heartily hoped so, at least. ff Tnd fell as
Some of the shelving snow broke off and fdl
we let the rope slide down with the trap. Then
for the first time we heard the little rascal yelp.
inlviLw aman so delighted as was Urat usu-

We all

ally stolid and impassive Englishman. /
I Lind stm. b,., handing ,ta rop, »

he danced about, and shouted, whistled, and

sang to the dog away down there m h.s dark, ugl>

AN The dog answered back feebly.
he was not in the bcst of spirits.
too feeble to even enter the trap.

It was evident
Perhaps he w”
Anyway,

wTdiew it up time and again, but no sigir of the

dog The stout Englishman preparcd ~
ifccnd the pit. But when the guide explaincd
the danser of the whole side shelving off, and
‘TpeSg .1» I™ “f «'>'"e”

life thatlast hope was abandoned.

'm 'Thffather of the little cripple, ~fter aU
nacked up and ready for the return, picked up the
basket with the blue ribbons and soft bed insid
He lookcd at it sadly. Tears were m his eyes
Should he take the basket back? The sight of it

would only make the f Jicri
rould read all this in his face as he stood there
irresolute, with the basket in his hand and tears

strearn™n; down his face. He at leng h made a
Z Z alifto throw the little basket, w.th its blue

MY vV A
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ribbons and soft bed inside, down into the pit with

No we wiE let him have his little bed to die
in in good shape. Here, fasten this on a rop”
and lower it down there where you last hcard him
crv ” said the kind-hearted Englishman.

In a few moments one of the guides had un-
loosencd a rope which he had packed up to take
back; and the basket was soonheing low”~red mto
the dark pit, over the hangmg

Tlic dog began to whimper, to whme, tnen
bark as he had notbarked that day.

As the basket struck the bottom itwas caught as
a tl-line is caught. and the rope almost jerked
out ofthe hands of the guide.

The father of the little cripple clutched the rope

ihe poor shivering little fellow would not leave

the ELLt, There he lay all the «me “ we bW
ried on down and mounted horsc The happ>
Englishman carried it back to theciy n

And he carried it carefully, too, as if
basket of eggs and he on his way to market.

And jhe bule girl? Well, now, it was wortb
all the work and bother we had to see her happy
face as she carne hobbling out on her crutch
faS the little basket, with its blue border and the
dog curled up in his bed inside.

N E .

By J. M. Anperson.

Her eyes are just as blue a hue

As ever painter’s palette knew;

W hy, look i She ’s pretty as a picture-book.
Her hair,-oh yes, her hair,
Is gold as any anywhcre;
Her bps eclipse the rose; 1 thmK
She’'s sweeter than a pink!

her ha.r,

And though she only sures and weais
Tlie most aristocratic airs,

I guess it’'s owing to her stylc of dress .
For I am but a Jickey-Jack,

W ith tons of trouble on my back, ~
And she, ah me! is grand and tall.
She ’s Alicc’s bcst doli!



THE STORY OF THE FIELD OF THE CLOTH OF GOLD.

By E.
1.

HOW MARGERY CAREW GOT HER GLIT-
TERING CHAIN.

“ And as ( thnist thc pressc ainong,
By froward chaynce mine hocde was gone,

Yet fbr alie ihat | etayde not long
Ti)I 10 the Kynge*s lysls | was come,” —

trolled out Sommers, the King’s jecster, adapting
onc of Master Lydgate’s ballads to suit the case,
as, with Rauf and Roger, the archcr, he presscd
through the crowd of guards, retainers, and sight-
seers on a visit to the field set apart for the tourna-
luent. Great preparation had been made for this
occasion. The lists were pitched on English
ground, on a fairly level ridge midway between the
two camps. Rauf had already received some
schooling in jousting, and had even “ run at the
tilt” in a mild way with Parker, the armorer at
I’erney Hall. He found, thereforc, much to
iiiterest him in the progress of the work which was
Lo make this trial of strength,— almost the last of
thc tourneys,— the magnificent pageant that so
wcll became the lavish and chivalric princes undcr
whose orders it was arranged.

“ Forasmiich as God has given the cherished
treasure of fieace to France and England,"— so
lan the “ Ordonnance de Tourney,"— “ toprevcnt
idlcness and sediiioii, sixiem gentlemen 0/ nainc
and blood— eight French and eighi English—for
the honor of God and the love of their ladies,
mtend to maintain these arficles"— and then follow
the elabérate rules of the combat.

“Why this fosse, Master Sommers?” asked
Rauf, as the three crosscd a drawbridge and passed
within the field. “ Sul-cly none here would forcé
the lists.”

“ Why, then, exccpt to keep back those who
most desire to see,” replicd the jester. “ Are you
soyoungin state-craft, good page, that you have
not yet learned that whoso wishes the loaf gets the
nvust, and that he who works the hardest and
waits the most patiently to see a triumph, can only
view it across a ditch or through a rampart of
halberds ?”

Nine hundred feet in length and three hundred
and twenty feet across, on ground well and prop-
erly prepared, strctched the great lists. The field
was an open space, after the English fashion, and
not a counter or double list, as were many French

S. Brooks.

tilts. Around the inclosure ranged high galleries,
hung with choicest tapestvies, for thc privileged
spectators, and tothe right, in the place of honor,
were glazed chambers, bright with colored hang-
ings and cloth of gold, for the two Queens. At the
foot of thc lists Rauf stopped in wonder 'beforc a
mass of gold and color, grouped under a great
triumphal arch ofvelvet and damask and cloth of
gold.

“ W hat can this be ?” he asked in amazement.

“ Tliis,” said the jcster, learned in all heraldic
mattcrs, “ is the forcst of fallacy, the vegetation
of rank— and rank enough has il ofl proved,
when plantcd by unkingly kings, or fostercd by
unknightly knights. This, young Master Inexpc-
is the knightiy ‘perron’— the ‘tree of

rience,
nobility.

“ Oh, yes, yes— | know it now,” broke in Rauf.
“'T is the tree on which will hang the shields of
challengers and answcrers.”

“ Softly, softly, Sir Page," said the jcster;
“ crowd not so nidely on this tree of ilame and
blood. See, here twine thc royal branches, high
above those of baser birth ; here is the hawthorn
of our King’s highness of England, there the rasp-
berry of him of France.”

And a curious combination indeed was this “ tree
of nobility,” covering a space of near one hundred
and thirty feet— its trunk a mass of cloth of gold,
its foliagc of grcen silk, its flowers and fruit of
silver and Venetian gold, whilc thc mock earth in
which it was imbeclded was a great mound of green
damask.

Late on that Saturday afternoon carne the rival
trumpet pedis, and there streamed into thc lists
the royal challengers, and their attendant trains of
heralds and pursuivants and guards, to attach the
kingly shields to thc hawthorn and the raspberry
in challenge to thc field. With much excess of
courteous language, but wiih much dispute never-
theless as to which sliielcl should have the higher
position, now France’s herald and now England’s
arguecl and contested. “ But finally,” says thc
chronicle, “ the King of England caused the
French King’s arms to be placed on the right, and
his own on the left equally high,” and so the
momecntous question was sctticd.

On the next morning, a fair Sunday ofthe early
June, as Rauf and Margery knelt at mass in the
gorgeoiis chapel attachcd to the English palace,
were they at all different from our boys and girls
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And will it not die off, think you, Roger?”

fctiT y S t «ying scad ,fclouds lu.he.
dubioiisly.

‘s Blaw the wind never so ftisl,

o It will lowcr at last,”

he said, repeating an oid English couplet

“ which
is about all the comfort 1

can give

k™ tilt to-day. Heard you aught of this, Mastei

said Kauf, proud to be able ~ disclose

State sécrets, “ 'tisevenso; as challengers both,

;Ley hoid tu; hsts against all coméis. A"d whom
think you, will run the coursc most valiantlj, go

"~-Fhe Mcher pointed to the significant

sttearoed from the more
him— “ He whom | back, wms.
Slegend sure,” he said.

n

Couicl 1 maK
“ 1 know full well who
would come offvictor ; but

.vvhere all are well ntonnied 't "Arrtched '
None knoweth whose pate w.ll be patched

“ T will be a rare sight though, will it not? *

oJr»d u bravo onc, too,” suid G« X " .

min:i=eKS>»k~

out of the palacc gates and t e wa g

company of nchiy a

both the camps, while

black with the crowds that f ad ®n
quarters to the grcat spectade. n
geryboth sat in

all

?fS.ghts

ESo«="g-?2xr"™

-3 fiS ?2r < ;1S - -8 .ig ci,-



THE STORY OF THE FIELO

greatestin France nextthe King,” said Rauf. “ And
who is that with him ? T is one of our English
knights, but his face is turned away from us.”

“ Aticiorpreiiusa facil,"» read Margery, spelling
out the legend that was bla”“oned on the shieid of
the unknown.

“Why sure, then, 't is the Duke of Bucldng-
ham,” said Rauf, learncd in the knight's embla-
zonments; “ and see, now, as he turns his face this
way, it is the Duke indeed.” And then they both
looked with admiration at these two knights as they
passed; Iwtli princes of the blood, botli young,
chii-alrous, haughty, and brave; both destinad
soon to be adjudged traitors to the kings in whose
trains they now glittered; both soon to die— the
one by the headsman’s ax on Tower Hill, by the
command of Henry of England ; the other, while
gailantly scaling the walls of Rome in open revolt
ngainst Francis of Francc.

“ And that, Margery, is madame, the Queen
Mother of France,” said Rauf, pointing to a royal
lad)' who, in a diamond-circled robe of black vcl-
"ai. lcaned over the gallery-front to return the
eourteous salutations of the lords of Buckingham
and Bourbon. Margery looked with awe at this
xroat lady, Louise of Savoy, whose wfsh ivas law
to her son, the King of France; the royal lady to
ahom 5-ears after, the captive King was to send
ihat famous mcssage from the bloody fight of
Pavia— the field of his defeat: “ Madam, there
is nothing m this world left to me but my honor

my life.”

Many other notable persons did the children
uudy, m youthful criticism or admiration, Queen
Katherme-s plain but not unlovely Spanish face,

not handsome, but very beautiful in complexién ”
as wrote the cautious Venetian embassador, lightcd
tip with somcthing of a smilc as she talked with

'e young Queen Claude of France, the daughtcr

”f the stately house of Valois. Near the Qucens
00, stood the gay-faced and sprightly maicl ofsix-
tcen, the Lady Anne Boleyn, ljefore many years to
e raised to the dangcrous and, to her, fatal emi-
nc-nce of Queen of England,

And while m broken French, or through inter-

\ ® courteously
alked together, down in the lists was the buscle
. excitement of prcparation. Soon the trump-

ounded, and the heralds proclaimed the tour-

nainent opened. With volt and demivolt, with

Sil and splin-
Enrifn? 7"" Henry of
por? r, X m T« T NP -
the bra’ ! n P"*"dly combat against
iwew / " @*N®NT-* gland and of France. For
archl? as Roger the

eared, blew too boisterously for the lances

Tho giver makes ih« gift more precifos.” tMuch
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to be couched, the jousts continued, intermingled
with other sports, and feats of strength or skill.
In all such contests as they bore a partthe Kings of
France and England, so says tlie royal chronicler,

breaking spears eageiiy, and well

“didmaivcls;
Bctween the

actmg their challenge of jousts.”
times of tourney carne other frolics, lavish in dis-
play and royal in profusién, Wrestling matches
and archery coiuests, dancing, and music, and
song, “ maskalynes and mummerics, at either
camp, helped on these joy-filled days. How greatly
Rauf and Margery delighted in all this plcasure
and pageantry, let any boy or girl of to-day who
passes two blissful hours at some great show, some
determine;

“ gigantic ag”egation of wondei-s,”
let them consider how much enjoymentis crowdcd
mto tkeir two hours of spectacle, and then think,
calmly if they can, of two weeks of such excitement
and display !

Into the lists one bright aftemoon thronged the
to run a tilt with the
“ tenans” or “ holdere,” Riding down the field
to the “ trce of nobiiity,” each knight rang his
lance upon the black-and-gray shieid, thus signi-
~mg his readmcss to joust with the cliallengers.
One English knight, more aspiring than the rest,
— Sir Richard Jerningham, knight of the King’l
chamber,— reaching to the top of the “ perron”
struck with his lancc’s tip the white-and-silvir

“venans” or “ comers,”

shieid of the King of France. Then “ hoiders”
and comers ” rodé the one general course of
lance to lance, and, this shock over, they fell

back while the single champions rodé before the
barriers.

“ For whom fight you, Sir Richard Jerningham,
good knight and true?” demanded Mont St
Michel, the heraid of France.

“ For the honor of God, the glory of England
and the love of the little lady, Mistrcss Anne
Boleyn — our rose of England blooming at the
court of France,” and the gallant Sir Richard
bciu to his saddle-bow in salutc to the fair young
maiden whom he thus championcd.

“ And for whom fight you, Francis,
France ?” demanded the English lierald,
kmg-at-arms.

And the kingly knight, not to be outdone in
courtesy to the briglit young girlhood of England,
glanced toward Queen Katherine's gallery, and
made instant answer:

“ For the honor of God, the glory of France,
and the love of tlie sweet little Mistress Margery
Carew— the tenderest blossom in the train of our
sister of England.”

Margery’'s beaming face, which had been
stretched eagerly forward in the excitement of
seeing and listening, flushcd furiously as she drew

King of
garter

tlic same as ihe masciuerades and ilioatricaJs nf to-day.
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An hour later, Sir Richard carne to Queen
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THE TINKHAM
By J. T.

Chapter XI.

REASON VERSUS CROW-BARS.

RUSH and his bean-pole had startlcd the Argo-
nauts into paying very respectful atteiuLon to what
the oldcst brother had to say.

“We're peaceable folks hcre,” said Mart, “ or
at least we try to be. It’s Sunday, and we don’t
want a row. But, my
friend,” addressing Buz-
row, “ if you inust be
iwinging that piece of
iron, I 'd rather you would
n't swing it in the dircc-
lion of our dain.”

Buzrow hcld the bar,

Inoking rather foolishly
from the anay of Tink-
ham boys to his own com-
ilanions, while Mart pro-
ceeded;

“ Whoever fancies we
are going to stand quietly
by and see our property
dcstroyed has very crro-
ncous ideas of human nat-
ure. It may as well be understood
first as last that we can’t have that.”

As Buzrow had desisted from belligerent
action, he seemed to tliink it necessary to
make some defiant rcmark instcad.

“ The dam is a nuisance, and it’s gotto go.”

m'lt is n't a nuisance to us,” replied Mart.
“We bought the mili in good faith, without
knowing that anybody had ever objected to the
dara, Now we are willing to consicler objcc-
tions m a liberal spirit; and wc ask you, on
your part, to consider our position, our honcst
inRntions in coming here, and our wish to do tbc
fair and square thing by everyljody.”

It 's easy to talk,” replcd Buzrow, who had,
however, laid down his bar. “ Dushee could do
mat. But we’'ve had enough of it, All is, our
hoats inustn’t be hindered by this dam.”

The flash-boards are out. You have a free pas-

when

toey happen to be in. What moredo you want?
Whatever your rights may be,” Mart continucd,
you're not going just the righl way to work to sc-
oure them. When you come up here in your boat,

VoL- X,~i7,

tus
LED THE
IfP THE RIVISR.
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and find an opening in the dam ten fcet wide to let
you through, and, instead of taking advantage of
it, turn out of your courso and stop to battcr down
the dam, any man with half a teacupful of
brains could tell you that you 're laying yoursclf
hablo to a pvosecution.”

“ You can prosecute,” muttcrcd Buzrow.
law aint all on your side, you 11 find out.
folks have taken counscl on this subject.”

“ The
Other

“ | supposc the law will

have to decide this thing

finally,” said a young man in

the first boat, which had floated a little

BOAT way up the river, bul now returned to
WA the scene of the cncountcr. “ Come
along, boys! Don’'tdo anything more.”

“ ldon’t intend to do anything more to-day,”
said Buzrow, glad of an excuse to withdraw from

an undcrtaking which was becoming formida-
ble. “ I'vc done all | set out to. But,” he
added, shaking his fist at the dam,— a fist, by

the way, which looked as if it might be a good
copy of the one that had knockcd down a cow,—
“ before another Sunday, that will all be ripped
out! Jestyou remember that!”

Mart gave no heed to this menace, but said
calmly, addressing the young man in the first
lioat, who appeared to be a person of influence :

All riglus rescrved.



cleanng of its eleud. “ 1'll do ™y n
“You will always find enn’t nromise that will be much. r, j

His S at then led the way up the river, followed
la. hS two others, Buzrow still muttermg ven-
by the two 5 toat passed through.
Anntwh?is"that young fellow in the favtherbo”™ —
\% T tf.lked with’” Mart then mquired of

wirS 5 « "= « ?2d ,addres.«

Si“"BushS t i had come down to the Hemp-

1 D il who3 r;vidently dkap-

pointed tiiat the two

affording him more sport,-- tnat

H e’s commodore of the club. i.uhrothers
“ llike him !'” said Mart, turnmg to hisbrothers,

That's fair,” said the yoimg man. who seemed *“ If welg ot the Commodore on ourside-and

to have entered | believe we have— we are all right.

~ 1SEBE.f}i

THE COMMODORE’'S COURTESY.

A ,a,, fho uox. tof"'«Sf/¢;J“trh"eM T
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t 0 woi “ o cloud of tvoublc in their s'W

“ o MMIMIM ™ " »d- Mart, cordially.

W hethcr you could have prevented them m the

“

S;p.TmiM M ?M hl yohhg man f »>“ m

“ but I did n't. The truth is, we all fcel thatw

havia nafural right to go up and down the rwer

them with lively cunosi y. alonir  the grav-
groomecd hovse fell into a slow walk alongthe gr

“fld cr ifJhad better leave it at the doov,”

WA A
feM Mutohe mane, standa,” replied Math 83 s$331d I'1 3 he other; *wha

oYou may be sure th.,, if we had had auy
auspicien of i. ‘='"™ ~ toe.
te to ." ;i

v ifrou,i,g foilows. suoh 1. T°E£m are rwo atwork woe g
tn he and as my brothevs and 1

rerSly'aSAIW tLeem arifwem Jh. A~~~ N

our differenccs without lawyers or
.<It dees seem so,”

N
the young i p S~ "M he'sa'tshieh~ ~
.. Our club meets to-morrow evemng, and 1shau apout. There are six or eight of J
J n lay the subject before them and reportwhat g3y and it must have been splendid

tbem was going to~knock Milt Buzrow on the
N°3Tope'yoa will

not only report it,” said
Mart

“ but advoécate it, as 1 am sure you can. A
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with a bean-pole 1~ -j ¢ 1 “lhatethat
“ 1 almost wish he had,” said Syl- I kaw

a
said the young man, his



dam here for all that. Do you remember? Kate
Medway and | carne up in our boat last summer,
and when we were going back we could n’t pass the
dam, and that miserable oid Dushee kept us an
hour before he would come and puli up his flash-
boards. It was awfully mean !”

Mollie lowered her volee as she spoke the last
words, for the horee had tumed up to the mili and

stopped.
“ They are in there at work,” Syl Bartland
whispcred, with a mischievous laugh. “ Now, if

you really want to see them, you can take it in to
ihem.”

“What are you talking about.~” gigglcd the
other. “ I am not going into that oid mili, where
ihere are halfa dozen young men | never saw be-
fore 1

“ But you said you wantcd to see them. | never
saw such a girlas you are, Mollie Kent! Well, hold
the horse, and | 'll beard the lions in thcir den.”

The weather was warm, and Rush, in his shirt-
slceves, with a papcr cap on his head, lookingveiy
(vorkman-like, was running his jig-saw, when a
rustling of the sliavings on the floor caiised him to
glance around.

He was surprised to see a young girl coming to-
ward him; licr rosy face in a cavalier hat, and a
Dillct in the gloved hand which she held out to
him.

“ Are you the Tinkham Brothers?” she asked.
archi)', the roscbud ofa mouth looking very much
as if it wanted to blossom into a smile.

“1am one of them,” he answered, awkwardly
conscious of his paper cap and shirt-sleevcs.

“ Here is a note from my brother. He asked
me to bring it over, so that he might be sure you
reccived it before evening.”

He tnok the billct, and was thanking her with a
blush, which well became his frcsh and pleasant
face, when she interruptcd him ivith, “ Oh,
there 's no occasion for that ! ” tripped oiit of the
shop, stepped lightly into the buggy on the bank,
and, taking the reins from her companion’s hand,
drovc away.

As soon as they were out of hearing, her sup-
prcssed laughter broke forth.

“ It was just fun,” she said. “ They are the
tamest lions ever you saw! | gave itto the onc
tliat shook the bean-pole over Milt's craniiim; 1
know it was he, from Le«”s description.”

W hat. did he like?” Mollie
enviously.

look inquired,
“Handsome as a pictiire ! Clear rcd-and-white !
And did n’t he blush beautifully, in his paper cap,”
B'ggled Syl, ‘*when | gave him the lIctter !”
“Why did n't you make him come out and
®P you into the buggy, so | could see him?”

Mollie demanded. “ Syl Bartland, you 're as
mean as you can be !”

Rush, meanwhile, having secn the surprising
little vision disappear, opened the unscalcd note
and glanced his eye over it as he carried it to his
brothers.

“ It ’'s from the Commodore,” he said, handing
it to Mart— “ Lewis Bartland.”

“ The C-c-coinmodore 1” said Lutc. “ Who
was that g-g-girl? ”

“ His sister, | suppose.”

“ By G-g-geoige, she’'sa p-p-pretty one! Why

did n't she hand the note to me ?”

“ Because you are not good-looking enough,”
laughed Rush. “ What is it all about, Mart? ”

“ Now, this is what | cali doing the handsome
thing,” said Mart, with a smilc of satisfaction.
“ 1 knew there was a gentleman in the Commo-
dore’s suit of clothes, and this provcs it.”

“ Let’'s have the p-p-proof!” said Liitc.

“ He writes that a numljer of boats will be going
up the river this evening to the new club-house,
where the members are to meet; and he suggests
that it will have a good cffect if we givc them free
way,”

“ Certainly,” cried Rush ; “ though he need n’t
have taken the trouble to ask it. They will be
going up with the tide, and retiirning latee in the
evening, when the flash-ljoards will be up,”

“ But it 's kind in liim to make the suggestion,”
said Luie, reading over the letter in his turn. “ It
shows his g-g-good-will.”

“ If the Argonaiits were all like him,” said
Mart, “ there would be nobody for us to have any
row witli. | 'd accoinmodatc their boats, if 1 had
to stand at the dam whencver one appearcd, and
carry it over on my shoulders. Though the law is
with us, they 've got a side, and | rcspcct it.”

“ So do 1, when they rcspcct oiir side,” replied
Rush. “ But | can’'t hold my hands in my
pockets and see them battcring the dam with a
crow-bar, as long as any of Dushee’s «Id bean-
polcs are lying about.”

“1'm glad you did n't strike the fellow,” ob-
scrved Mart.

“ So am |,” addcd Lute. “ As Father uscd to
say, an oimcc of p-p-pcrsuasion isworth a p-p-pound
of opposition,”

The reception of the Commodore’s courteous
note was a chccring incident to the boys in their
prcscnt State of suspense.  And it was evident that
they thought no worse of him for the glimpsc they
had had of his sister.

W ith the flood-tide that evening, the boats of
the Dempford Argonauts passed the mili on their
way to the new club-house on the lake. The
Tinkham boys kept out of sight, but they were
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office of commodore at the time of Lew Bartland’s
election, and had been defeated by onlythrec votes.
He was not, personally, so well liked as Lew, but he
had been all along one of the most active and oiit-
spokcn enemies of the dam, and had gaiiied favor
by encouraging the prejudice against it.

It was generally thought that he still aspired to
Lcw’s place. Certain it was that, whenever any
pian of the Commodore’s could be opposed with
any show of rcason or hope ofsuccess, he was sure
to lead an opposition. And now the good-natured
Bartland had laid himselfopen to attack.

Mr. Webster Foote cossed off the blackhairfrom
his forehead, and stood waiting for the applause to
subside, looking about him with a smile of lofty
conceit.

“ Straight as a cob!” whispcred a Tammoset
boy in the far-off corner.

“ So straight he leans backward,”
marked another Tammoset boy in repiy.

“He ’s little, but oh, jimminy!” said a third.
with an ironical chuckle.

Some of the Tammoset Argonauts, jt may be
esaid, were lukewarm on tlie subject of the dam,
"hich they rarely had occasion to pass, and tlicv-
«ere inclincd to make fun of Mr. Web Foote, of
Dempford.

“ Our worthy Commodore,” the speaker began
in higli-keyed, nratorical tones of voice, “ has
made a novel suggestion. He has enlightencd us
on one point | thank him for it.”

This complimentary form of phrasc would have
surprised his followcrs but for tlte sarcastic
emphasis with which the .short, sharp sentcnces
were uttered.

“ lam sure,” he went on, his oratory incrcasing
in shrillness and vehemence, “ it never would
have occurred to one of us luunble members of
the club that we owc sympatliy and fricndship to
the owners of the dam, instcad of opposition,
We have no right to go up and down tlie river
in our-boats; or, if we have, we ought to give it
honest, upright, dearly belovcd

over re-

away to these
sitangers.”
Hiere was a laugh of appro\-al, ivhilo a doud
of impatience darkened the Commodorc’s face.
They have come hcrc to carry on a ljusincss
of vast importance. | hcar they make dolls’
ca.iiages, for one thing. The world can’cdowith-
out dolls’ carriagcs. The world is suffering for the
waiit of dolls’ carriages. Europe stretches out
Its anns to America,”— Mr. Web Foote tossed
oack his hair and extended his own small
members to illustratc the attitude of Europe in
at dramatic particular,— “ and beseeches us for
o s carriages. And, of course, only the Tink-
am Brothers’ dolls’ carriages will do.”

-Shouts of laughter greetod this part of the
speech, ljut no smile broke through the cloud on
Lew Bartland’s face.

“ W e have ljccn laboring under a great mistake,
gentlemcn of the club. The river was n’'t made
for UScommon folks. It isnot a natural highway.
No boat has any right upnn it; but the fresh
water comes down, and the tides ebb and flow,
solcly' for the bcnefit of the mili and its precious
proprietors.”

Cries of “ Good ! good !” with a noisy stamping
offeet on the new floor.

“ Of couise, there 's no other place in the world
where they can get a living. But if we want to
ljoat up and down a river, why don’t we go to some
other river? There are pleniy of rivers in the
world ! What aie wc dallying around hei'e for? ”

Amidst the general laughter, even the Commo-
dore had to smile. Wcbh’s mock argument was so
amusingly absurd.

“ There aro five or six boys of them, | hear,
and a widow, TIliink of that! A widow ! There
are only about foity members of this club; and
what are forty miserable Argonauts, with their
sisteis and sweethcarts, who sometimes go boating
with them--what are wc, with our paltry in-
terests and pleasiires, compared with those five
or six makers of dolls’ carriages and a widow
thrown in? Ofcourse, we are of no importance.
IVe may as well give up our boats. And, perhaps,
it would be a handsome thing to offcr this boat-
house, which would then be of no more use to
us, to the Tinkham Brothers, as a store-housc for
dolls’ carriages. How u-ould you like that ?”

Web Foote tossed back his hair and sat down,
amidst an uproar of merrimcnt. Tliat having
sulDsidcd a little, all eyes turned upon the Com-
modore, who «rns expected to reply.

He rose slowly to his feet, and said with simple
dignity :

“ The rcraarks «-e have just listened to would
be highly divening if this did not happen lo be a
serious subject. | am not awaic tliat I have pro-
posed anything so very unreasonablc. Can’'t we
imagine ourselvcsin the place of those young men,
and then ask sobcrly how wc would wish to be
treated ? Would wc like to have gentlemcn to
deal with, or a mob ? | don’t pioposc to abandon
our right to the i-iver, by any means, and the last
speaker knows as well as anybody that | do not.
Is the mere qucstion of a coniproinise so very
.absurd? ”

“ Yes, sir! ” bellowed the volee at the window

from which liad come the intcrruptions to the

Commodorc’'s opening speech, “ Yes, sir!l and
1’11 tcll you why !'”
Thercupnn, in through the window, from the
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That was not what the Commodore wantcd, by
any means. But the motion being seconded, he
put it to the vote, and it was carried.

Then the secretary moved that Commodore Lew
Bartiand be also appointed a member.

“ Gentlemen of the club,” said the Commodore,
hardly trying to conceal his dissatisfaction, “ | see
no use at all in my serving on this committee with
the member already chosen.”

But as his friends insisted on voting for him, he
yielded, and was chosen without a disscnting voice.

In order that both towns might be represented,
a Tammoset member was then selectcd, and the
committee was full.

After some fui-ther business was transacted, the
meetingbrokc up harmoniously ; and the cause of
peace and good order seemed, for the time being,
to have prevailed.

(To be coutamcd.}

THE BROWNIES’

By Palmer

One night a cunning brownie band

Was roaming through a farmer’s land.
And while the rogues went prying round,
The farmer’'s mare at rest they found;

RIDE.

Cox.

And peeping through the stable-door,
They saw the harncss that she wore:
The whip was hanging on the wall.
Oid Mag was grinding in the stall;



The sight was tempting to the eye,
For there the cart was standmg nigh
That Mag around the meadows hauled,
Or to the town, as business callea.

“ That marc,” said one, “ deserves her fecd-
Believe me, she 's no common brced,

Her grit is good i I've seen her dash

Up yonder slope without the lash,

Until her load— a ton of hay—

Went bouncing in besidc the bay.

That cart,” said he, “ would hold the crow-d
W e 're neither stuck-up, vain, fAor proud.
In that concern, oid Farmer Cill

Takcs all his corn and wheat lo mili;

It must be strong, though rude and rougli.

It runs on wheels, and that’s enough.

Now, brownies seldom idle stand
When there’s a chance for fun on hancl.

[FSBRUARY,

So plans were laid without delay; n
The mare was dragged from oats and hay,
The harness from the peg they drcw.

And every one to action flew.

It was a sight one should behold

To see them working, young and oid,
Two wrinkled elves, Uke leather browned,

Whose beards descended near the ground,
Along with youngsters did their bcst,
W ith all the ardor of the rest.

W hile some prcpared a rein or trace,
Another slid the bit in place;

More imckled bands with all their tmgh .
Or drcw the crupper good and tight.
When every strap a buckle found.

And cvcry pare was safe and sound,
Then round the cart the bro\vnies flew
The hardest task was yet to do.

[t often puzzles bearded raen,

Though o’er and o’er performed again.



Some held the shafts to steer them straight,
More did their best to balance wcight,

W hile others showed both strength and art
In backing Mag into the cart.

At length the heavy Job was done,

And horse and cart moved off as one.

Now down tho road the gentle steed
Was forccd to trot at grcatest speed.
A merrier crowd than journey there

W as never seen at Dulslin Fair.

Some found a seat, while others stood,
Or hung behind as best they could ;
W hile many, sti-ung along, astride,
Upon the mare enjoyed the ridc.

The night was dark, the lucky elves
Had all the turnpikc to themselves.
No surly keeper barred the way,
For use of road demanding pay,
Nor were they startled by the cry
Of robbers shouting, “ Stand or die!

Acioss the flat and up the hill

And through the woods to Warren’s mili,—
A lengthy ride, ten miles at least,—
Without a rest they drove the beast.

And then were loath enough to rein

Oid Mag around for home again.

Nor was the speed, retuming, slow;

The mare was more inclined to go,
Because the feed of oats and hay
Unfinished in her manger lay.

So through the yard she whcelod her load
As briskly as she took the road.

No time remained to then undo

The many straps so tight they drew,

For in the east the reddening sky

Gave waming that the sun was nigh.
The haltcr ropo was quickly wound
About the nearest post they found,
Then off they scampered, left and right.
And disappeared at once from sight.—



When Farmcr Gili that morning fair
Carne out and viewed his jaded mare,
1 may not here in verse repcat
His exclamations all complete.
He gnashed his teeth, and glared around.
And struck his fists, and stamped the ground,
And kicked the dog across the farm,
Because it failed to give alarra.

“ 1 'd give a stack of hay,” he tned,

“ To catch the rogue who stole the ride.

IFebruarv,

I have some neighbors, kind and true,
Who may be trusted through and thiough,
But as an offset there are some

W hose conscioncc is both deaf and
In all the lot who can it be

That had Uie nerve to make so tree.
Then mentally he called the roll

To pick the culprit from the whole,
But still awry suspicion flew —

W ho stole the ride he never knew.

ti

PRISCILLA PRUE'S UMBRELLA.

By George

I-r was brand new, that umbrella, and a present
at that. Its cover was of brown 7>k, and its
handle of ivory, ornamented with an !
and you might naturally have expected, just as
Priscilla did, that it would be a very well-behaved
and genteel object.

W ho gave it is a secret.
from Priscilla and Mrs.
express,

It was a secret even
Prue; for it carne b>
in a neat case of leather, mscr.bed m
beautiful gilt lettets two inches long with

of the little girl forwhom it was mtendcd. So there
could be no misUke about the matter.

But who ever heard of an umbrella

in a leather
case >

It was very remarkable, but not the mos
remarkable thing about it, as you will see.

Priscilla had just politely refused to go to the
bakery when the cxpressman arrived. | say po-
litely, because this little girl was very proper. she
never screamed ugly words in a 1°"»
never said “ aint” for “ is n't,” fior ketch for
“ catch,” as do some pretty big httle girls | know
of' heranswer to her mother had been— nothmg
whatever. And after she had said it, she walked
quickly away, not caring to prolong a conversation
in which she might forget her good manners if she
said more. Then the express amved. Abou
fifteen minutes later she walked into her mother s
prescncc, arrayed in a clean white
L st blue sash, pulling on her glovTS. 1rué
never knew that a half-hour ago Priscilla had no
idea of going on her crrand. She was a very
absent-minded, good-natuied lady, and never dis-
turbad as long as her daughter was quite attentive
to her behavior and showed no temper.

You and | know there

is no uso in having
a fine, new umbrella,

fior anything else fine
and new, if other people can’t see and admire it

Addortjs.
too; and Priscilla, like a -eh-bred and generous
little girl, took her present in hand, and started
off to gratify all her fricnds and acquamtances by
the sight of it. She stepped daintily
inain Street of the town, holding it
as a sunshade; her little breast wasthrobbing w.th
pleasure at the glances of cvideiit and
admiration she saw every passcr give her (but of
which, between you and me, she was
scious than any one else{l, . ¢h
voice cried ouf over her head: Ha,ha,ha! Oh,
mv lwhat a fine miss !”

This insult was too much for any one to bear
without a'fiush of anger, but what
woise, and not to be borne without an indignant
and haughty look davted straight at tho offender.

“ Doe? i'rain to-day, my dear?

Dees it,N «
it, DOES IT? Ho, ho, ho! Ha, ha,

ha.

p 3 7 in spite of herself, did hastily what w”
natural to do, as | said above; the glance, dread™
ful as it was, fell harmlessly on
bowedwindow-bhnds. But that n
own affairs, not quite so harmloss, to attend
just that momenL The "«at l.tie japanned end
so suddenly lowered and righted,
can-ied with it the hat of a stout, e derly g ntleman
who was puffing by in great haste With a be
wildered and terrificd countenaiice, he clapped ti
hands to his head and stopped, starmg '->Idly.

Down thc Street, at this very moment, cam
jauntily a frolicksome high wmd, and as
grasp, in her consternation and dismay, was »
¢certain, it just picked up, as ,t went by, the um
brella and the elderly

and on they went m company, rollicki
jumping,

“ rdlinV
g,

in the best humor imaginable, lor



moment the eldcrly gentleman stood holding his
head, persuaded, no doubt, that that would go
next; then, with' great determination, he gave
Chase. He made sudden darts into the strect,
stooped cautiously to pick up what was no longer
under his hand, buE, by this time, carcering madly
in the gutter, with little hops and skips, as if it had
legs, too, and pretty nimble ones at that. Now he
tried another tactic. By hard running, the elderly
gentlemair got before the hat, the umbreta, and
the wind, and laid in ambush at the céorner. He
looked so very wise and triumphant, this dear oid
fellow, who had not given one unkind glance to
Pris, as he set his feet firmly apart, bent a little,
and held his arms out, ready for a plunge and a

grasp.
| daré say he would have caught it had it not
been for that wicked umbrella. It took the

opportunity, just as the hat carne along, bowling
smoothly on its rim, to fly above the elderly
gentleman’s head, settle on it, and shut up. It
is true you could see nothing but his legs, now
that this big extinguisher topped him, but those
were very mad legs, as they quivered convulsively
together, and the hat serenely bowled away on
the other side.

And all this time what was poor little Pris
doing? She could notjoin in the roar of laughter
that went up from the Street. It was her umbrella
which had done all the mischief She had bcen
running wildly in pursuit, but how daré she claim
itnow? She was afraid the elderly gentleman
would hand her over to M. P. No. 3,— who had
brought him out of the brown silk flaps with
a prompt and efficient hand,— and M. P. No. 3
would consign her to jail forthwith. She stood
trembling and eying her possession, afraid to go
away, afraid to stand still, when this bluc-coated
official tiirned about, with tbe umbrella in his
hand.

* Is this yours, little girl?” he asked. And
Priscilla was astonished to hear such a terrible
person use such ordinary words with such a kind
voice. Indeed, when he gave it to her, he patted
her on the head with the very hand that he used
for collaring thieves and pickpockets, and she
walked away in such a hurry and tremor that she
forgot to stop and see whetlrer the elderly gentle-
man got his hat, or whether he went on chasing it
to the end of time and the edge of the world.

Now, such a trial as this could not befall
Priscilla Prue without raising some searching
questions and shamefaced answers in her breast.
She was suddenly conscious that, as she had
walked along the broad Street a while ago, she had
mdulged in many comparisons between herself
and other little girls: how much prettier she was

than Jennie Flatface; how much better bchaved
than Tillie Tomboy; how much more polite than
Molly Stuckup; how much better dresscd than
Thercsa Nopurse. She had passed over in her
mind little gossiping storics about them all,
thinking, with great satisfaction, no one could say
such things of her— as if every one in this wide
world of ours is not at the mercy of the kind or
unkind judgmentof his slightcst acquaintancc 1

W hat humbling, mortifying thoughts crowded
now on Miss Priscilla’s mind | shall not Calce upon
myself to State, but one of these, that rose straight
from out the others, must be written down to
complete this tale. This mysterious gifc which
she held in her hand had brought her nothing but
sorrow and shame; such great misfortunes had
never happened to her in her life before; and she
believed— yes, she believed, as the wise oid owl’s
eyes stared at her with a dull grin— as long as it
staid by her these misfortunes would never cease.
At least, it would remitid her forever of this day's
shame and bitter thoughts.

She turned off into a narrow strect that by and
by became a lafie, and wandered down to the
river, which iDabbled loudly here, but ran slowly
and silently beyond by the factories.

“You need n't stare with your awful round eyes
at me,” whispered Pris angrily to the owl's head,
though she treinbled when she said it, lest it
should opon its cross-looking bcak and reply,
* Nothing is going to savc you, no, nothing!”

And saying this, and seeing no one around, she
threw the umbrella far out on the stream. | am
sorry tosay her little feet, imsteadied by herviolent
action, slipped on the treacherous bank where she
stood, and slipped and slipped, faster and faster, as
she clutched at the yielding grass and weeds on her
way. The coid water was at hand, and a sobbing,
frightened cry had gone from out her lips, when a
great arm— it seemed the length of the factory
chimney to Pris— carne out of the tanglewood,
clutched her shoulder, and drew her up to dry
land and safety.

“ W hy did n't you holler? ” asked her prescrvcr,
a long-limbed youth, whose fishing-rod and basket
on the ground told plainly what he was about by
the river. “ 1'd have stopped you sooncr. 1 just
turned my head about a second, after you gave
that plucky fling, and 1 did n't know what you
were up to svhen your hat went sliding out of
sight.”

He might have addcd that he had considered
her entire conduct as altogether erratic and mystify-
iiig, for there was a jolly twinkle in his eye, but he
listened, instead, with great gravity to Priscilla’s
proper ifagitated thanks.

“ Why, you need n’t thank me,” he rcturned.



“ 1 could ii't see you drown, you kuow. Helio!
you are not ninniiig a\vay?"for Priscilla was be-
ginning to edge off with her head down. “ There is
tho umbrolla yet; don’t you see it sticking in the
bushes across stream ? Just wait a sccond — there
is a ford a couple of yards above.
rescue your gallant companion.”

So, very kindly— for he \"as a grcat, big young
man of eighteen— oncouraging the little girl, wiro
he saw was struggling to keep back her tears, he
sprang througlt the bushes. Priscilla peered across
the water: oh, that horrid owI! She was sure, as it
stuck its pcrt head lietween the green leaves,_ it
ogled her with a worso stai'C than ever. Take
that drcadful thing back again? Pris turned at the
thought and fled, and, I daré say, was half-way
home before the astonished and goocl-natured
fellow liad made his way back to where he had
left her.

Priscilla did not feel very comfortalDle when she
saw her mother, but, however vain and foolish she
might be, she was never untruthful, and told hcr
story from beginning to end very faithfully.

“ You naughty, naughty child !” said Mrs.
Pnic, patheticallyaghast. “ Of all things, to throw
that elegant present away! You are so queer,
Priscilla. If | thought there was tlie least use, | 'd

1’1l go over and

send Vou back. But you will never have such an-
other.”

“ 1 hope not!” said Pris. “ | hate owls, and it
was a paiiicelycr awful owl, as wise as Somolon,
and kept saying ‘Vanity of vanities,’ like the text,
in my head. Did | have a fairy godmother, Mam-
ma ?” she continued, reflectively.

" Did you have a fairy godmother 1” cried Mis-
Prue, and then she laughed. “ Well, well, per-
haps you did, you funny child.”

“ Then,” said Pris to herself,
was an onchantcd umbrella.”

And she, thereforc, was properly afraid of it.

The next morning, as, with a heart much light-
ened, Priscilla carne down the stairs, that un-
impressible expressman solemnly handed in a
package at Mrs. Prue’s front door. He said nota
word, but immcdiately departcd.

“ Anotherumbrella !” cried Pris with a tremble,
but it was n't. It was n't another — ;t -dias the
same one. And who but the fairy godmother could
have scnt it back, or what mysterious change had
taken place in its nature so that Miss Pris had
never a vainglorious thought peeping into her
mind while that sheltcred her head but it suddenly
shut up and quenchcd it, is more than Mrs. Prue,
or Priscilla, or 1 could e\'cr make out.

“ 1 believe that

STORIIIS OF ART AND ARTISTS— ELEVENTH PAPER.

By Clara Erskine

IT KMISH ARTISTS.

A ftkr-the lItalian painters, the Flcmish artists
were next in importance. Perhaps they might as
well have been called Belgian artists,— for Flan-
ders was a part of Bclgium,— but as the chief
schools of the early Belgian painters were in the
Flemish provinces of Belgium, the tonns “ Flcmish
art” and “ Flcmish painters” wcrc adoptcci, and
the last was applied to Belgian artists even when
they were not natives of Flanders.

The chief interest connected with the beginning
of the Flemish school is in the fact that one of its
oarliest mastcrs introduced the use of oil colors. On
account of this grcat advance in the mechanical
part of painting, there went out from this school an
influence the bencfits of wliich can not be overesti-
mated. This influence affcctcd the schools of the
world, and though painting had reached a high
point in Italy before the flist stops in it were taken

Clement.

in Flanders, yet this discoveiy' of the benefit of oil
colors laid the hioadest foundation for the famc
and greatncss of the Venetian and other ItaUan
painters who profited by it.

HUBERT VAN EYCK-

T his artist was the eldest ofa family of painters.
He was born in the small market town of Maaseyck
about 1366, after which timo his family removedlo
Ghent. He was not made a member of the Guild
of Painters in Ghent until 1412, and we can give
no satisfactory account of his life previous to that
evcent, which occurred when he was forty-six years
oid.

From general facts which have been brought to-
gether from one source and another, it is believed
that he attendod to the cducation of his brother
Jan, his sister Margaret, and his younger brother



Lambert, all of whom wcrc paintei-s. He devoted
liis best care to Jan, who was twenty ycars younger
than himself. The eider brothcr instructed the
younger in drawing, painting, and chcmistry, for in
the early days of painting this last study was thought
to be necessary for an artist who used colors.
There has been much learned discussion as to
which of the Van Eycks really introduced the use

PETER PAUL nUIICNS— FROM A i-ORTRAIT PAINTEU BV HIMSELF.

of colors raixecl with oil. The most reasonablc
conclusiéon is that Hubert used these colors, and
gave his thought and study to thc subject of lind-
ing better tints than had becn iisecl beforc; but
it naturally reinainod for Jan to carry his Inothcr’s
Work to greatei- pcrfection, and he thus carne to
be generally known as the inventor or discovcrer of
the improved methocl.

But three works still exist which are attributed
to Hubert van Eyck. The most important of these,
and that upon n'hich his fame rests, is a large altar-
piece, which consisted of twelve separate panels.
This gi'eat work was done for Judocus Vydt, and
the portraits of himself and his wife make a part of
the altar-piece. As it was originally arranged, it
had a center-piece and double folding-doors on

[SEE PACE 271.]

each side of it; and when
twelve panels could be seen.

This great collection of pictures, which was in-
tendedfor the Cathcclral of St. Bavon, at Ghent, was
not tinishccl when Hubert died, in 1426, and was
completad by Jan, in 1432. It was so much valued
that it was shown only on festival days, but after
a time it was divided, and but two central panels

it was open, all the



now remain in St, Bavon; other poitions of it are
in the museums of Brussels and Berlin.

Philip Il., of Spain, was anxious to buy this
altar-piece, and when that could not be done, he
had a copy made by Michael Coxcien. That
paintcr devoted two years to the task, and was
paid four thousand fiorins for his work.
is also in separate galleries, three
being in the Pinakothek at Munich.

It seems very .strange that so few pictures can be
said to have bcen painted by Hubert van Eyck, for
he lived to oid age and must have finished many
Works; but such troublous times carne to Belgium,
and so many towns were sacked, that vast numbers
of art treasures were lost and destroycd, and no
doubt the pictures of Hubert van Eyck pevished in
this way.

No work of its time was better than Ilie Ghent
altar-piecc: its composition and color were of the
best then known; the figures were pamted in a
broad, grand style; the landscapes were admirable,
and the whole was finished with the caveful delicacy
of a master in painting.

This copy
large figures

JAN VAN EYCK.

T his artist brought the discoveries of his brother
to greater perfeccién, and became a very famous
man. 1lappears thatthe useofoilshad beenknown
to painters foralong time, in one way and another,
and a dark, resinous varnish had been in use. But
the Van Eycks found a way to purify the varnish and
make it clear and colorless; they also mixcd then
colors with oil, instead of the gums and other sub-
stances which had been employed. By these
means they made their pictures much richer and
clearcr in color than tliose of other painters.

Antoncllo da Mcssina, an Italian painter, hap-
pened to see a picture by Jan van Eyck, whicli
had been sent to Naples. He immediately dcter-
mined to go to Flandei-s to try to learn the secret
of the color used in this painting. He became the
pupil of Jan van Eyck, and rcmaincd near him
as long as he lived. On his master’s dcath, Anto-
nello went to Messiiia, but shortly after settled in
Venice, where he became very popular as a por-
tiait-painter. The nobiiity flocked to him for their
portraits, and cverywhcre his beautiful color was
praised. At first, his whole manner showcd the
effoct of his association with Jan van Eyck ; but
soon his Italian nature wrought a change in his
style of painting, though his color vemaincd the
same.

It is said tliat Antoncllo told his secretto no onc
except Domenico Vencziano, his favorite pupil,
who went to Florence to live, and thus made the

fame of the new mode of color known in that city.
It is also said that Giovanni Bellini went to An-
tonello in disguise and sat for his portrait, and thus
had the opportunity to watch his process and leam
how he prepared his paints. But a far more
roasonable story is told by the art-writer Lanzi,
who says that the rulers of Venice gave Antonello
a pension, in consideracion of which he made his
process known to all artists.

Thus you see that | had good rcason for saymg
that the Van Eyclcs laid a broad foundation for the
great fame of those Italians who excelled in color.

These early Flemish masters first used the oil
colors. Antonello leaimed their use from Jan
van Eyck; then going to Venice, Antonello influ-

enced the Bellini, and from them the next step
brought out the perfect coloring of Giorgione and
Titian, for the latter was a young man at the
time of Antonello’s death. It is curiously interest-
ing thus to trace the effect of the study of Hubert
van Eyck upon an art of which he knew almost
nothing, and which differed so much from his
own.

Let US now return to Jan van Eyck. He had
a more prosperous life than his brother Hubert, for
he became the favorite of royal patrons, and was
rapidly advanced in fame and richcs. He was not
only a court artist, but an embassador ; on several
occasions he exccuted secret missions to the satis-
faction of Philip the Good, Duke of Burgundy, in
whose Service he was thus employed. In 1428, his
patrén sent him to Portugal to paint the portrait
of the Princess Isabella, whom the Duke proposed
to man-y for his third wife. After the portrait was
completecl, the painter made a pleasure Vip
through Portugal and a part of Spain; he visited
the Alhambra, and reccived flattering attentions
wherever he paused in his journey.

Meantime, che portrait had been sent to Bruges
for the inspcction of the Duke; the mcssengers
rctui-ncd with an asscnt to the marriage, which
took place by proxy, in July, and was followed by
gayeties and fcastings until September, when the
bride, with her brothers, embarked for Belgium.
A fcarful storm tossed the fourtcen vessels of the
flect here and there, and finally the Princess was
landed in England, and did not reach Bruges until
Christmas Day. Then the marriage was cele-
bratod with great pomp, and Jan van Eyck was
paid a handsome sum for his serviccs in bringing
about this happy result.

Duke Philip was fond of Jan van Eyck, and
was in the habit ofvisiting his studio and treating
him asan equal; he was also very liberal
gifts to the painter.

The Works of Jan van Eyck are to be seen in the
museums of Europe.

in his

His portraits are admirable,



and his fondness for this kind of painting caused
him, almost unconsciously, to give the figures in
his subject-pictuvés tbe appearance of portraits.
He painted well draperies and all sorts of stufis;
heloved to introduce landscapes as tho backgiound
of historical pictures, and ho is known to have
painted one landscape with no other subject intio-
duced. One picture by Jan van Eyck, which is in
the National Gallery, London, is said to have been
bought by the Princess Mary, sister of Charles V.,
and Governess of the Netherlands. She gave to
the barlDer who had owned it, as the price of this
work, a position worth one hundred gulden * a year.

However, | must tell you that, important as
these early Flemish pictures are in the history of
Art, 1 do not think tliat they would please your
tasto as well as the works of the Italian masters
of whom | have already written in this series of
papers. The Flemish artists were far more rcaJistic
than the early Italian painters; they tried to paint
objects just as they saw them, without throwing
the grace of beautiful imaginations about their
subjects; they lacked ideality, which is a necessity
to an artist, as it is to a poet, and for this reason
there was a stiffness and hardness in their pictures
which we do not find in the works of Raphael or
Titian.

QUINTIN MASSYS, OR MATSVS.

In time the Flcmish painters grew more individ-
ual, and thcrc was a grcater variety in their works.
Some of them traveled in foreign countrics, and
thus learned to modify their manncr in a mcasurc,
though their nationality was always shown in their
pictures. At length a powerful artist appeared in
Quintin Massys, or Matsys, who may be called the
founder of the Ant\verp school of painters; he
was the greatcst Belgian master of his time.

Quintin was born at Antwerp about 1460, and
was descended from a family of painters. How-
ever, in youth he chosc the trade of a blacksmith,
and works in wrought-iron are shown, in Antwerp
and Louvain, which are said to have l)een made
by him. When about twenty years okl, be fcll in
love with the young daughter of an artist. He
asked her fathcr’'s permission to marry hcr, but
was refused on account of his trade, the father
declaring that the daughter should marry no one
but a painter.

Quintin forthwith forsook the anvi), and dcvoted
himself to the palette and brush. W c can not trace
all his course, fior tell exactly by what methocl he
proccedcd; but it is certain that he becamc a great
painter. He dieci, in 1529, in the Cavthusian Con-
ven! at Antwerp, and was buried in the convent
cemetery. A ccntury later, Cornclius van der Gust

removed his remains, and reburicd them
of the Cathedral. Onc part of the inscription
which commcmorates his life and work declares
that “ Love converted the Sraith into an Apelles.”

Massy’s greatest work was an altar-piece in three
parts, which is now in the Museum of Antwerp.
His manner of representing sacrod subjects shows
a tenderearnestnesswhich recalls the dccp rcligious
feeling of earlicr painters. In his reprcscntations
of the common occurrences of life he was very
happy: lovers, frightful oid women, misera, and
money-changers grew under his brush with great
truthfulness. His own portrait and that of his
second «uUfe are in the Uffizi Gallery at Florence.
One of his most celebrated pictures is “ The
Miser,” at Windsor Castle. The works of Massys
are seen in all the principal galleries of Europe,
and those that are well worthy of notice number
about seventy.

This painter may be said to liave been the last
artist of the period which proceded him and the
first of that which followed ; for from his time the
Antwerp school rapidly grew in importance- Mas-
sys was followed by the Brcughels, who painted
scenes from every-day life with startling reality;
by the Pourbuscs, whose portraits, after the lapse
of three centurics, are still famous; by Paul Bril
and his chiinning landscapes; by many other im-
portant painters, whose pictures are among the
art trcasures ofthe world, and, at last, by

in front

PETER PAUL RUBENS.

This man, who was a learned scholar and an ac-
complished diplomat, as well as a great painter,
was born at Siegen in 1577. His father was .one
ofthe two principal magistratcs of the city of Ant-
worp, and his mother, whose fiame was Mary Py-
peling, belonged to a distinguished family. When
the artist \vas born, his family had bcon forced to
leave Antwerp on account of a civil war which was
then raging; his birthday, the 2pth of June, was
tlie feast of Saints Peter and Paul, and fiom this
circumstance he was christened with the fiames of
the two great Apostles.

Ruisens was a scholar from his early clays, and
his talent for drawing soon decided him lo be a
painter. He studied his art firat in the school of
Adam van Noort, whcrc he was thoroughly trained
in the first rudimcnts of painting; later he was
four years in the studio of Otho Vsnius, whose cul-
tivatcd mind and tasto were of great advantage to
the young man.

After the dcath of his father, Rubens’s mother
returned to Antwerp, and in 1598 he was admitted
a member of the Guild of Painters of that city. In

About forty <lollars.



1600, he went to Italy, and after studying the mas-
terpieces of Titian, and otherVenetian paintcrs, he
procecded to Mantua; here he was appointcd
Genteman ofthe Bed-chamber by the Duke Vm-
cenzlo Gonzaga, to whom the Archduke Albert,
the Governor of the Netherlands, had given him
lettcrs of recommendation.

Rubens rcmalned two year-s at the court of
Mantua. He then visited Venice a second time,
and after hisreturn to Mantua executed some pict-
ures which so pleased the Duke that he senthim
to Rome, to make copies of some of the most
famous works in the Eternal City.

In 1605, the Duke of Mantua rccallcd Rubens
from Rome, and soon sent him to Spain on an im-
portant political jnission. Here the young artist
showed himself worthv of the trust leposecl in hira,
and proved himselfa skillful diplomatist; his unus-
ual personal chavms predisposed all whom he met
in his favor.

After his return from Spain, Rubens went again
to Rome, where he had a commission to decérate
the tribune of the Church of Santa Maria, in Vali-
cella. From Rome he procceded to Genoa, and
there found more occupation, for his fame had
already reachcd that city. Itseems a wonder that
a Flemish artist should have been thus honored in
Italy, and even in Rome, where so many grand and
matchless works of art existed.

When Rubens had been absent frém Aniwerp
sevenyears, he heard ofthc illness ofhis mother and
hastenedhomc, but too late to «nd her living. Soon
after in 1609, he married Isabella Brant, and built
himself a house and studio; it was here that he
made a large andvaluable collectionofobjectsofart
of varioiis kinds; a portion of it only was sold after
his death, at private sale, for more than ;20,000
sterling ($100,000). His wife lived but seventeen
years, and during this period Rubens executed a
largc part of the masterpieces which have made his
femé world-wide, and which now hold honorable
places in the finest galleries of Europe.

During the years spoken of above, Rubens had
many pupils, and his studio was a hive of industry;
in order to keep up his mental training, and not
allow his constant occupation to icssen his mtel-
lectual vigor, he was accustomcd to have some one
read aloud to him while he painted. Books of
poetry and history were the most pleasing to his
taste, and as he could rcad and speak seven lan-
guages, he was acquaintcd with both ancient and
modera authors. Doubtless these icadings, and
the knowlcdgc of the affairs of the world which he
gaincd from them, had mucli to do with makiiig
Rubens the accomplished embassador which he
carne to be.

In 1620, Marie de Medicis sent for Rubens to

come to her in Parisj she there commissioned him
to reprcsent the history of her lifc in a series of
twenty-one pictures. The pictures which, with the
aid of his pupils, he made for the Qiieen of Henry
IV. are now in the gallery of the Louvre. They
may be described as mythological portraiture, since
many of the feces in them are portraits, while the
subjects represented are mythological.

In 1628, Rubens was sent to Spain on a second
political mission, and while there he executed many
important works. Upon his return to Flanders he
was made special embassador to England, with
the object of effecting a peace between that coun-
try and his own. This he was successful in ac-
complishing, and became the fricnd of Charles I.,
who kiiighted him, as did also the King of Spa.in.

In 1630, Rubens was married to his second wife,
Helen Fourment, a niecc ofhis first wife, who had
died four years before. Helen was but sixteen
ycai-s oid at the time of her marriage, and the art-
ist was fifty-three; she bore him five children, and
after his death was again married. Rubens made
so many portraits of both his wives, and so often
introduced them into his religious and liistorical
pictures, that their forros and faces are familiar to
all the world.

After his successful mission to England, Rubens
was treated with great considcration
Indeed,

in Flanders.
his position had been all that he could
desire fot many yeare ; his society was courted by
scholars, nobles, and sovereigns, even— by beauti-
fiil women and brave men. He lived in luxury,
and constantly added to hiscollection of art objects,
of which we have spoken. He now suffered much
from gout, and was obliged to confine his labors to
easel pictures.

Rubens died in 1640, and was buricd in his pri-
vate chapel in thc Church of St. James. This
chapel contains onc of bis most famous pictures,
in which he is represented as St. George, his wiyes
being Saints Martha and Magdalcn; on one side
is his niece, and in the midst his father, as St.
Jcrome, while the figure representing Time is a
portrait of his grandfether. Rubens painted this
picturc especially for thc femily chapel. Above
the altar there is a statue of thc Virgin Mary,
which thc painter himself brought from Italy.

As a painter there seems to be but one adjective
descriptive of Rubens; magnificent alone expresses
the effect of his color. His system of leveling his
subject to his style was unapptoacliablc, though it
mustbe confesscd that he sometimcs condescended
to be gioss or vulgar. In painting, his genius was
certainly universal. The works ascribed to him
number about eigliteen hundred, and include his-
torical, scriptural, and mythological subjects, por-
traits, animals, landscapes, and every-day life. DI
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course, in the execution of such a number of pict-
urcs he must have been aided by his pupils,

there is something chavactenstic of himself
of them. i,,f,irnm
Inhis stylc he is a strange and in

bination of northern and Southern ait

A IV *1 IN

A IN il

,fay'bVLIiTbut 1 have suggestcd his
characteristics and have space for no more,
Descent from the Cross,” in the Antwerp

Cathedral, is considered as his greatest work. The
Companyof Archers gave the order for this picture

~Nis . completed and piit in its place
ner of painting and his arrangement o J masterly composition and
S - el™Mated expression of the bea., joi.d to its
brcadth of execu-
German peasants, tion and cxcellence
Spanish kings, or of finish, make it
somebody else a wonderful work.
whom he has secn. Perhaps his most
lie mingles in odd charming pictures
combination carth- are his representa-
ly princes, antique tions of children;
mythical pevson- it must be that he
agcs, ancient gods, painted them be-
and the members cause be loved tu
of the family of do it. Many pco-
Matie de Medicis, ple regard bis por-
and dresses them traits as his besi
all in the latest Works; certainl>
fashion of his time, they are beyond
and in the most praise, and vcvy
becoming colors! numecrous. A poi-
And isnotthisvery traitofHelcnFour-
mixture magnifi- mont walkingwitli
ccntly strange ? a pagc,— the fa-
However, if one mous “ Chapean
would enjoy to the de  Paille,”— the
utmost many of the two sons of Ru-
ivorks of Rubens, bens, and the sn-
he should forgct called “ Four Phi-
thenamcsby which losophers,” in ilw
they are called, and Pitti Gallery, are
regard cach figure I among the m<-t
as a separate por- celcbrated-
trait. Then his His lanclscapei
powerisfclt. Above were fine, even
all, in the picture whenmtcndcdoiily
which hangs above for  backgroiindi-.
his tomb, forget and his rcpreseni-i-
tliat it rcpresents tions of animais
any subject and were by no means
|00k Only for the «'HE BOY KILbKHS AT IS WOBK

portraits of his two .

wives. How doarmiiitfg they are | the one so brill-
iant and energctic, the other so shy and thought-
ful— each magnificent in her own way. But it you
regard it as an “ Adoration of the Virgin, asitis
called, it will seem as if the spirits of Pm Angélica
and other holy painters stood around you, bdping
you to remember how the brush that is guided b>
Lith and prayer can depict spinti.al and holy
subjccts, and aiding you to distinguish bctween
the work of Rubens and that of a purer type.

less excellent than
those of many fine artists «ho devoted all their tal-
cnt and study to tl.osc subjects alone, fhus it «l
be seen tliat it is not too much to say that his gemi
in painting was universal, and when we remember
his other-attainmonts and accomplishmcnts,
can but admire this great Flcmish artist, andfeC’
that of him, as of Goldsmith’s famous Scliooi-
master, it might be said ;

«" And iUU thoy gazcd, nni slill ihc woader gKkW
That one sinall head could carry all he hnew.



Oh, you pussy willow! Pretty little * thing,
Coming with the sunshinc of the early spring!
Tell me, tell me, pussy, for I want to know,
W here it is you come from, how it is you grow,?

Now, my little girlie, if you 11 look at me

And my little sisters, | am sure you TI see

Tiny, tiny houses, out of which wc peep

When we first are rvaking from our
slcep.

Tliis is where wc como from.
grow,

I will try, my girlic, now to let you know;

As the days grow milder, out we put our heads,

And we lightly move us in our little beds —

Find the world so lovcly, as we look about,

That we each day move a little faither outj

And when warmer breezcs of the spring-tinie
blow,

Then we little pussies all to catkins grow.

winter's

How it is we

JERRY.

By Mary Lowe

“ Buy a paper, plazel She is frozen, a’'most.
Here 's Commercial and Neius, and Mail,
And hcre ’s the Express and the Avening Pos/.
And ivcry onc has a tirrible tale,—

A shipwrick,— a murthcr,— a fire-alaim,—
Whichiver ye loikc;— have a paper, mavm ?
Thin buy it, plaze, av this bit av a gnmil—
She’s new in the business and all av a whirrul;
We must lind her a hand,” said litele Jcrry:
" There’'sa plinty av thradc at tbc Fiilton Ferry.

She’s wakely for nade av the tay and the toast—
The prico uv a paper— plaze, sir, buy a Pos/?
Thrue as me fiame it is Jeremiah,

There 's a foine report av a dridful fire,—

Dickinson.

And a child that ’s
train;—

Indade, sii-, tho paper ’'s just groanin’ wid pain !

Spake up, little gurrul, and don’t be afraid!

I 'm schraicliin’ for two till I start yez in thracle.
W hile 1| ycll, you can scll,” said little Jerry,
Screeching for two at Fulton Ferry.

lost,— and a smash av a

The night was bloak, and the wind was high.

And a hurrying crowd went shivering by;

And somc bought papers, and some bought none,

But the boy’s shrill voice rang cheerily on:

Buy a Pos/, or a News, or a Mail, as yon choose,

For my arm just achcs wid the weight av the
news.



Express? Not a single one left for to-night,

But buy one av this little gurrul, sir,— all riglit.
She ’'s a rcg’lar seller here at the ferry,
And | rickomind her high,” said Jerry-

In the whirl of the throng there paused a man.
The bell is ringing— | can not wait;
Here, girl, a Ccmmercial as quick as you can.
The boat is starting— don’'t make rae late!,”
And on through the hurrying crowd he ran,
The wee girl following ciése behind,
After the penny he could not find;
W hile, with a spring through the closmg gate,
After her money bounded Jerry,
Raggecl and panting, at Fulton Ferry.

* One cent frora the man in the big fur coatf
Give me the change, or 1'll stop thc boat.
Up from the deck a laugh and a cheer.
It changed to a shuddering cry of fear
As he bent his head for the fearful sprmg,
And then,— like a wild bird on the wing,—
Over the whirling waters swung,
Touched the boat with his hands, and clung,
Gasping and white, to the rail, and cried;
W here is that mean oid man, who tried
To steal one cent from a girl at the fo""!'—
A poor little girl, with no fricnd but Jcrry.

Over tho side went a hundred hands,
From a hundred raouths tang forth cominands:
“ Puli him in!” “ Stop the boat!” “ Take h.s
stock!” “ Let us buy
All thc papers he has!"
tfét dry t
* No, indade,” said the boy— “

“ Beiid him home to

that’s not w'at
[ raeant;

I doant want yer money; 1want that one cent
From the man in the warr'm fur coat an hat

W ho could shteel acent from a gurrul like that.

doris
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Af iver he thries that game agin,

He 'd betther take me, and not Margery Flynn!’
Then cheer on cheer for little Jerry
Rang across the Fulton Ferry.

Long ago, my youthful readers,
Happened this that | have told;
Long ago'that sturdy newsboy

All his daily papers sold.

And tho pluck that darcd a duckmg
To set right a weak onc’s wrong,
Setved him well in cvery struggle;
And his life, both kind and strong.

|s a blessing and a comfort
To a world of needy boys
W ho, like him, must work in play-time
W ith boot-brushes for their toys.
But around the Fulton Ferry,
Still the newsboys talk of Jcrry.

fan.

By Frank H Converse.

“ And whatshall 1bring you home, Dorry ?” said
Ned Blair, who, with Clarence Jackson, his ship-
mate that was to be, was making a good-bye ca 1l
on Doris Lee, their mutual girl-friend and school-
fellow.

“ Just what I was going to ask,” eagerly put in
Clarence, though, to tcll the truth, Ned's question
had but that moment suggested his own. 1heie

had always been the least suspicion of rivalry

ljetwecii the two boys, and | thmk each
desired thc uppermost place Mo«-
fviendship. Both boys were to sail on the foUo'
Lng morning, for their initial voyagc, in tlie smy
“ City of New York,” Blokstrop, master; henee m
farewdl cali, and the mutual inward disgust
each at finding the other present.



Now, Doris, who was a bit imaginative, had been
reading, for the first time, Coleridge’s “ Ancicnt
Mariner ” ; and it suddenly occurred to hcr that a
fan made of albatross feathers would be too sweet
for anything, and charmingly appropriatc for the
hot days, when she might swing in her hammock
under the veranda, with “ Ye Rime of ye Ancient
Mariner ” for light reading.

I need hardly say that, as she thus expressed
herself, both boys simultaneously declared their
intention of doing their utmost that her wish might
be gratified.

“ 1 shall surely bring you an albatross’s wing,
Doris," Ned liad said at parting.

“1 Tl bring you a pair of albatrosses in a cage,”
enthusiastically exclaimcd Clarence, who was nol
ijuite familiar with natural history. And then Doris
had said good-bye, with a kindly wish for each.

Well, at the time when my story rcally begins,
tile ship was in the latitude of Cape Horn.
Neither boy had said “ albatross” to the other
since the voyage began; yet each had kept a sharp
lookout astem, as day after day the good ship
went speeding southward. “ Gonies” there were,
diisky “ molc-niokcs,” Mother Cary’s chickcns,
cape hens, and cape pigeons— most beautiful of
SL'ii-birds— in screaming abundance ; but, as yet,
tho lone albatross for which they so anxiously
v'aiched was nowherc visible.

Ned and Clarence, as is customary in the better
class of American ships, occupled the “ boys’
room "— a little, closet-like den in the after-end of
the forward house.

It was the afternoon dog-w'atch, and Clarence
lar in his berth, Jistlessly watching through the
open doorhow the western sky was torninto strange
shrcddings of wonderful greens and golds, the

hole tinged with a dull red glow from the setting
sun.

Suddenly, Ned cntcred rather abruptly. Throw-
ing back his chest-lid, he began tossing his sea-
clothes aside, in evident search of some niissing
anide.

“ Have you seen anything of my fishing-line,
Clarence ?” he asked eagerly, after a second hasty
"‘orhauling— and Clarence knew
‘hat fishing-line signified albatross.

“/have n't got it,” he answered hastily, and at
the same time springing from his berth, Clarence
"nade a dive into his own sea-chest, and, fishing-
line in hand, rushed to the galley for a bit of salt
pork to use as bait for tbc beautiful bircl which a

hurricd glancc showed him was following in the
sliip’s wake.

in a momeiu

Rirtlicr search on Ncd’s part proveci vain. He
lad seen the line in his chest oniy the day before,
tu'd felt a vague suspicion that Clarence could, if

he chose, tell something about its suddcn dis-
appearancc. But of this, of course, he had no
proof, and, rather moodily, Ned returned on deck.

Clarence, in a high state of excitement, was lean-
ing over tho lee side, at the break of the ciuarter.

“ 1 'vc got him I” he shouted. *“ Lencl me a
hand, somc of you fellows!” But the sailors—
with whom Clarence was not a favorite — seemed
to have no hands to lend, just then. Ned thrust
his dccp in his trouscrs’ pockets, and turned away.
Two or three others looked grimly on, but oflered
no aid, even when it seemed a little uncertain
which was pulling the harder— Clarence or his
captive. But, by catching a tuin around a pin as
he shortoncd in the line, fathom by fatlrom,
Clarence succeeded in drawing the bird nearer
and nearer. Vainly it struggled and shrieked,
and ljeat the water with its powerful whitc wings;
its capture seemed certain.

It was at this moment that Captain Blokstrop,
having finished his supper, carne on dock. One
comprehensive glance, which took in the ship’s
course, the set of her sails, and the cloud-strcnkcd
horizon, also took iu the uncomfortable situation
of the albatross.

Now, Captain Blokstrop, whowas one of the old-
tirae ship-masters, had a tinge of the sailor super-
stition which looks upon the wanton dcstruction
of a Mother Cary’s chicken or an albatross as a
portent of evil. Furtliermore, Clarence was no
favorite with him, by reason of what the captain
called his “ shifless, so’gering ways,” for Clarence
Jackson had not come to sea with the idea of
becoming a sailor, but only to “ have a good time
and see life generally,” as he expressed it.

“ A fowl at one cnd and a fool at the other,”
muttered Captain Blokstrop, in unconscious para-
phrase. Walking softly to tho lee rail as he
spoke, he reached quietly over, and with opened
knife cut the tautened line just as Clarence was
bracing himself for a desperatc puli! Well, the
natural conscquence ensued. The bird went one
way, Clarence another! His head struck the
deck with a thump, while the soles of his sea-
l)oots were turned upwavd toward the darkening
sky. The sailors laughed under ihciv lireath, Ned
could not repress a smile, and something like a
subdued chuckle was heard Il)y the man at tho
whecel to issue from Captain Blokstrop’s throat, as
he went below to look at the barometer.

That night, in the raiddle watch, it bogan to
blow. And when it sets out to do anything of the
kind around Cape Horn, it gocs at it in good car-
nest. But though a gale, it was directly astcrn,
and the “ City of New York ” was new, her sails
and rigging strong. So, after the good ship had
been put under proper canvas for “ scudding,”
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Captain Blokstrop, in a bright red Havre shirt,
eruptive with large pearl buttons, stood

to thc weathcr mizzen-shrouds, nodding his ap
proval of the way his ship and thmgs generally
were going, while the organ peal of the gale thun
dered and shricked through thc strainmg nggmag,
and a lone albatross, with a few yards of line hang-
ing from his bcak, followed on in the ship s wakc.
Now, when thewind is doing its best *

miles an hour, and thc sea to nm fif'y

hieh, there are more comfortablc places than the
main deck of a long, sharp-nosed, narrow-beam
ship, pavticularly when she is loggmg somethmg
like thirtcen knots. .

The “ City of New York ” was scooping m tons
upon tons of water, first over one rail, then the
oliiev as shc swept on over thc tempest-tossed sea,
the surges of which were dimly visible by the ghm-
rnerof awaningnioon tlirough the driftmg scud
overhead. The forecastlc was afloat, the boys
room knee-Ueep in water, while the n
being “ bailed ouf’by Wan Lung, the Chinese
steward, who staggered to and fro with a raop and
bucket, muttering to himself in broken Chmesc”?

Four ljells rang out through the dm of thc storm,
conveying to Ned the checrful prospect of a two
hours- lookout in the slings of the fore-yard, for no
one could live on the top-gallant forecastlc. Both
boys were clinging to thc wcather pm-rail, and, at
the summons, Ned attemptcd to swmg himself by
Clarence, who had not spoken to him smce h.s
downfall How it really happened Ned is not
sure, but, as the ship gave a roll to the leeward
Clarence was thrown hcavily agamst him, and a
greal sea, boarding the vessel just under the mam-
fard, swcpt poor Ned far out, over thc rail, into the
seothing water. Proviclentially, he had, shortly
beforc, Arown asidc his drenchcd oil-clothes and
water-soaked sea-boots as uncomfortable superfiu-
ities He got his head above water, dimly conscious
of seeing the ship disappear in a cloud of daik-
ncss and felt himself fiung liko a cork to the sum-
mitsof great waves.

He had no time to thm k,-
fcar swallowecl

up every olhcr sensation, for
as he struck out mcchanically, sometinng swoopc
down at him like a great white sea wraith! And
let me tell you that a bird whose wmgs racasuie
ten feet from lip to tip, whose b.ll is about s.x
inchcs long, and whose rcd-rimmed eyes gree it
the appearance of an intoxicated demon of the
marinrspecies, is not a checrful s.ght under the
unplcasant circumstances in which Ned was placed”™
The albati-oss struck at the sw.mm.ng boy w.th
clashinu- beak. Ned involuntanly ducked bis head,
and then, with pcrhaps a suggestion of the mstmct
kading drowning men to clutch at astraw, graspcd
wildly at the great bivd’'s leg at the same moment.

iFebruarv,
FEATHER FAN.

n ed has since told me that he thinks he was a

little crazed from the blows dealt him by the great
pinions of the struggling bird. He dimly remem-
Lrs grappling with it, after that. w.th a vague
fancy that somehow he was Christ.an struggling
with Apollyon, which changed to a sudden remem-
brance of a tussle that he once had m extreme
youth with a vicious oid turkey-gobbler !

But he clung to the albatross, and "‘hen, half an
hour later, the “ City of New York s hfe-boat,
stecred by the second mate, reachcd
bird were pullcd on board together, for Ned s arin
was not only thrown over and about
tross’s neck, but his fingers were fairly stiffened
about its windpipe. He knew nothmg of the
awful puli back to the ship, which lay hove te,
buruing a blue light, a mile to thc windward-not
he, Poor Ned lay face down m the boat s bottom,
insensible, the salt water running from his mouth
in a small stream. However. the albatross, which
had undoubtcdly saved his life, was more than
insensible-it was dead ; and when Ned staggered
rather feebly on deck next morning, if you m\\
believe me, Clarence was in the act of cullmg off
one of the wings for his ver>- own ! v

“ My lino is in his mouth yet,” rcmarked thu
ingenuous youth, with an agreeablc sm.le, and
so you see, oid fellow, that gives me a sor of claim
to him, liko a ship’s iron docs to a whalc .

“ Your line, eh?” replied Ned, gmetly;
Clarence’s manifcst confusion, Ned
pointed out to his voom-matc a fine
running through its stiands. T~CY had both Je
boughtfrom the same lot, and Ned had said at tho
time that thiswasthe only differcnce between thcin®
It is not unnatural to presume that Claicncc ha
abstracted Ned’s from his chcst and placed it m
his own, mtd in his Inmy taken thc wrong onc
Indeed, he aftcrward hintcd that it was done onl>

and, o
composedh

Bu?Ned was not magnanimous enough to shaio
the wings with him -and

I am not sure that 1
blame him cithcr.

undcr all thc circumstancc.
And as they took no other albatross, Miss Doris 1
indebtecl to Ned for thc feather "'bich he hat
made from the wings, and which he sent to |l o
from Melbournc, together with an account ol im
adventure, cut from thc Melboumu
so, when 1 see her with it, 1 wonder if its coolmg
breath has not in it, not only suggcstions of ¢
salt sea but also of the modern as wcll as me
ancient mariner; for her boy friend
rapidly in his chosen profcssion, and w.ll no do
some clay be master of as fine a ship as thc
of New York.”

But Clarence has left the sea in disgus .
does n't agree with him,” he says.

un



THi:

By Cei.ia

Hk sprcads his wings like banners to the breeze.
He cleaves the air, afloat on pinions widc;

|-i-agues upon leagucs, across the loncly seas,
He sweeps above the vast, uneasy tide.

I'ir days together through the trackless skies.
Steadfast, without a cjuivcer of his plumos,
Without a moment’s pause for rest, he flies
1lirougli dazzling sunshinc and througli cloudy
gloonis.

ALHATROSS.*

Thaxxek.

I'inwn the
foam,
Searching for booty with an eager eye,
Hovering aloft where the long brcakers comi)
O’cr wrecks forlorn, that tnpple helplcssly.

green gulfs he glidcs, nr skims the

He lovcs the tcmpest; he is glad to see

The roaring gale to heavcn the billows toss,
I'or strong to battlc with the storm is he,

Tlie mystic bird, the wandcring albatross!

I his fine bird is possessed of wondroiifi powers of ving, sniling along fordays logeiher wiihout rcquiring rcst, hardly evor ilapping

‘U wings, merely swaying itself Icisuroly from sido lo sido with extended pinions.”—IF W j Nalmnl Histmy.
Howihey propel Iheinselves in ilie air is dilhcull to undersiand : for tlicy 50.arccly ever flap their wings, butsail graccfully tdong, sway-
ing fromside to side, sonicliincs skicnming the watot so closcly that ihC point 0f one wing dips jalo it, then risiag up like a boonierang into
theair, then desocnding agaia and fiyiag with ihe wind or againstitwith equal {.\v¢/"Vi\." RinKbkBi'/aNaiuraiisL ( Cuthbtrt ColUngvjood.)
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tHE TALE OF THE SUPPOSING FAMILY.

As TOLD ME BY MY GRANDFATHER.

1AM halfa Dutch boy. Grandfatlicr is all Dutch,
for he was born away over the sea in Hamburg;
and so, though my fiame is Thomas Je”~on
Adams, after Papa, | am considerably Dutch, for 1
look just like Grandfather Kaysor. Ho hvcs with
uUs and | can’t bear to think of his ever moving
back to Hamburg, He inakes me all sorts of
things, tells me stories, and takes my part when the
rest of the folks are down on me.

One rainy Saturday, Mamma said | must stay m
the house, ljecause my throat was sore, and as | do
not take to any quiet work, and she does not like
noise, | had a lonely time. In the afternoon my
throat grew worse, and | got bluer and blier, till
| suppose | looked very doleful.

“ What is tho matter? ” said Grandfather, as he

1 was thinking,” said 1, “ that if 1 'm not well
by Monday, 1shall get behind the rest of the boys,

and that, if my throat gets much worse, 1 mr>
die,” aud then 1 looked very serious.

“You have an inflooinza.” (Grandfather meani
influenza, but you see he is Dutch.) “ By to-mor-
row you will be much better,” be added; “ but i
seeras to me, my boy, you are threatened by a
much worse disease.”

* W hat, Grandfather ?” said 1, so scaied 1was
still, and then 1 saw the look in his eyes that
always in them when he is down on mo, and 1w.'s
fritrhtcned

He did not answer, but folded up his newspapcr
and iiwitcd me to go up to his room, which is a
oerfectly spiendid place, full of books and pictuas
he brought from Hamburg. There is a big carveu
chcst,in which hekeeps his clothes, that is ver
curious, and a liule sof4a, as hard as a bnck, on
which he loves to lie. As soon as we got upstain
he took down a large, red book, with silver clasps,



which is full of writing. | do believe Grandfather
made up everything in it out of hisown head— he
is'cute enough to do anything. And after he had
fixcd me on that little sofa, he read lo me the fol-
lowing story. Afterward, he let me copy it, word
for word, out of the red book, because | never
could have remembered it all as nice and smooth
as it was written, and because— well, you will find
out the second reason later.

Once upon a time, in the land of Somewhere,
in a great castle, there lived a family by the namc of
Supposing. There was Sir Timothy Supposing, and
his wife. Lady Supposing, and their only son, Tobias
Eliakim Supposing.

The day after Sir Timothy was twenty-one,— his
birthday was also his wedding-day,— ~hewent to bed,
and refused ever to get up. “ 1 have contemplatcd
this stcp a long time,” he said. * The floors in
the castle are draughty, and if 1 go out-of-doors
! may be caught in the rain or get my feet wet;
so that, wherever | may be, I am in constant
danger of catching coid. Then, too, if 1 go out
in the carriage, the horses may run away, or an
axle may break, and if I go on Jeremiah’s back,
he may plunge or rcar or kick, or lie down and
roll over. | don’tcare if he is fifteen years oid;
mmoid horse is up to all sorts of tricks a cok does
not think of. Life is uncertain enough in bed.
With oleoinargerine in the butter, and glucose in
the sugar, and willow Icaves and copperas in the
tea, and bad ventilation, and gas from the furnacc,
I am in great danger even here.”

His big bed was provided with all sorts of foot-
warmers, and clampers to hold the clothes down,
and every day his valet, January, ruhbcd Sir
Timothy with his soft, fat hands, to stimulate his
circulation and keep his liver from growing torpid.
As Sir Timothy was veiy much afraid of being
poisoned by bad al-, and also of catching coid,
men with all sorts of patent ventilators and fiir-
naces to sell carne to the castle every day, the pro-
cession often reaching as far as the eye could see,
and Sir Timothy had every one tried, so anxious
was he to secure onc to his mind.

Lady Supposing was naturally of a happy dis-
position. Sometimes, when there had bcen an
unusual number of patent things to try, she felt
luw-spirited, and thought what if Sir Timothy
should not find the right sort of hcating apparatus
after all, and what if, with all the pains and care
we take, he should die right there in his bed, and
what if something should befall Tobias Eliakim ?
Rut a nap dispelled thesc forcbodings, and then
Lady Supposing would go about the castle singing
— “ as if,” said her husband, ‘‘ she never thought
that anything might happen.”

Tobias Eliakim was a fine-looking boy, with
blue eyes and waving brown hair like his mamma.
He had two tutors, an oid one named Sbécrates
Quidquodibus, who taught him Latin, Greek,
mathematics, and every sortof ology, and a young
one, named Apollo Bangs, who taught him music
and painting. But Tobias Eliakim was always say-
ing to himself while hestudied: “ W hatif— oh!
what if 1 get to be just like Professor Quidquodibus,
and instead of having to put spectacles over my
poor, tired eyes, as he does, what if | become stonc-
blind from studying so many books? And what if
a hump grows on my back, as there has upon his?
January once told rae of a man who died of con-
sumption brought on by excessive reading. W hat
if 1 should have consumption?” The only way
the good professor could make him study enough
to learn anything was by asking him the still more
terrible question : “ What if you grow up a dunce,
Tobias Eliakim? and you certainly will if you do
not study.”

Professor Bangs, in giving him some finger
exerciscs, unluckily told him that the composer
Schuraann broke one of his third fingers in his
effort to make it do his will. Tobias Eliakim was
off the stool iu a minute. “ 1 ’ll never touch the

piano again!” he cried. “ I should not be sur--
prised if my fingers were injured now. They frc-
quently feel as if they were coming off.” And no

amount of coaxing or scolding could make him
change his mind.

One day while he was painting, the professor,
who was inclincd to be a philosopher, began giving
lilm a lecture on the pigments he was using.
“ Everything in the world, my dear boy, has some
beneficent qualitics. Arsenic, now, which is such
a virulent poison that it causes the most intense
suffering if taken into the stomach, furnishes us
this brilliant green with which 1 shall touch up
those beech trees in the foregrouud ofyour picture,”
and as he spoke he squeezed some of the color on
his pallet and set to work. But this endcd Tobias
Edakim’s painting. “ I will not handle poisons,”
he said; “ what if I should accidentally swallow
a tubo of that paint?” And thercafter he would
study nothing but drawing.

Besides his tutors he had a dandng-mastcr, and
a fcncing-raaster, who had also to teach him to
shoot at a mark, to manage a horse, to swim, lo
skate, and to slidc down-hill.

He did very well with the dancing, but wlicn he
attempted to fcncc, he was so afraid that the but-
tons would come off from the tips of the foils that
the lessons had to be continued as Isest they could
be with wooden swords. The first lime he fired a
gun, the recoil of the weapon nearly knocked him
down. “ What if thatgun had shotoffbackward,—



who knows thatitwill always shootoff fro"tward
and if I lose my head, how am | to get another
he said. “ No, Master Middlebury, | shaB r>ot use
that gun again.” Sir Timothy regretted his son s
decisL -3 ecause,” he said, “ a gentleman’s
education is not complete without a knowledge o
fire-anns ”; but Lady Supposing, who had opposcd
these lessons from the first, was delighted.

When Tobias Eliakim saw his teacher swim mto
the clear waters of the lake that lay at one side of
the castle, he was eager to follow him,
fast as he could to don his bathmg-su.t;
M aster Middlebury had
the water he halted. “ W hat if |1 should drown?
said he “ You can’'t with me,” laughed Insteache .
3 ou mightlose hold of me,” “ But 1l wont lose
hold of you.” cried vexed Master M‘ddleburT
“ But you might have the cramp, or an attack of
heart disease, or paralysis, or somethmg,

Tobias Eliakim, now thoroughly determinod not
to swim. “ Take me back to the” shorc directly,
and 1 will sit down and watch you.»

Sir Timothy was anxious that his son should
a good swimmer.

n

but when
led him a few steps 1

“ What if, when he grows up,
the King should make him an ad.mral

, and what
if in a storm or a naval cngagcmcnt, somethmg
-should happen to the flag-ship? What would
Tobias Eliakim do then if he could not swim .

he said to Master Middlebury, when giv.ng hun
instructions as to what he wanted him to do.
The poor teacher knew that Sir Timothy would
blame him, and, completely out of patience, he
went splashing into the lake and d.ved down o
the bottom of it to cool his anger. He sta.d so
long that Tobias Eliakim thought he was drowned
and ran off to the castle to get some onc to rescue
Master Middlebury.

The cook took a wash-boiler, the chambor- mald
took the clothes-line, and the men-servants drag-
ged along one of the brass cannon that stood by
tho front steps. e 'll shoot it off, said they,
“ and thatwill fetch him to thc surface in a few
minutes, when we can scoop him in shore by means
of thc wash-boiler and the rop”'”

W hen they reachcd the lake, they found that thc

cannon was not only einpty, but spikcd.

re-
S~ er now,” said one,

* Sir Timothy wou d
never allow them to be loaded for fear they might
burst and after Tobias Eliakim was oid enough o
walk he happened to think one day that tho child
m ito find a cannon-ball and some

where, and might load a cannon, and '“ndcrtake
to fire it off, 50 he ordered that they should be

"‘Ttog kind-heartcd men, they ran back to the
castle in thc'hope of finding a cannon Acy could
use while thc cook and thc chamber-maid t.ed the

clothes-line to thc wash-boiler, so as to be all rcady.
But they found the cannon were all spiked and
were sadly returning to the lake, when who should

thev see but Master Middlebury, dressed 11 pla.d

clothes and wearing a long, red neck-tie, cantering

up the drive-way on oid Jeremiah. n 1e
Sir Timothy was desirous that Tobias Elialum
should be an expert horseman.

If~ere should
be a war when he grows up,

he said, the King
would undoubtedly wanthim to commandan army,

and there would be times when he would have to
ride » but as there is no telling what a horse may
do, in giving my son lessons, | want you to always
ride the horse with him, and hold thc rems, so as
to be near in case of accident.”

Tobias Eliakim at first rodc in front of Master
Middlebury, but day Jeremiah .~t“mbled
“ W hat if this hovse should take a notion to kick
nis hind logs straightup?” said Tobias.
no doubt, pitch over his head and bicak my
neck ” After that he rodé behind, till one day,
when they were going up a small h.ll, he noticed
that under some circumstances he could sl.de off
over the horsc’s tail only too cas.ly, and then he
would not ride at all.

one

[Note by me, T. J. A.
was a pcrfectbaby. 1have becn on
Hawk, bare-back, and he rares around likc a w.ld-
cat, sometimcs.”]

“ | think Tobias Eliakirn

In thc winter, thc lake in which Master Middlc-
bury tried to teach Tobias Eliakim to swim w~"
covered with firm, blue ice, which made first-rate
skating, and at the back of the castle was a long
hill, just the place to slide.

Tobias Eliakim had a handsome sled

, the g.lt
of his maternal grandfathcr

, and one New Ycars
day, when thc hill was white with snow, on which
gimcred a nhard crust, Master Middlebury thought
he would give his pupil a lesson m «asting.
Tobias Eliakim put on ins fur-lmcd coat, his
fur-lined boots, his fur cap with ear-lappits, his fur
mittens, and his red muffler, which ™
about his neck. As for trousers-well, he had on
threepairs. “ ReaUy,MasterMiddicbu.y,1 mgo.”
to catch coid,” he said, when they hadreached
hill.  « 1 tce1 very crcepy in my Back
“ Nonsense !” criccl his teacher.

sled and 1 will have you warm
Tobias Eliakim obeyed.

Hop on thal
in two

and Master Middlebmy
had stvetched out one

Bui
when Tobias Eliakim cried, o/, N5
thc sled was already darting down the hill, sw.ft
an arrow flashing through tire .iir. N

“ Ncver,” he gasped when they stopped,— ncvct

will 1 get on lhat drcadful thing again ! 1 might
have becn dashed in pieccs if you had fa.lcd



stcer straight, or if we had struck something.”
Then he did not knosv how to get up the hill, as
he did not daré to walk up, fior to sit on the sled
and let his teacher drag him up, and he was quite
sure he would freeze to death if Master Middle-
bury left him to obtain help. So there was no
alternative for Master Middlebury but to take the
big follow on his back and cariy him up the hill
as best he could.

The skating lessons failed, for when Tobias
Eliakim felt his fcet flying out from undei him, he
almost faintod in his teacher’s arms. But, as he
liked to see his teacher skate, his mamma had a
small glass house liuilt by the lakc, and in it,
wrappcd in furs, with his feet on the stove-hearth,
he watched Master Middlebury skate by the houv.

[Note by rae, T. J. A.
I ever heard of any boy.
to believe.”]

“ This is the worst thing
It docs seem too tough

Onco the teachers complained to Lady Suppos-
ing. They said they felt that their efforts were
almost thrown away, their pupil progressed so
slowly. Lady Supposing was very much dis-
tressed, and sent for the family doctor.

As soon as he received the message, the doctor
packed his saddlc-bags full of his biggest pills
and powders, which he kept prepared for his
titled customers, put up his blisters and lancets,
clambered into bis chaise, and drove off to the
castle without dclay.

He examincd Tobias Eliakim thoroughly, and
asked him and his mother and teachera questions
for two hours, and then gravely shook his liead.
“ My dcav inadam,” he said, “ j'our son is suffer-
ing fiom one of tlie gravest maladjcs known to
Science, and one quite beyond tho reach of medi-
cine. AIll 1 can tell you about it is that it is
known to the profession as ‘Congenital W liatif’;”
and putting up his medicines and blisters and
lanccts, the doctor drove away.

“ And what is this drcadful and incurable dis-
ease?” cried poor Lady Supposing; but though
Professor Quidquoclibus looked in all of his diction-
aries, and studied at it with all his might, even he
could not tell her. “ 1 guess, madam,” he said,
moved by hcr distress and chagrincd at his failure,
—“ 1 guess it is an aifection of the mind.”

Life in the castle went on very much as 1 have
dcscribed, till Tobias Eliakim wzfe sixteen years
oid. Sir Timothy continued to try all sorts of
patent veutilators and furnaccs, and at last a man
carne all the way from tlie shorc of the straits of

Sunda, and showed him a model vvhich he thought
50 perfect that he ordered a furnacc and ventilator
likc it to be putin the castle as soon as possible.
The first night it was used, the north wind was
blowing at a fearful rate, and the fire in the new
furnacc burncd so fiercely that all tho grcat heat-
pipes grew so hot, that they set on fire the wood-
work of the partitions they traverscd. The hall into
which the family rooms opened connected with
the castle by one small door, Sir Timothy having
ordered the rest of the doors to be wallcd up.
And this small door was always closed at night,
and lockcd by six patent locks, lest the servants,
or soracbody, or something, should attack the
family in the night. All the vvindows and doors
in the family rooms were, for the same reason,
fastened by patent locks, so, though the servants
tried hard to save them, the poor Supposing family
perished miserably in tho flames.

Grandfather’'s story ends here,
read it to me, | asked him
family. “ Oh, no,” said he. “ Itis alargo family,
having ktnsfolk in all parts of the world. A
second cousin succeeded to Sir Timothy’s estate
and rebuilt the castle.”

“ Is the story tme, Grandfather?” said 1, very
anxiously.

“ Yes, my boy,” said Gvaudfather, in a queer,
solemn tone.

I lay on that hard sofd a few minutes thinking,
for you see 1 had my own notion of the way
Grandfather used that word true, and why he
thought a story about a boy that had the “ what-
if” would be good for me to bear. And aftera
little | said, “ Grandfather, if I 11 be very very
gnod till my next birthday, and not catch any
incurable disease, will you let me copy that
story into my diary ?”

Grandfather dieads to have me take any of his
things where | use ink— 1 am so apt to spill it;
but he said, “ yes,” like the dear okl Grandfather
that he is.

I will not say how good I ivas, ljut niy birthday
has passcd and here is the story, and if you |5ub-
lish it, as | hope you will, maybe you 'd better
leave out that note about Black Hawk, which is
confidential to you. You see | had been forbidden
to enter the stable, and if he knew | had tried
to ridc that vicious beast, Grandfather wouid be
down on me tho worst way. Resides, | did it a
good while ago. | am thirtecn — going on fourtecn
since my last birthday.

but when he
if that was all of the
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‘A SMALL WINDOW WAS OPENED.

CHAFI'ER X.

A FEW days after the arrival of Louis and Jasto
at the castle of Barran, the Countess found it nec-
essary to send to Viteau for some clothmg and other
things which were needed by herselfand her ladies,
fortLy had brought very little with them in then
hasty flight from the chéateau.

A trusty squire-not Bernard, for he would not
leave his mistress for so long a time as a day and
night— was sent, with a small, but well-arraed bo y
of men, 10 conveyto the castle the property des.red
by the Countess, and to give some 0'-de*®
seneschal in chargc. When the party rcaehed t e
chéateau, early in the evening, the squivo was greatly
surprised to find thathe could notenter. The gatc
were all closed and barred securely, and no answer
carne to his calis and shouts to the inmatcs.

‘Copyright, i88i,

At length a small window in the principal gate
was opened, and a man’s head, wearing a hclmet
with the visor down, appeared in the square apcr-

“ Which of the varletsthatwc left here are you ?
cried the angry squirc. ‘*And what are you domg
with the armor of the Countess on your rascally
head ? Did you not know me when 1 called to you,
and when are you going to open this gate for us.

“ 1am not any man’s varlct,” said the pcrso
the hclmet, “ and you did not leave me here.
wear this hclmet because | thought that some
your impatientmen might thrust at me wilh a spear,
or shoot an arrow at me when 1 should show my
head. 1 did not know you when you called, lor i

neverheard yourvoice before, and I am not going

1

ANTh~squhe Lt upon his horse, iitterly astounded

by F. R. Siockton.



at this speech, while his men gathered around him,
wondering what strange thing they next would
hear.

“ Who, then, are you?” cried the sqiiire, when
he had found his voice, “ and what are you doing
here? ”

“ 1 have no objection," said the other, “ to make
thc acquaintance of any man who wants to know
me, and to tell him what I do, if it be, in any way,
his business. 1 am Michol, the captain of the
good and truc band of cotereaux who for some
time past have lived in this forest, near by; and
what | am doing here is this; I am clwelling in this
goodly chateau, in peace and comfort, with my
men.”

The squire turned and looked at his followers.

“ What think you,” he said, “ does all this
mean ? Is this a man gone crazed ?”

“ Not so,” said the man with lite helmet; “ not
so, my good fellow. | may have done crazy deeds
in by-gone days, but this is the most sane thing 1
ever did in all my life. If you should care to hear
thewhole story, straight and true,— and I should like
much to tell it to you, that you may take it to your
inistress,— come closer and listen.”

The squire, anxious enough to hear, rodé cidse
tothe gate; the men crowded near him, and Michol,
for it was really thc captain of the coiereanx, told
his story.

“ 1am going to make this tale a short onc,” he
said, ‘‘so that you can remcmber h, and tcll it
clcarly, all of you. When the boy, son of the
Countess of Vitcau, was stolen from us ”

“ Stolen !” ejaculated the squire.

“ Yes,” said the other, “ that is the word. We
capturecl the youngster fairly on the road, and held
him for fitting and suitable ransom ; and before we
had opportunity to acquaint his fricnds with his
whereabouts, and with the sum demanded for him,
ho was bascly stolen by a traitor of our company,
and carried away from us, thus cheating us of what
was our feir and just reward.”

“Reward!” exclaimed the squire.
for what? ”

“ For treating him wcll and not killing him,”
said Michol, coolly. “ When I found out the base
deed that had been done to us,” he continued, “ |
gathered all my men, together with another band
of brave fellows, who gladly joined us, and | carne
boldlyhero to demand thc ransom for the boy, and
thebody of the wrctchcdvillain who stole him away.
And when | found no boy, and no traitor, and no
Countess, and no onc in thc whole chateau but an
oid man and some stupid varlets, | ljlessed rayhap-
py stars, and took possession of tlie whole domain.

“ Reward

And this 1 shall hold, occupy, and defcnd, un-
til the Countess, its formen mistress, shall send to
me onc hundred silver marks, together with the
person of the traitor Jasto. When these shall have
been fairly delivercd to me, I shall siinender the
chateau, and honorably depart, witli all my men.”

“ You need cxpect nothmg of that kind,” cried
the squire. *“ Count de Barran and the good
knights with him, when they hear this stoiy, will
come down upon you and drive you out with all
your men; and never a piece of money, gold or
silver, will you gain by this deed — unless, indeed,
it shall be such as you shall find here.”

“ I'shall have my money,” replied Michol; “ but
until I hear that my just demands are denied, i
shall break no bars or locks to look for it. My men
and | will live merrily on thc good stores of the

Countess ; butwhile we hold this place as warranty
for her son’s ransom, wc shall not sack or pillage.
But if your lord and his knights should come to
drive me out, they would find more good soldiers
here than they can bring, for in times of peace we
are strong, and the lords of the land are weak, un-
less, indeed, they keep retainers and men-at-arms
for mere show and ostentation. My men are well
armed, too, forthe Count ofViteau kept hisarmory
well furnished, as became a valiant knight and a
leader of fighting men. So, therefore, if Barran
shall come to give us foul blows, instead of fair
words and just dccds, he will get blow for blow,
and havder blows, methinks, than he can strike;
and if it should be, by strange fortune, that he drive
us out, he would drive us only from the blazing
ruins of this chateau.* All this I tcll you, my good
squire, that you may tell it to Barran and thc

Countess. Think you you will remember it?”

“ Indeed will 1,” said thc squire. *“ Such words
can not easily be forgotten. But then 1 truly
think "

“ No more of that!” intemipted Michol. “ 1

do not carc what you think. Hear, remember, and
tell. That is enough for you in this matter. And,
now, what brought yon here ? You did not come to
bring word, good or baci, to me ?”

“ Indeed | did not,” said thc other, “ for | knew
not you were here. | carne, at the command of
the Countess ofViteau, to get for her ccrtain gar-
inents and needful goods belonging to hcrsclf and
ladies, which she could not, ivith convenicnce, take
with her to the castle, but which, | suppose, if
your tale be truc, | shall go back without.”

“ Not so,” said Michol. “ I war not on fair
ladies, until they themselves declare the war. You
shall come in, and take away what your lady needs.
That is, if you fear not to enter alone.”

' Such was the law[cssness of the times, whcer people had to rely on themselv-os for proteclion and defense, that a deed Ukc the taking
of this chateau would probably meet with no inimediaie piinishment, iinle's it were inflicted by thc injuted owneror his fricnds.



These words made the squire turn palé. He was
afraid to trust himself, alone, inside the walls of
the chateau court-yard, but he was

it— ashamed that hisown men should see his lear,

or that Michol should seo it. ”~nd so, out of very

cowardice and fear of mockery, he
which was cxceeclinglybrave, and entered by the
wicket in the gate, which Michol opened for him.
iSte te el™, »<!liji. te c«=.u te e,u..e
saw, as Michol wasvery glad to have him see, hu
dreds of coureaux, well armed, and in a good
State of discipline, and he felt sure, at last, that the
tale he had been told was true. g jnuov
The ardeles he had been sent for were aU dehv-
ercd to him, and properly packccl by Michols
men for conveyance on the baggage-hotses that
had been brought for tho purpose, Then the goods
were carried out, and the squire was allowed to
depart, without hurt or hinderance.
Provisions were scnt outside the gates
squiie and his men and horses,
they bivouacked by the roadside.
The next morning they rodé back to Barias
castle, and the squire deliveved to CountOK
the property he had been sent for, and told the
wonderful tale that the captain of the cotereaux
had instructed him to tell.

the
and that mght

CHAFTER XI-

THE news of the occupation of Viteau by a band
of robbers occasioned, as well might be supposed,
the greatest astonishment at tho castle of Barran.
At first, evcry one, from the lord of tho castle to
the lowest varlet, was loud in favor of an imme-
diatc raarch upon the scoimdrels, witli all the
forcé that could be gathered togethcr on the
domain. But after Barran had hcld a consultation
with the Countess, Hugo de Lannes, and the very
sensible and prudcnt Bernard, he cletcnmncd
not to be too hasty in this important matter.
If the story of the squire who had been sent to

Viteau was truc,— and there was no reason to

doubt it,-it would rcquire cvery fighting man
on tho cstates of the Count de Barran to makc

up a forcé sufficiently strong to compel the
cotercaia- to leave the chatcau; and if this forcé
should not be large enough to completely

surround and invest the place, the captain of the
robbers might make good his threat of burning
the chateau and retrcating to the forest, which
he could ptobably reach in safety, if the ictrcat
should be made in the night.

But, even if the Count had been able to raise
men enough to make a successful attack upon the
cofercaiix at Viteau, he did not wish, at this time,

to strip his castle of all its defenders. If it should
be coScluded that the Countess should endeavo.

to escape to England, a tolerably strong paiy

might IDC necessaiy to conduct hcr to the coast
and if the officers of the Ingmsition shou d appear
at his gates. he would likc to be there w.th enough
men to compel at least parley and delay, _

It would, abo, be difficuit to hold the chateau,
after it should be taken, during this serious
quarrcl with the coiereaux. |If the lady of Viteau
had been at home, she might have summoned
many of her vassals to her aid, but it was not
to supposed that tbcsc poopfo would w.lhngy
risk their lives, and expose their famihes to t
vcngeauce of Che robbers, to defend a dwelhng
which its owner had deserted.

It was, thereforc, determined not to attempt,
at present, lo disturb the cokreaux at Viteau,
who, as long as their deraand for a
voung Louis was not positively dcmed, would
probily refrain from doing any senous W
m the property. When the Countess should
be in safoty, a forcé could be raised from some
ofthe cstates, and from villages m tho surrounding
councry, to thoroughly defoat the co/ereaux and
fo brcTic up their band. Suitable ,-rrangement
then could be made to hold
chateau until the Countess or her hcus should
come back to take possession.

W hat was to be done for the unfortimatc
mother of Raymond and Louis, now became again
the great question. Flight to England, which,
though a Catholic country, was not under the
power of the Inquisition, as were
some of the neighboring countr.es,
been immcdiately determincd upon, had it no
lcZ for the great unwillingness of tho Countess
to conscnt to separate herself from

If she should icavo France and ® f
with hcr, her property would probably be taken
possession of by the Church orthe Crown;
if her sons, under a proper guardian, should
remain in France, the estate would be considered
to belong to them, for they had done nothing
to make them forfcit it; and evcry“hmg covdd
go on as usual, until the friends of the Countes
should have opportunity to

to some of the high authorit.es of th
Then

Ition

Churcl »
if she could be rclcased from the piosc

by- the inquisition. she could return m
peace to iicv home. iTifi.n,,

On the day after the sqi.irc’s return from V.teau-
and after it had been decided to
i~«.r in possession for the present,

Louis, with Agnes, were sittmg
dow

leave the cok

atawn
in one of the grcat towers of tho cast -

talking of the proposed journey of the Countess,



Louis had been told the reason of her flight from
Viteau, and, of coume, Agncs knew all about it.

“ 1fl werethe Countde Barran,” said Louis, very
much in earncst, “ | should never make a lady,
like our mother, run away to England, fior to any
other savage country, to get rid of her enemies. 1
should till this castle with soldiers and knights, and
| 'd defend her against evcrybody, to the last drop
ofmy blood. Was n’'t Barran the brother-in-anns
of our father? And is n't he bounci, by all his
vows, to protect our mother, when her husband is
n't here on earth to do it himself? ”

“You don’'t look at things in the right way,
Louis,” said Raymond. “ Of course, the Count
would defend our mother against all enemies, for
he is a brave and true knight; but wc can not say
uiat the priests and officcrs of the Church are our
enemies. Now, if Barran fights the people of the

Inquisition, he is fighting the Church, and no
Christian knight wants to do that.”
“1'd like toknow what an enciny is,” said Louis,

«if he is n't a person who wants to do you an
iiijjury; and that, it seems to me, is exactly what
these Inquisition people are trying to do to our
mother. 1 should n’t care whether they belonged
to the Church or not.”

“ Oh, yes, you would,” said Raymond, *“ if
you had taken the vows ofa Christian knight. The
Countwill do everything he can to save our mother
from these people, but he will not want to fight and
slay Church officers, and his men-at-arms would not
hclphim,— 1 heard Count de Lannes say that,— for
whoever should do such a thing would be excom-
municated by the Pope of Rome, and would be
cast out from all Christian fellowship and all hope
of salvation. Our mother would not let any one
fightfor her, when she should know thatsuch things
«eould happen to him.”

“ Bernard would fight for her,”
“ and so would 1.”

“ And so would 1, as well you know,” said his
brother, “ and so would the Count and many an-
otlier knight, if things carne to the worst. They
«ould not stop to think what would happen after-
ward. But it woukl be a sad thing to do. Itwould
be much better for our mother to go away, than to
put her friends in such jeopardy of their souls. |
have hcard all this talked about, and I know how
hard a thing it is for the Count to send our mother
away, But one thing is certain : wken she goes, 1
go with her. | care not for the domain.”

“ And 1 go, too!” cried Louis. “ Let the rob-
bers and the priests divide Viteau ljetween them.
1 will not let my mother go among the barbarians
without me.”

“The English are not barbarians,” said Ray-
mond. “ There are plenty of good knights and

said Louis;

noble ladies at the court of King Henry, and all
over the land, too, as | have read.”

“ | thought they must be savagcs,” said Louis,
“ because they have no Inquisition, Surely, if
England were a Christian land like France, there
would be an Inquisition there.”

Up to this time Agnes had been silent, eagerly

listening to the conversation of the boys. But now
she spoke:
“ Louis and Raymond!” she cried, “ | think

it will be an awful, dreadful thing for your poor
mother to go to England; I don’t care what sort
of a country it is, or who goes with her, Isn’t
there somebody who can make these people stop
their wicked doings without fighting them ? Can’t
the King do it?”

“ Of course he can,” cried Louis. “ The King
can do anything.”
“ Perhaps he can,” said Raymond. “ | spuke

to my mother about that this morning, and asked
her why Count de Barran did not go to the King
and beseech him to inquire into this matter, and
to see why onc of his subjects— as good a Chris-
tian as any In the land— should be so persecuted.
She said | spoke too highly of her ”

“ Which you did not,” cried Louis.

“ Indeed, | did not,” continued Raymond.
“ And then she told me that the mother of our
King, Queen Blanche, who has more to do with
the affaivs of France than her son himself, does

not like Barran, who, with our father, opposed
her long with voice and sword, in the disputes
between Burgundy and the Crown, So itis that

he could not go to ask a favor of her son, for fear
tliat it would do Us more harm than good.”

“ But is he the only person in the world ?”
cried Agncs. “ Why can’t somebody else go?
W hy don’t you go, Raymond, with Louis— and
with me? Let us all three go 1 We can tell the
King what has happened, as well as any one, and
the Queen-Mother can not bear a grudgc against
aily ofus. Letus go! My father will not say me
nay.”

Louis agi-eed instantly to this glorious plan,
and Raymond, after a moment’s thought, gave it
a hearty assent.

“ Wc 'll start by the dawn of day to-morrow,”
cried Agnes; and away she ran to ask her father
if she might mount a horse, and go witli Louis and
Raymond to Paris, to seo the King.

Strange as it may seem, this wikl plan of the
children was received witir favor l)y their elders.
Something must be done immediately, and the
Countess must either leaL-e F ranee, or some power-
ful aid must be asked for. Mcasures had been
taken to put the matter before some of the high
officials of the Church, but it was believed that



tlicy would first send for Brother An-
selmo and thc pricsts, and would hear
their story, before interfering for the
Countess; and, therefore, whatever help
might be expected in this d.rect.on,
would probably' be much delayed and
come too late. .

But if the King should desire it, me
matter would be iustantly investigated,
and that was all that the Countess and
her fricnds intended to ask. They felt
sure that if some onc, more competent
and less prejudiced than the two or three
inonks who had been incensed by their
failure to answcr her arguments, shou d
examine the chargcs against her, it would
be found that she bclieved nothmg but
what was taught by the fathers of the
Church, and bclieved m by all good peo-
plc who had read what the authors had
written.

And who could go with better grace

to ask the help of the King— himself
young— than these three young pe°ple-

two boys who would speak inbehalfof
their mother, and the yQung girl, them
friend, who might be able to talk 'vith
the Queen-Mother, if there should be
needofit? ,
Count Hugo de Lanncs readily agreed
to take charge of thc young embassadors,
if his daughter should be one of
them. He was well known in
Paris, and could givc them
proper introduction, and guar-
anteetheirstatements- Thushis
assistance would be very gi-eat.
It was agreed that by dawn
thc next morning, just as Agnes
had said, the party should start
for Paris, and that, until its re-
tum, the Countess should post-
pone her flight from France.
And manycarnestprayerswere
said that night, that nothing evil
might happen to the Count-
ess while her two boys
should be absent from
her.

Chapter KII.

T he cavalcadc,
which started from
the castle early the
next morning, was

foiSkto

tells uvavmohv and louis Or uhr vian.

at thc head rodé Count de Lanncs, an

sto, Be Vi.to,
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iting at the castle, who had volunteered his Serv-
ices to heip defend the party, should it be
attackcd on the way.

Next carne the threc young people, each mount-
ed on asmall Arabian horse, from the castle stables.
After them carne two women,
Agnes; and then followed quite a long Une of
squires, pages, and inen-at-arms, with servants
carrying the heavy armor of the two knights, all
mounted and armcd.

It was calculatcd that the journey to Paris would
take about four days, if they presscd on as fast as
the strength of the liorses and that of the young
riders would permit; and as it was desirable to be
back as soon as possible, they rodé away at a good
pace.

Some distance in advance of the wliole party
were two men-at-arms, whose duty it was, when
passing through forcsts, or among rocks and hills,
«here an enemy might be concealed, to give timely
iiotice of any signs of danger. The Count de
Lannes did not expect any attack from robbcrs,
for he felt quite sure tliat the cotereaux who had
lieen in the ncighborhood were all engagcd in the
meciipation ofViteau.

But he did not know as much about the robbei’
bands of Burgundy as he thought. A short time
laefore, there had come iuto the country, between
Barran’s castle and Viteau, a company of bmbaii-
~vis— freebootcrs of somcwhat higher order than
the coicreaux, who generally preferred to be sol-
diers rather than thieves, but who, in times of
poace, when no one would hire them as soldiers,
banded together, stopped travelerson the highway,
and robbed and stole whenever they had a chance.
Tliey were generally better armed and disciplined,
and therefore more formidable, than the cotereaux,
or the routiers, who were robbers of a lower order
than either of the other two.

Thesc brabatifois, when Micho! ivas making up
his forcé with which to seize and hold the chateau
ofViteau, offered to join him, but he declined their
pioposition, believing that he had men enough for
his purposc, and not wishing, in any caso, to bring
mto the chateau a l)ody of fellows who might, at
any time, rcfuse to obey his rule, and endeavor to
take matters into their own hands.

The captain of the band of brabangois, when he
found that he would not be allowcd to take part in
the ransom speculation at Viteau, moved up nearer
the castle of Barran, and sent onc of his men,
dressed like a common varlet or scrvant, to take
Service with the Count, as an assistant in the
staljles and among the horses. In this occupation
he would learn of the intended departure of any
party from the castle, and could give his leader
such Information as he could manage to pick up
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in attendance on

about the road to be taken, and the strength and
richness of the company.

So it was that. on the night of the day on which
the expedition to Paris was detcrmincd upon, and
after orders had been given to have the ncccssary
horses ready early the next morning, this fellow
got away from the castle, and told his captain all
lie knew about the party— who were to go and
which way they were going.

It was not likely that the company under the
charge of Count ele Lannes would carry much
money, or valuable baggage of any sort, and,
therefore, the enterprise of waylaying these people
on the road did not appear very attractive to the
leader of the robbers, until he heard that Louis,
and Justo, who was to go with the boy as servant,
were to be of the party. Then he took a great
interest in the matter. If he could capture Louis,
he could interferc with Michol in gctting the
ransom he demanded, and so forcé himself, in this
way, into partnership with the prudent captain of
the cotereaux ; and if he could take Jasto, of whose
cxploits he had heard, he felt sure that Michol
would pay a modérate ransom to get possession of
that traitor to his cause and his companions.

Therefore, principally to capture, if possible,
these two iinportant and perhaps profitable per-
soiiages, the band of robbers set out before day-
light, and took a good position for their purpose
on the road to Paris.

It was nearly noon when the cavalcadc of our
friends entered a wide and lonely forest, where the
road was thickly overgrown, on each side, with
bushes and clainbering vines. It was an excellent
place for an ambuscadc, and here the brabanfois
were ambuscaded.

Count Hugo de Lannes was a prudent man, and
he proccccled slowly, on enteringthe forest, giving
orders to his scouts to be very careful in looking
out for signs of concealed marauders.

He also called up the men who carried the
heavy armor, and he and Sir Charles proccedcd to
put on their helmcts and their coats of mail, so as
to be ready for anything which might happen dur-
ing their passagc through the forest.

They were prepared none too soon, for the
scouts carne riding back, just as Count Hugo had
exchanged his comfortable cap, or bonnet, for his
iron head-coveriiig, with the ncws that men were
certainly concealed in the woods some hundrcd
yards ahead.

Quickly the two knights, with the assistancc of
their squires, finished putting on thcir armor, and
each hung his battle-ax at his saddle-bow. Their
long swords they wore at all times when riding.
Then Count Hugo, turning, gave rapid orders for
the disposition of bis forcé.



Part of the men-at-arms, all ready for batie,
drew up before the young travelers, and part too
their place in their rear. On either side of each of
the bovs, and of Agnes and her women, rodé a
soldier'in mail, holding his shield partly over the
head of his charge. Thus each of
batants was protected by two sb.elds, and by he
bodies of two mail-clad men, from the
might be showercd upon them should a fight take

~Na ll these arrangements were rapidly made, for
the men of the party were well-tramed soljers,
and then Count Hugo and Sir Charles lode for-
ward to see what they could see.

Thev saw a good deal more than they expected.
As they went around a slight bend m the ro”.
they perceived, a short distance ahead th.ee
mounted men in armor, drawn up across the roa
Behind them were a number of other raen, with
spears and pikes. And in the woods, on eithe
side, were a number of archers, who, though they
could not be seen, made *eir prosence known by
a flight of arrows, which rattled bnskly on the
armor of our two horsemcn, and then fell harm-
lesslv to the ground.

If this voUey and this brave show of forcé weie
intended to intimidatc the travelers, ‘0 c®iNe
them to fall back in confusién, it did not have the

'ANfBrning to their squircs, who followed ciése be-
hind them, the two knights called for their lances,
and when, almost at the same *ese trusty
weapons were put into their hands, they set them
in rest, and, without a moments

charged down upon the three horsemem

Count Hugo was an oid soldier, and had ~2“ '
many a battle, where, fighting on the side of the
Crown, he had mctin combat some of the ~avest
soldiers of France and many of the fincst kmghts
orSland, whom King Henry Ill. had sen. over
to aid the provinces which were rcsistmg Queen
Sanche; and Sir Charles, although a younger
man, had met and conquered many a stout knight
in battle and in tournaraent.

Thereforc, although the brabaniou horsemcn
were good, strong soldiers, and well armed, and
although all three of them put themselves m
readincssto vcceive the charge of the kmghts, they
could not withstand or turn asido the '~ell-dtrectcd

hesitation,

lances of these veteran warriors, and two of them
went down at tbc firat shock, unhovscd and helples «
The other man, reining back his horse a little
way, charged furiously on Count Hugo,
nearest him; hut the latter caught the end of his
lance on his shicld, and then, droppmg his own
lance, he scized his battle-ax, roso m his stirrups,
and brought the ponderous wcapon down upon

the iron-clad head of his assailant 'vith such a

tremendous whang that he rolled him off his hoise
at the firat crack.

Upon this, both knights were attacked at once
by the spearsmen and other men on foot, but so
completely and strongly were the Count and Sir
Charles ciad in their Steel mail that their oppo-
nents found no crcvice or unguarded spot through
which their rapidly wieldcd weapons could pene-

But the knights gavc them little time to try the
strength of their armor, for whirling their battle-
axes over their heads, and followed by then
squires, they charged through the whole bofl
of the foot-soldiers, and then, turning, charge
back again, driving the braban(ois nght and left
into the woods. . .

Meantime, all had not been gmct in the rear
The captain of the robbers. as soon as he had
seen the knights engaged with his pickcd men,
had come out of the ivoods, with a strong forcé
of his followers on foot, and had made a vigorous
attack on our young travelers and their attend-

~N"Sere the fighting was i d
Arrows flew; swords, speara, and sb.elds rattled
andbanged agairist each other;

and plunged; the women screamed, the men
shouted, and Raymond and Louis drew the sma
swords they wore, and struggled hard to
theraselves into the micidle of the fight.

But this was of no use. Thcir m~iled nd
mounted guardians pressed them closely 011 e.cR
side, and protected them from every blow and
missile. '

Little Agnes was as palé as maible,
arrow, as it struck against
about her, made her wink and start, but she sat
irlo,.= ".ike =1,.»=
though her women

ihrow

T7,..ru

tete »o

filled a.r w.th

the tht.r

ANNAThTre were so many of the brabancem s, and ilicy
directed thcir attacks with such energy on the n
poiut, that it seemed for a time as if tlI"y ce t nb
must get possession of one or all of the

Three men had pulled aside the horae of Lo. s
protector on the left, and others "Y=0 fo.c.ng
themselves laetween the sokher and the boy,

the evident intention of draggmg the latt

ButlL fight aC the head of the line was over
sooner than the captain of the robbers cxpectcd .
would be, His men
side wbcn Count Hugo and S.r Charles
*~NStraifht down each side of the road *ey
Their own men, seeing them come, drew p



ciése column along the middle of tho road, and
before the braban”ois knew what was going to hap-
pen, the two knights were upon them. Standing
up in their stirrups, and dcaling tremcndous blows
with their battle-axcs as the>' daslied along, they
rodé into the robbers on each side of the road,
ciitting them down, or making them wildly scatter
into the woods. As the knights passed, some of
the men-at-arms left their line and, rushing into the
«e00ds, drove their enemies completely off the
field.

At least, they siipposed that this was the case;
Init, when Count Hugo and Sir Charles had turned
and liad ridden liack to the young people and the
«ornen, and were anxiously inquiring ifany of them
had lieen injured during the affray, a cry from
Louisdirected cverybody’s attention to a new fight,
«liich was going on at the rear of the line.

“ Jasto!” cried Louis. “ They are taking
Jasto !”

The boy had happened to look back, and saw his
fnend of the robber-camp, whose horse had been

“ Help him!” cried Louis. “ Don't let them
take Jasto away!”

Count Hugo turned, as he heaid tlie boy’s cry,
but little Agnes was ciése by his side, trying to
get her arms aroimd his iron neck, and several
horsemen were crowdcd up near him, so that he
could not cleariy see what was going on in the
rear. A few of tho men-at-amissaw the affair, and
rodé toward the scene of the unequal contest, but
Jasto would certainly have been dragged into the
thicket before they could have reached him.

Sir Charles, however, was sitting on his horsc,
011 the outsidc of the group around the children,
and when he hcard the alavm and saw the
struggle, he immediately galloped to the rear.
He did not know who Jasto was, but he ,saw that
one man was contending with four others, whom
he perceived, by their appearance and arms, to
be members of the robber band. As lie rodé,
he put his hand 011 his long sword to draw it,
but he instantly saw that, if lie struck at any
one in that twisting and writhing knot of men,

SIH HUGO AND SIR CHARLES CHARGE THE ROBBERS

killcd, strugging on foot wiili four men, one of
whom was the captain of the brabaiifois. They
were, apparently, eiideavoring to drag him into the
bushes; Jasto, who was'a very stout fellow, was
holding back manfuliy, but tlie others were too
strong for hiiii, and were forcing him along. No
one of the Couiit’'s part)' was near, cxcept a feu'
inen who liad charge of the baggage liorees, and
I lese were too busy with their frightened animais

° take any notice of the rc-appearancc of some of
the robbers.

he would be as likely to kill the Count’s follower
;is one of the robbers; and so he dashed up,
and seized Jasto by the collar with his raailed
hand. Then, reiniiig in his horsc vigorously,
he suddenly backed. The jcrk he gave in this
way was so powerful that it almost pulled Jasto
out of the hands of his cajitors. He was so far
i-eleased, indeed, that, had tlie right hand of Sir
Charles liecn froc, he would have been able to
cut dowii the robbci's.

But as he still held Jasto in his iron grasp, and
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prepared to back again, the robbci captam, see-
ing that, in a moment, his captivc would be to.n
from hifir, and infuriated by thc idea that he would
lose cverything, even the chance of some ransom
money from thc captain of the
from his belt a great, heavy kmfc, almost as long
as a sword and very broad, and w i* this terrible
weapon aiined ablow at Jasto’s hea .

“ Traitor!” he cried. CIf
vou can takc*that!” .,

But Jasto did not take anything of the kmd,
for at the instant that the robber made thc blow,
two arrows from the archevs, who were commg up
and who saw that the only cliance of savmg Jasto
was a quick shot, struck tlic captam m thc
side of the head, and the kmfc I » "
lessly by Jasto’s side, while the robber fell bat™k
dead Instantly the other brabaiifo™ took to
their heels, and Siv Charles released thc red and

can’'t take yon,

cried the knight, “ Surcly I can nt>t
mistake that round face and those stout legs.
This must be Jasto, my oid follower and man of
Icarning! Why, good letter-writer, I Imew no
what had become of you. and 1 have often misset

N |'a5t3e¢ognized his oid master, and, indeed, he
had recognized him as soon as he had seen him in
Barran’s castle, but he had not wishcd to make
himscli known, fearing that bir Challes might
interfere in some way with his plan of demandii g
a reward for thc return of Louis. Now, he wou
have spoken, but he was too much exhaustcd and
out of breath to say a word. He merely pantcd
and bobbed his head, and tned to look gratcful
for his dclivcrancc. , e u.
“ No need of speaking now,” said the knighi,
laiiffhing
your body,

Ixory

“ When the breath comes back mto
I will see you again, and hear youi
. I doubt not, I shall soon have need
to cali on you to use your pen and ink for me® If
we stay long in Paris, | surely shall so need you.
But now ordci-s were givcn to form mto linc and
move onward, and bir Charles gallopcd up to his
place by Count Hugo. The order of marchmg
L s cakcn up as before, and the party, leaving thc
dead and wounded brabangms to be cared for by
thcir corapanions, who were doubtless h'Jmg m
the forcst near by, rodc cautiously on until they
cleared the woods, and then they procccdod on
their way as rapidly and comfortably as possibk.
But few of thc men-at-arms had been wounded,

A nd

and none seriously. ,

The two boys and Agnes were m high good
spirits as they galloped along- Agnes was proud
of her father’'bbravcry and warlike deeds, and Ray-

-u a
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mond and his brothcr were as excited and exultan!
as if they had won a victory themselves. Louis

would have ridden back to see if his fricnd Jasto

had been injurccl, but this was not allowcd Ho

was told that thc man was safe and sound, and had
to be satisfied with that assurance.

As for Tasto himself, he rodé silentl_y amo_ng_th_e
baggage men, having been given 4 K4rSe Eaiptuirad!
from thc brabangais.

For once in his life, he ivas thoroughly asharaed
of himself, and two things weighcd upon lus muul
In thc midst of his struggle with thc robbcrs, and
when he had felt ccrtain that they would ovcr-
power him and take him back to Michol, by whom
he woukl be cruclly punished and perhaps slain,
he had heard that shril! young voicc calhng tir
help for Jasto- o

“ And yot,” he said to himself, “ 1 am following
that boy about, and kccping in his company, solcl)
that 1 may, some day, have the chance of claiming
pay for frecing him from the cotereaux, to which
bad company | should have gone back tins day
if it had not been for him. For had he not called
f<ir help, none would have come to me.

I owc
him mv freedom now, and as he

is woith siuol;
twice ai much as 1 am, 1 will chargc his rie,™
but half thc sum 1 had intended. And 1 shal
think about thc other half. But a poor man nni
not let his gratitudc hindcr his fortune. 1 shan
think of that too. a lif -
“ But as for Sir Charles, who has saved my Ue
to-day, and who was ever of oid a good master
to me, 1 shall never deccivc him more 1~
either tell him boldly that 1 can not writc a leu r
any more than he can himself, or 1 shall
,cad and writc.

eam
And that last is what 1shall stul
do, if1can find monk or clcrk to teach me and
ask not more pay than 1 have money.

W ith these comforting resolutions Jastos fac
brightened up, and raising his head,
Uke a man again, he Ici the company n
-age, and rodé forward among the men-at-anu -
“ That night our travclers rcsted 111 a vitage, and
the next day they carne to the nver Yonnc “on
the banks of which their roaci lay for a great 1
of the rest of thcir journcy.

They passed through Sens, a latge t .
which there lived a bishop, to whom
might have becn made known, had not there been
Son to fear that such an apphcat.on u g
injurc the cause of thc Countess .a
wiuld bencfit it, and then they crossed thc bu
and passed through Mclun and scveral small
villages; and, late in the afternoon of be
fourth day, they rodé into Paris, with dusty c o
and tircd horses, but with hearts full of hopc.

and

il be ce>nt/Hred))



THK MISSION OF MABKL’'S VALKNTINK.

By .Anna

PLACtOB FXRCPTKI1) Hf« 0OW WITH fiREAT 1aRGANCR.

Mrs. Dii C.ASTKO said Placidc was sure to make
a risc in the world.” Placido was tall for a boy of
twdre, and all amis and legs. His eyes looked large
in his thin, sallow face, and his thatch ofiiglu hair
«uod (iiit all around like a door-mat.
1he «hole school mado fun of the pooi- boy; bul
he took it all with a pitiful kind of smilc. Nobody
knew how ci'uclly it hui't him, fior how he longeci
to l)c friendly with his school-mates.
f>ii entering the school-ioom lie invariably
saluted Miss Rose, the teacher, ivith an ciaborate
Ov, in ivhich he turned out his right foot, drew the
"thci far back, and made a very deep indination.
lhough scarcely able to repress a smile while
she rappcd fiercely to quell tho sensation chis pcr-
Inrniarce always cxcited, such a very umisual show
o gained hini rather a wann place in Miss
ose s heart. and resultcd in a good dcal of com-
pensation for his soda! failures. Placide’s fathci-
~ been a littic, broken-down Frcnch dancing-
jnaster. and tho bow was ahout 4| pe bequeatlied
tus son, cxcepting a fine scnse of honor and a
sensitive social nature.
I here was nothing French about Mrs. De Castro.
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mother of Placidc. She was
American born, but of the most
comraonplace type. Slie read every
word in her weckly story-paper, and
religiouslybelieved in the possibilitj,
at least, of all the wonderful occur-
rences therein detailed.

The dancing-master's flame was
not De Castro at all. He had as-
sumed that title upon the suggestion
of his wife ; it plcascd her, and liad
a good effect in the drculars to pa-
tronL The real De Castro was a
hero of noble bivth, w'ho, according
to her weekiy story-paper, hatl been
immured in a Spanish dungeoii.

The dancing-masterwasasorrow-

the

ful little man when she married him ; but she took
great care of him, and earned his deepest gratitude
by making comfortable his dedining years.

In hcr own fancy she made him out to have been
of ancicnt lineage, and used to prophcsy darkiy
over her ironing-board that there would be a

denofiuiciil" somc of these days.

“ The king was coming to his own again,” she
said. nowaday.s, in allusion to Placidc's expected
“ risc in the world.” And when it really carne, it
i'hanced that the lad owed his elevation to St.
Valentino.

The shop-windows were gay with remiiiders of
the approach of the great Fcbniary holiday. The
hideous caricatures siylcd comic Valentines were
considered very funny by tho children ; Mabel Law-
lence and some of hcr school-mates were examining
an assovtmcnt of them one morning in the book-
store. Evcry trade, occupation, or accomplishmeni,
and cvery defect of body or mind was illustrated by
uncouth figures and doggevel verse. There w
something to hurt .almost anybody’s feeling.s.

“ Oh, look! "cried one ofthe girls— “ here
‘ Plastcv Castcr ' !”



“ Plaster Caster” was the popular nickname for
Placide De Castro. And there
suggestive of Placido in the ungainly
the accompanyiug rhyme was to the eiTectJhat
would appear more becommg m
motlier, instead of bemg
wash-tub carning money to pay for h.s Ai"®

How the girls laughed !

something

J

“We mr~t send it!
they said. Mabclwas the only onewho had ~ peimy.
so she paid it and took the valentine, It washanded
around slyly in schoo!, and causecl pcat mern-
ment; the boys and girls thought it the bestjoke
thev bad ever heard of.

. r t
M abol was carried along at firet by *e

fen of
the tliing, but gradually sho grew more and more
duubtful as to such a proceeding being

the Lawrence standard. In the spelb”~g-clan*, she
noted the varioty of fabrics represented m Plac.de s

* fine clothes ” ; and on her way home, she saw him

bravely putting out a line-full of clothes,
unmindful of the boys throwmg snow-balls and
inauirine the price of soap and bluing.

Mabel walked on slowly, and when she reached

home, tlirew the cruel valentina mto the k.tchen

~N"shc had no idea of the agony sho spared Placide__
The boys and girls said it was “ real mean

of
her to spoil the fun.

But Mabel was very lofty,
and there thrcatoned to be a quarrel.

Mabel had been looking wise ever smcc valen-
tifies began to be mentioned; slie was plannmg a
surprise. On the tablo in her rciom was a pile of
them, very small but very pretty, m fancy envel-
~Nes/addmssed to all her boy and girl fnends and
associatcs. It had occupied all her leisure tune
for a wcek to writc, in a very slow and painstak.n,,
manner, on the blank pagos: , ted
rence presents her coinpliments, and w.ll be pleased
to have you spcnd the evenmg of February 14*
at her home.” Upon consultation with her mother,
she now addcd another pretty valentme to the pile.
11 was addvessed to Master Placido De lastro,

They were all sent out on the 13th. The boys
iudged it to be some kind ofa “ sell,” but the girls
iere soon in possession of the facts, and it became
generally understood that it was to be a fine affair,
ivith scalloped oysters, frosted cakes, and man\
other enjoyable features.

But it was nearly a week after the party when
the postmaster hailed Placido, as he ivas passmg
by. and handed him his invitation. It seemed a
pity on the face of it, but no valentino ever im-
parted a greater degree of puro felic.ty than tliis
belated one. It was a beautiful thing to happen
to the sensitive, slightcd, ridiculcd boy, to be so
remembered. He went sLngmg and whistlmg
about his work, the weight lifted off his heart, the

sorrowful look gone from his face, his eyes briglit
with hope and plcasure.
Besides, had it notbeen for the dela)b the
in the world ” might never have been effected,
Mrs De Castro accounted herself strong m tho
usages of polite society. “ Now, Plac.de, she
said™ “ you must acknowledge tliis complimunt hv

actin’ accordin’ to ettiquetty.
“ Yes, ma'am,”

nse

said Placide, more than willing.

HACmM il ILECEIVES THE DELAYBD VALENTINE.

“ SeeiiV you could n't attend, fior send yt.ut «-
grcts, you must make a party cali. Aour bes
scrs are pretty good,” she continued * bu
know about your going m that jacket.
Placide, your pa was a small mam
wonder if you 'd most growed mto
coat by this time. This was your pas drcus
that he always wore when he went
she said, as she laid it out on the bed and uni
the shcet in which it was folded. »

“ Now, slip in your armsand let s scc ho
do.” Cn>e tails carne witliin s.x mches o

“’'Taint so dreadful long if it «ra litt
she said.

! dw

“ Coats is worn long iiow— gen.



overcoats come clear down to their heels. It’s an
awful nice piece of broadcloth, Placide, and you
must n'tlet anything happen to it!”

The white vest did pretty well by pinning up a
broad plaitin the back, hismother'sblack kid-gloves
didn’twrinklew>T much, and the shine onhisshoes
could n’t have been improved. After being thor-
oughly instructed on various points, he set out to
make his “ party cali,” thinking his costume just
about the thing. Fortunately, darkness protected
him. Smiles strove for the mastcry in Dolly’s face
as she ushered him into the sitting-room, an-
nouncing, “ This young gentleman wants to see
Miss Mabel.” They were all ladies and gentlemen
at Dr. Lawrence’s, however. Mabel reddened, as
he entered, but she arése as grave as a judge, and
offered him a chair.

“ This is Placide De Castro, Papa,” she said to
ihe Doctor, who eyed him through his glasses in
sorae amazement.

Placide executed his bow with great elegance
and precisiéon, saluting in turn the Doctor, Mrs.
Lii'vrence, and Mabel, ending up with a compre-
hensive salam for the rest of the family.

“ Picase accept my respectful thanks, Miss Law-
rcnce, for the kind jnvitation to your party,” was
his opening remark.

“ 1 am sorry you did n't come; we had avery
nice time,” answered Mabel, politely.

This opened thc way for his second speech.

“ | should, doubtless, have enjoyed the occasion
Lxtremely, but my attendance was prevented by
circumstances over which | had no control.” (This
scntence he had memorized from a “ Complete
Letter-writer.”)

“ Would n't your mother let you come?” asked
Mabel.

Not being exactly prepared for this, he answered
naturally enough. “ Oh, yes, ma’am! The reason
is, that I did not get the valentine tiil to-day.”

“ That was too bad ! ” said Mabel.

“ Othervvise, | should have been present or sent
my regrcts,” recited Placide, seeing his opportu-
nity. When the Doctor asked him, “ Are you at-
tending school this winter? ” he replied, “ Yes, sir,
I am pursuing my studies under the direction of
Miss Rose Mayfield,” and he was prepared with
severai other elegant replics to possible queries;
but after this the conversation ran in channels
unfavorable to their introduction. He particularly
regretted the omission ofone he had learned about
rude Bdreas, but no allusion whatever was made to
the weathcr.

The Doctor was rcgulaiiy captivaled; the
quaintncss of the whole proceeding took his
fancy. Politeness in “ young America” was a

phcnomenon worth studying. Once clear of thc

points of “ etiquctty,” he found the boy quite
simple and child-like, while the ihoughtfiilness and
intelligcncc of his replies pleased his questioner
very much.

Not to outstay the proper limits of a cali,
Placide presently arése to make his adieux.

“Permit me,” he said, “ to apologizc for tres-
passing upon your kind attention, and allow me to
bid you good-evening.”

“ Come again, my boy, come again !” said the
Doctor, heartily.

“ Next time Mabel and the boys will teach you

some of their games,” said Mrs. Lawrence. Pia-
cide’s eyes sparkled.
“ 1 should like to come very much indeed!”

he said. He was to say, “ | shall be happy to do
inyself the honor on some future occasion,” but
forgot all about it in thc pleasure of being actuaily
invitcd; however, he rccovered himself in time to
bow twice in his very best manncr.

There would have bccn a good deal of teasing
about “ Mabel's bcau ” from the boys, and the
Doctor, too, if she had not run and hid her face in
his arms. Then he shook his head at them.

“ Really, I think it was pretty well done,” said
Mrs. Lawrence, joining in the general merriment.

“ That must have been poor De Castro’s pro-
fessional coat,” said the Doctor. “ There is ccr-
tainly something in that costume which gives an
air of gentility to the wearcr.”

“ Why— didn’'t you think he looked ridiculous,
Papa ? ” asked Mabel.

“ Not exactly, my dear; it looked as though he
might be masquerading. There are some imus-
ual elements of character in that boy,” he went
on. “ 1 like his nerve. 1 doubt if another boy in
the place could be induced to perform that little act
of couitesy.”

“ Is that thc style you would like Hal and me to
go in for, Father ?” asked Archy, demurcly.

“ The manifestation is a little peculiar,” an-
swered the Doctor, smiling, “ but I woukl like to
sec thc spiiit of it in cvery boy in America.”

One day, whilc his intercst was still fresh, Rose
Mayfield praised Placide, in his hcaring, as her
most ambitious pupil. “ It is a pity,” shc said,
“ that he must leave school when springopens;
they are so poor it is necessary for him to earn
something.”

The Doctor detcrrained to be of Service to him.
He really needed an office-boy,— an cnand-boy,—
a generally useful boy. Placide, he felt confident,
was exactly the kind of boy he wanted, and
so thc lad was presently lifted to the topmost pin-
naclc of human bliss by the offcr of the situation,
with the privilege of pursuing his studies under
direction of the tutor cmploycd to prepare Hal
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and Archie for college. And that was the “ rise in
the world.”

Some of his boy-persecutors now took to calling
him “ Castor Oil,” but he could look down upon
them from the heights of prosperity in calm dis-
dain. His perfect faithfulness made him a treasure
to his employer from the day he entered his Serv-
ice. He soon began to share the Doctor’'s profes-
sional zeal, and became skillful in practical surgery
for the benefit of aE the unfortunate cats and dogs
of the neighborhood.

Already his mother predicted that he would be-
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come the foremost physician of the country. Nor
was her prophetic fancy very wide of the mark.
Certainly no one else forcsaw so clearly the “ de-
nooment” ofthe coming years— the “ denooment"
that really happened, when she herself grew to live
in ease and comfort, with plenty of time to read
three story-papers instead of one, and Placide,
</rown graceful and grave and handsome, became
The trustcd associate of Doctor Lawrence, who had
been a kind helper to him through all the years of
faithful study and hard work which lay bctween his
fviendless boyhood and his well-earncd rcward.

LITTLE MISSIONARY.

By Charles H. Crandali.

I HAVE met her many inornings
With her baskct on her arm,
And a certain subtlc charm,

Coming not from her adornings,
But the modest light that lies
Deep within her shadcd eyes.

And she carries naught but blessing,
As she journeys up and down
Through the never-heeding town,

With her looks the ground caressing
Yet 1 know her steps are bcnt
On some task of good intent.

Maidcn, though you do nol ask it
And your modest oyes may wink,
1 will tell you what 1 think:

(lueens might gladly bear your liasket,
If they could appear as truc
And as good and sweet as you.



PUCK'S FRANKS;

OR,

GOOD FOR EVIL,

iA JuvettiU Drama tu One AeiO

Hv Mary Cowden Clakke,
Ambhor of " 'I'he t'oncordaiice to Shakespeare,” " The Girlhood of Shakespcarc’s Her'iinc',," etc,, cit;.

]:>RAMATIS persona:.

Oberon, King of I'airyland (liis”euiseii as a poor man).

Titani.a, Queen of Fairyland (disguisedasapoor woman).

Mat, tlie miller.

Joan, his wife.

PicuGY, their litlle girl.

W atty, their baby (a vejy huge doli, jaith nal cttrly
hair).

I'UCK, or KoBi.v Godiii'Ki.Low, a mischievous spritc
(aftervjnrtidisguisedas I110B, a loutish lad).

Tlie scene is at Ma t's cottage, in a wood near bis mili.

Scene.— T he inside of Mat’s cottage. On onc side is a
bed, in a recess, with coaise, checked curtains drawn
liefore it. On the other side, the door of entrance.
*\t the back of the stagc is a lattice window strongly
made. Near the window is a range of slielves, with
pewler plalters placed in rows along tlicm. wooden
dresser under the shelves; 011 the dresser is a loaf
of bread, a brown earthenware |ian, a few drink-
ing vessels, wooden spoons, and onc or two wooden
bowls, in onc of which there is milk; heneath the
di'esser are various sauceiians, a frying-pan, a gridiron,
a kettle, etc., al! very neal and bright. A fire-place
lowavd the front of the stage, on one side, with a wood-
basket, full of wood, standing near the hoarth. Tn the
cenler, a table with sioohs; and, in the cérner nearesi
the audience, a child’s ann-chair.

-May, Joan, Pecgy, UBi/W attv are seen in (he n«nn
udren (he ntrtain risos,

Joan (sealed on onc 0/ ihe fiools, with Wat'l'V on
her lap). Well, it’s the truth, and it is the triith.
1l repeat it. There ncvcr was such a beautiful
baby as mine! He's the finest boy, of bis age,
that ever was seen !

(¢aiighinjr). Of course he is! When was
there ever a mother who did n’t think her babby
the finest ever borii ?

Joan. Nonsense, Mat! Hiit this onc really is,
yon know.
Mat, All! so you said when Peggy was born ;

and now you 've got another babby, he’s tlic finest.

Joan. Well, he is; he 's much fiiicr and fatier
than she was. W liy, he’s twice as big as she ever
was; that you must allow.

Mat. Yes, yes, he’s bigger; but as lo being
rosier, or inore bright-eycd, or more curly-pated, or
more golden-haired, than my little Peggy here (he
patsPeggy’s head— sho is teaning againsthis hnrc
as he sits), that 1 can’t allow.

Joan. You never allow tlic plain truth in any-
thing that ’'s reasonable. 1 seldom talk rcason,
goodness knows; but, when | do, 1 think you

might allotv it to be true. Come, Mat, be a rea-
sonable man, and confess that our W atty is as big a
beauty as ever you set eyes on.

M at. Well, yes, certainly; as biga beauty — i
own be ’'s that! He 'sa bonny, bouncing boy, as
I 've good reason to know, when | toss him in my
arms. He is a weight, 1 can tell you. Here,
mother, hand him over to me, that 1 may give him
a good toss before | go to the mili, and see tliat
everything there is safelv fastciied up afore night-
fall.

Joan. Nay, Mat, he does n't want a toss now—
he 's going olT to sleep soon, 1 think; so I 'll put
liim down on our bed for an evening nap, while |
just go and see to the milk-pans and the churn in
the dairy, before 1 come in and undress him ready
for last thing at night.

Mat. Ay, do, wife. How comes it you had such
bad luck with the cliurn yesterday ? No butter at
all, had you ?

Joan. No; lcan’'tthink how’'twas. For a good
hour and more | churncd away, but something
surely ailed the creain — it would n’t yield a scrap
o’ butter.

Mat.
Joan.

W ell, better luck this evening,
I 'ni off to the mili.

I hope,
[lie goes out.

Joan (rucking her baby
htlling him off to sleefi).
Motlicr’'s own dailing!
Slccp, my beauty ! | do think noiv he 's fast as a
church. (¢ihcplaces him on the bed, and drnws-to
thechecked curtains.) Now, Pcgg)', Mothcr’s othci-
darling, behavc like a lady, and sit in your little
arm-chair like a queen upon lier tlironc, and don’t
stir or get iiitu liarm svhilc Mothcr's away (she
kises Peggy, and places her in ihe child's-chair,
gis’ing her a toy-horsc to play with) — 1'll soon be
back again.

in her arms, and
Husli-a-by, bali> !
Husli-a-by, W atty!

[Joan goes oul, shultiiig ihe cottage iloor after her. In
a few inoinenls the lattice-casement opeiis, and dis-
covers I'iiCK perched on lhe window.sill. He is
dothcd in a close-fitting suit of dai k brown niciino,
dccked wilh moss, fern, and ii-y-leaves; lie has poinled,
stick-u|) ears, and dusky, hat-llce wings. He pops his
head in. and looks aboul.



PUCK. What have we hcre?

No one at home ?
At happy moment have 1 come.
The cottage empty ? No one hete?
I look, and peep, and slyly peer;
But not a soul | see— that’s dear!
[Sees Peggy.
Ah, yes! that child— a little lass!
She ’'s playing with a horse, or ass |
No matter; she 's a tiny puss—
Wont notice Puck, or make a fuss, m
W hate’er he do: so, in | juinp!
[He leaps down from the sill into the room.

The child sits there, a silent lump:

'T is all the better- Here | go!

I laugh my merry Ho! ho! ho!

The laugh of Robin Goodfellow.

[Hesnalches the pewier plates from the shelves, and
flings them about among the bowls and other articles

on the diesser, while he says the following:

Down, down | dash the pewter platters!
Hark, how the metal clinks and clattevs 1
The horn against the pewter batters,

And splits itself to rents and tatters !

The crockery against 'em shatters,

And now to scatter all tho wood —
They 'll have to make it neat and good!
A clean-swept hearth | dearly love;
And pcasants should n’t be above

Their work of keeping tidy all

Around them, be it large or small,

A sloven | can not abide :

1 like to see things set aside,

And put in pLace, and order kept;

The well-scrubbed floor all neatly swept,
The boards as white as snowy shect,

Fit for a fairy’s dainty feet.

e Thereforc | strew the floor with clumps,

That goody Joan may stir her stumps
And pile the logs all up again.

And strive with all her might and main
To tidy up the twigs and sticks

Here strewn about by Robin's tricks.

Oh, ho! ho, ho! he laughs outright

To see this goodly, merry sight—

To know the vexed and wondering plight
These good folks will be in to-night!

Peggy. Bad boy | Bad boy | Goaway!
Puck (snatching the toy-horse awayfrom PEG-

GY, and darting off with it to the opposite side of
the siage, he holds il out io her, imitaiing the
neigh ofa horse).

Like filly foal I shrilly neigh;

Come hither ! Fetch your horse, | say!

Come ! if you ’'re for a game of play,

It is not Puck will say you nay.

The bowl of milk upsets and spatters !

If spilc, the better— naught it matters:

I love the mess; the more it scattcrs,

The more my mirth: for turmoil, din.
Are joy to PUCK.; they make him grin
Like grinning ape, that moes and chatters.

See, scc! the white milk — down it patters! [P hggy sliakes hcr head.

Peggy (watching Puck.). Ugly boy! Dad You wont? then you 're a silly gaby.
boy ! It is n't often that a baby
Puck (seizing the utensih from beneath the

I-las chance of such a playfellow
As mad-cap Robin Goodfellow.
[She still shakes her head, rising from hcr chair.

dresser, and strewing them about thejioor, with as
much noise as possible).

Now pots and kettles, pans, look out!
r m going to put you to tbc rout!
Pots, pans, and kettles, fly about!
As you clang, | 'H loudly shout!

I love to hear tho merry dash,

To see the litter and the splash,

The smutty vessels tumble, dash
Together in a hcap, and crash.

Oho! the housewife nceds must clean
The things that Puck has soiled, 1 ween;
And Robin Goodfellow enjoys

W hatever lazy wife annoys:

For frolic, mischief, fun, and strife
Are Robin’s very life of life.

But if you wont, you wont: your nag
'T is true, is hardly worth the fag
Of fctching. Let it go! I 'll chuck
It in the wood-basket, for Puck
Avcrs 't is good for naught; a steed?
W hy, 't is n't even worth its fccd.
Here goes 1 A good-for-nothing block,
Fit only to increase the stock

Of logs for burning ! In it goes!
Look out, my lassy, mind your toes!

[He flings the toy-horse into the hasket.

Pegc.y. Oh, my horse ! Bad boy ! go away, go
away! [She cries.

PF.GGY (watching PuCK). Ugly boy!
boy I Bad boy I

Puck (going to the wood-basket, emptying out

the wood, log by log, and hnrling (he sficks about
the jioor near the hcarth).

Puck. Oho ! oho ! you wish me gone?
[He beckons hcr back to her little arra-chair.

Come hither; sit upon your thronc,
My pretty little red-cheeked maid;
Forgct the gamesoine pranks | 've played —

Noisy



Come, sit ye dowo, and be at ease.
You ’'re like a cliister of sweet peas—
Those perking butterflies of flowers,
That lift their wings amid the bowers;
Or speedwell, with its eyes of blue

So shyly gazing, just like you;

Or opening rose, that floral qucen—
Pink flush, with pinkcr flush between;
So fresh and fair you are, | 've seen
No sweeter blossom than yourself—
You might, for beauty, be an elf.
Come, sit ye down, my winsome maid;
Be scated, pray; be not afraid.

[SUe approaches; and, as she is about to sit down, he
draws back the small chair suddenly.

Pegcy (saving herself from falling). Bad

boy ! nearly had me down ! go away ! go away !
PuCK (tripping on tiplue lowani the bed).
Between tirese curtains | will peep.

[He peers in.

W hat ’'s here? an infant fast asleep !
Bright golden cuvls, a chcrry cheek,
Long, fringéd Inshes— all bespeak
A loveliness complete ! What if
I make him source of elfin tiff
'"Twixt King and Ouccn of Fairy-land,
And bring contention 'mid our band ?
'T would be good sport; dull pcace I hate ;
They 've been good fricnds too much of
late.

As long ago the Indian boy
Was Queen Titania’s favorite toy,
Till ta’en from her by Oberon,
Who set his kingly heart thereon—
His little henchman page to be
And tcnd upon him faithfuUy,—
So now this buxoin baby-boy
Shall be my royal lady’s joy,
Unless again she be beguilecl
And forced to yield her changeling child.
At any rate, 1°'ll steal thc lad —
'T will drive his foolish parents mad.
Oh, Puck lovcs mischief, frolie, fiin !
One trick 's no sooner dcftiy clone,
Than he another has begun;
And Robin Gooclfellow’s delight
Is working mortal louts despite.
Come, Master Baby: by your leave,
Out of your bed 1°’ll you upheave !

[lie lifls Watty up.
Those humans are a goodly weight:
And this is heavy, sure as fate!
But here comes some one— off | go!
And laugh my mocking Ho! ho! ho Il

[lixit, bearing Wati Y away with him.

Peggy. He 'sgone! Bad boy 's gone! Taken

W atty away!
[After a pause — Recnter JOAN.

Joan (looking around her). Why, here 's a
pretty mcss! What in the fAame of wonder ’s
come to the things? Platters knockecl off thc
shclves! Bowls upset 1 Brown pan ciacked! Pots
and kettles topsy-turvey! Wood all strewed about |
W hy, Peggy, what in the world has becn doing
here? Is this tho way you have. behaved like a
queen, and sat still, and been as good as | told
you ?

Peggy. Me did n’t do it. Did sit still.

Joan. Don’t tcll me; you must have done it.
And yet, no— you could n't do it; you 're not
strong enough! Who did it? Tell Mother.
W ho ’s been here ?

Peggy. Bad boy ; bad, ugly boy !

Joan. Boy ! whatboy ?

Peggy. Bad boy ; ugly boy; made noise ; took
W atty away.

Joan. W hat is the child saying? What are
you talking about, Peggy ?

Peggy. 'Bout bad boy. Ugly; noisy; took
away Watty.

Joan. Bless the child! What can she mean ?
(Runs to the bed; looks between the curtains, and
screams.) W atty! W atty! Oh, my beautiful baby !
W atty 1 Watty ! Oh, where is he! He 's gone !
He ’'s gone !

Peggy. Yes; bad boy took him.

Joan. But, what boy?

Peggy. Ugly boy; noisy boy; bad boy.

Joan (flinging herself in the scat, throwing
her apnm over herface, and crying biltcrly). Oh,
my Watty, my Watty | my baby, my baby, my
beautiful, my dear baby-boy !

[Reeiiter Mai'; he is s]->attercd with inu<! up to his
knees.

M at. Why, Joan-woman, what ’'s the matter ?
How come you to be taking on Ukc that? W hat’s
gone wrong with 2 | thought it was only me
that liad gone wrong, and that things had gone
wrong with. 1’'vc becn lost in the fog, got in the
bog, and up to my knees in mire and muck.
See what a pickle I 'm in, and what a dance | 've
been lIccl I And all through a sudden mist that
carne on, and a wickecl Will o’ thc Wisp that lured
me by his false light all across thc marsh, instead
of the nighest way home. It’s wcll I did n’t stick
fastin thc quagmire. But what’'s the matter with
you, my woman ?

Joan. Oh, Mat! Watty, our Watty! He's
gone! He 'slost! He ’'s taken away !

Ma’'l. Taken away! W ho'’s taken him away?



Joan. | don't know! 1 can’'t think ! Oh, he 's

gone ! he 's lost!
Mat.

It must be some mistakc, wife; who
should have taken him away ? Are you sure he'’s
gone ? ,

Joan. Too sure, too surel He's not in tUc

bed where I left him safe tucked up.

Mat. Are you quite sure? (He goes to the
bed, and pulis aside the curtain.) Why, what's
this? (He lifts up a little, imp-like child,” with
green horns on its head, and dusky wings on
its back.) Look here, Joan! What on earth’s
this ?

JOAN (taking her apron from before her face,
and giving a screain as she looks). That! That
isamonster! An imp! A frightl Ugh |l Oh,
how unlike my W atty! My beautyl.my own
baby!

Mat. i 'll tell you what, Joan-woman; your
going on so about tbe beauty of our baby-boy
has put it into the fairies’ heads to steal him away,
and scnd this changeling crcature instead. 1've
heard of such things; and mayhap it ’s chanced
to US.

Joan. A fairy-changeling!.
Put it out 0’ doors ! | can’t bear the sight of it.

M at. Turn it out o’ doors! And night soon
a-coming on 1 No, ivifc, that i ivont. Nor you
wont, neither, I know, once you come to think of
it. Hcre, take it in your arms, poor little object;
it looks a queer little oddity enough, but it does n’'t
look wicked, though. Look at it, mother; it s
.a-looking at you, as ifit wanted you to cuddle it.

Oh, lakc it away !

Joan. Is it, Mat? (She starts tcnuard him ;
but iurns away.) Hut oh, my Watty ! (Sobs
and eries again.)

Mat. Well, if we 'vo lost Watty, mother. we

sha n't get him back by crying; and wc sha n't
get him back by being cruel to this one ; and even

this thing’s better than no baby to love. .So,
come, [oan-woman, take it in your arms
Joan (skudders-, bul puts out her arms. M at

puis the child into them, and she closes them around
il, as

it clings to her). Poor littic fright! It

seems to like being cuddlcd, though it is so
hideous.

Mat. Oh, you ’'ll get used to it, and then it

wont seem so hideous. Once women hug babies

to 'em, thev 're sure to think 'em pretty.

Puck (outside the cottage door, and giving a
heavy thump againstit). Openthe door |

Mat. What ’s

that? Who's there? Who
spiikc ?
Puck (outside). It’'s 1— Hob.
Mat. Hob? W ho’s Hob?
-mn,is U

hrown n.=rinttvi*“ et horaeon i, ar.iite hadycin.hed

perJnal by.he SRne big baby-d.11 Ih.urepresen.. W.my -

Puck (outside). .
MaT- You? Why, you said that before. HuUt il
does n't tell me who yot: are.

Puck (thwnps again). Come and see.

Mat (opening the door, Puck is seen standing
there, with a coarse jacket and tronsers over his
own elfin dress, and a rongh cap, with a shock oj
red hair, covering his inipish head and stkk-up
ears). Well, now 1see you, you 'rc not anything

much to see, 1 must say.

Puck. Aint I, though? | should n’'t wonder
a bit- 1’'m only a poor lad; never been taught
noth'n’.

Mat. What d'ye want here?

Puck (coming in). | want a night’'s lodg'n’,

and summut t<i eat and drink.
Mat. You do, do you? .And what makcs >'ou
think you 'll get 'em here ?
Puck. Don’'t know. Thought 1°d try.
Mat. Whatare you ?
Puck. A lagamuffin.
Mat. So you seem. Are you a gypsy?
P'rhaps. A trainp; a scamp.
sometimes cali me a scamp. 1’'m starving.
Mat. Are you?
Puck. Nota doubt about it.

Puck. They

Give me summut
good to eat.

Mat. One’d think ,you would n’'t be over-nice,
if you 're so hard up foi feed as you say. W hat do
you likc best?

Puck. Curds and creara; or a bowl o’ milk 'll
do, with some good wheaten bread in it.

Mat. You are n’'t partic’lar, you are rit. Joan-
ivoman, have we got anything to give this young
shaver? He can’t be left to starve, you know.

As for “ curds and crcain,” tbere is n'ta
drop o’ cream to be had. When | went into the
dairy, 1 found the milk-pans all skimmed clcai —
nothing to put in the churn. As for curds, there
may be some of them, for | put some to set, and at
all ratos there 's some skim-milk. 1| 've a good
mind to go and see; for this impsy here 'll be glad
o’ some biead and milk, and there 's none left in

Joan.

the bowl on the dresser. All upsct!

Mat. Nocreain! All the milk skimmed! No
getting any butrer from the churn yesterday |
W hy, wife, we sccm iDcwitched !

Puck (aside). No uatch, good people. Ho!
ho! ho! 'T was merry Robin Cioodfcliow".
(Aloud.) No cream? Well, then, a bowl o'
curds, or a good mess o' bread and milk. 1 'ni

shai-p-set; 1 'm famishecl!

Mat. He sha n’l starve, the wrctched urchin.
1'll go myself to the dairy, and see for a bowl o
euvds and some milk. [hxit.

i<s c.rly hair c.vered overl,y a ds»c .koll-oap of IiRh.
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PucK. (asiil).
milk !
gond.
house ?

Sweet curds and whey! Sweet
The food that most lo merry Puck seems
(Aloud.) Got any nut-brown ale in the

I should n't mind a horn-full.  Or cow-
slip wine 2 A cup o’ cowslip wine 's not bad, when
one 's got a spark in one’s throat.

Joan. WMl-mannered brat! Who taught vyou
such off-hand ways ?

Puck. Never was taught at all.

JO.AN, Why, who was your father and mother?
Puck. Never had any.

Joan. Who ’'s taken care of you ?

Puck. Never was taken care of. Tim Tinker

took me about with him;
me.

but he never took care o'
He licked me well-nigh all day.
Licked you?

Puck. Ay, beat me black and blue; sttuwed me
within an inch o’my life; so at last I ran away,
with the inch 1 had left. And here I am !

Joan. Oh, you 're here, are you ?

Puck. Yes, I 'm hcre.

Joan.

[Recnter Mat, witli a pan of curcls an<i a bowl of inilk.

Mat. i 've brought you the milk and curds.
wife; but a new misfortune’s happened. | found
all the beer I set to work gone wrong! No barm to
be seen on it yet, though it’'s a good bit since | set

ita-work. W< 're sure bewitched, Joan !
Puck (iitfifi'J. No witch, good people. Holhol
ho! 'T was merry Robin Goodfellow. (Aloud.)

Give UShold o' the bou'l, master.

Mat. Wait a bit; the little 'un must be served
first. Give it some Isread and milk, mother; sop
some curds in for it. 1'll hand you over some

bread. [He gets some from the dresser.
Joan (crumbling some bread in a sma/ler bow/,

into which M at pours some ofthe milk, and she,
with signs of mingled sorrow and disgust, feeds
the dfin baby on her lap). How the poppet enjoys
It! Look at the little creature, Mat! How it
eats!

Mat. Ay, I''ll warrantitl (Turning to PucK.)
Now for you, youngster. Here'’s the remainder o’
the bowl o’ milk, and a good slice o’ bread to
munch ; and after that you can finish off with some
o’ the curcls.

Puck (taking the milk, and supping it up nois-
ily). Ah! it's good, though! (He reaches over
to jhe pan ofcurds, into which he dashies the wooden
spoon that M at has given him to feed himself
wUh.) Now for some o’ the curds !

Mat. i say, young chap ! That's rather a rough
wa\' of hclping yourself, that is! Where did you
learn manners ?

Puck. Never learnt auy. Nobody never taught
me noth’'n’. (He contintes to dash the spoon into
thecurds, and gulp down spoonful after spoonful.)

Mat. You 'rc splashing over as much as you

eat. Be still, you young urchin, and wait till |
help you.
Puck. He cpiick, then; make liaste! (As Ma-T

helps him to the curds,

makes him spili haif.)
Mat. i say! Mind what you

blundering chap!

Give me some o’ the curds, Mat, for lit-

tle impsy here. He'd p’raps like some as well as

the bread and milk; he seems still hungry.

PucK jogs his elbow, and
're about, you

Joan.

M at (giving her some of the curds). 1 war-
rant him! Here, mother.
Joan (continuing tofeed the child). It sucks it

as if it thought it rare and nice ! (W hile she is
|.7alching the child, PuCK gels of his seat, and.
passing round her, nudges herarm so that she bob\
the spoon,"with which she is feeding ihe child,
against Us lips.) Dratthcboy! What an awk-
ward, rough louc it is!

Mat. Clumsy uichin !
for?

Puck. 1didn't go for to do it.
lier elbow. and | knocked against it.
JO-AN. P’raps he did n't mean it, Mat.
sccms not to know how to do anything decently.
Puck. No ; nobody never taught me noth’'n’. |

What did you do that
.She stuckout

He

told you so.

Mat. Can you do any work?
to get your bread ?

Puck. Noth'n’.

Joan. No? Poor wretcli! He says the traveling
tinker that took him aboul with him beat him and
starved him, but never took any care of him, or
taught him anything. Well, irapsy here seems
getting sleepy. 1’ll just lay him down on the
ljed and tuck him up snug. (She puts the child
on the bed, and draws the curtains.)

Puck (going to t/ie window, and looking out,
he— or .some concealed person in his slead— mi-
lates the grunting of a hog, the squeaking of pigs,
and the barking of a dog). |llcllo.! there’s the
pig-sty door open, and the swine all getting out,
and the dog barking after 'em like mad!

W hat did you do

Mat. Who could have linfastened che pig-sty
door? [He runs out.
Joan. Mat may well say we are ljcwitchcd ! 1

do think we are !

Puck (aside). No witch, good woman. Ho!
ho'ho! 'T wasmerry Robin Goodfellow. (Aloud,
and looking ftvni the windosv.) How Master Mat
is pelting away ! He runs like a cockroach !
(Langhing.)

Joan. Why don’t you run after him and tri' to
hclp him?

Puck. 1hclp him!
never taught to help.

How am 1to help?
(Siill janghing.)

I was



Joan. Wrctchedcub! Whatdo you stick there,

grinning, for? | 've no patience with you. And
yet | ought to, for you 've never been taught bet-
ter. Hcrel dotry and learn to do something; you
may help me to put by some ofthese things. Come
here, and lei 's see if I can’t teach you to be a little
handy and helpful. (Shegives him the brown fan,
that has held the curds, to putawayj but hepre-
tende to Irip hisfoot, and lets thcpan fall sniash on

theftoor.) Oh, you clumsy lad! You're fit for
nothing! You're good for nothing!
Puck. To be sure | aint.

Joan. You 're enough to tire the patience of
Grizzel herself! (She is goitig to sit down on one
of the stools, when PucK draws it back suddenly,
and shefalls down.) Mercyine! 1 ve nearly brokc
my back I

PUCK. Oh, ho lho!'ho! See howshe stumbles!

The stool pulled back, and down she turables !

By sun and stars, an awkward slip!

'Tis ten to one she huvts her hip!

And what care | if so it be?

To plague mankind is Robin’s glee.
Peggy. Talks sing-song ! Like bad boy.
Puck. 'T is now high time | skip away—

1've had my fill of pranks and play.
And so I 'm off, with Ho ! ho! ho!
Good-bye, says Robin Goodfellow!

[He jnmps through the window and exit.
Mat.

Reenter

Mat. No hog!
be seen !

no pigs!
The pig-sty shut,
W hat can it all mean ?

Joan (getting npfrom the ground).
such a fall!

no dog! nothing to
the kennel quiet!

I 've had
That clumsy vagabond of a Hob—
(Looking around, and not seeing him.) Why,
where is he ?

Peggy. Flerv out o’ the window.

Mat. Oh, it 's too sure; we 're bewitched!—
that 's what it is.

[A knock is heard al thc coitage door.

JOAN. Who 's there ? Puli thc latch and come

in.
[Enter UBERON and Titania, in patched and lagged
clothes, worn over their fairy dvesaes.
Oberon.
rest here ?

Can you givo a poor couple Icave to
W e 're way-woin and foot-weary, and
my good wife can’t hobblc any farther.

Joan (aside to her husband). Oh, Mat! per-
haps it’s thc witch, come to see the mischief she ’s
done.

M at (asidctolOk”). No, no, wife; don’t you
be timoisome or fancifol. It is only a poor, tired-
out couple; let’s give 'cm rest and food. [Aloud,
to them.) Come along, good folk; sit ye down, and

welcomec.
you like.

Make yourselves at home, and rest as
(He seisstoolsfor them.) And I°'ll go
and get you a comfortable horn of beer, and some
bread and cheese; that 'll cheer you
you on your way, wont it ?

Oberon. Ay, ay, master. Thank ye kindly,
thank ye kindly, more for my wife than myself—
she ’s fairly tived out, poor soul!

Joan. You find US all at sixes andsevens; noih-
ing neat anddean as it ought to be, to sit ye down
in, and make you welcome in. Our cottage has
been turned topsy-turvey, as you see; and, worst
of all, my pretty baby, Watty, has been stolen
away; and | have n't heart to do a hand’s turn at
ticlying up thc place or anything. Oh, my W atty!
my W atty ! (Fltngs her apron over her head and
bursts out crying.)

iip/rand help

M at (going in her). Don’t fret, don't fret,
Joan-woman! | can’'t bear to see thee fret.
Titania.

(Asidc io Owivsysf.)
Poor folk! their grief doth touch me to thc
heart;
Let's comfort them, and act our oyal pan
Of gentlcness and mercy: let’s restorc
The changeling boy, and bicl them gricve no
more.
Oberon. Agreed;
on deeds
As fair and fragrant as the flowery meads.

we fairies pride ourselvcs

[The tattered clothes fall from around tbe Fairy King
and Queen, showing them in dainly rolles of white,
garlanded wiih ivy wreaths; cliaplets of dai.sies on
Uicir heads; and wands, each tipped with a star, in
their hands. Mat and Joan turn and see them tbns.
Titania Good wornan, see!
tained bed

Lies ncstled safe thc prett)’ curly head

Of your own baby, Watty. He ’'s restored—

W ithin the cur-

[Joan nishes to the bed and bviiigs forth w aTTY, as he
was at first; she covers him with kisscs.

Since good for ovil, of your
You have rcturncd.
Oberon. Not all the mischief done
By Puck could move you, worthy folk, to one
Unkindncss or forgetfulness of due

own accord,

Forbearance. 'T is but fair, my friends, that
you

Should have your tura of goodness shown; we
elves

Disdain to be outdone by gods themselves

In gencrosity. Take back your son !

And now, our fairy interlude is done.
Remains but this, that Master Puck be made
To render back the Good for Evil paid.



W hat ho !
fay!
Appear !

Thou knavish sprite, thou roguish
Fly hither in a twink, 1 say-

[The casemeiit opciis, and PUCK is seen, dressed as at
first, just alighted on the sill.

Repair the foul disorder and ill luck

Thou hast occasioned here, tliou villain Puck!
Make cleanly all the cottage homestead space,
Or daré not hope to have my future gracc.
Be quick, and ply thy fairy ljesom well,

And shed upon the house a happy spell.

PUCK. 'T is fit my royal master be obeyed,

And Robin’s part shall faithfull)' be played.

[I'le flits hither and tliither, dusling and swceping with a

brush of featliors in one hand, and in tlie other a

broom of green twig.s that he snatches up from tbe

side scene.

A blessing rcst upon this lowly roof,

For it has kindly been in elves’ I>eboof.

Since Good for F.vil best of virtues ranks,
[Comes forward.

'T is surely when shown to Robin’s

pranks.

right,

[The curlain falls.]



WORK AND

It is a curious fact
that so useful an arti-
cle as the Nonvogian

siees has not been more gen-
erally introduced in the United
States. In some of the Western
States, notably in Wisconsin and
Minnesota,where the Scandinavian
population islarge, the immigrants
of Nurse blood ate beginning to teach Amencans
the use of their national snow-
shoes, and in Cafada there
has been an attempt made
(with what success wc do not
know) to makc skee-running
popular. But the subject has
by no means received the
consideration which it de-
serves, and Il'am confident
that | shall earn the gratitude
of the great army of boys if 1 can teach them liow
to enjoy this fascinating sport.

Let me first, then, describe a s/cec and tell you
how to have it made. You take a ptece of tough.
straigiit-grained pinc, from five to ten feet long, and
cut it down until it is about the breadih of your
foot, or, at most, an inch broader. There must be
no knots in the wood, and the gram must run with
tolerable regularity lengthwise from cnd to cnd.

Ifyou can not find a piece without a knot, then

np.NDINT.

SIUE AND FACE VIEW OF SKEES

let the knot be as near the hind end as possible;
but such a skie is not perfect, as it is apt to break
if subjccted to the strain of a “ jump ” nra “ hoi-
low” in a swift run, The thicknoss of the skee
should be about an inch or an mch and onc-half
in the middle, and it should gradually grow thinner

PLAY FOR YOUNG
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toward each end. Cut the forward end into a
point,-not abruptly, but with a gradual curve, as
in the drawings below. Picrce the m.ddlc
latitudinally with a hole, about half an mch in
height and an inch or (if rcquired) more m width
then bend the fonvard pointed end by mea.is o
five sticks, placed as the drawmg mdicates, and let
the remain in this position for four or days.
until its iDend has become permanent, and it wd
no longer, on the removal of the sticks resume Uk
straight line, Before doing
this, however, it would be well
to plafie the under side of the
séee carefully and then polish
and saiid-paper it, until it is
as smooth as a mirror. It is.
of course, of primo impor-
tance to diminish as much as
possible tbc friction in run-
ning, and to make the sHe
ghde easily over the surface of the snow, and the
Norwegians use for this purpose soft-soap, whit
they rub upon the under side of the rM’, and which,
I am told, has also a tendcncy to make the woo
tougher. In fact, too much care can not be exer-
cised in this respect, as the exccllcnce of the ske.y
when finished, depends primarily upon the com-
bined toughness and lightness of the wood.

SKUE.

Com-
mon pine will notdo; for although,
when well dricd, it is light enough,
., SHOWINU CAI' AND KNOI.
it is rarely strong enough to bear the requirccl

strain. The trcc known lo Norwegians as the nr
(Syhcslrisfiinus), which has long, flexible needlcs,
hanging in tassels (not evenly distributed along
the branch, as in the sprucc), is most commonU

used, as it is tough and pitchy, but becomes hg



in weight, without losing its strength, when it is
well seasoned and dricd. Any other strong and
straight-grained wood might, perhaps, be iised,

but would, I think, be liable to th
being too heavy.

When the skee has becn prepared as above
described, there onl)- remains to put a double
band through the middlc; thc Norwcgians make
il of twistcd withes, and fit its sizc to thc toe of
the boot. If the band is too wide, so as to
reach up on the instep, it is impossible to steer
the skee, whilc, if it is too narrow, the foot is apt
to slip out. Of these two withe-bands, onc should
stand up and the other lie down horizontally, so

as to stcady thc foot and prcvent it from sliding.
A little knob, just in front of thc hccl, might
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encounter is thc tcndcncy of the

serve a similar purpose. Leather, or any other
substance which is apt to stretch when getting
wct, will not do for bands, although, undoubtcdly,

something might be contrivecl v hich might be
even prcfeiable to withcs. | am only describing
thc si'ces as they are uscd in Norway — notas
they might be improved in America. In thc
West, 1 am told, a good .substitute for thc witlic-
band has been found 11 a kind of leather cap
resembling thc toe of a boot. As | have never
myself tried this, 1 dai-c not express an opinion
about its practicabilitv'; but as it is of the
utmost importance that the riinncr should

be able to frec his foot easily, | would
advise every boy who tries this cap to make
perfectly sure that it <lues not prevcnt

him from riddiiig himself of

,, . the skee at a

moincnt’s no-

~ shee-race. (see i'auk 3ro.)
The chief difliculty that thc beginner has to
to “ spread,”



and the only thing for him to do in such a c”™e,
provided he is running too fast to trustto his abd-
ity to get them parallel again, is to jump out of
the bands and let the skecs go. Let hiin take caro
to throw himself backward, breaking his fall by
means of the staff, and

in the soft snow he will
sustain no injury,

W henever an accident occiirs
in skee-ninning, it can iisually be iraced to undue
tightness of the band, which may make it difficult
to withdraw the feet instantly. A pair of skees kept
at the rooms ofthe American Geographical Society,
*New York, are provided with a safeguard against
“ spreading ” in the shape of a slight groove run-
ning longitudinalUy along the under side of each
skee 1 have seen skecs provided with two such
grooves, each about an inch from the edge and
meeting near the forward point.

There has, of course, to be one skee for each
foot, and the second is an exact duplicate of the
first. The upper sides of both are usually deco-
rated, either in colors or with rude carvings; the
forward ends are usually painted for about a foot,
either in black or red.

Now, the reader will ask: “What advantage
does this kind of snow-shoes offer over the ordi-
narylndian ones, which are in common use in
the Western and Northern States? Having
tried both, I think I may confidcntly answer that
the skees are superior, both in speed and conven-
ience; and, moreover, they effect a great savmg of
strength The forcé which, with the American
snow shoes, is expended in lifting the feet, is with
the skees applied only as a pvopeller, for the
skee glides, and is never hfted; and on Icvel
ground the resistance of the body in motion impels
the skec-runner with each forward
stride several feetbeyond the length

STAFF WITH A 'VHEISL THAT ACTS AS A BRAKE

of his stcp. If he is going down-

hill, his effort will naturally be to

diminish rather than to increase his speed, and he
carries for this purpose a strong but light staff about
six feet long, upon which he may lean more or less
heavily and thcreby retard the rapidity of his prog-
ress. The best skce-ruimers, however, take great
pride in dispensing with the staff, and one often
sees them in Nonvay rushing down tlie steepest
hill-sides with incredible speed,with a whiilmpddy
of snow following in their track. Although this
may be a very fine and inspiriting sight, 1 should
not rccommend beginncrs to be too hasty in
throwing away the staff, as it is only by means
of it that they are able to giude thcir couise
down over the snowy slope, just as a ship is

steeved by its rudder. If you wish to steer

toward the right, you press your staff down mto
the snow on your right side, while a similar mancii-
ver on your

left side will bend your course in
that direction.

If yon wish to test your skees when
they are finished, put your feet into the bands, and
let some one take hold of the two front ends and
slowly raise them while you are standing in the
bands If they bear your weight, they are re-
garded as safe, and will not be likely to break m

SIOE VIEW. SHOWIHO FOOT IN POSITION

critical moments, In conclusién, let me add that
tbe length and thiclcncss of the skees, as here
describcd, are not invariable, but must vary in
accordance with the size of the boy who wishes to
use them. Five feet is regarded as the minimum
length, and would suit a boy from twelvc to four-
tcen years oid, while a grown-up man might safely
make them twice that length.

In Nonvay, where the woods are pathless

in
wintei-,

and where heavy snows contmually fall
from the middle of October until the middle
of April, it is casily secn how essential, nay
indispensable, the skees must be to huiuers,
trappers, and lumber-men, who have to depcnd
upon the forests for their livelihood. Tlierefore,
one of the first accomplishmcnts which the
Norweglan boy Icarns, as soon as he is oid cnougli
to find his way through the parish alone, is the
use of thesc national snow-shoes. If he wakes
up one fine winter morning and sees the huge
snow-banks blockading doors and Windows, and

a white, glittering surfacc extending

for miles as far as his eye can reach,
he givcs a shout of deUght, buttons his thick
woolen jacket up to his chin, pulis the fur boidcrs
of his cap down over his ears, and then, having
cleared a narrow path between the dwelhiig-house
and the cow-stabl'es, makes haste to jump mto
his skees. If it is coid

(as»/"™';'-
ally is) and the snow ac- L

--—----> cordmgly

UNOER SIDE ANO CROSS SECTION 07 SKEE, SHOIVING CROOVE.

clry and crisp, he knows that it will be a splendid
day for skee-nmning. If, on the contrary. tlu

snow is wet and heavy. it isapt to stick meos o

'he skecs, and then the sport is attenclcd w.th

difficulties which ave apt to spoil the
We will take it for grantcd, however, that



are no indications of a thaw, and we will accom-
pany the Norse boy on his excursions over the
snowy fields and through the dense pinc-woods, in
which he and his father spend their days in toil,
not untcmpered with pleasure.

“ Now, quick, Ola, my lad !" cries his father to
him; “ fetch the ax from the wood-shed and
bring rae my giin from the co6rner behind the
dock, and we will see what luck wc had with the
fox-tvaps and the snares up in the birch-glcn.”

And Ola has no need of being asked twice to
attend to such duties. His mother, in the mean-
has put up a luncheon, consisting of
coid smoked ham and bread and butter, in a
gayly painted wooden box, which Ola slings
across his shoulder, while Nils, his father, sticks
the ax intd his girdle, and with his gun in one
hand and his skee-staff in the other, emerges into
the bright winter morning. They then climb up
the steep snow-banks, place their skees upon the
level surface, and put their feet into the bands.
Nils gives a tremendous push with his staff and
away he flies down the steep hill-side, while
his little son, following ciése behind him, gives
an Indian war-whoop, and swings his staffabout his
head to show how little he needs it. Whew, how
fast he gocs! How the coid wind sings in his
ears; how the snow whirls about him, filling his
eyes and ears and silvering the loose locks about
his temples, until he looks like a hoary little
gnome who has just stcpped out from the mount-
ain-side! But he is well used to snow and coid,
and he does not mind it a bit.

In a few seconds fatherand son have reached the
bottom of the valley, and before them is a steep
incline, overgrown with leafless birch and eider
forests. It is there where they have their snares,
made of braiijcd horse-hair; and, as bait, they use
the red berries of the mountain ash, of which ptar-
inigan and thrushesarc very fond, Now comes the
test of their strength; but the snow is too deep and
loose to wade through, and to climb a dcclivity on
skecs is by no means as easy as it is to slide
down a smooth hill-side. They now have to plocl
along slowly, ascending in long zig-zag lines, paus-
ing often to rest on their staves, and to wipe the
pers|)iration from thcir foreheacls. Halfan hour’s
climb brings them to the trapping-grounds. But
lhere, indeed, their efforts are ivell rewarclecl.

“ Oh, look, look Father !” cries the boy, ecstat-
ically. “ Oh, what a lot wc have caught! Why,
ihcre are three dozen bircls, as sure as thcrcisone.”

[lis father smiles contentcdly, but says nothing.
He is too okl a tvapper to give way to his delight.

There is enough to buy you a new coat for
Christm.-is, lad,” he says, chuckling; “ and if wc
make many more such hauls, we may get enough

whiie,

to buy Mother a silver brooch, too, to wear at
church on Sundays.”

“ No, buy Mother'sbrooch first, Father,” protesis
the lad, a littic hesitatingly (foi it costs many boys
an effoitto be generous);“ my coat willcome along
soon enough. Although, to be sure, my oid one
is pretty shabby,” he adds, with a regretfol glance
at his patched sleeves.

* Well, we will see, we will see,” responds Nils,
pulling off his bear-skin mittens and gliding in
among the trees in which the traps are set. “ The
good Lord, who looks after the poor man as well
as the rich, may send us enough to attend to the
wants of us all.”

He had opened his hunting-bag, and was loosen-
ing the snarc from the neck of a poor strangled
ptarmigan, when all of a suddcn he heard a great
flapping of wings, and, glancing down through the
long colonnade of frost-silvered trees, saw a bird
which had been caught by the leg, and was strug-
gling desperately to escape from the snare.

“ Poor silly thing!” he said, hall-pityingly; “ it
isnotworth ashot. Rundown anddispatch it, Ola.”

“ Oh, I don't like to kill things, Father,” cried
the lad, who with a fascinated gaze was regarding
the struggling ptarmigan. “ When they hang
themselves 1 don’'t mind it so much; but it seems
too wicked to wring the neck of that white, harrn-

less bird. No, let me cut the snare with my
knife and let it go.”
“ All right; do as you like, lad,” answered the

father, with gruffkindlincss.

And with a delight which did his heart more
honor than his head, Ola slid away on his' skecs
toward the struggling bird, which, the moment he
touched it, hung perfectly still, with its tongue stuck
out, as if waiting for its dcath-blow.

“ Kill me,” it seemed to say.
ready.”

But, instead of killing it, Ola took it gently in his
hand, and stroked it caressingly while cutting the
snare and disentangling its fcet. How wildly its
little heart beat with fright! And the moment his
hold uas reiaxed, down it tumbled into the snow,
ran a few steps, then took to its wings, dashcd
against a tree in shcer bewilderment, and shook
down a shoiver of fine snow on its dclivcrer’s head.
Ola felt quite heioic when he saw the bivd’s
delight, and thought how, perhaps, next summer
(when it had changcd its coat to brown) it would
tell its little oncs ncsthng imder its wings of its
haii-breadth escape from death, and of the kind-
hcarted yoimgstcr who had set it free instead of
killing it.

W hile Ola was absorbed in these plcasant refiec-
tions, Nils, his father, had filled his hunting-bag
with gaine and was counting his spaoils.

‘1 am quite



i 1 rldie” he called out, chcerily.
* Now, quick, laddie, he cauca !

* Stir your stumps and bring me yowVwWwwW
(Vct tne siiares to nghts and n
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and, logking up, saw a fox making a great leap,
e %g IEn)e g P

adlong mto the snosv-.

Mr. Reynavd,” remavked Nils, as he
gmi UVC toWakd the dead animixl- * You
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pushed himselfwith his stafffrom tree to trcq and
L ng thc tempting red berries in the httle hoops

suddenly he heard thc report of his fathcv’'s gun,

"AhAd'yct.If wind had been dw
ANL,d hanc caught the scent of me

.ooncrtinlshouldhavecaughtyou,.s. Now, sir,

'vc are quits.



“ What a great, big, sleek fellow !” ejaculated
Ola, stroking the fox’s fur and opening his mouth
to examine his sharp, needle-pointcd tceth.

“ Yes,” replied Nils; “ 1lhave saved the rascal
the troulsle of hunting until he has gi'own fat and
secure, and fond of his ease. | had a long score
10 settle with that oid niiscreant, «ho has Iseen
robbing my snaves ever since last season. His
skin is worth about three dollars.”

When the task of setting the snares in ordei'
had been completed, father and son glided lightly
awa)' under the huge, snow-laclen trees to visit
thcir traps, which were set further up the mountain.
The sun was just pceping above the mountain-
ridge, and the trees and the great snow-fields
ilashed and shonc, as if ovcrsown with uumberless
diamonds. Round about were tho tracks of birds
and beasts; the record of their little lives was
traced there in the soft, downy snow, and could be
read by cveiy one who had the eyes to read. Here
were the tracks telling of the quiet pottcring of
the leméan and the field-mouse, going in scarcli of
their stored provisions for breakfast, but rising to
take a peep at the sun on the way. You could
trace theirlong, translucent tunnels under the snow-
crust, crossingeach other in lab”~ rinthine entangle-
ments. Here Mr. Reynard’s graceful tail had lightly
lirushed over the snow, as he Icapcd to catch young
Mrs. Partridge, who had just come out to scratch
up lier breakfast of frozen hucklebcrrics, and bcre
Mr. and Mrs. Squirrel (a very estimable couple)
had partaken of their fi'ugal repast of pine-cone
seeds, the remains of which were still scatteicd on
thesnow. liut far prettier were tlic imprints of their
liny feet, showing how they sat on thcir haunches,
chattcring amicably about the high cost of living,
and of that grasping monopolist, Mr. Rcynard, who
had it all his own way in the woods, and had no
more regard for life than a i-ailroad presidcnt. riiis
and much more, which | have not tlie time to tell
you, did Ola and his father observe on their skce-
excursion through the woods. And when, late in
the aftcrnoon, they turned their faces homewavd,
they had, besides the ptarmigan and the fox, a big
capercailzie (or groase) cock and two liares. The
twilight was already falling, for in the Norway
wiiucr it grows dark early in the aftcrnoon.

“ Now, let US see, lad,” said Ola’s fatlicr, regard-
ing his son witli a strange, dubious glance, “ if
you have got Norse blood in your i'eins. We don’i
want to go homo tbe way we carne, or we should
scarcely reacli the house before midnight. But if
you daré risk your neck with your father, we wiil
take the western track down the bare mountain-

side. It takes brisk and stout legs to stand in that
track, my lad. and | wont urge you. if you are
afraid.”

“ 1 guess 1can go whcrc you can, Father,” re-
torted the boy, proudly. “ Anyway, my neck is n’t
half so valuable as yours.”

“ Spokcn like a man !” said the father, in a voice
of deep satisfaction. “ Now for it, lad ! Make
yourself ready. Strap the liunting-bag ciése under
your girdle, or you «’il! loso it. Test your staff to
make sure that it will hold, for if it lircaks you are
gone. Be sure you don’t take my track. You are
a filio chap and a bravo onc.”

Ola followed his fathcr’s directions closcly, and
stood with loudly palpitating heart ready for the
start. Before him lay the long. smooth slope of the
mountain, showing only liere and there soft undu-
lations of sui-face, where a log or a fence lay
deeply buried under the snow, On both sides
tlie black pine-forest stood, tall and grave. |If he
should miss his footing, or h'S skivs lie ciossed or
run apart, very likely he might just as well order
his epitaph. Ifitliad not bcen his father who had
challengcd him, he would have mucli preferred
to take the circuitous route down into the valley.
But now he «as in for it, and there was no time
for retreating.

Ready!” shouted Nils, advancing toward the
edge of the slope: “ One, two, three!”

And like an arrow lie shot down over the stecp
track, guiding his course stcadily with his staff;
but it «'as scarcely live scconds before he was lost
to sight, looking more like a whirling snow-drift
than a man. W ith strnincd eyes and llatcd breath,
Ola stood looking after him. Tiicn, nei-ving him-
self for the feat, he glanced at his sires to see that
they «ere parallel, and glided out over the terrible
declivity. His first fecling «'as that he had slid
right out into the air— that he was rushing with
scvcn-loague boots over forests and mountain-tops.
For all that, he did not lose hold of his staff, which
lie prcssed «'ith all liis might into the snow bchind
him, thus slightly vetarding his furious speed. Now
the pine-trees seemed to be running past liim in
a mad race up the raountain-side, and the snowy
slope seemed to be rising to meet him, or moving
in billoc-y lines under his feet. Gradually he
gathorcd confidence in himself, a sort of ficrcc
courage awoke within him, and a wikl exullation
surged throiigli his vcins and sivept him on. The
wind «-liistled nliout liim and stung liis face like
little sharp ncedles. Now lie darted asvay over a
sno«'cd-up fence or wood-pile, shooting out into
the air, liul always coming down finnly on his feet,
and kceping his mind on his skecs, so as to pre-
vent them from diverging or Crossing. Me had
a feeling of grandeur and triumphant achieve-
nicnt which he had never cxpcrienced before. The
world lay' at his feet, and he seemed to be striding
over itin a march ofconquest. 1llwas glorious ! But
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all such sensations are imhappily bnef. Ola soon
knew by his slackening speed that he had reached
the level ground; yet so great was the impetus he

Ola's stci-p run

had received that ho flew up the opposite slope
toward his fathcr’s farm, and only stopped somc
fifty feet below the barn. He then rubbed his face
and pinched his nosc, just to see whethcr it was
frozen. The musclcs in his hmbs ached, aml the
arm which had held the staff was so stiff and
cramped that the slightest moveracnt gai-e hira
oain Ncverthcless, he could not make up his
mind to rest; he saw the light put m ihc north
window to guicle hira, and he caught a ghmpsc of
a palé, anxious face behind the window-pane, and
knew that it was his mother who was waiting for
him And yet those last fifty fcet seemed miles to
his tired and aching legs, When he reached the
front door, his dog Yutul jumpcd up on Inm m his
ioy and knocked him flat down in the snow; and

oh, what an eifort it took to risc!

But no sooner
had he

regained his feet, than he felt a pan of

[Fbdruahv,
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arms flung about bis neck and he sank, half laugh-
ing, half aying, into his motheFs embrace.
‘“Cheer up, laddic,” he heard some one saying.
“ Ye are a fine chap and abrave
one!”

He knew his father’s voice;
but he did notlook up; he was
yet child enough to feel happiest
in his mother’s arras.

Onc of the most popular win-
ter sports in Norway is skee-rac-
ing. A steep hill is selectcd hy
the committee which is to have
charge of the race, and aU the
best skee-vunners in the district
enter thcir fiames, eagcr to en-
gage in the contest. The track
is clcared of all accidental ob-
structions, but if iherc happcns
to be a stone or wooden fence
Crossing it, tho snow is dug away
on the lower side of it and piled
up abovo it. The objcct is to
obtain what is called a “ jump.”
The skce-runnor, of course, com-
ing at full speed down the slope
will slidc out over this “jump,”
shioting right out into the air
and coming down either on his
fcet or any other convenient por-
tion of hi's anatomy, as the case
may be. To keep onc’s footing,
and particularly to prevent the
skees fi-oinbecomingcrossed while
in the air, are the most difficuit
feats connected witli skec-vacing;
and it is no unusual thing to seo
even an excellent skec-ninnoi
plunging headlong into the snow,

while his shas pursue an indcpendent race down
the track and tell the spcctators of his failuie.
Properly speaking, a skee-racc is not a race— not
a test of speed, but a test of skdl; for two numera
rarely start simultaneously, as, in case one of them
should fall, the other could not possibly stop, and
miEht not oven have tho time to chairge his
course He would thus be in danger of runnmg
into his compctitor, and could hardly avoid maini-
ing him seriously. If there were severa!l pamlhl
tracks, at a distancc of tiventy to thirty feet from
each other, there would, of coursc, Ise Icss iisU m
having the runners start together. Usually, a
number fall in the first run, and timsc who bavt
not fallen then continuo the contcst until one gams
the palm. |If, as occasionally happcns, the com-
petition is narrowed down to two, who are abou

évenly matchccl, a propnsal to run withBUFBGULSVCS



is apt to result in a decisive victory for one or tlie
otlicr.

It can hardly be conceived how exciting these
contcsts are, not only to the skee-runners them-
selves, but, also, to the spectators, male and
female, who gather in groups along thc track and
cheer their friends as they pass, waving their hancl-
kerchiefs, and grecting with dcrisive cries the mis-
haps which are inseparable from the sport. Prizcs
are offered, such as rifles, watchcs, fine shooting
cquipments, etc., and in almost every valley in the
interior of Norway there are skce-runners who, in
consequencc of this constant competicién, have
attaincd a skill which would seem almost incredi-
ble. As there are but two things esscntial to a

A ROMAN SUNOAV-SCHOOL [FBOM

skee-race, vi? ; a hill and snow, | can sec no reason
why the sport should not in time become as popu-
lar in thc United States as it is in Norway. We
have snow enough, certainly, in the New England
and Western States; neithcr are hills rarc phenom-
ena. Ifl should succeed in intercsting any largc
number of boys in these States in skeo-running, |
should feel that I had confcrred abenefitupon them,
and added much to their enjoymentofwinter. But
before taking Icave of them, let me give them t'vo
pieces of parting advice : i. Be sure your staff is
strong, and do not be hasty in throwing it away.
2. Never slide down a hill on a highway, or any
hard, icy surface. It is only in the open fields
and woods and in dry snow that sLres are useful.

THE TAINTINC IV ELIZADETH THOMPSON.]
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Moi.-i.v was so hap-py play-
ing with her doli ba-by that
she had no time to no-tice Yap.

That lit-tle dog was jeal-ous.
He barked yap! yap ! ver-y loud-ly, and
now sat look-ing at Mol-ly out of the
cor-ners of his eyes, won-der-ing what mis-
chief he could get in-to, and sowor-ry her in-to play-mg with him.
Sud-den-ly he trot-ted off, his mind quite made up as to what- ~
“ Mol-ly! Mol-lv!” called Mam-ma.
“ Mam-ma, don’'t cali .so loud,"” whis-pered Mol-ly. “ My
tle doli ba-by is sleep-ing.’
“Mol-ly,” called Mam-ma a-gain, “ make haste and see
what Yap is aft-er, |

am sure he is in my room,”
mOh! what a bad dog-gie,” sighed Mol-ly,

with her face in a puck-er, but she put her

ba-by down, and went to see aft-er the dog,
There he was on the stair-case, with Mam-

mas slip-per in his mouth. When he saw

Mol-ly he dropped the slip-per, and ran past

her, look-ing very much as if he was laugh-ing.
Mol-ly shook her fin-ger at him, and, laugh-

ing, too. picked up the slip-per, and car-ried it

to Mam-ma.
But Yap was too smart to be cheat-ed out

of his fun in that way. So he ran in-to the yard

and be-gan to bark fu-ri-ous-ly at Puss. Mrs.

Puss cared lit-tle for his bark-ing, and soon

he stopped. Then Mol-ly looked out of

the win-dow and said: “Yap and Puss look as

if they were talk-ing to each oth-er, Mam-ma.

And so they were.
“ Oh, you beau-ti-ful lit-tle dar-ling!” said Mol-ly,



tak-ing her ba-by a-gain, and hug-ging it tight; “come and let vis take
a walk.” Then she sat down to put on the doll's best clothes, and while
she was ver-y bus-y and al-most read-y for the walk, she thought she heard

a sound, " tip, tip,” on the stair-case, and ran to see what was the mat-ter.

“Mam-ma,” she screamed, “come here— oh, docome \" and Mam-ma hur-
riedout to see Pus-sie bring-ing the slip-per down to Yap, who waswait-ing
at the foot of the stairs.

How they laughed when Pus-sie dropped the slip-per un-der Yap’s
nose, and he trot-ted off with it in a grand way !

Mol-ly ran aft-er him, and found him read-y to bur-y it with some oth-er
ireas-ures at the end of the yard.

“Mam-ma,” said Mol-ly, when she re-turned to the house with the sec-
ond slip-per, “do you think dogs and cats can talk ? | do.”

And Mol-lv thinks .so to this dav.

O h, birds that fly' in the sum-mer,
And birds that fly in the snow !
The chil-dren will nev-er for-get you,
But love you wher-ev-er you go.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

HO my merry young folk, salute with all your
courtcsiT thc statcly Lady February, who now
steps into thc ycar between two stalwart fellows,
S ary and March. The one casts a beautiful
White mantle around her and cheers hct with
stories of happy firesides and glowing faces. The
other tiieging at the mantle, hints to her in odd,
SustorinffaMrion of coming leaf and bird-soirg
and of hidden flowers longmg to spring up at her
feet Shc likes wcll his inartial tread and rnelting
rfances admires the other’s frosty bcavd and
clanging mail, and calis them both her brothei-s.
Butft isnot at them she smiles. She is thmking
of the pretty festival shc bnngs mto the yeai, her
play-timc, so to speak, when she may sec

Merrv CupUs, with Gny dans,
Aiming straight ac ihe childrens hcarls.

Welcome, welcome, then, good Lady February
— thou andthy dainty Valentines !

BOMBAST.

A BIRD that travels cvery winter to the Southern
States has told me about a plant which grows
there and which, ho msists, enriches the whole
S e d world. its white, fluffy, burstmg, bcauti-
ful jnoduct furnishcs one of the most impoitant
materials found in America to-day.

Now, it's very strange that such an exccllent
thing as this should be connected in Deacon
Green’'s mind u'ith an ugly quality known ~
bombast. The Dcacon has n’t a bit of this quali®
himself, Imc he is a d.ctionary hunter, aluays
searching for the inncr meaning of woids, ana
from what 1'vc heard him say I know he Associ-
ates bombast with fluffy thmgs, especial y with this
beautiful plant of which my bird has told me.

ack-in-t he-=-pul

pit.

Who among you, my leainod ™
nlain it to me ? IVhy isbombast called bombase.
Cd f ic musi be called bombast, what m the
Lm e of bombast has this valuable white material
to do with it?

THE RABBIT IDENTIFIEO.
LOWELL, M ass., Dec. 11, 1882.

TuZ sin
Lés-Rahbiis, on nccSinrOftheir sSW %nt]iBr I IS S |S S S :

not live in the woods, but only jlinj jt," gives a de-
MarkTwatn ("fgesl"rltl rfbbi.kn~nn

sctiption of it. “lts ‘he laigesi, | li,hininK. Si 111 is ver;
Mr. Twnin says u goes like a

0 fo, ~ fo,
eaeyto kill it, because | am told 4*1. when .t n

hundred steps, tt will «op, a” "P-jif Lu do not a
and w>"

have to do ie”o circ'le around it and pr.-

the praioe-wolves or Minnie ViNCCi-BTTr..

Jack thanks you, Minnie, and.uH boys and
girls who have answered tho rabbits question,

WALKINO UNDER WATER.

AN athlcte who exhibited in New York not long
amo was considcred a wonder, they say, because -
coiL suy under water long enough to walk about
a few steps on the bottom. But theie are so. i
Indians in Northern California,!

think nothing of such a performance.

The> di> u
cv 3 dittlc

wlinle as a matter of convemcmec.
These Indians live among the mountains, uhu
heavy rains at thcir sources will sometimcs make
boihL térrents out of streams that were nurvow
rills an hour beforc. When tbesc Indians find s.ali
a stream across their road, and knotv that itis M
swift to be swum, cach one gets a hcai> stin ,
places it upon thc top of his head, and walks ac 1«
In the bottom, weiglucd down by the s onc. U
can stav under water for two minutes in thisv.; e
and, by'choosing smooth and graveliy places, cmss
strcam’s severai rods in wicltli.

‘“OLD WILDEY."

H. E. S. sends your Jack this true story, which
is well worth the telling :

Y,u mu.t know lhul

shoot RtOlcl W ildey

1o, Ac«c 111e nearei and a (sttle nearcT, iiuonc «.&
wns fit to ent, shc jusl sloi.d * 1 Tw il
night she iralked up nmcng thce thvii

tn one side, nnd looked at d.e grams “f «i'l'

turned Iter hend 10 the other side *"4 A1 ~Adheliln

other cye; then she took a single grain "PJ'ff " «V-uuniv"
f . and then swnhowed”

three mote grams, nnd ate them and new )
grandchildrea very much. Tle nest night
found out thatconi was .asgood fo ,hen
ones,so she walked up among *e olher ducks, aninAh
faiher threw them down ihe com shc ale ii up

~Njemed m hs'v
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couli3. In the course of a few wceks, when Grandfaiher called ihe
ducks, she would fly out of the waier, and would be the first one
ihat would come 10 be fcd, and before sprbg carne she would eai
oul of his hand. So it went on untii the early part of May,
when the leaves were oui and the meadows were dolted over
wiih the goldcrx dandelion.and blue in spots with tuftsof violets.
Then we all nodccd ihat Oid Wildey would occasionally leave the
gther flock and fly away out of sight, and after a while return
again, uniU onc day, about the mludic of May, she disaopearcd
and wc saw hcr no more. However, about the first of Novem*
ber a flock of seven wild ducks were seen ou ihe lake, and when
the' tame ducks carne home to be fed, one of che wild ducks
left ihc flock and carne up and ate corn with them. It was
0)d VVjldey) And so it has been every year since. About the
middle of May. when the ice bcgins lo break up inthe Northern
jakes. Oid Wildcy leaves her winter home 10 go north and make
lier nest and raise her brood ofyoung ones. Asshe is ablack duck,
we suppose she must go up to the lakes ju Cafada, or perhaps to
Labrador; and evcry auiumn, about the first of November, she
rctums to her oid home in Pennsylvania. Hach year, Grandfather
and GjOTdmoiherand the aunts and grandchildren, when they come
lu Laurel, as the oid place is called, wonder if Oid Wildey will come
back. This time, when Auniic Hannali carne in and told Grnnd-
fatherthac Oid Wildey had come, he put aside his newspapcr, and
vvxnt to thefecd*room for same corn, and cnllcd out, “ Come along
home, my duckie,” when Wildey just flew out of the water and
eame up lo him and ate the com out of his hand. Although she
jiad been away for six roonths, she had not forgotten che voice
dial called her, orihc hand ihat had fed her during ihe winter.

,41 IttcA-

A FROG-DUEL.

New York.

Dear JACK-iN-Tini-PuuUT: A friend of mine hiis on one of the

shelvci or hi* cabinet a. funny group of iwf> siiificd frogs fightinc

witli swords. | send you a phoiograph of it, aud hope you will

show il co your St. ifichotas boys and giric. The figures are

«ind« t)f real frogs' skins stufled wiih cotion, stofxl up 011 their hind

ivgs, and fastened in the attitude of fencers. I-iach has a tiny iron

fixed co hisright “hand” or forc-fooi, but the smallerfrogis

the best swordsman, ashe has just succccded iii making a dangerous

tliriisc thatpierces his advcrsary's bi*e»si. W hen yon Ifxik at them,

you would almost take them for two little men fighting a duel, they

v>ok so natural, butwhen yci pick them up and see that they are

Ofily frogs, they look too ridiculous for anything. They seem lo be

nghtmg in dcad earnest, and yet their big frog-mouihs make them

were laughing. Even the fellow that Is woiuidcd

asif he were grinning. | am sure all your boy*and«girl friends,

iiefir Jack, woulj be amiived if they could scc this frog duel, and 1
W ' '~ ‘Il show them a copy oftthe photograph | send you.

With much love 10 the Little School-ma’am and youreelf,
Your friend, Bksme L. G.

The frog-duel shall be shown to the boys and
girls, with pleasure, Bessie. But | must tell you

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
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and tlicm what the Dcacon said when he first read
your lettcr and saw the photograph: “ They<rzit
funny,” said he, with a queer smile, “ but | can’t
understand what Bessie means by ‘you would al-
most take them for men, they look so natural.’
Because, to my mind,” he rcmtuked, slowly, “ men
never seem more ?i«natural than when fighting
duels. But,” he continued, “ the next thing she
says—that ‘they look too ridiculous for anything’
— is as true ofmcn duclists as of these frogs. Yes,
««natural and ridiculous!— those two words, in
my Opinién, describe dueling to a T,” coucluded
the good Deacon, with a thump of his cafe, as he
turned to consult the Littic School-ina’am about
one of her dictionary conunclriims that had been
too much for him.

I never saw a duel of any sort in my life, and
am no authority in such mattcis, but tho Deacon

is generally right, and was so cmpliatic witli tliat
last sentenco that I resolved to report it vcrbatiin
—as the Litllc School-ma’am says— lo my boy-
fricnds. If you find that the Deacon was in tho
wrong, young cavaliei-s, just let me know.

THE "JABBERWOCKY" ONCE MORE.
Cai.ena, li.:.., r>ec. lo, i8Si.
Df.ar tack: i ihoiight every une hed read ihe "Jabberwocliy.”
! llave read tile book abouc onc hundred timos: '“llirough ihe
Lookine-glass,” it is called. L .
The pocni is on page of, and the explanalion on page i06.
"Fiiglish-spealdng clilldren” ixin undorslaiid it TSwell as anybody
can.bul no oneoan iintlersland ic very well. chougliit Siunds sensible
enough. It was writteti by a iltr. l.oivis Canoll, and Mamma told
me that ho ivas an Englisli olergyman. R
He wrore “ Alicc's Adventurcs in Wondorland, too; but | think
chal "*Through the Isiohing-glass” is the niccr of the two. 1am
sure that Rose Barrows would “chorlle in hcrjoy " to rcatl it.
Your “ frablous” rcader.
I-OU'IE McCleixan.
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Keadebs Of tho imerostioB papcr concomir.g M «. A
monih's St- Nicholas will remember that A Sunday-
X 4 ' 'vi mentioned a, the title of one of Ulitabeth
early painilnga. An engiaving of thia p.ctme
aso, and wasmtended to acoompany Mra Meynell
the last moment itwaa unavo.dably crowded om. Wc take

ure, therefore, in presentint: ic to oiir readers or. pago 31.
present numtwr.

IHK chiluki-n’¢ GARinri.i> U NI).

We blated last miitih that the sum of $«3-77 ha*f
reccived by us fot “ The Children's Garfield Fund
,he $4.6.0a aoknowledged last June; and we f
for the benefii of those who havo gencronsly aided in this ktest si.b-
scriptbn, the following letter from the ~cretary of the Ch.ldren
Aid Society, acknowlodging the rece.pt of the money:

laiely been
-rr. addition lo

Childrmfs Aid Society, .9 x88=.

T, THF CHIitDREx; The poor children who have had so happy a

Af1\?0m m*anVLn,fortsapd ploasnrcs n-t*ummer. *

To this wo add the following luuching letter, aUo fo.warded by-
Mr Bruce. It was written hy a peor licilc hnmpbac~d girl, ai
.shows how dcarly she cnjoyed her siay at the Summer Acmé.

N ew Y ork, July 5, 1882.
TIRAR M as F»y; 1was very mtich pleased with yoiirasking me
to write to yon 1 liked all tho teachcrs very rauch. N.ey treated
rSe very kindly. 1 liked the medis; the bcst dmner 1 thought was
we had the DCa-soup, mcav, potatoes, bread, and pudding, 1
Sta” had efioulh“ o en?? | Iévted to go. in ba.h.ng »nd glay tn
Vhpiaicr  The swings and pin-whecl | enyoyed too. 1 likocl to sit

leasnnt lo siecp »ii u.".
Hea~rilv Fother tf keep ms from harm dunng ihe d

— Y .
ay. | likcd
fverithinVthat | saw.

fat.le brother and sister were so kappy

big. so | must no. write a very jong Setter. Moiirman.

FOUU COMIOSITION SUIIJECT».

In accordance with our promise, we offcr four c.nposition sub-
jects for this montli. (See St. N ichouas for October and January.)
The Magna Charta.

How MV EI-EPHANT SWAM.
T he SKATING-RACr..— a

Was Casahianca T bviv Wise)

Story.

Thh story of " Doris Lee's Feather Fan ” is not altogethera flight
of fancy, as is proved by the following item from tlie

tralla, Tikgrap h-m which Mr. Converse s interestu.g aarratne
foufided:

SAVI4D BV AK ALBATKOBS.
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had swooped down on the man while the latter was strug”ii.g with
ihe waves and altcniptod to peck him withilspowcrf.il beab Twicc
the bird altacked it-S N

desocraie sailor, baiiling wiih two enemies,— the water ana the
S r S s - both greedy and insaiiable. For tho third time the huge
white fcrm of the bird hovoied over thei“man, prepataiory lo.afin.n
swoop- The bird, eager for iis meal, fanned ns victim wiih ts
wide «oread wings. Suddenly a lhoiighc occurred to him that lh«
taee S to ci6S 10 his face might become his involm .iary rescuer.
Oinck as thought he reached up and seizcd the bird, which he pro-
cecded lo stranglc wilh all his mighi. The huge creaiurc stniggled
whh wingiand paddies to frcc itself. li. the coni«t bo sm]™ "'0O"
bcateii hfack and blue, and ctiielly laceraied, but he held b'*»""-
mid s owly the bird quivered and died. The ca”ass floaled lightly
on the wavcs, its flithers fonning a comfortable suppori for the
exhausted man, who had st. narrowly ascaped alingenng death. Bu
M obeidanger awaiicd him. He was not much of a swimmor, aii.i
?heSliteme..iofthe exiraordinary conflici bogan to tell upon him
He ?vaslint and grew giddy. But wilh one arm around be alto-
S 1Js“ bSl)v under the wing, m'<l onc.hand dulch.ng ihe h.rd«
ieet ihe sailor awaiied his chance of rcscuo. Prcsently he heart.
ik comiades sliuut from the boar, and in a few minutes more wae
,afc Oll board ihe bark, ihough a good deal shaken and exhausted.

New York.
liFAk S-i- Nicholas: 1was waiking down Broadway onc day.
svd «iw such a fiinny s.gn over the enirance to a l.tile tasemem-
'hoo U read “ Shoes Bktcked Inside.” Now, dear St, Nicholas.

ffo? onecan’timagine why anybody should wish 10 h>ve fe ms.dv
ofhisshocsblackel Can youj® Yours triily, John R. h.

IIRAK St Niciiol.«s; 1 have never taken fe Si. Nicholash)

ALF Kousc. riie people here are making a

fuins aboi»
tVin Carfield Kair* it is m the lotimda of the Capitol;

w i,riinr:« pt?3r.:UiId~ "hp.M 4

as ,t is my first. Caiioi.inp. 5. S

Dkchaud Farm, Nov. s, 1885.

n-.. Sv The story of Tad Lincoln reminded me ..f

Nicholas-

Tfeoln with his back lo the door, when it was suddenly bursl orKii,

SIS TIS S|

your friend,

IN eonnection wi.h ihe " \rl and .Artists" insiallment for d j
monb, we give a list of be most celebrated works of be am

lhercio mentiniiod;

The following are b e principal works of Hubert van Eyck s.ill m
oxisreacet In .he church of SI. Ghenl two «"'nalp <b

,.f fe greatallar-pioce painted ft.r Judocus Vyd.; ~
Museum, " -Adam and Eve"-twc,

Bavon a.

panels from same altar-picc.
iu lhe Berlin Museum, «ix panels from s.amo aliar-piece.

The principal works of Jan van Eyck st.l in existei.ee are.
the Aaiwcrp Museum, ‘'S.. Barbara,” " lhe Virgm
Vi.gia,"''St.Goorge,"and-*Sr. Ponatus ; Acadea.y of Brusn.

mVi~in and Child wilh Saints,” and a portrad of his w,~
BnJels Museum, "The Adoration ,f be Mag. , «
Musoiim, “ A Head of Christ." anofer head. almost Mes.

and "T he Virgin and Child, wilh Trees and a konninin . T>re«o



mGallery, iriptych, ‘“Madonna and Chilcl wjih Saines”;
Gallery, Krankf(»n, “ The Madonna “del | uca
lery, Vienna, i'vo portraits; Maseoin at Madrid, “ The Triumph
nf ChrictlanUy ” ; Muscuni ai Ullc, “ The Crucifixién": Louvrc.
Baris, “ The Virgin and Donalor"; National Gallery, London,
portraits of Amolfini and his Wife, portrait of a Man in a Creen
Hood, and portrait of a Man In ;i Red Head-<lIres*;
Si. Pciersbarg, “ The Annunciadon.”

The chief works of (¢iilntin Massy?, in liutopean galleries are ;
In ihc Muscuni at Antwerp, anipty ch, “ Kniombmentof Chrisi” :
Museum at Berlin, “ i*ladoiina and Child," neariy Ufe-size, and
;i Cardinal reading: Dresdcn Galleiy, “ A Uankcr and Cllenes”;

Suidel
; Belve<lere Gal-

Hcrmiiage,

Pinakoihck, Munich, “ The Monoy Changers”; lofuvre, Poris,
‘Hankcraud his W ife” ; Nalional Gallery, London, “ The Money
Changers": Hermltagc, St. Petetsburg, “ Madonnain Glory.”

The chief works of Rubens in the galleries of Europe are: PittL
Gallery, Florence, pc*Ttraitsol himself and his btoiher with Lipsin**
and Grotius, called “ The Four Philobophers” : Uffizi Gallery,
I'lorence, “ baitic of Iviy,” “Enlry of Henry IV: meo Paris,"
(lortraii of his wife, and iw»i niytholagical picttiies; Palazzo Btl*
¢noli. Genoa, “ Mnrs, Venus, and Cupid™; Brcra, Milan, “ The
Last Supper™; Capiiol GolWry, Romo, “ Finding of Ronnilus aiui
Kemus"; Colouno Palace, Komc, “ As.sumpdon of the Virgin"—
hiK diflerent works, two of which are iriptychs: MiLceum of
«sGs, four sacred sutpecis, severa! portralls, and a piclure of “ Vcni.s
jiild Vulcan” : Van der Hoop Museum

at Aniscerdam, portrait
.1' Helcn Foiirment, and one

of Marle de Medici; Musenni
.it che Hagnc, poriraitc of his tw<* wives, a Family Group,
;md other poriraits: Berlin Museum, six pictures: one Ls a
beautiful Group of Children wiih fruit; Gallery al Ca.ssel, “ FKghi
into Egypi,” fuid a “ Holy Family": Dresden Gallery, a fine col*
Iccilon of twenty subjects: StSdel Gallery, Finnkfon, “ Ring
David and the Harp,” and “ Diogencs”: Pinakothek, hfunidu
sixieen diflerent pictures, among whicli are porcraits of himself and
his two wives: Belvedere, Vienua, eighteen pictures; Lichlcnslein
tiallery, Vienna, ihe famous piciure of “ The Sonsoi Ruhens,” and
iliree others: Madrid Museum, twenty-onc plcinres, among which

is ihe famous “ Bmzen Serpent"” and olher fine works: l.ouvre.
ikaris, ihirty-four pictures, among which are those of the Ufe
of Marie de Medici and heveral important portraits; Dulwich

Gallery, porlrait of his mother, and “ Venus, Man», and Cnpid " :
Nadcna) (iallery, London. twelve pictures: Hermiiage. f>i. “elc”-
biin, ihirtyfive pictures.

[These are but a small ponilmi of Kubeiis’ works. hut are iho”c
ino«i easily seen by travelers.]

Gmicago, Il1l., Uci. 5, 1882.

UiiAK St. NitHOi.As: Wc all Ukc the St. Nicholas very much.
Itis almost fought for hcre. We all want 10 read \Kfirst Severul
yearsago wc used 10 “ lake turns " lookingat vhe pictures, and then
1would read the stories alond. Wc fonnJ that wa*! the only way uw
keep from fighting fur it.

Bulsometimes, when | got 10the / « ajiplaces, | would
be so inieitsted that | would/orgetXo re.ad aloud, and read on
myRelf. My brother* did n’t like timtvery much. ~ust the other day,
when the “eptember number «me, | was rcadnig Sr. NtCHOIi.As,
and Ma called me to supper, and 1 put the book on my chalr, and
"SIl on it while I ate my supper. When iny brother finished hi®
‘uppcr he (as he says) “ made asneak” over to the window where
1 had been situng, and grabUed the S't\ Nicholas he saw thcrc.
I was “laughhig in my sieeve,” for | knew it was an oid one.
huacine his chagrin when he found jcwas one he had read !

W éwerc much fiiteresied in “ Donald and Porothy," and sorry 10
haveitend. | always feel as if I liad losta friend when the slorj*
«nds, Yours respcctfully, D aisv M. BKtnv.s.

LiusmKsi, W Vv.
1>l AR St. Nichol-vs: My brothers M.-ison and Charlie coiii-
menced to take St. NtCHOLAS eight years ago, when | was only onc
yearoid, “ If noililng happcns T expcci wc wlU take it a long
Ume, for | have three hule sisici® younrtr th-in myself, .and a baby
brotherJust six monvhs uld- W ¢ h.avc iiad five volumcs bound, nnd
Fatheris going to have the olher three bound. | am very sorry our
hooka ate so ubused, but there are so many little folks lo handlc
them. Mother cut out .some of the picture.s 10 frame. | think the
picture of Raphaelis beauiiriil Our father has given us a beautiful
little pony; we coU her Gypsy.
| hope yon will not think 1 have written too long
Your Uttic friend,

lelier.
Mary Miii.rk M aihews.

T'HK ACIASSI7. ASSUCIATTON —T'WIINTY-THIRU
REPORT.

Now the siums have gone, aud ihe earth is wariu again; the
bltds are slnging, and the violéisare blossomIng In the bordurs of the
wMod. W hat is jt? “1AJSt our reckoning,” have wc? “Two
inonch» loo early?” " Mercury below zcro?" Ah—but, my
dear little friends In fur-lined dolmans and wann pea-jackeis, you
fcjrgel ihai yt'u Ilve only on one edge of ihc A. A. Wc are
inlking about the other—the Callforiiian edge. Everything can'c
I)c irue cverywhere, you kiiow, at the same tlinc. This month
we give you a fcis* questiona 10 unswer, and, by the way, cani
you all sharpen your cyca a bit and find questions tucked »n here
and there all llirough the liiilc Icilcrs which make up our monlhly
repons ? A good many boys and girls wrile and ask us to givc
more «iiie.stjons, just as jf gncKtlons were n't gnestlons unle>s
drranged ju ;i columu and lLu>eled t You will find a large number
It the back numlwr;Y of the Sr. Nkhol.as for the past six monihs,
not answered yet, either. Aud now, before we give you the list
of new chapicTs, we wish to chank our many kintl friends who
helpcd USanswer pu”zUng querics.

Profes.sors in scvem| of our Icading collegcs, Vale and Harvard,
Wi illiams and Cornell: imversiiy of Michigan and Mainc Suue
College: Amhersi and Lafeyetic: Boston Institute of Technology,
and School of Natural History, besides nnuiy leachers of arade*
mies and high schools and several distinguUhcd spccialists, have
tnost geiierously voUmtecred thcir .aid in the dclcrmlInatlon of min-
erais, the onalysls of planes,and the classlficatlon of insects and other

animals. (Oh, yes; insecls are animdis—djd n't you know that?)
To all ihcsc gentlemen wc rclum infinite thunks, and now we
want siill 1uore asslstancc. A great many shells are scnt to us for

identificaciéon, and if some one who loves conchulo”y, and has
books and lahele<l speclincns and check*lisu. and all that, would
kindly ".ignify his willingnes.c lo help us out now and then with tlic
fiame of some refractor/ C/;/io or Ltlix; and if soiue one wisc 1M
fo.«slls would allow us lo .send him an occjusional relie of tite dIslant
past for idenvifitatlon, it would be h caiLse for still further gratitude,

The Associaiion Is working carnestiy, growing sieadHy, and
che latcst nutnher oti onr register w 4550.

N kvv CH/vrntK '

M jSiiiuf. RV o7/ Mrt/eWyyi VAL

384. .Anii Arbol', Micb, (A) .. 6..j. H, Brownc, Box *342.

~85. Philadelphin, Pa. (L) .. *ICc..Clinton R. Woodruff, 1723 N.
2uth St.

386. Pine City, Minn. (A) 6.. Miss Lilue M. Scephcii.

387. Baltimore, Md. (K) , $..1Cdward McDowell.

388. (ialcsburg, lowa (A) .., .12..C. F. Gctlemy.

389. Aubum, N. Y. (Ci.... 7-.H, N.Goodrich.

390. Chcester, Mas». (*\). 34. .Edwin O. Hapgood.

391. Meredith, N. H, (Ai,.. .I3..C. F. Robinson, North San-

bonuon, N. H.

lii Sepicmbor, my tklk Im.llicr cjuglu black cricket, and
pulled oir one of ils legs, wh.-ii a hair-siiake cnmnicnced to crawl
mitofthe crickol's botly. Uircclly after, another crawlcd out also.
We pul ihem into a bowl af waterand kept tlieni about two wcek".
wlien Iliey had increased in sizc, and tu dmible thcir former length.

Has any onc clse ever found them in crickets or other insccia?

- ZOA 000DWIN-
[I'rulc'sor Agassiz, in his " Melhods of Sludy,” tells uf finding
Itai T.snakus” iu ilie legs ofgrasshoppcrs. Ho says that ihcy aro

bnm iu water, work llieir way ihonce juto the legs of grasshoppers,
ihcnce into their Moinnchs, where they «row until they bursi ihc
iiiseci, whon they again seek iho water. We raust confoss to an
elevation of the eycbrovvs on first reading this rcmarkable staie-
inent in Krof- A'sbook—but this little girls letler is a strong cor-
roboratiun, If a leas distinguished aulliorily had written the book,
we should still coiijeciuic that the huir.siiakes are horn as parasites
in the body of the Insect. If not, how can they “ work tlieir way
into the legs of grasshoppers” V. We doii’t think uiuch of a grass*
hopper that would paliently endure the working-iii proccss.]

Onc of our membecrs fotiiid. iu a quarry in Maine, a very curious
kiud of gnuiite. The iiiinerals which tnmpose grailile, inslcad uf
beiag inixed as usual, were in laycre— firsl fcldspar, then quarte, anvl
miciv on lop. Matthv Packarp-

I think 1cnn give Mr, Tucker, of Oalveston, the fiame of the fish
he inentions. The Torpedo oeidoOi, or Kycd Torpedis It bclongs



to the Ray family, and lias wontlerful elcctrical powers. It hasa
regular series of galvanic battcries in iu body, arranged like a nnm-
her of voliaic piles. A full description is given in Kcv. J. G.Wood's
“ Natural History.” w . C, Pbii-lips

QUESTIONS FROM ChESTEF, Pa.

1 When did thc cnmet0/1858 pass Areturus?
2, in whatpail of the sky shoaid we look foi most meteors?
3, Can sciencc conquer rust?
4, How orewavesoflight measured ?
5, Is ihcregold under Philadelphia?
6, 1s thcte coal under Loir’on?

7, How are i-"bergs formcd ? , ,

8, Can nol other members send questons? [Jes, but these
should be wriiten on a sepdrate slip of papcrfrom the mam leccer;
as also should requcsis for exchange.l

gq. May persons send quesiions to thc A, A., if they themselves
know t)te answcrs? (Yes, and in that case the answcrs mustaccom-
pany the qucsiion.s.]

Requests.

CoiTcspondence”ith view to exchanges.— Robt, G. Leavitl, Sec.,
W ebster, Mass.
The Stroud, England, Chapter desire to thank iheir American

fiicnds for many kind lettcrs and offersofexchange. They are very
sorry that they can not, on account ofthe number, reply lo them ai.

Agalizod and pcrrified wood from rl\e Rocky Mountains.— H, L.
W alsworth, Box 277a, Denvcr, Col.

W ¢ Viish to know whether mackerel have scales.— A, A., Drifton,
Pa.

Labeled insects, for butterflies,— C. <C. Bcale, Faulkner, Mass.

Picase have the address of East Pittsburgh changed 10 “J. F.
McCune, Hroad street, East Piltsburgh, Pa,”

R ei'Orts from Chaptebs.

Would n't it be delightful to make a visiting tour among our
four hundred Chapiers, shakc hands with our five thmisand camcst
workers, inspcct tlie growing cabineis, and ask and answer the
many quesiions which start to the lip” Wcll, suppose wc start! and
here wc arc al Rryan, Ohlo. Miss Elhei GilUs, thc Secreiary of
Chapter 323, meets us and tells us that the Chapter is prospenng
finely, and shows us a new scrap-book, which it is proposed to fill
wkh choice cUppings. She does n’t say much abom Bryan— not
as much as we would like to hear — butwe shall have lime for that
by and by, Her Chapter has been grappling with the geodc giies-
rion, and condados ihai “ water deposited small particles of sand in
hollow cavilies, which in time became hardencd,” but there was
amlnority report from one who thinks that they were the homecs of
some species of inseci, and formed of mud, which has become
pctrified. _

But Bryan is far behind us, and v,e are m State College, Pennsyl-
vanin. By ihc way, how much gcography we can learn by finding
on the map the homeof each Chapter! Wc miglit take a map of
the United States and make a red doton cach town represented. The
map would look as if it had been sprinkicd with red pcppcr. Butto
return: Mr. GeorgeC. McKee thinks it i$“ bad ncws” that four
brave, perscverlng mcmbers are kccping np their inlcrest in llie
A. A., when “seven of twelve have rcsigned, and onc gone away
on a JongvUit.” By no means! Foursealous workers are better
iban a hundred half*hcarced oucs. A Chapter never loses anything
byprtinmg.

W hiii a leap! A snifl* of salt air, a long ocean voyAge m a second
of imaginaiion, And we stand in Yokohama, Japan. “ | have read
with great Inierest,” says H. Loomis, "in regard lo the AL A. |
have made a collection of butterflies, This is Awoiidcrful couniry
for the study of nature, To visic the lish"markel is Ukc going to a
museum. 1§ gothere a fish oia very odd shape. le is aboutan inch
and a half long, and covcred with a hard scaly or bony subsmnce.
I should be glad to coircspond with any who desire lo oblain «peci-
mcns oi wood, fiahes, butterflies, etc.

Home again, and in Ncwport, R. 1, F.J. Coiton kindly shows
USthc fine cabinetof his Chapter. We nolice especially t)ie largc
collecdon of Insects, and the skulls of a sheejJ, a cat, a rat, and a
lurtle. They have found that homeblendc is in nearly every smne
flowers as high os seven feet from the ground, W e aro much pleased
by Alittle saJt-water aquarinm, which seems to be prospenng well,
and are quite aslonlshed to see a yellow warbicr’s ncst eA/our
stories. Evory boy knows that when the mischievous cow-bunting
lays her cumbrous eggs among thc dainty treasurcsof the yoliow
warblcr, that rcsolute bird sacnficcs her own, and seals them and
the Inuuder in @ commou lomb by bullding a second nest riglu
on top of thc ofd one. Ilut who oise ever ftnindacase like ihfs,
where thc paticot warblcr had builther nestfour times over ?

From Rhotle Island to Kansas without a jar or a joli! WVillic
Plank says thisis the town oi Independenco, and ihai thc Chapter
is prognjssing, Atevery meeting essays are read, and he has col-
lectcd individually nearly one hundred plafifs.

While stopping at Independencc, wc get a letier from Boston,

Mass., in which Miss Edhh Buflum tclls us that Chapter s6i has
increased its mcmbcrship to twenty-two, and thatitis known among
its memhers as the “ Wood, Field, and Shore" Chapter.

Now for a pleasnnt little vislc at Ottumwa, lowa, where is onc of
the most ancient and honorable of our Chaplers, No. 15, nearly
two years oid! The cnthusiastic Secretaiy, Will R. Ughton,
says: “ Our society is duing splendidly. Thirry*three active and
as many honorary mcmbern.” “How about those geodesT"
we ask. "W e have been debatmg that question. Some of us
think one way and some another, Some say, agatcs are férmcd
by water which holds sllica, oi*lj and the color!ng mailcr of the
difléreni layers in soUuion. This water filicrs into cavilies and
dcposits its mincrals there, and as opal does not crystalliie, the
sihca also is prevented from forming its crysials. Now, agate
gcodes must "ht formed in the same way, ihc only diflercnce
Ajng that in the geode there is no opa), and consequenily the
quaris crystals develop perfectly. W hat seems lo be a prcof of the
non-intervention of animal or vegetable lifc is the formatlon of
Acave, Mammoih Cave, for instunce, is nothing but a monstrous
lime-sione geude. Another proof is that geodesore found In irap-
rocks, whiA were formed before Ufe appeared on the earth.”

Whilc we are in lowa, and thinking of geodes, wc must step
over to Waverly without fall, and have a chat with Mr. L, L.
Goodwin, who has sent so many fine spcclmen» to diflerenl metn-
bers of the A. A. “ My first acquaintance with geodes,” he say?,
“was about seven ycars ago. Finding them closely associated
with other forms of animal life, 1jumped to the conclusién thni they
were of animal origin. Since the queston was first asked in
St. NtCHOIi.AS, | have given the su”ect mote careful attention, and
am fully convinccd that my first impres-"ion was coixect | find
in their Immediate vicinily, above, below, and around them, shells,
bivAlve and univalve, fishes. and other soris of animal remains.
Ilie geodesare nearly al) of thc same genera) form, as much «o &
any class of animals, and of all slecs from peas to pumpkins,
showing giowth. The small ones v;ist)y prepondcrate, as the
young always outnumber the oid in all .sorw of animals. 1 con*
eludo, therefore, that \vhen these liniestone bluffs were first formed
from soft mud, ilie sedimcnt retained the animals whose remains
wc now find in the rocks, and .among others, doubtless some
animal of a fleshy or canilaginous bo”. perhaps having a ihin,
fi~il Shell 1lke Asea-urchin, of soHdity sumcient lo hold thc scdimeni
in place unili it hardencd. Then the whole ~dy wastcd away,
a concreiionaiy shell having formed around it, and during thc
sncceeding ages ihis shell became fined with beautiful crysials.”

On our way home, we look in upon a Chapter very recentiy
oi"Anised in Galesburg, 11!., Charles F. Getlcm” Secreiary.
Their cabinet already contains a number of insects. The boys arv
making new cabincis, and “ preparing fora busy, dcligluful time ni
the near fuiurc.” They are also collecting cocoons, and intemf
10 watch thc nioths and buiicrflics "hatch out.” Corning back
10 I-enox, wc are just in time lo take from the posttoffic'
the following condensed rcports from Chaplers assigncd i*
John F. Glosser, Berwyn, Pa.: The mcmbers of Chaptd
126, East Philadelphia, now wcar thetr new solid silver bAdges.—
Chapter joq (C), Waahinjgton, D. C. has a new consUtuiioii
and oy-laws. From the editor's book, which Isrcad al e.ich meei-
mg. wc make the following extracis; “ sApphires include thc
ruby, topaz, and amechyst.” “ The disiinciion between rocks and
mincrals was first notcd by Cronstcdi In 2758.”  “ Silver be
hammcred Inio shecrs x-1000,000 of an inch thick.” (One miuiondi
of an inch wc should say.) " The ash tree puts on us leavcs
cariler and sheds them later than auy other tree.”

W hile, as will be rc.ndilyjudged from the foregoing reports, thc
A. A, ishighly prosperous, xc, of course, has happened in regardto
a comparatively few Chaplers that thc reverse is truc. The fol-
lowlng have been dlscontinued: Nos. 3, 4, 6z, 84, 88, 94, 112» 22-,
136, 158, 163, 244, and 34x. Various causes have been assjgne«l,
removal from town, gradoatlon from school, dylng out of cnthu*
siasm, iniemal dissenslon. The Inw ofthc “ survival of thc filtcsi
holds good wich our society, whethcr it does in nature or nol-
The years are an excellent filter, and through them come
the hoys and girls of real carnesincss of purpose, and strength
of perseverance, It must nceds happen that limes of dullnc'S
come to cvery Chapter, Then is thc time for hardest work and
most falthful cndcavor, I-ct the drones drop out, let the dis*
AiTected go thcir way. bul let thc worhers stick lo it, even If, {'S
in onc or two cases we could namc, only onc member remains ui
a Cltapter. Iiy and by, others will again catch his insplration, and
the Ch.Tpler will grow larger and more j*rosperous than ever.
You may ask thc Secreiary of Albany “ A ” if ihis is not sol Py
thc way, if Any Chapter does feel thatit can nol longor hold togcthcr,
itwill do uca great favor, and «ave the whole assuchtioii confusion,
if itwill kindly notlfy thc Prcsident promptly of lUs own deccase.

All Communications .nre 10 be scni to

H abtan H. Bai.lahd,
Principal of Ixjnox Academy, Lcnox, Mass.



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

Thakspose the Iclters on each piate iii such a way as to lorm tbe
Find .olso, in
i

ofthe material out ofwhich the piate is made.
ilie ulu«traiion, thirty.five words cxplaining llie purzle.

i*

DIAMOND.
1. flutler. 2. A metal, 3, A New York daily papcr. 4. Aii
ancienl musical insirament. 5. Muscular powcr and control. 6.
A diocesc. 7. In flutter. W, H.

DIAMOND IX A HALP-SQUAIUS.

HALr*SQUARE, Across: 1. Vcneraied, 2. Eatcn away. 3,
Balloted. 4. A dclightiul regién. 5. A color. 6. Two*thirds of a
color. 7. In diamond.

Included Diamond, x. In adverilsemenl. s. A wand. 3.
Balloied. 4- A cave. 5. In adverusement. pkank s.

NOVPI. ACROSITIC.

E, cuof the words described concains live leuers. W hen thcsc
are nghtiy guessed. and placed one beluw another In tho order here
given, the second line of lettere will spell the filame of a celebrated
commander® and the fifth line the nanie of a famous poct. Both
were bom m B'ebniary.

Cross-'vobds: 1. To weavc so as to producediagonal Unes or
ribs. 2. Work, 3. Emploving. 4. Green cormoranls, 5, SUght
quarreb. 6. W'rath. 2. hiimblc. 8. Quiet. 9. A inark jn pune-
tuaclon. 10. Eats away. oilbert r.

OO03IBINATION PUZZLE.

Tur diagonal», from left lo right (reading downward), naine a
country that is said to be oppresscd by a country formed by the
diagonal» reading from righi 10 Icfi.

Cross*woris: 1. Tlresome. 2. Supphcatin® earnesily. 3.
Vehicles on ranners. 4. Ardcntin hehalf of on object. 5- Bellow-
ing as a calf, 6. A moment. 7, To bre.nk vipa military organiza-
lion.

| Cro«s*\vords: i. Angry: behead and leave proporlion 2.
A truant; behead, and Icavc .oWe. 3. Dbck; behead, and jeavc
gaunt. 4. To acqulre knowledge: henead, and luave to merit by
labor. 5. Separated : behead, and leave a portion- f For this
occasion: henead, and lIcnve at one time. 7. A sleeping vision;
behead and leave iwcnry qulre.e s . ,

Thcbheheadcd leiicrs nnme the coiinity formed hy the djagonals,
whicli read from Icit to right: and the four Iclters reprcscnicd by
ihc heavier dots, when righily placed, spell a characienstic of that
country. i .

11, "CROS”™w ords: i. a feather: curiad, and leave araisin. 2.
A wading bird: cnnnil, and leave the principal pcrsonage of a
story. 3. Moved like a pcnduhim; ciirtail, and feavu a graceful,
web-fooled bird. 4. An elongated picture: curtail, and leave a piate
of glass. 5. The animals of any giveo area: cunail, and leave one
of a clas.s of mythologicai deiiies, similar 10 the saiyrs. 6. An
enchanlress: ctinnil, and leave a father. 7. Released fmm capiivity;
curtail, and Icftve iinfeltered.

The curcalled leiters iame ihe countiy formed by ihe diagonals,
which read from right lo left; and the eight lettcra represeni”® by
tile heavier dots, when rlghily placed, «pell a characterisiic of that
coiinrry.



LUOVEIitB nUBVUI

Tht? answer is a familiar pro™'e”b.

WOUD-SQrAKES.

1. 1. 7 nii capital city of a western State. 7.

A rowardcf merii.
3. A maxim. 4. The mother of Ishmael.

5- Active.

I, t. A fissure- 2. Swiftncss. 3. Pcrtaining uja hind of pop-
lar. 4. A horse. 5, Improvcs. .

111, j. A sweutvegetable product. ?. Custom. 3. High wiiids.
4. A deputy. 5 Pauses ALUK n.

DO1IBLE AUROAMTIC,

My primal» and final», read in eonnection, form threc isords which
fiame an asimnorDlcal eveni,

Cross*'vhi>s: 1. A beginner in lesirning, A cham of rock*;

ANSWEKS 'Ji PUZZLES
RiDDLE. | bar Arabi. Chahade. Opera-glass.

NuMBFiCAL Enigma, If all the year were playing holidayi*,
10sport would be as tedious as 10 work-

TBAN* i*osmoKs,Diagonals, New Year sG ifts, Cross-wori>".
I Weni-newt. 2. lcrn-rcnt 3. Wens-news. 4 Troy-lory. 5. Keel-
leek. 6. Pidm-laim). 7, Pore-rope. 3, Sucd-used. 6, Agcs-i*age.

10, Evil.levi. 11. Fits-sifl. 12. Tags-stag. 13. Oaks-soak.
Diagonals- Emervon- Cwoss-wouui.: i. F.ver. a. Amen, 3.
Trec. 4, Near. 5. ResL 6. Foot, 7, Ncsi,
FkAciions, Christmas, j. M-Al-ue. o. Minneso-Im, 3
M-SS.ippi. 4. New H-ampshi-R.e, s Wir-C-onsm. 6. Alaba-M-a.

addressed lo St Nicholas -'Riddlcbox,

near the surface of the water. 3. A sabdivist<iii of the Black Sea,

4 Abvurdity 5. A sirong man. 6. A .einall river of Brasil, 7,

I’ail of ;»nelephant. “ KATY-OID."
PStliFIX I'U ZZIiE .

A LEiTBit far down in the alphabct, |

May be found in comply, but never in slgu.

Prelix btit a letter and plainly you 11 seo
That a ready assent is impted by me.

Now prefix another, through darkness | plerce,
In summer | fall on tho earcli hoc and fierce.

If preceded by three, 1 js rcully quite plain
‘fhat | mean tu entreat c’en again and ag.aiu.

To n!l of these Iclters now prefix one more,
1 IHL dashed far aloft 'mid ihe breakers’ dull ro.ar.
“ Nt'TSJIULL."
A FEBUIAUY I*T:ZZLE.

Takr one word fiom another, and leave a complete word,
pie: Take a marsh from a yellowish paint,
Answer; Gam*bog-c.

j. Ttlkc to utler from hou.ses occupied by communilies ol reii xoi »
recluses, and leave studies atLenlively. 2. Take W decian; fi»' i >
(lattercr, and leave more desiiiutc of color, 3. l’akc to prajse )ii
acclamations, and leave cavlifes, 4. Take alwtws from a jb
haré, and leave to allow, 5. Take a refugc for .eongstcrv ~om
uprighinti«, and leave a cry of the ohase, » 6. T.ake an aquaic
from har~hly, and Icavc cunning. 7, Take a small mcasui' of
Jenglhfrora winced, and leave ran away. 8. Take lo dcnoni-patc
from denominated anew, and leave a color. 9. lakc level trXja n
number and leave a kind of pen. - >

1 ofthe syncopatcd words contain four leitcrs, and lhelr |rt|val
form tlie answer to the following:

>.xfu '
and kave a spori

CIU)SS*\VO«D ENIGM.V.

In Steve, notin Fred;

In Sam, notin Ed:

Id WIU, not in Nlick:

In Joe, notin Dick:

In Naie, not bi HUI:

In Tom, not in W ill;

In Ike, noL in Ed j

In Lon, not In Fred;

In James, notiu Paul:
Whole, airisfave prized by all

td

IN JANUARY NUMBER.

DoOuiiLE Cross-wora Enigma, jamiary— Skacing.

PiCTOItiAL PitzzLB, Two. Thc sccond person is seen byiinun*
Ing the picture.

DOLOLE Diamond in a Rhomboiu- Rhotn”~id, Across. j
W idiw 2. Nornad. 3. I*ided 4. Tenor. 5, Steam.

DouBLR AcitiRTic. Primal», HoUday : finais, Present. Un*vy
words: 1, HemP, 2, OratoR. 3. l.anE 4. 1biS. 5. DronK
6. ArasaN, 7. YachT,

Star Puzzle. 1. From xto 3, brew; 3 tn 4, dead; 3 to 5, warp.
410 1, drab: 5 to 7, pard. 1l. From i lo 3,Ir<»d; to 4,torn; 3m
drew: 4 10 x, nenl; s wari.

T he llames of ihosc ™hr>send suUilions are pcinied in the scci.nd nHM BEF ﬁfEéF thaein whieh ih@ puzzles EB%’&V. Answer» shotilO be

A hswehs to all

Ir — Challes 1 Durbrow—John C. and Wni. V, M oses-"
— HclenE. Mahan— Alicc 1J. Ciése— Papa, Mamma and Liilio C.

L“ i;ar7 BeiullwSIldrM efrinannn B. W hitehead, i -" W

“care0fT he Centubv Co, 33 East b
THE Puzzles m THE D ecemueh NminER were rc«i«d, before Decemiierjo.from/~~"" MWW

" Two Indusirious Children '- H.

eventeenth siteei, New York o

“ ?2"rhud

K
l.ippcrt— l.izzie Owcn— U ara and her Airat— Uara J. Child. "

ie and Mayrie." t-E fe "

i-Anr.]Je,.M abel, and Plorei.ce K.i.gli., 5 - 1Jorence Jone”a-C hns?"
Hatlie Weisel, 2— 1|

— May Irving

Edith K. r

VVoodtuff, m

Imim» 8— (

Pine,” 8 — Elizabeth. 7— L

Wallace,57"Pem|e,' 7—H. K. Roynokls 3— Aniy B. C, 3.
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