THE BROKEN PITCHER,

[After ihe painting by Gretire.]
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In thc saloon devoted to French artists in the
gallery of the Loiivre there is one picture which
it is often difficult to approach, so surrounded is
il hy copying artists and admiring visitors.

W hen you do get nearenough to see it, you find
tliat it represents a charming young girl, ivith a
sweetness and a dewy freshness about her only
cquaicd by the handful of delicate loose flowers
"hich she holds gathered up in her white dress.
On her arni hangs a brokcn pitcher, and it is
from this that the picture is called “ La Criiche
Cassée” (The Broken Pitchcr).

It was painted by Jean Baptiste Greuzc, a French
martist, horn in Tournus, in 1726, In his early
youth his great ambition was to produce large his-
torical works j but having failed in this, he began
to paint domestic sccnes, generally from thc life
ofthe poor, and in these he greatly excelled.

He became widely known for his portraits, also.
At that time, a very artificial style of painting pre-
'mailed. Every one who intended to have a portrait
"’ished to be represented in the charactcr of some
god or goddess, Apollo or Venus or Diana. And so
long as their chceks were very rosy, and thcir oyes
very large and very beautiful, and there were plenty
of cupids about, sitters did not particularly carc
whciher the pictures looked like them or not.

Rutwhen Greuze began to paint, he thnist aside
all this affectation and painted people as he found
d'em, making his portraits life-like and yet en-
dowed with a freshness and charm which he alone
could impart.

There are many pictures of his extant, but of
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them all none is so popular as “ The Broken

Pitcher”; and 1 am surc you would not wonder at
this if you could see thc charming simplicity and
grace and the tender, hannonious coloring of the
“ dainty little inaiden” in the original painting.

Greuze, although successful as an artist, ivas
very unfortunato in his private affairs. During his
iong life his pictures had brought him a modérate
fortune, but this seemed to slip away from him in
one way and another. Then carne the terrible
French Revolution, which put an end to any hopes
he might have had of rctrieving his fortunes by his
pcncil. It banisbed the Court and the ivcaltliy
nobles, who were the artist’s chief patrons, and the
people who were left were far too busy with public
affairs to care for pictures.

So it happened that his paintings sold for almost
nothing, and were often to be found among the
riibbish ofa coppcrsmith or exposed for sale in the
Street stalls.

This must have Isccn very liard for an artist to
bear; but Greuze was a brave man, and took his
misfortuncs checifiilly. Nothing seemed to have
powcr to Isreak down his courage.

He carried his brightncss in his face and showed
it in his briskness when, as an ofid man of seventy,
he took his daily walk, leaning on the arm of his
servant. A curious figure he must have bccn, too
—a quaint little oid man, with his eyes still full of
fire, his white liair powdercd and dressed fantas-
tically in pigeon-wings, which stood out stiffly on
cithcr side of his smiling face.

At length, thc Government of France decreed



that apartments iii the Palace of the Louvre
should be placed at the disposal of artists and
literary men, and one was assigned to Greiize.
Here he dicd in 1805, with only his daughter and
one friend near him.

Onthe day ofhis deaththe sun shone brightly into
his room, whereupon the cheery okl manremarked:
“ I shall have fine weather for my journey.”

W hen Napoledén heard that Greuze had died m
great destitution and ne”lect, he cried; W hy
was | not told of it? | would have given him a

Sévres pitchcr full of gokl to pay him for all his
broken pitchers.”

Greuze spent his last days in painting his own
portrait and that of his daughter. His was con-
sidered the bestin the Sal6n" of 1805.

“You can scllit fora hundred francs, Caroline,”
he said to his daughter. It was the only fortune
he could leave hcr. But his daughter sold her own
portrait and kept her fathev's.

In 1868, a marble statuc was erected to Greuze
in the public square of Tournus, his native place.

THE WRONG COAT.

By Rose Terry Cooke.

“Fire! Fire!”

Jack Parry rubbed his eyes, as he sprang out of
his cot-bed in ihe loft, and instinctively hurried on
his trousers. His father’s head rose above the
ladder, just as he shuffled on his shoes, shoutmg;
“ Flurryup, | tell ye! woods afire! Comin’ this
way quicker’n scat! ”

jack scrambled down the ladder without stop-
ping for his jackct. He knew what that news meant
—he had heard about forest fires before. His father
had always thoughtthatthe creek whichran in front
of their house would guard them, but now the an
was dark with smoke, and he could hcar the roar
and crash of the forest falling before its mighty
foe, while sharp.gusts of wind swept ashes far and
wide over the grain-fields of the farm. Bul the fire
was still on the other side of that sloiv, narrow
stream: could it, would it keep the enemy from
their house and barns ?

It would not do to run the risk. jack, at a word,
went off to harness the horses, and put them to tho
big wagoén, while his father hclped bis mother to
gathcr a few wraps and valuables together, and
drcss the frightened, screaming baby.

W hen the Parrys moved to Michigan, (,randpa
Dibble, who always objected to everytliing, said to
his son-in-law;

“ But how ’ll ye edicatc the childcrn, John.'”

« 1don’tknow, Father,” said John Parry. “ Sary
Il teach 'm to read an’ write, prob’ly, and 1l
insure thoy ’ll learn to mind an’ be honest. | take

it that these two things will have to undcrlay any
edication that ’s good for shucks; wc must risk the
rest,”

Obediencc and boncsty Jack had indeed been
thoroughly taught. He had never harncssecl tlic

horses alone before, but at his fathcr’s order he
went to work manfully, and was all ready whei!
the others carne to the house-door.

“ Oh, Jack! no coat on?” said the delicato.
trcmbling little mother.

“ Can’t stop forit now,” said John Parry. “ It
life or death, Sary ! There goes a big white-wood
smash acrost the crick! Run the critters, Jack-
the fire ’s after us !”

In another moment they were beyond the house.
but not an instant too soon, fora burning branch,
whirled on by the fiercc wind, swept through the
air and ht on the roof, which lilazed likc papvr
beneath it

Jack lashed the terrified horses into a run, whik
his father, on the back seat, held the sick baby iii
one arm, and put tire otiier about his wife to steady
her.

The air grewheavier and hotter; the roadswere
roiigh, the wagon-springs hard. Blindccl with
smoke and frightened at the nearing roar of storm
tind flame, the horses flew on beyond tho power uf
any guiding hand. There was a sudden liirch, tlie
whecls tiltcd on a log by the wayside, and the back
seat pitchcd out behind, with all its occupants!
Jack cUmg to the reins instinctively, but he could
no more stop the horses than he could arrcst the
whirlwind and fire behind liim. Father, motbyr,
sister, all were tossecl into the track of the fire like
clry leaves, and never again did he see one <f
them. Tlicir fatc was certain: he could oniy hope
it had been sudden and sure death.

Carried on by a forcé he could not control ot
resist, Jack whirled along, the flames nearing him
cvery moment, til!, just as he felt their hot hreath
on his neck, the maddened horses reached the lakc-
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shore, and plunged headlong into its waters. But
he, at least, was safe, for the shock threw him out
on the sand.

Poor Jack! In the morning he was a hearty,
happy boy, asleep in a good home; at night a
homelcss, penniless orphan, with scarcc clothes to
coverhini. Days passed over his head in a sort of
blank inisery. A few others, escaped also from the
devouring flaraes, shared with him their scanty
food; a kindly woman gave him an oid woolen
sack she ill knew how to spare to cover his ragged
shirt, and he found a pair of India-rubbers lying
(in the shore, which concealed his worn shoes; liut
a more desoiate, helplcss crcaturc than.the poor
boy can hardly be iinagincd.

After a week or two, he bcggcd his \iay to
Pompo,— a settlcment farther up the lake, which
had notbeen touched by the great fire,— and heard
there that good people at the East liad sent on
clothes to be distributed among those «ho had
lost theirs. He soon got a chance to ride over
on a lumber-wagon to thc nearest place where
these things were given out,—a town ten miles
beyond Pompo,— and thcrc the agcnt gave him
a couple of shirts, a warm vcst, a pair of half-
worn black trousers, and a very good coat of
inixed cloth, that until then had proved too small for
the men who had applied for clothes. But as Jack
'vas fifteen, and large for his age, it Just fittcd him,
.and once more clothed, neat, and clean, he went
back to Pompo, where he had found a place to
work on a farm, happier than he had been for a
long time.

It was night when lio returned to thc farm, and
'lilite bed-timc; so he ate some bread and milk
Mrs. Smith had saved for him, and went up
tn liis garret chamber. As he took off his new coat
to hang it up, with a boy’s curiosity he explored
all its pockcts. In one he found a half-soiled hand-
kerchicf, just as if the owiicr had taken the
coat down from the closet peg and sent it off
«ithout a thought, for the garment ivas almost
new. Butundcrneath the handkerchief, lying loose
ill the bottom of the pockct, were two twenty-
clollar bilis!

Jack’s heart gave a great bound; hcrc iras a
windfall indeed, and he began to think what he
should do withthis small fortune. But perhaps
there was something else in the other pockct—
yes, here was a letter directed, sealed, and stamped,
all ready to mail; and in a small iiiii
pocket he found three horse-car tickets, a cigar-
ette, and a three-cent piece. In thc other
breast-pocket were a gray kid glove, and a card
with the fiame, “ James Agard, Jr.” He looked
at the letter again; on one cérner was printed:

Return to James Agard & Co., Dcerford, Conn.,

if not dclivercd in ten days.” Jack was not a
dull boy, and it flashed across him at once that this
coat had been put into thc box l)y raistakc; it
must have belonged to James Agard, Jr. He
looked again at the handkerchief, and found that
flame on tho cérner.

W hat should he do? The coat had been given
to him— why not keep it? He sat down on his
bed to think. His short end of tallow candle liad
gone out, but thc late-risen moon poured a flood
of mellow light through his window and seemed
to look him in tlie face. W liile he thinks thc thing
out at the West, let us take up thc Eastern end of
the story.

Just tliree days after thc great fires, certain
prompt young pcoplo in a New England church
congrcgation carne together in the pailors of that
church to rcceivc and pack clothing for the burnt-
out suffercis ; and for a week contriijutions poured
in upon them, and gave them work for botli head
and hands. Into this busy crowd one day
hurried a slight, active young man, dressed in a
gray business suit.

“ Hallo !” he called out, checrily. “ I °’ve come
to help the old-clo’boxes along. Give me work
at once, Mrs. Brooks— anything but sewing.”

Mrs. Brooks laughed.

“ Can you pack a barrel, Mr. Agard ?”

“ Yes, indeed; just pile on the things,” and he
went to ivork with an alacritythat showcd he knew
how to do Iris work. This energetic little man
packed more than onc barrel before night, and, in
order to work better, threw his coat asicle, as the
rooms were warm. W hen evening camc, he drew
himself up with a laugh, exclaiming;

“There! | can‘go West, young man,’ ;uid
earn my living as a pork-packer, if you '11 only
iccommend me. Mrs. Brooks.”

“That | will,” said she, “ and others, too. We
have sent off ten barréis since you carne in, Mr.
Agard; we had to hurry, for thc freight train left
at four o’clock.”

Just then he turned to look for his coat. It was
not where he left it. He searchcd the room in vain,
and at last called out:

“ Has anybody seen my coat?”

“ Whci'c did you leave it? " asked Georgc Bruce,
a young man who liad also iDeen packing very
busily.

“ On the back of that chair.”

“ Was it a gray mixed sack?”

“Yes.”

“ Well, sir, it’s gone off to the sufferers, then.
| saw it on the chair, thought it was a contribu-
cion, packed it, hcadcd up the barrel, and sent it
to the train.”



* W hat!
coat off!

Yon Te a nice fellow, Bruce— sent my
How am | to gct home?”

“ It is too bad,” said Mrs. Brooks. “ ITI take
you home in the carriage, Mr. Agard.”
“ Thank you, kindly ; but thatisn’tall. | had

forty dollars in one pocket, and a lettcr to be
mailed with a thousand-dollar check in it. | must
hun-y home and have that check stopped; the
bilis will go for an involuntary contribution, | sup-
pose. Bruce, | feel like choking you i”

“And | 'm willing to let you, Jim, if it’ll relieve
your mind. It was outragcously careless of me.
| don’t suppose there ’s the slightest chance of
tracingit.”

“ No more than a dropped penny in Broadsvay.
Miss Van Ness wont have her Jacqueminot roses
for the german, though, and I Il tell her it was
your fauU— | can’t throw away any more dollars
on nonsense. But |’m not sure the money is lost
asmuch as it might have been, oid fellow. Mrs.
Brooks, | 'm ready.”

And so James Agard went home, stopped pay-
ment of the check by a tclegram, and sent an
excuse to Miss Van Ness for not attending her
german. The roses were to have been a surprlse
to her, so she did not miss them.

W c left Jack sitting in the moonlight, doubting
and distressed. Buthe did not sit there long, for
suddenly there carne to him a recollection of what
his father had said conccrning his education to
Grandpa Dibble; his mother had repcated it to
him so often that it was fixed in his incmory. He
hid his face in his hands, for it grcw hot with
shame, to think he had. not seen at once that he
must send the coat back to its owner. Jack did
nothcsitate— the right thing mustbe done quickly.
He folded the coat as well as he knew how, replac-
ing everything in the pockets, except the three-
cent piece, forwhich he had ause. Then, quite surc
that Mr. Smith, who had hired him, was not the
man to understand or approve his action, he made
up his mind not to wait till the morning, but to
go directly back to Dayton, where he had received
his clothes, and where~thc nearest express office
wasstationed. He could not return the coat to the
agent, for he had distributcd all the clothes dcs-
tined for that point, Jack Iseing one of the last
applicants, and had gone on farther with the rest;
so he rolled it in a newspapcr and slipped down-
stairs with his shoes in his hand, putting on over
his vest the oid red sack he had worn before, and
set out for Dayton.

. He had to beg his breakfast when he reached
the town; then he bought a shect of brown paper,
a string, and a postal card with the three-ccnt
piece, and, sitting down on the sunny side of a

lumber pile, made the coat into a neat bundle,
firmly tied.

He asked the use of pen and ink at the express
office, directed his package and wrote his postal as
foilows, for he could write well, though a little un-
certain as to his spelling:

“ INAVTON, *

| send you by express lo Day a coai which igolin
the ciése sent toburnd out fbkes here, i doant believe it ought lo
hev come, so xsend it to the namc onio the lerer, all things Withio
except 3 sents uscd for paper, string, and kard.

“ Dear Sir:

“Jack Parry."

Jack felt a great weight off his mind when the
bundle was fairly out of his hands. It was hard to
send away help he needed so much— harder for a
homcless, pcnniless boy than you know, dear Tom
and Harry— you who have never been hungry,
ragged, and orphaned.

And he not only lost his coat, but his place, for
he knew very well, when he left the farm-house,
that Mv. Smith, who was a hard and mean man,
would never take back a boy who ran away the
first night of his Service, especially if he knew it
was to return a good coat with money in the
pocket.

Still he felt that his father and mother would
have thought it was dishonest to keep it, and, with
the courage of a resoluta boy, he felt sure he could
find work in Dayton. But he did not. There were
plenty of boys,and men, too, already asking for
work, and nobody knew him, fior had he any
recommendations. For severai nightshe sleptinan
cmpty freight-car near the railway station, doing a
little porter’s work to pay for this sheltcr; then he
did some things about the tavern stable for his
board, sleeping in the shed, or on the hay-mow ;
and once in a while ho caught himself wishing he
had that forty dollars to get back to Connecticut,
where he had distant relatives. But thc quick
thought “ Whatwould Mothersay?” repressedthi’
wish at once.

At last he found steady work on a farm out of
town, with small wages. But he had a loft and a
bed to himself, and his chief work was to drive
a team into Dayton and back with produce, oj
to fetch lumber, coal, and fced for his employcr
and thc neighbors.

Onc day, about a month after he went to this
place, as he was driving a load of coal past thc
express office, walking his horses, for the load
was heavy and the mud decp, thc clerk saw him,
and, running to the door, called out:

“ Say, young fellow I D’ you know anybody namc

of Jack Parry ?” N
“ 1 guess so,” said Jack, with a smilc ; “ that’s
my fiame. W hat’s to pay? ”
“ Nothin’—it’s prepaid. | had a faint rck-
lektion that a fellow about your size left a package



here a while ago directed to James Agard. |
was n’t real sure 't was you, for you are n’t rigged
out so fancy as you was. W hat have you done with
that red jackct, sonny ? Haw ! haw !haw!”

lack colorad i he had on an oid ovcrcoat of
thé farmer’s, but the red sack was under it, for he
had no othcd coat.

“Well, anyhow, here ’s a bundle for Jack
Parry, and | reckon that ’s for you, since nobody
else has called for it; and it ’s got a kind of a label
011 to the tag, same as letters have; ‘Return to
James Agard & Co., Deerford, Conn., ifnot called
forin onc month.” And the mcjnth’s a’most up,
too,—it’s a nigh thing for you.”

Jack did not know what to think or say. He
signed a reccipt for the bundle, putit t:p on the
coal, and hastily went on his way.

He did not get home till after dark, and when
supper was over and all his work done he could
only go to bed and wait for morning, as ho never
was allowed a light in his loft, and he did not
want to open the package till he was alone. But

with the first dawning light he sprang up eagerly
and untied the string. There lay the gray coat,
and with it the rest of the suit, a set of warm
underclothing, and, on top of all, a Icttcr running
thus:

“ Deerfobd, Conn.
“Jack Parry: 1
Dayton.

other,

am glad ihcte h such an honcsi hoy in
1 wish there were more here, but we want you for an-
anyv.*ay. If you are out of work, and 1 tlink perhaps
you art, for 1 know how it is round the burnt dbtricts, you wul
find money in the breast-pockei of your coat 10 buy a ticket for
this placo. James Agard Se Co. want a boy in
want an honest one. Come

ihcir siote, and
promptly, and bring ihis )elter to

ideniify yourself James Agard, Jr.”

“ Oh, if Mother only knew it!” was the quick
thought that glistened in Jack’s happy eyes, and
chokcd him for a moment, as he laid down the
lotter.

Perhaps she did.

He isin Agard & Co.’s great Wholesale store on
the Deerford wharves now, and does credit to
James Agard, Jr.’s, recommendatlon.

And it all carne of sending the wrong coat!




BEN BRUIN.

By Lucy Larcom.

Little Ben Bruin ran over the hill;

The morning was frosty, the pine-trees were st.ll.

And the sunshine lay bright on the new-fallen snow.
Said little Ben Bruin; “ Now, where shall 1 go.
They all think me safe in the stable, nodoubt;
But what are my paws for, if not to get out.
Must | live with the horses and donkcys? Not e
The world is before me— my luck I will try.

Ben Bruin trudged on till an hour before noon;

Then hesaid to himself; “ | shall starve to death soon.
Not an acom or nut have | found in tlns wood;

There is plenty of nothing but snow. If | could,

For a taste of the dinner at home, | d run back;

But, somehow or other, | 've lose my own track.

Ho ! ho ! there ’s a sight | have not seen before

A little red house, with a half-open door’

I tliink 1 'l step in, for | 'm weary and lame.”

Ben Bruin was little, you see, and quite tame;

He feared neither children, fior women, fior men,

Thou~'h he did like a frec fovest-stroll now and then.
Harry’ Hunter had petted tho young orphan bear,

Since his father the oid ones liad shot m thcir lair;

And to school he had not been forIMdden to go—

That he would not be welcomc, pray, how could he know.

Ben Bruin stepped into the cntry, and there

Little cloaks, hoods, and tippets were hung up iviih carc,
And small luncheon-baskets bcneath, in a row.
Something good in those baskets, I smdl and | know,
Said little Ben Bruin, and on his hmd paws

He balanced himself, while his nosc and his jaws

Found business enough. Flark! a step . pit-a-pat.

Little Rose W hite carne in, and saw what he was at.
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Pretty Rose of a school-mate so rough had not dreamed;

She turned palé, and then red; then she laughed, then she screamcd.
Then the door of the school-room she threw open wide,

And little Ben Bruin walked in at her side,

Straight up to the school-raaster’s desk. W hat a rush

For the door and the windows! The teachcr called, “ Hush!”

In vain, through that tempest of terrified squeals;

And he, with the children, soon took to his hcels. «

Ben Bruin looked blank at the stir ho had made;
As a bear-baby might, he felt rather afraid,

Like the rest of the bables, and after them ran.
Then over again the wild hubbub began,

And Ben, seeing now that all this was no play,
From the rout he had raised in disgust turned away,
While he said to himself; “ If | ever get home,

In another direction hercaftcr | ’ll roarn.”

Alas! for Ben Bruin’s brief moniing of fun!

Behind him a click—and the bang of a gun!

And when Harry Hunter went seeking his pet,

The snow by thc school-house with red drops was wet;
And pretty Rose White felt so sad that she cried

To see the boy mouiui for thc bear that liad died.

And this is the sloty of little Ben Bruin,

W ho found through a school-house the door-way to ruin.



that

sly oi-d

THAT SLY OLD

By wiLLIAM O.

“Deah me! Dey’s
jes’ one moah vow ob
taters. 1 ’s liocin’ de
bes” 1 know.”

Julius leaned on bis

hoe for a moment.

His bright black face

wasturned a littic anx-

iously toward the front

fence. Over in the

road beyond that there

stood a white boy, of about his own sizc, and he
was calling:

“QOuiblQuib! Come here!

“ Dar he goes!” said Julius.

“Dcy ve got h.m
aein.

He’s de bes’dog for woodchucks, he is.
An’1l can’t go 'long. Tell ymiwot, dough, jf I d
ha’ t'ought he 'd ran away 'fore | d hoed dese
taters |’d nebber hab gibbcn him dat big bone.
De rascal! He ’sjes’ hid it away, somewhar, down
'mong de cabbages.”

That was what Quib had done w.th his precious
bone; but now his little, lean, yollow legs 'verc
carrying him rapidly down the road, with half a
dozen very noisy boys behind him.

“Pete! Pete Corry! Where was it you saw
that woodchuck?”

“ Finest woodchuck you cver saw m all your
life 1” was Pete’s reply.

“He’ll get away from US!”

“No he wont. Abe Selover is watching lor
him That woodchuck is in the stone-heap at the
corner of oid Hamburgcr’spasturc-lot.”

Quib must have understood what Mart Penni-
man said, for he did not halt for one seco” t.ll he
reached the bars that led into that very field. It
was more than a quarter ofa mile from the potato-
patch, but Quib had barked all the way-probably
out of rcspcct for the size and importance of the
coming woodchuck.

Mart Penniinan and Abe Selover had started
their grcat “ garoC’on the way horae from dnv-
ing thcir cows. They had raced him across the
pasture and along the fcncc, into Aonc-heap,
Lid then Abe had staid to keep watch while Mart
went after Julius Davis’s dog. That meant also,
of course, as large a crowd of boys as he could
pickupin going and coming. i,

It was a sad thing for Julius that his mother had
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set him at the potato-patch, and that Quib had
broken his contract with the bone.

Quib was not usually so treacherous, but he liap-
pened to be on friendly terms with every boy of
that hunting-party.

They had all helpcd him chasc woodchucks at
one time or another, and he had N
in them, but that was nothing at all to their
confidence in him.

The pasture bars did not stop a single one oI
the woodchuck-lumters, All the boys went ove,

while Quib was wriggling under, through a hole

he knew, and there, almost riglit before them,
was the stone-heap- It was quite a large one
and

it was thicldy overgrown with wild raspbeiry
vines.

“ Abe —is he there? ”

“He did n’t get away, did he ?”

“ Are you sure he isin there ?

“ Ouib ! Quib !'” shouted Abe. “ Woodchucks |
o uib, woodchucks ! Rightin here. Findpn !”

Quib was dancing around in a quiver of nois>-
excitement, for he had caught a sniffof something
under the first bush he sprang into.

How he did bavk and yclp and scratch, for about
N T™M*poyAs | Poys ! Vat is all dis ?
vis mein stone-heap, eh ?” .

It was oid Hamburger himself climbing the
fence, and ho looked longer and leancr justt”n
and had more pipe in his moudi, than the boys
thought they had cver seen before.

“ The finestwoodchuck you ever saw. Mi

Vat you vaiu

. Ham-

burger,” began Colé Thomas, by way of an
VAtshuck ! Uat’sit! Ant so you puts a
tog into mein stone-heap,

and you steps on
mein grass, ant you knock ober all mem beautif .

mullcin-stalks and mein thistles and mcm scokc

Puff! puif! carne the great clouds of smoke
from the grim lips of the oid but
strack Colé Thomas that Mr, Hamburger himself
was on the watch for that woodchuck.

Bow-wow-yow-yclp ! and Mart shouted .

“There he goes!”

“Hi'" We’ll get him!” screamed Abe.

“ Take him, Quib! Take him !~

Quib had started the woodchuck.

Germ an,



There was never a stone-heap piled up that had
room in it for both a dog and a woodchuck.

Mr. Hamburger took the pipe out of his mouth,
which was a thing nobody could remember ever
having seen him do.

“ Dose poys! Dat vootshuck! De tog is a
goot von. Dey vill preak daré little necks. Joost
see how dey run ! But de tog is de pest runner of
dem poys, egsept de vootshuck.”

Mr. Hamburger did not run. Nobody had ever
seen him do any such thing as that.

But he walked 011 across the pasture-lot, toward
the deep ravine that cut through the side of the
hill to the valley.

All that time poor Julius had been hoeing away
desperately upon the last row of his mother’s
potatoes, and she had been smiling at him from
the window. She was anxious he should get
through, for she meant to send him to the village
for a quarter of a pound of tea.

Itwas just as Julius reached the last hill that
the baby cried, and when Mrs. Davis returned to
the window to say something about the store
and thc kind of tea she wanted, a!l she could see
of Julius was the hoe lying beside that last hill.

“Ef he has n’t finisheri dem taters and run
away!”

She would have been proud of him if she could
have seen how wonderfully fast he did run away,
down the road he had seen Quib and the other
hunters take.

“ Dey s into de lot!” he exclaimed, when he
cante to the bars. “ Dar’s Pete Corry’s ole straw
hat lyin’ by de stone-heap. Mus’ hab been some-
fin”won’erful, or he 'd nebber forgot his hat.”

That was an oid woodchuck, of course, or he
would not have been so large, and it may be he
knew those boys as wcll as Quib did. If not, it
was his own fault, for cvery one of them had
chased him before, and so had Quib. He knew
every inch of that pasturc-lot, and he knew thc
shortest way to the head of the deep ravine.

“ Boys!” shouted Abe Selover, with all the
breath he had. “ Boys! He’sgoing for the glcn!
Now we ve got him!”

The ravine was a rocky and wondcrful place,
and all the boys were perfectly familiar with it, and
considered it the grandest play-house in thc world,
or, at least, in thc vicinity of thc village. If Quib
once got the woodchuck penned up among those
rocks, they could play hide-and-scck for him till
they should find him.

Some city people that had a picnic there once
had called it a “ glen,” and the fiame had stuck
to it, mainly because it was shortcr than any other
the boys could think of; and, bcsides that, the
school-master of the district two years before (who

did n’t suit the trastees) had been named Glcnn,
and so the word must have been all right.

Some of the boys were near enough to see the
woodchuck make for thc two maplcs at the head
of the ravine, and Bob Hicks tumbled over Andy
Thompson while he was shouting;

“ Catch him, Quib !'”

After they got past those two maplc trees there
ivas no more fast running to be done.

Down, down, deeper and rockier and rougher
every rod of it, thc ragged chasm opened ahead
of them, and it was necessary for the boys to
mind their steps. It ivas a place where a wood-
chuck or a small dog could gct around a good deal
faster than any boy, but they all followed Quib in
a ivay that would have scared thcir mothers if they
had been there.

“I1t’sgrand fun !” said Mart Penniman. “ Finest
woodchuck you ever saw !”

“ Come on, boys !” shouted Abe Selover, away
ahead. “ We ’ll get him, this time.”

Abe had a way of being just the next boy be-
hind the dog in any kind of chase, and they all
clambeved after him, in hot haste.

On went Quib, and even Abe Selover could not
see him more than half thc time, for he had an
immense deai oi dodging to do, in and out among
the rocks and trees, and it was dreadfully shady
at the bottom of that ravine.

The walls of rock, where Abe was, rose more
than sixty feet high on either side, and thc glen
ivas only a few rods wide at the widest place.

“He's holecd him! He’s holed him!
on ! wc vc got him, now !”

Quib was scratching and yelping like an insane
dog at the bottom of what looked like a great
crack between two rocks, in the left-haiid side of
che glen as you went down. The ciack was only
an inch or so wide at the bottom, and twistcd a
good deal as it went up, for the rock was of the
kind known as “ pudding-stone.” There was a
holc, just there, large enough for a woodchuck,
but too small for a dog.

“ Dig, boys! Dig!”

“ Dig yourself,” said Pete Corry.
going to dig a rock, I °d like to know?”
“ Let Quib in, anyhow. He ’ll drive him out.”

Abe was prying at that hnlc with a dead branch
of a tree, and, almost whilc he was speaking, a
great piece of thc loosc pudding-stone fell off and
carne thumping down at his feet.

“ A cave, boys! a cave ! Justlook in!”

Quib did not wait for anybody to look in, but
bounded through the opening with a shrill yelp,
and Abe Selover squcezcd after hini.

Pete.Corry felt a little nervous when he saw how
dark it was, but he foiloived Abe ; and thc other

Come
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boys carne on as fast as the «vidth of the hole
would let them.

That is, they crept through, one boy at a tune.

W hat surprised them was, tliat thc moment they
had crawled through tliat hole they could stand
up straight.

“Where ’s the woodchuck ?” asked Bob HicKs.

“Woodchuck? Why, boys this
cave,” replied Abe.

“ Quib ’s in there, somewhere,” said Mart 1 en
niman. “Just hcar him yclp !”

“ Hold on,” said Colé Thomas—“ thcrc ’s more
light coming in. Wc shall be able to see, in a

is a regular

minute.” . .

The fact was that it took a little time for their
eyes to get accustoined to the small umount of
light there was in that cave.

The cave itselfwas not very large.

It grew wider for about twenty feet from the
hole they carne in by, and thc floor, which was
covercd with bits of rock, slopcd upward like the
roof of a house, only not quite so abruptly.

In the middle it was more than a rod widc.
Then it grew iiRrrower, and stecper, and darker
with every step. But they knew about where the
upper end must be, for they could hcar Quib bark-
ing there.

“1t’s dark enough,” said Andy.

“come oOn,boys!” shouted Abe Sclover, “We 1
have that woodchuck this time.
somewhere.”

They were not very much afraid to keep a little
waybehind Abe Selover, and in a few minutes they
heard him say; ,

“Quib ! Ishe there? Have you gothim'

Quib barked and whined, and thc sound seemed
to come from away above them.

“ Como on, boys! 1can see a streak of light.
It ’s like climbing u]) an oid cliimne)’. Quib ’s
almost on him.”

All that time, while they were gropmg through
that cave, Juius Davis was looking around the
pasture-lot after them.

He would have been glad of a small glimpse of
Quib, but all he had found as yet was Mr. Ham-
burgcr, who was standing under an oid butternut-
tree and looking down at a round, hollow place in
the ground.

He was smoking very hard.

“ Hab you seen my dog ?” asked Julius.

He ’s in tliis cave,
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“ Hold shtill, poy!
goes dose vootshuck !'” o,

“ Dat 'sso. He’scome rightup out ob de hole,
and dar aiiU no dog to foller him!”

Away went the woodchuck, and Julius gave him
up for lost; but Mr. Hamburger sinoked harder
than ever and looked down at the hole.

“Hark! Hear dem ? It is de tog! Pless mera
eyes, if dcy did n’t chasc dose vootshuck right
oonder mein pasture-lot!”

Julius could hear Quib bai'k now, away down
there in the ground, and he could not stand still
on any one side of that hollow. So he danccd up
and down on evory side of it.

One minute,—two, threc minutes,—it was a
dreadfully long time,—and then it was the voice
of Abe Selover, mixed with a long yelp from Quib.

“ Come on, boys! 1 ’'ve shoved him through.
I 'm going right up after him. Nothmg to puli
away but some sods.*’

Joost you vait. Hi! Dere

“Dat’s de tog I” exclaimed Mr. Hamburger.
“ Keepshtill, black poy! Derestofdose vootshucks
is coming. Keep shtill.”

Nothing but some sods to pul! away, to make
that hole large enough, and then Abe Selover’s
curly head popped out, and the rest of him fol-
lowed, grimy and dirty, but m a great fever of
excitement and fun.

After him climbed thc other boys, one by one.

“ Mr. Hamburger, did you see where that
woodchuck went to?”
“ Do vootshuck ? 1 don’t know him. But de

ljlack poy haf run after de tog, ant he vas run so
fast as nefcr you saw. Vare you leelie vootshucks
coom from, eh ? You climb oonder mem pasture ?

“No use, Abe,” said Mart Penniman, We ve
missed that woodchuck this time.”
“W e’ve found the cave, though,” said Pete

Cony. “It’s through that he got away from us
S0 many times.”

<1 dell yéu vat,” said Mr. Hamburger; ac
nex’time you leetle vootshucks vant to chase dat
oder vootshuck, you put a pag ofer ciese hole
Den you shace him round among do rocks, ani
you vill catch de tog ant de vootshuck mto de
same pag.”

“ That s what we ’ll do,” said Abe Selovei.
“ But not to-day, boys. He was the finest wood-
chuck | ever saw, but we ve missed him thi?
time.”



She does n't live in Egypt,—
Not in these lalcr years;

She sits in a cane-seat rocker,
And this is what she hears:

Mamma, where's my pendif”
“ Mamma, where 'f my hat?”
Mamma, what does this mean?
“ Mamma, what is that?”
Who was General Taylorf"
“ Where ’s this hon'id town? ”
Have | got to do il? ”
“ Say, is 'resi' a nonn?"
Can | have a cgneti

Don't I wish had 1 ”

Ma, if i got rich some day,
Would n't you be glad? ”
This book says the dew-drops
Climb the morning sky;
Oh, what malies them do so?

Tell the reason why."

Hcar the gentle answers,
Making matters plain ;
Should she speak in riddles,
They will ask again-

Something ails this slipper,—
Does n't it look gneer?"
Mnst / do it over?
Tix it, Mother dear."
Wc must write an essay
On 'a piece of chalk’;
Mother, what would you say? "
“ Ma, why don’'t yon talk?”

Children, come to Auntie!

Let Mamma alone !

(1 sometimes think the patient sphinx
W ill really turn to stone.)



THE STORY OF THE FIELD

By E. S.

Chapter IV.

HOW ROVALTY DINED WITHOUT EATING.

Early next morning, Rauf, who lodgod in the
Sieui- de Montmorency’s tent, was awakcned by a
touch upon his shoulder, and, opening his oyes,
was stavtled to. see the King bending over him.

“ Arise, Sir Page,” said Francis, with a re-assiir-
ing smile. “ 1 am mightily vexed with all this
suspicion and ceremony that, it seems, must nccds
attend all our interviews with your King, and | am
minded to give our bvother of England a surprise
this morning. None save the Count of Saint Pol
and the Sieur de Montmprency accompany me,
and you shall help us forcé the camp.”

Dressing in much wonderment, and snatching a
hasty bite at a coid pasty, Rauf jolncd tbe King
and his two coinpanions. W ith neither guards
fior heralds, they rodé across thc valley and up thc
slopes to Guisnes, through Che bright beauty of
that early June morning, and “ mightily aston-
ished ” the English wardcns gathered on the castle
bridge.

“ Surrender ye, surronder ye, my brothers, to
the might and powcr of France !” said the King,
gayly, as he rodé among them. “ Lead usstraight
to the chamber of our cousin of England.”

“ Sire, he has not yetawakencd,” said the bewil-
dered Marloiid, thc piovost

“ Pray, your maj-
esty,

rest awhile, until 1 summon his grace the
Earl of Essex to conduce you to thc King’s high-
ness.”

“ Earl rae no earl, and king me no kings,
tested Francis, laughingly. “ I seek to awaken, not
a king’s highness, but mine own good brother
and comrade, Henry of England; so, tiren, on to
the chamber, Master Bulney.” And following Rauf,
with the ljewildercd English officials still in the
rear and “ sorc perplexed,” Francis walked rapidly
to the door of the King’s chamljer, knocked, and,
without further ceremony, walked in.

“ Never,” says the chronicler, “ was man more
duinbfouncled than King Henry.”

“ Brother,” he said, “ you have done me a better
turn than ever man did to another, and you show
me the great trust: ought to have in you. | yield
myself your prisoncr from this moment, and |
proffer you my parole. Sir Page, my jewcled
collar!”

Rauf brought from

ljro-

thc open casket near the

OF THE CLOTH OF GOLD.
Brooks.

bed a magnificent collar of gold and jewels, worth,
it is said, some fifteen thousand angels, or nearly
forty thousand dollars of our money.

“ Take this, my brother,” said the King; “ take
it and wear it this very day for the love of your
prisoner, Henry of England.”

“Honor for honor, ransom for ransom,” said
Francis, and detaching from his own dress a brace-
Ict, said to be worth thirty thousand angels {nearly
eighty thousand dollars) — “ wear this,” he said,
“for me, and with it wear ciése to your heart the
dear love of your brother, Francis of France.”

“ Now will I rise and attend you," said Henry;
and to Raufhe said, “ Sir Page, let our gentlemen
of the chamber be called.”

“ Not so,” said Francis; “ 't is brother and
brothcr, and peer to peer. You shall have none
other chainbercr than your loving Francis, and as
| thus wann your shirt and help you to your dress,
may the warrath of our brotherly love melt down
all the bariiers of suspicion and ceremony that oun
lords would fain rear between us.”

And so, with Jovial talk and many a merry jest,
was this memorable and most novel kingly visit
prolongcd and enjoyed, to the dismay and bewil-
derment of the ccremonious courticrs of both the
camps.

Next day, after tlic jousts were cnded, there was
tried a bout between thc English wrestlers, and
then a match between thc archers, in which latter
the King of England took a pavt. “ For,” says the
French chronicler, “ he was a marvelous good
archer and a strong, and it was very plcasant to see
him.” These sports over, the two Kings entered
the pavilion to rest and refresh tltemselves. Here
Francis, admiring the splendid physique of King
Henry, said to hira:

“ You ave mightily well built, brother. Truth
tosay, thc Clicvalier Giustinian made no unfair
report of you to his master, the Doge of Venice.”

“ And what said the wordy chovalier?” queried
Henry.

“ He said,” replied Francis, “ that my lord the
King of England was much handsomer than any
monarch in Christendora; very fair and well-pro-
portioned; a good musician ; a capital horseman,
a fine jouster; a hearty hunter; a tirelcss game-
ster; a mighty archer, and a royal hand at tennis.

“ Ay, tennis is a royal game,” was Hcnry’s only
coniment.

“ The chevalier protested,” went on the French



King, “ that it was the prettiest thing in the world
to see yon at tennis, with your fair skin glowing
through a shirt of thc finest tcxture.”

“Ha! well,” said the flattered Henry, “ the
Chevalier Giustinian was a courtier-like and wily
embassador, and you, too, my brother, are, 1 fear
me, a sweet-tongued flatterer.”

“Not so, not so,” responded Francis. =« 1 am
leal and true comrade to thc man, be he king or
courser-man, who is as tightly built and as strong
ill heart as is Henry of England.”

Then it was that Rauf in astonishinent saw his
gracious sovereign seise with a practiced hand the
collar of my lord the King of France.

“ Come, my brother,” said Henry, “let us try
a fau.”

W ith arms entwined around each other’s body
in a grip of iron, with feet planted, and with every
musclestraiued, the royal wrcstlers swayed now this
way and now that in thcir trial of strength. There
carne one or two well-made feints at throwing, and
then suddenly, so tlie record says, “the King of
France, who was aii expert wrestlcr, tripped up
the heels of his brother of England and gave him
a marvelous somerset.”

“ Revenge, revengo! | am not yet bcatcn!”
cried the fallen prince, springing to his feet, but
then camc thc summons to supper, and the wrestle
i)f the KingsSvas over.

The fortnight of pageantry cnded all too quickly
for Rauf and Margery, and for many an oider
participant, but thc end carne at last, as come it
must to all good times. And now it is Saturday,
the 23d of June, thc feast of the vigil of St. John
—commemorating that early Pope of Romo, im-
prisoned and martyied by thc Arlan King of Ital)’,
Theodoric the Ostragoth. As fitted l)oth a high
fcast-day of the Roman Church and the last hours
of an occasion in which that Churcli liad played
so prominent a part, the Lord Cardinal announced
a solemn mass to be sung liy both the French and
English priests. So, in the great lists, wliich for
twelve days had rung with the clash of sword and
lance, tlie shouts of contestants, and tlic checr of
i'ictory, a gorgeous chapel was eroctcd, on a great
platforin, hung with cloth of gold and splendid dra-
peries, while altars and reliquarics shonc with gold
and gems. The oratories ofthc Kings and Queens
were royally furnished, and chairs of state, under
canopies of cloth of gold, stood on tho platform
for the cardinals, bishops, and prelatcs of France
and England. Dressed in soft camlct robes, blood-
red, from head to foot, the cardinals and their
traiiis of priests and dignilaries moved in slo'v
procession from the chapel to the chairs. Tlien,
amid a solemn silencc, in the presence of a vast
multitude that thronged the galleries and stood

without the lists, the great Cardinal Wolsey,
changing his red robes for his richest vestments
of crimson velvet and cloth nf gold, opened the
Service, in which the English and French priests
and chantéis took altérnate parts. The Kings and
Qucens knelt at thc altars, and all thc curiousforms
of Service that wcrc the usages ofthat age of form,
in religion as in arms, were carefully observed.

Right in the midst of it al), as thc rich strains
of the “ Gloria in Excelsis” fillcd the air, there
rose a great noisc of roaring and hissing, and lo !
high above thc French camp at Arde, appeared
the figure of “ a great salamandcr or dragdn, four
fathoms long and full of fire.”

Margery started up in alann, and clutched the
sleevc of Rauf, himself not all unmoved at the
strange apparition.

“ Oh, look, look, Rauf! ” she said, bcneath her
breath. “ W hat jsit? Whatisit?”

But even Rauf’s cup of wonders was filled to
overflowing, and he simply gazed, speechless.

“ See, see; it comes this way!” ho said, involun-
tarily ducking his head, as the fiery monster, cleav-
ing the air, headed toward them and then “ passed
over thc chapel to Guisnes as fast as a footman
can go, and as high as a bolt shot from a cross-
bow.”

Surprise, indecisidn, dismay, and fear were seen
on many faces, and a sigh of relief broke from
countless watchers as the last vestigc of the fiery
trail vanished from the sky.

“ Oh, what a monster !” said Margery.
could it have lieen, Rauf?”

The boy plunged down into the very dcpths of
his boyish wisdom, l)ut found no fitting explana-
tion, and both the chidrcn turned questioning
faces to Sir Rauf Verney, who, with Lady Gray,

“ W hat

was watchiiig their astonishment with evident
nmuscment.
“ Rest casy, my little ones,” he said. “ 'T isno

portent fior ornen, but only one of tliose conceits
in fire, brought from lItaly for the French lords,
and can harm no one. Even now it lies all dead
and ljlackened on our camping-ground at Guisnes.

And so Rauf and Margery saw thcir first fire-
works, then an almost iinheard-of wonder in
Europe.

Beloiv in the lists, but little disturbcd by the
fiery dragéon,— of which they had probably had
warning,— the royal worshipers went on with the
sondee, nnd a Latin sermé6n on the blessings of
pcace closed the mass. Then carne thc great
State dinner, sen'ed in the lists, thc Kings sitting in
one chamber bcneath a golden canopy, the Queens
in another, the cardinals and prelatcs in another,
and the lords and ladies in still other apartments.
Rauf and Margery, with the robust appetites of



healthy children, dipped like young epicurcs into
all the dainties, and richly enjoyed the feast, pity-
ing, meanwhile, the enforced courtesies of royal
ceremonial, which would not permit the Kmgs and
Qucens to take a mouthful,
but forced them to pass the
time in polite convcrsation
while the inviting courses
carne and went untasted.

“'T is glorious to see the
Queens’ highnesses and be so
neartothem ,isitnot, Rauf?”
asked happy Margery.

THE TWO KINGS TRY

“ Ay, thatitis,” he answered, glancing toward
the Qu'eens’ table, where stately conversation was
the only thing indulgcd in, “ but—,” here he
pauscd with a hugc piece of pasty half-way toward
his mouth, “ think how much moro glonous to be
as we are, and — speaking with his mouth full
ofthe pasty—, “ to talk and eat both.”

“ Hcaven protect and keep our fair young
'‘demoisello!” said King Francis, as he bent over
Margery in farewell, with as courteous a salutc even
as he gave to the lady Quecn of England.

The closing hours of the great interview had
come It was the afternoon of Sunday, the 24th
of Tune, 1520. The final exchange of State visits
and dinners had been made, and now the French
and English rctinues, with the soveveigns and
cardinals, met in the lists to say farewell. W .th
the interchange of many raic and costly gifts,—
horses of blood, litters, and chariots, hounds and
hawks, bracelets and necklaces, chains, and robes
of gold and silver tissue, of velvct and of damask,

— u’ith many regrets and courteous pr?rases; W't_h
flatteries and promisesinnumeiable; With the music

A WRESTLINf. MATCH.

of trumpets and clarions, hautboys and sackbut-
and flutes; with the solemn covenant of the King-
to build in the golden vaiiey a memorial chapel.
to be called “ the Chapel of Our Lady of «h
Peace”; amid the boom of artillery, the

of banners, and the echoing shouts of farewell, tiu'
courts of France and England tooklcavc of eaci
other, and the “ mceting of the Kings” was a
thing of the past.

And so, back to Calais, and, after a weck=
delay, over the sea to England, went Rauf and
Margery, full of vegret that the spiendid lite -i
pleasure and excitement that they had hvcd fw
two royal weeks had come to an end, U"
intimacy bctwcen them never wcakened, but deve
opcd and strengthcned into a lasting fnendship.
Visits to Verney Hall and to the raanor-house
of Carcw were frequent, and whcthor climbmg
Ihc Chiltern bilis, or cxploring the woods of Ayies-
buvv, or scouring with horse and hawk and houni
the Verdant vales of Surrey, one topic for convei



sation never lacked.
learned to see beneath the glitter of pageantry

and the sound of courtly phrases the deeper
designs of policy and statccraft; but still the
raemories of that youthful journey to France

remained ever radiant and glorious with the halo
of romance, and to their Ihtest days they could
tell again and again, to open-mouthed audiences
of childrcn and grandchildren, the nevcr-failing
story of the wonders and thc glories of the Field
of thc Cloth of Gold.

Such, in brief detall, dear vender, is the story of
that royal interview between thc Kings of France
;md England to which reference is so often made,
which stands in histor)- as one of the most sump-
tilous, most imposing, and most useless of all
;lic ceremonials on record, and upon which illu-
minator and artist, poct, historian, and novelist
have drawn for subject and for themc.

Man)”of the descriptions of dress, of in-
ten'iew, and of ceremonial

have been here omitted,

lioth from lack of

space and from an

iiidisposition to tire

with too much gold

“ TME KISti OK FRANCL, WHO WAS AN RXPRKr WKfiSTLIIK,
nr.ELS OK HIS ABOTHER OK FKIILAND,
AND CIAVE HIM A MARVRUOI'S SOMERSET.”

TRIPPRD UP THP.

and glitter.  Nor has mcntion becn made of the
Dther side of the picture— of the motley crowds
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As they grew older they,

of men wlio disregard

that hung upon thc skirts of the pageant, kept
back only by the pikes and bows of the guards;
of the poverty and suffering of the people, who
were squeezed and taxcd for thc money expended
in this gorgeous show. No; fior of the utter
fruitlessness of the whole affair as a matter of
statesmanship. For the great King Henry of Eng-
land and his shrewd adviser, the Lord Cardinal,
by an act of doublo-dcaling almost unparalleled in
history, w'ent direct from the treaties, the prom-
ises, the presents, ;md the pretended affections
of that stately farewell in the golden valley, to

the town of Gravelines, near Dunkirk, where
ivaited thc crafty young
Emperur, Charles thc

Fifth, With him in three
days Henry arianged a
trcaty that broke all the
promises that had been
made to fi'rancis, and,
as the record shows.

“ sacrificed to a
new alliancc thc
monarch whose
hospitality he had
accepted and re-
turned.”

Yet such dis-
loyal conduct was
esteemed  skillful
statesmanship,and
now, even as then,
politics and diplo-
macy, in thc hands

and faith and honor,
may lijc as full of deceit and hypocrisy. But, as



vou read history thoughtfully, you will learn also
that true manliness and true womanliness pay bcst
in the long run, and that he who tries to walk in
the line of duty or of honest faith, be he punce or
peer, youth cr yeoman, statesman or student, helps
on, in some degree, the progress and bctterment
ofthe world in which he lives.

But it was during the reigns of the three princes
we have here met— Henry, Francis, and Charles

— that the more praclical light of modern endeavor
began to change the thought, the customs, and the
manners of Christendom. And as almost the last
flush of that glory of chivalry and ceremonial that
inarked the times which we now cali the Middle
Ages, there is to be found much of interest, much
of gorgeous coloring, and much of picturesque mag-
nificence in the wonder-filled story of the Field of
the Cloth of Gold.

A TOWN WITH A SAINT.

By Charles

There is not another place in the world just
like it. It has houses and strects and woods and
school-houscs and a post-officc, and all that, hke
many another New England town; but, for all these,
there is a differcnce. If you take thc Oid Colony
Railroad from Boston, you soon get away from the
city and the pretty villages round about, and come
to the wild woods. It seemswonderful that there are
so many glorious fishing-places, miles of giaiid
camping-ground, and great stretches of lovely wul-
dcrness in such an oid State as Massachusetts. The
Duke of Argyle, in traveling from Boston to New-
port, said thecountry reminded him ofthe wild parts
of Scotland. And so it may well have done, as far
as the woods are concerned, but the towns are
very different from Scottish hamlcts.

The curious thing about this part of thc country
is that, while the land seems so wild and poor, the
villages, half hidden in the forest, are busy enough,
andas the train rushcs out of the shady lafies it
stops amid tasteful houses, beautiful pubhc budd-
ings, and every convenience of a city. The land is
poor and the climate coid, but the inhabitants— the
boys and girls— do roteare for that. They do say
that the land is so stony that thc farmers sharpen
the noscs of their sheep, to cnable thc poor things
to get a bite of grass between the stones.
here people live and work, and most of them
along beautifully. Here, in thc villagc of North
Easton, thc men make thirty thousand shovels
every week. They send them all over the world,
and thus it is they earn enough to live upon tn
comfort. There «vas once an oid farmer m Massa-
chusetts who was tcrribly alarmcd when his eight
boys grew up, because he feared that, if he cut up
the farm into eight parts, none of them would have
enough to live upon. However, the boys took care
of themselves, and in time went to work in the

Yet

Barnard.

factories. So it is here.

shops or on the farms.
The boys and girls go to schoo! in thc handsonu.’
school-houses, and coast on the hills or skate on

Evory one works”in tlie

the «rreat ponds in winter, or go nutting in thc
woods in autiimn. Bul this is not the end of tbvir
fun. Here is the best thing ofall:

Every boy and
girl in the town, rich and poor, young and oll,
has St. Nicholas.

Once a month it comes in the mail, every
copv carefully addrcssed, one copy for every faimly
where there are boys and girls in thc emne
town. By reccss time on thc day of its arrival .ill
the children in town are usually aware of the fact.
St. Nicholas has come ! Think ofit! One copy
for every family." The joyful news soon sprcads,
and thc moment school is out there is a grand
rush for tlie post-office. Three hundrcd boys and
girls ljesiegc it at once. The postmaster hands tl«
magazines out as fast as possible, and before mg
every one is gone. Not one is left, you ma\ be
sure. That evening, the entire population bcgins
to read ST. NICHOLAS. Nobody knows wlien
they get through, for father and mother and big
brother want their turn. He must he a ver)' o
boy who can’t read St. NiCHOLAS.

So it goes. Twelve times a year each family
in North Easton has its own magazine. In man)
a lonely farm-house it may be almost >
book, and in every house it is wclcome. Ifall
children in North Easton read itright through from
the bcginning at the same time, they must rcacn
the same jokcs at the same time,
the entire town
sits up

and no dou
laughs at the same place a
long past bed-timc trying to solvc «c
puzzles. Think of every child m a lo""»,
personally acquainted with Jack-in-thc-Pu pi *
the Little School-ma’am ! If Mr, Stockton should



go there, he would find every boy and girl
femiliar with his wonderful fairies and gnomes.
If the people knew he was there, they would, no
doubt, ring the church-bell and invite him into
the beautiful Memorial Hall, and bid him tell the
town a story.

| 've written one or two things myself for the
pages of St. Nicholas, and when 1 went there
and found that every boy and girl I met in the
stiects read it every month, | felt like boarding the
ears and leaving as fast as possible. | once heard
a little girl read one of my stories, and it made me
feel truly proud; but a town full of readers! |1
did n't say a word. It made me feel like the boy

who carried the music-box to church by mistake.
It went off right in sermén time, and he wished he
liad n’t come.

And this is the way it all happened. Mr. Ames,
who, when he lived, was one of the owncrs of
the shovel-works located here, made a very wise

will. It provided that a part of the money he
left should be used every year for the benefit
of all the people in the town. A number of

persons were appointed to take charge of this
money, and with a part of it they give, cach year,
a copy of St. Nicholas to every family where
there are children. So it happens that the whole
town full of children read it every month.

W hile wonder spcaks through her violet eyes —
My little kitty is saying hcr prayers!

Come and look thro’ the nurscry door !
We wont frighten her where she lies,

In the streak of sunlight on the floor,
Folding hcr white paws over her eyes.

I wonder,”— trcading with

light foot-fall,

And daintily lifting the frock she wecars,
As she trots before me across tlie hall,—
“ 1 wonder if God hears Kkitty’s prayers?”
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A JAPANESE FUNNY ARTIST.

Uy W illiam
One hundred and twenty-three years ago— in
the year just before the first observed transit of
Venus — there was a looking-glass raaker in Yedo,
who was made happy by the information, “ It s a
boy.” Neighborﬁ| and friends rushed in to con-

Lose son North-house (Hokusai) was to become
the most famous artist in Japan.

As the boy grcw up he weis fond of drawing,
and always had a pencil or bcush-pen in his hand.
He made pictures of bables on their mothers’
backs, of chubby children playing, of the nwner-
less wolfish dogs and bob-tailed cats of Yedo.
Nearly all the Japancse artists before North-house
had painted only lords and ladies of the court,

HOKUSAI'S PICTURE OF THE JAPANESE WAV OF BREAKINO IN PONIES.

noblcs’ costum es and gorgeous, silk drcsses, and
g S)ac” =r* ,» s and Ja.aalain, belonging »
theMikLo.

m any Of their subjectswere Chinese,

but silken curtains and red temples and pagodas,
ivith alDundance of gold clouds in the picture to
cover up thc plain or commiin parts, were what
one saw on most famous works of art.

But Hokusai was a man of the people. He
cared next to nothing about Chinese héroes, or
high lords of the court,— except to make fun of
them,— and so he struck out in a new line. He

E lliot

G riffis.

Hokusai kept on the ground, with the result that
even the bables understood his drawings,
dyers bought his books for their pattcrns. To
study some of the dainty pictures dyed mto a
daimio* lady’s skirt, or to read a Japancse fairy

No fa «

and

,e=,S».e h,w

’

pictures reproduced m coloi.
Hokusai opened a studio in Yedo in 1810, and

labored steadily with the brush until 1849— abous
five years before Commodore Perry entered thc
Hay of Yedo. His chief books of pictures are his
mana-ua, or albums of sketches. Occasionally he
made Journeys, and the fruits of his travel were his
“ Hundred Views of Fuji-Yama,”
pictures of natural

besidcs man>

scenery. His drawings are
more simple and less fin-
ished than ours, but a:c

much cleaier than those of
most Japancse draughts-
men, so that, of them all.
Hokusai is best understood
by foreigners.

In onc funny sketch he
pictures soldiers feasting in
time of peace, and getting
so fat as to be unable
buckle on their armor, tkc
tortoiscs that have groi'ii
bigger than their shells, aiiJ
so can not shutup. In still
another picture, he shows
thc shady side of a farinei s
life. A hungry man in
threadbare COat, prCliTia-
turely gray through nharda Work, islooking anxiousi)
ninpl.c. ofland wh.cb ,od » kj [
seareelv eneugh te live en. THe Japanese scn-
tencc of explanation at the side of the picturc is
a doublc-edged pun, reading either “ A scant field
gives a short crop,” or “ Human life is but fifiy
years.”

Hokusai was never weary of studying horses
and their funny ways, and of all creatiues
Japancse horees are the most amusing. These
nags, which wear laced-up shocs of straw, dnnk

* A jiaimio is A Japaneso lord.



“ broken in” in the large open yards attached to
temples, and part of thc large iori-i, or gate-way, is
seen on the right in our illustration, page 340. On

KAN5KO STOPS THE RUNAWAV.

ihc left are the houses of the priests, with two or
iliree pilgrims in big hals and straw cloaks enjoy-
mg the fun. Fircs, also, are usually kindled, and
ihe colts are driven cidse to them, so that they
may become accustomed to such a common sight.

The mcthod of breaking them in was as follows:
Ihe young horse was duly harnessod, and a man
un each side held a bridle to jerk him to the right
"l left, while another man in the rear beat him
with a bamboo stick, keeping well away from
liis hoofs. Twelve or more men and boys then
look huid of thc long ropes or traces, and a lively
'lumiing began. The horse plunged and galloped
uff, expecting to get rid of the noisy crew, but
eloon found that this was no easy task. It wasa
iwclve-man power that made him go here and
there, fasf or slow, occasionally stopping him short
and giving him a tumble. W hen utterly exhausted,
his tormentois lcd him back to the stable. After
a fewsuch tridis, the pony was considered broken.
Such criide iraining, though fine fun for the men,
ruiiis tlie horses, making them hard-moiithed and
vicious witli both hecls and teeth.

Hokusai has pictuvcd one such impetuous nag
mastered by a woman who was famed alike for
ber strength and powers of horse-taming. | once
visited the village in which this femalc Rarey lived.
Her fiame ivas Kaneko, and her home was at
Kaidzu, a little town at the head of the beautiful

Lake Biwa. In thc picture, the steed has broken
loose and run away from its master, and is “ mak-
ing tracks” in a defiant manner. The lady is out
waiking in her storm-dogs,
fur the ground is muddy.
No sooncr does she “ put
her foot down,” than the
lariat is as fast as if tied
to a rock. The animal is
brought up on a short turn,
and tumbles over. In spite
of his kicking and rearing,
the lady calmly adjusts her
comb, and enjoys thc sccn-
ery. When the eqgiiinc Tar-
tar is thoroughly humblcd,
heiscalmly led home. After
such an experience, he per-
haps rcspects women more

than before.
lu the next two sketches,
wc have the fumiy side both
of scicnce and of supersti-
tion. Doctor Sawbones has
come to visit Mrs. Sick-a-
bed, who has a bilious at-
tack, and has found the
usual application of paper
dipped in vinegar and laid on thc temples to be
insufficicnt. Like all good married women, her
cycbrows are well shaved off. You scc no sofd
or bcdstead in the room, for in Japan sick folks
lie on quilts pilcd up on the floor, which is cov-
ered with thick, soft matting. The patient has
come out frombehind thc scrccn, in her checked
wrapper, and with her head tied up. She is show-
ing tho doctor pretty much all the tongue she
has. Wc hope she is not a scoid, and that she
does not belong to that class refcrrcd to in a pop-
ular Japanese provcrb: “ The tongue which is

DOCTOR SAWNONRS AND MRS. SICK-A-DED.

three inches long can kill a, man six fcct high.”
W ith her doublc chin, .and fatround face, she looks
like a kindly woman, not given to sharp words.



Doctor Sawbones, however, has laid his drcss-
sword and his pill-box on the floor (of both, as
well as of his family crest, embroidered on tbhc

POTATOES CIIAWCING TO EELS-

back of his coat near the collar, he is very proud).
See how eagerly, yet leisurely, too, the oid shaven-
nate aazes through his horn-rimmed goggles. it
is well they are guyed to his ears with buckskin
straps like chain-cables,, How much wisdom lurhs
in his wrinkled face! The woman is poking hcr
tongue at him, wondering how long the doctor
wants her to keep it out. He discovers that the
cause of her trouble is too heavty mdulgcnce in
fried cels well dipped in soy. He orders for her
an astonishing dosc of pills, and he gets his pay il
she gets well. “ No cure, no cash,” is the usual
rule in Tapan.

Fried eels are a tempting dehcacy in Japan, but

(Masch,

broiled eels are fit for the Tycoon. Caught in the
moats of the castles, in canals or nvers. the shp-
pery creatures are skinned so skillfully that an
expert draws out head and skeleton, like a sword
from its scabbard, Spittcd on iron or bamboo
skewers, they are repeatedly dipped in soy, and
broiled over hot charcoal on the streets, or in
restaurants, which have for their shop-sign a square
lantern, as seen in the picture.

The connection between cels and potatoes is not
very dear to an American, but many a Japancsc
housewife or gi-anny is afraid of putting a certain
kind of long potato away in baskets. They have
a queer superstition that the potatoes will chango
into eels and crawl away. The picture here gwen
is Hokusai’'s illustration of this idea. The three
boys had three potatoes; but the potatoes have
waxed oid and turned into cels, and tbe boys,
grown up, find them tough sulyects with which tu
wrestle. How the affair will cnd no one can sureh
tell but it looks bad for tbc boys. One of them
is being lifted from the ground, and his position
reminds us of the famous feat of “ climbing a
.vrcascd pole,” but this polc will probably lie down
and slide off into the mud, and shed the boy qiiit’
easily The second fellow is nearly off his feeti
and the third, spite of all his clutching and cling-
ing, will lose his prizc. Ifthey had only a handful
of grit or ashes they might have a royal dish ot
eels, and not grudge the loss of three potatoes.

Hokusai made many other funny pictures ofeel-
catchers, well and sick women, wise doctors aml
cunning quacks, horses of all sorts, and men innu-
merable. Hokusaiis dead, but thousands of Ja|>-
anese still chuckle over his caricatures; and m
American metal-work, silverware, wall-paper, sil
embroidery, and a hundred forms of decérame
art, the strokes of his pcncil are visible, with a
cbaractcr all tlicir own.



GRETCHEN.

By Celia Thaxter.

Lo, the swect dawn in silence wakes, O fair new day, you shall not find,

And into every casement looks; . Look cvcrywhcre the wide world through,
Gretchen lior little bed forsakes A child more thoughtful, dear, and kind.

At once, and liurries to her ljooks. More plcasant, pationt, wise, and truc.
lhe rich light glittcrs on her hair, Be good to her, O dawning da\’!

And ljrightens on her check the rose; The stones from out her pathway rail;
Her thick locks braiding, unawarc Shcd all your liglu upon her way —

Is she how red the morning glows ! The humble, gentle little soul!
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VILLIERS?

WHERE WAS VILI-IERS?

By Archibald Forbes.

Refore i let my little story answer this ques-

tion, it is expcdient that 1 explain— who Viluers
is.  Villiers, then, to begin with, is one ofihe best
fellows in the world.
London Craphic;

He is the war artist of the
and he h.as been my stanch
comrade in several campaigns, and on not a few
ljattle-fields. He carne to me firstin the middle
of the Servian war, with a Ictter of introduction
from 1 very dear friend of both pf iis. His face
was so ingcnuous, his manner so modest, his
simplicity so giiaint, that | adoptcd him as “ my

boy” before our first interview was over. Wc

VILUEKS IS I'URSUED BY BASHI-BAZOVKY
[SEE PACE 349.

loved each other from the firat.
W henever, aftenvard, the war-tocsin
soundcd, it was the signal, téo, of
a letter or a cali from Villiers, to
know when 1 was setting out;
saying that he and
it fcll out that he
field expcriences in
1877 when wc were

it went without
| were to go togethcr.

carne to share most cf my
the summer and autmnn at
campaigning witli the Russian
arm~hat had marchcd from tlie Prnth down to
tbe Danube, and had crosscd tho kingof F.uropcan
vivers into Bulgaria, to drive the Turk across me
Balkans, and finally to follow him up as he stqi
by step fell back, fighting hard, till at length tU
minareis and domes of Constantmople greetcd me
eyes ofthe hardy children ofthe “grcatwhite Cwr.



Near the end of July in that year, Villiers and
myselfwere with thc advance posts of that portion
ofthe Russian anny which was corainandcd by the
Cesarewitz (now the Emperor), and which was
engaged in masking thc Turkish foi'tress of Rust-
chuck, lying, as itdid, dangerously on the left flank
of the Russian Une of advance. We wcrc happy
enough, ljut things were too quiet for both of us, by
a great deal. It was lazy, idle work, lying in thc
tent all day long, gossiping with Barén Driescn,
while Villiers and dear oid General Arnoldi drew
caricatures of each other for lack of any better
occupation. So we determinad one morning to
ride back to the Emperor’s head-quarters in Biela,
and find out there whether something more stir-
ring elsewhere was not to be heard of. We did
not mean to abandon altogether the army of
the Cesarewitz, ljut only to quit it for a short
holiday; so we left our servants and wagon
behind us, and started with only our saddle-
horses, carrying each a blanket and a few neces-
saries on the saddle.

At Biela, we found General Ignatieff living in a
raud-hut in the rear ofa farm-yard occupied by the
Emperor’s field-tents. He ndviscd us to strike
westward across Bulgaria, in the direction of
Plevna. Something worth seeing, he said in
his vague, diploinatic way, was soon to happen
there. Prince Schahovskoy — nobod)' ever spelt
the flame right, and | believe thc owner himself
never spolls it twice thc samo way— and oid Bardn
Krudener, two generdis commanding cach an
army corps, were massing their forces with intent
to assail Osman Pasha behind those formidable
eardi-works that he had been so skillfully and
sedulously constructing around the little Bulgarian
town on the banks of the Osma. If wc mado
liaste, we should reach the vicinity of Plevna in
time for the cngagemcnt. Ignatieff was so coui-
teous as to furnish us with a letter of vccommenda-
tion to the prince with thc unspellablc namc; and,
full of eagerncss for thc excitement, we rodé away
on our lone cross-country journej' that same aftcr-
noon, It was a journey of about- eighty miles,
as far as we were able to reckon, and the country
liad been made somcwhat desoiate by the ravages
of war. Wc traveled by the map, and without
a guide, asking our way O6f peasants as we went
along, This method was not an entire success,
and we wandered about dcviously. For onc thing,
our acquaintancc ivitll the Bulgarian language
was strictly limited; for another, peasants were
not always to be found when we wanted them;
and for a third, the Bulgarian peasaiU has very

vague ideas both as to distances and as to
the points of thc compass. He reckons by hours,
and with most irritating looseness; his hour is

as elastic as the Irish mile or the Scotch
“ bittock.” “How far to Akcair?” 1 would
ask. “ Two hours, gospodin!"* would be the
reply. “ W hat direction ?” A wave of ihe hand

to the light, and a wild, indiscriminate, unintelli-
giblc howl, would be the lucid responso. We
ride 011 for an hour, and oncounter another
peasant. “ How far to Akcair?” *“ Three hours,
gospodin!" “ W hat direction?” A wild, indefi-
nite wave of the hand to the left, and a howl as
indescribable as that emittcd by the gentleman
we had prcviously intcrrogatcd, would be the
reply of this second exponent of local geography !
There was a road, indeed, but it had never been
traveled on, having been made as ajob and being
overgrown witli weeds and grass. Besides, it had
an awkward habit of breaking short off at critical
points, to be found again, at a few miles’ distance,
in a wholly unexpected and irrclcvant sort of way.
Turkish roads are as aimlcss and ccccntric as are
all other things in that land of pulygamy and
shaven heads.

Neverthcless, on the evening of the second day,
tired and hungry, we reached Poradim, where
Prince Schahovskoy had his head-quarters. 1 knew
him of oid to be a grumpy man—he was the only
distinctly discourteous Russian | ever had the
misfortune to meet, Wc waitcd on him to ask
for perniission to abidc for a time with his com-
mand, and : handed him General Ignaticff’s
letter. “ 1 can not hclp myself,” said he ; “ you
bring rae an injimction from head-quarters that 1
amtodoso.” Andthen, rising, he said; “ Gentle-
men, excuse me ; | am going to difie.”

It was moro than we had any chance of doing,
famishing as we were; but | was glad of the
begrudgcd sanction. | liad met an oid comrade
of the Servian campaign on Schahovskoy’s staff,
who made us welcomc to his tent. He had gone
on a reconnaissance, and we lay down to slecp
on empty stomachs; Villiers, who has not the
faculty of long abstinence from food with impunity,
was positively sick from hungcr. Early next morn-
ing 1went foraging, and succeeded in achieving
some raw fresh eggs, «hich I placed by his head,
and then awoke him. “ | givc you my word,”
said the lad, “ 1 was drcamiiig about raw eggs”
— and he turned to nnd sucked them with a skill
that proved he might give his grandmother lessons
in this accomplishment.

Thcrc was no forward movement this day, but
a long council of war, frora which oid Krudener
went away gloomily, prcdicting defeat; for he had
remonstrated against the attcmpt which svas to
be made, and which was to be carried out only in
obcdience to peremptory orders from the head-
quarters of the Grand Duke Nicholas, the com-

' Goipotiin—s icrni of aUtlress correipoiidinj wilh our *'«ir,” or ihe Prendi “monsieur."



mandcr-in-chief of the Russian army.
was a foregone conclusiéon from the outset.

This council of war would have been a very
interesting spectacle to any one unfamiliar with
thc personnel of the Russian army. On the windy
plain, outside the tents constituting Schahovskoy’s
head-qgiiarters, had gathered representatives of all
the typcs of Russian officerhood. Here was the
gray-bearded, hard-faced ofd major who, without
“ protcction,” had fought his sturdy way up
through the grades, with long delays, much hard

Failure

Service, and many wounds. He had been an
ensign in the Crimea, and afterward was for-
gotten, for nobody knows how many yeai-s, in

some odd coérner of the Caucasus. He isonly a
major, poor oid fellow; but he has a half-a-dozcn
decorations, and, picase God, he will gain another
to-morrow, if he has the luck to stand up. lie
is as hard as nails, and would as soon live on
biscult and “ salt-horse” as on champagne and
French cookery.— There is little in comraon
between him and the tall, stately, giizzled general
by his side, who is an aid-de-camp of the
Emperor; agrand seigncur of the court, yet who
has never forsworn thc camp; a man who will
discuss with you the relative merits of Patti and
Lucca; who has yachted in the Mediterrancan, shot
grouse in the Scottish highlands, and gone after
buffalo on thc prairies of America; who wears his
decorations, too, some of them earned in the fore-
front of the battle, others as honorary distinctions,
or marks of imperial favor. He can gallop, can
this young hussar in the blue-and-red; he can
cut the sword exercise; he can sing French songs
he would give his last cigarette either to a comrade
01- toastranger, like myself; and in bissecretheart
he has vowed to earn the Cross of St. George
to-morrow.—Till the very end of thc war | never
took quite lieaxtily to Lieutenant Brutokoff— the
very oppositc of the swell young hussar 1 have
described. The firsttime | met him, 1 knew that
I dislikcd him down to the ground. His manners

well, he had none to speak of— and his voicc
was a growl, with a hoarseness in it begotten
of schnapps. He did not look as if he washed
copitusly, and he was tlie sort of man who might
give some color to the notion that the Russian
has notyet quite broken himself of the custom of
breakfasting off tallow candles. But he turned
out not a bad fellow on further acquaintance, and
would share his ration with a stray dog.

Before daybreak on the last day of July the
whole forcé was on the move to the front. Kru-
dener had tho right, Schahovskoy, with whom we
remained, the left attack. There was a long halt
in a hollow, where was the village of Radishovo,
into which Turkish shells, flying over the ridge in

front, carne banging and crashing with unpleasant
vivacity. The Bulgarian inhabitants had staid
at home and were standing mournfully at their
cottage doors, while their children playcd outside
among thc bursting shells. Gradually the Russian
artilery carne into action on the ridge in front.

About midday Schahovskoy and his staff, which
we accompanied, rodé on to the ridge between the
guns. The Turkish shells marked us at once, and
amidst a fiendish hurtling of projectiles we all
tumbled offour horses, and, running forward, took
cover in the brushwood beyond, the orderlics
scampering back with the horses to thc shelter of
the reverse side of the slope. Then we had leisurc
to survey the marvelous view below us— the little
town of Plevna in the center, with the Turkish
earth-works, girdled by cannon smoke, all around it.

After an artiilery duel of three hours, the Princc
ordered his infantry on to the attack. The gallant
fellows passed us, full of ardor, with bands play-
ing and colors flying, and went down into the fell
valley ljelow. For three hours the demon of
carnage reigned supreme in that dire cockpit.
The wounded carne limping and groaning back,
and threw themselves heavily down on the re-
verse slope in the village of Radishovo, in our
rear. The surgeons already had set up thcir field
hospitals, and were ready for work.

Never shall | forget thc spectacle of that assault
made by Schahovskoy’s infantrymen on the Turk-
ish earth-works in the valley below the ridge of
Radishovo, on which we stood. The long ranks on
which | looked down tramped steadily on to thc
assault. No skivmishing line was thrown out in
advancc. The fighting line remained thc forma-
tion, till, what with impatience and what with raen
falling, it brokc into a ragged spray of humanity,
and surged on swiftly, loosely, and with no cidse
cohesion. The supports ran up into the fighting
an-ay independently and eagerly. Presently all
along the bristling line burst forth flaming vollcys
ofmusketry fire. The jagged line sprang forward
through the maize-fields, gradually falling mto a
concave shape. The crackle of the muskcti)- five
rose into a sharp, continuous peal. The clamor
of the hui-rahs of the fighting men carne ljack to
US on the breeze, making tho blood tingle with thc
excitement of battle. The wounded began to
trickle back down the gentle slope. We could see
the dead and the more severely wounded lying
where they had fallen, on the stubblc and amidst
the maize. The living wavc of fighting men was
pouring over them, ever on and on. Suddemy
the disconnected men drew closer together. We
could sec the officers signaling for the concentra-
tion by thc waving of their swords. The distance
yet to be travcrsed was but a hundred vyards.



There was a wild rush, hcaded by the colonel of
one of the regiinents. The Turks in the work
stood their ground, and fired with terrible effect
into the whirlwind that was rushing upon them.
The colonel’s horse went down, but the colonel
was on his feet in a moment, and, waving his sword,
led his men fonvard on foot. But only for a few
paces. He staggered and fell. We could hear the
tempest-gush ofwrath — halfhowl, halfyell— with
M'hich his men, bayonets at the charge, nished on
to avenge him. They were over the parapet and in
among the Turks like an overwhelming avalancha.
Not many followers of the Prophct got tho chance
to nm away from the gleaming bayonets wielded
by muscular Russian arms.

But there were not men enough for the entor-
prise. It was cruel to watch the brave Russian
soldiers standing there leadcrless,— for nearly all

their officers had fallen,— sternly waiting dcath
for want of officers either lo lead them forward or
to march them iiack. As the sun sel in luiid
ciiinson, the Russian defeat became assured. The
attacking troops had been driven back or stricken
down. Forthree hours there had flowed a constant
current of'wounded men up from the battle-field
hack to the reverse slope of the ridge on which we
stood, witli the general, his staff and escort, and
down into the village behind, into what seemed
comparative safety- All around us the air 'vas
heavy with the low moaning of the wounded, who
had cast themselves down to gain some rclief from
the agony of motion.

Tlic Turks spread gradually over the Isattle-ficld
below us, slaughtering as they advanced; and the

ridge on which we stood, that had for a brief space
been comparatively safe, was again sweptby heavy
fire. Schahovskoy, who had been silently tramp-
ing up and down, and gloomily showing the bitter-
nessofbis disappointment, awokc to the exigencics
of the situation. He bade thc.bugles sound the
“ assembly,” to gather a detachment to keep the
fore-post line on the ridge, and so cover the
wounded lying behind it. The buglcrs blew lustily,
but only a few stragglera could be got together.
“ Gentlemen,” then said Schahovskoy to his staff,
“ we and the escort must keep the front; these
poor wounded must not be abandoncd!” They
were words worthy of a general in the hoiir of
disastcr. W e extended along the ridge, each man
moving to and fro, in a littl* beat of his own, to
keep the Bashi-Bazouks at ljay. It was a forlorn
Jiope— a mere sham of a cover; half a regiment

could have brushed us away ; but it was the only
thing that could possibly afford a chance for tliose
poorsuffcreis, lying moaningthcrc behind us, to be
packed into the ainbulances and carried away into
safety.

Viiliei-s had been ill and wcak all day, and the
terrible strain of lhc prolonged suspense and dan-
ger had told upon him scverely. His mother, as
we quitted London, liad with her last words con-
fided him to my care. Now, in hiswork, as in mine,
a man has to take his chance ofordinary casualties.
But the ordeal which was now upon us was no
ordinary risk. It was known that 1 had been a
soldier in the British army, and | c.ould not go to
the rear while the men with whom the danger
of the previous part of the day had been shared



were now confronting a danger immeasurably
greater. But with Villiers it was different. He
was game ; and itwas onl)- by pointing out to him
that he could not be of much use up here, while
he could be of important service helping the sur-
geons with the wounded, that | persuaded him to
leave the fire-swept ridge, and go back, down into
the village behind us, where there was less direct
work. At length he went, and the responsibility
for him was off my mind. 1 promised tojoin him
when we should be relicved, or when night, as we
might hope, should bring the disinal business to a
cibse.

We were up there till ten o’clock, and I do not
care to write more concerning that particular
experience. Some dragoons rc-
lieved US, and so, following the
general who liad lost an army
going in searcli ofan army which
had lost its general, we turned
our horses, and, picking our way
through the wounded, rodé down
the slope.

But where was Villiers ?

I could find him nowhere.

There was no responso to my
shouts. | could find no surgeon
who liad seen him; every man
was too busy tu take much heed
of a casual stranger. “ Well,”
thought 1, after my vain search,
“ Villiers is somewhere, doubt-
less. He may have ridden off
farther to tho rear; he can not
surely have taken harm. Any-
how, it seeras of no use for me
to linger longer here; I must fol-
low the general and his staff.”

We had a bad nightof it,dodg-
ing the encmy’s marauders; but
of that 1 need not now tell. At
last carne the morning. Ay!
and with the morning carne the
horrible tidings that in the dead
of night the Bashi-Bazouks liad
worked around thc flank of the
thin Russian picket-line we had
left 011 the ridge, had creptinto
the village of Radishovo, and
had butchercd tlic wounded lying
helplcss there, with most, if not
all, of the surgeons leftin charge.

The news tlirilled us all with
horror; but for me now the question, “ Whero
was Villiers?” became agonizing in its intensity.
Away on the Bulgarian platean there, the mcm-
ory carne back to me of thc pretty house in the

quiet London suburb, where tlie lad’s mother, with
a sob in her voice that belied the brave words,
had told me that she let her boy go with a light
heart, because she knew that he would be with
me. And now there carne ruthiessly face to face
with me the terrible duty that seemed inexorably
impendiiig, of hai'ing to tell that poor mother
there was but one gricvous answer to the question,
“ Where was Villiers ?”

1 would not yet abandon hope. | rodé back
toward Radishovo till thc Turkish sharp-sliooters
stopped me with their fire, qgiiartcring the ground
like a pointcr. Far and near | scarched; evcrj-
where 1sought tidings, but with no result. Every
one who knew anything had the same fcll reply.

* If he was in Radishovo last night he is there now.
but not alive !” It was with a very heavy heart.
then, that, as the sun mounted into the clear sum-
mer sk)', 1 rcalized that professional duty witli me



was paramount, and that I must give up the quest,
and ride off to Bucharest, to reach the tclcgraph
office, whence to communicate to the world the
nciw of a disaster of which, among all the journal-
ists who then haunted Bulgaria, the fortune had
been mine to be the solé spectator.

It was a long lade, and 1 killed my poor, gallant
horse before 1 had finished it. But next morning
I was in Bucharest, and, heavy as was my heart,
writing as for my life. The day had waned ere
I had finished my work, and then | had a bath
and carne' out into the trim, dapper civilization of
Bucharest, with some such load on my mind as
one can imagine Cain to have carried wlien he
fled away with Abel’s blood burning itself into his
heart. There carne around me my friends and thc
friends of Villiers, for every one who knew my boy
loved him. Kingston, the correspondent of the
'i'elegraph, Colonel Wellesley, the British military
attaché, Colonel Mansfield, the British minister to
the Roumanian court, and a lIrost of others, were
eager to hear the news | had brought of the dis-
comfiture of Schahovskoy, and not less cbncerned
when they heard of the dread that’lay so coid at
my own heart. We held a consultation— a few
of the friends of Villiers and myself. We settied
that | should give a day to fortune, before I should
adventure the miserable task of telegraphing hcart-
hreaking tidings to the boy’s mother, Most of
that space | slept— for | was dead beaten, and |
think that Marius must have fallen asleep even
amid tho ruins of Carthage.

On the cvcning of the

next day, W'ellesley,

Kingston, Mansfield, and myself were trying to
difie in the twilight, in the garden of the hotel.
Suddenly | heard a familiar voice cali out,

“ Waiter, quick— dinner;

It was Villiers !

The question was answered. | sprang to my
feet on the instant— my heart in my mouth. So
angry was | at the boy's callousness in thinking of
his dinner when we were sobbing about him— so
tender was 1 over him in that— thank God !— he
was safe, that as 1 clutched him by the shoulder
and, | fear, shook hirn, I scarcely knew whether to
knock him down for his impertinence or fall on
his bosom and weep forjoy at his deliverance. So
quaint was lhe spectacle,— his surprise at my cu-
rious struggle of emotion, my attitude of wrath
with which a great lump in my throat struggled,
— that the others afterward insisted Che situa-
tion should be commemorated by a photograph,
in which we two should re-strike our respective
postures.

Villiers had been asleep in an ambulance wagén,
to which his horse had been tied, when the Bashi-
Bazouks had entered thc village. A young surgeon
had sprung on tho box, in the very nick of time,
and had driven the vehicle out of the village just
as the hot rancor of tire fanatics had surged up
ciéose behind it. It was the nearest shave— but
it had sufficed to bring him out safe, and he had
got to Bucharest in time to shout for his dinner,
and to save me the misery of telegraphing to his
motlier that 1 had a sad ans'ver to the question,
“ Where was Villiers?”

I 'm bcastly hungry !”

DOROTHY'S SPINNING-WHEEL.

By

“Where are you going, Dorothy ?” asked
liltle Ben Chilton, as he looked up'from the boat
he was whittling, and saw his cousin, with a cookey
in her hand, reaching up to the latch of the stair-
door.

“ Going up garret to play spinning-wheel,” she
said in a mysterious wliisper, which was ovcrheard
hy Jane, who sat near by painfully sewing patch-
'vork, and who iinmcdiately said;

“1'U go, too!'”

Ben did not want to be left behind, so it was a
party of three that made their way up thc oid,
ivell-worn stairs to the garret, where, past thc tall
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clock, past the disused loom, past a heap of bags
and bundles, tbey made their way, under ovcr-
hanging bunches of mint and catnip, to the far
comer, where the little old-fashioned spinning-
wheel stood.

“ 1 must be the one to sil at the wheel,”
Dorothy, irapcratively.
for.”

And drawing forward a low, thrcc-lcgged chair
she had found, she seated herself with lier foot on
the treadle, and adjusted the broken strap.

“ 1 don’t care,” said little Ben; “ I'm going to
ride on the loom and make the reel whirl.”

said
“That’s what ! carne up



“And I'm going to play house,” said Jane.
“ 1 keep some real pretty broken dishes up here,
under the eaves, on purpose.”

So she began to set her blue and white frag-
ments in order, wliile Ben jerked the rems he had
tied to the reel. But little Dorothy sat erect and
dignified at the spinning-wheel, keepmg her foot
in constant motion. It was her favorite amuse-
mcnt, and though she loved the calves and
chickcns out-of-doors, and Grandma’s garden full
of pinks and poppies, the orchard and the barn,
still it seemed lo her that it would be hardest of
all to leave the spinning-wheel, when her visit was
over and she went back to her city home.

“ You see,” she said to the other children, while
the wheel buzzed around, “ I play 1'm Grandma
when she was young and used to spm, and 1 play
1'm my great-grandmamma sometimes, who was
named Dorothy, like me. She could spin flax when
she was twelve, and 1 'm almost twelve,— ! 'm
eight,— and this is the house she lived in.

“ How queer!” said staid little Jane, as she
polished up her crockery. ‘'l never think about
my great-grandmocherf”

“ Oh, 1 do,” exclaimed Dorothy. “ Sometimes,
when I'am up here alone spinning, | get to think-
ing | am really that little Dorothy who lived
almost a hundred years ago; and when anybody
calis quick and sharp, ‘Dorothy ! Dorothy I’ it
makcs me start, and think perhaps indians are
coming !”

“ Ho 'ho! Indians are coming!” shouted Ben,
lashing his wooden steed with fury.

But this morning no one carne to interrupt the

children’s play by calling “ Dorothy!

Dorothy!”
or* Janel Jane!”

It was baking-day, and Janes
mother was very busy in the kitchen. She had
had to take hcr hands out of the flour once already,
to answer a knock at the front door, and she did
not want to be disturbed any more.

“/ can’'t leave my bread and pies to wait on
strangers,” she said, as she roused dear oid Grand-
ma ChiUon from her knicting, and coaxed her to
go into the front room to entertain callers.

As the mild oid lady, in white 'kcrchief and cap,
entered the room, she was greetcd by two people
entirely unknown to her.

“ 1 am Mrs, Leroy,” said the eider; “ this ismy
niece Miss Leroy. Wc board up on the hill this
summer, and in driving by we have noticed your
house. It interested us because it looks so very
oid. It is very oid, is it not?”

“ The oldest partwas built more than a hundred
years ago,” said Grandma;
gran’ther built it.

“my husband's

The rest has been added on

since.” . - - t.
“Indeed!” exclaimcd Mrs. Leroy, raising her

eye-glasses to survey the broad beam that ran
through the middle of the ceiling above her.
“ How very interesting! And 1suppose you have
oid silver, and oid china tea-pots and cups and
saucers, have n'tyou?” And she looked again at
Grandma with ill-concealed eagcrness.

“ We have no silver but our spoons,” replied
Grandma simply, “ and most of the chiny 1 had
whon | was married has been broke. Jancy let the
last platter slip outof her fingcrs the other day.”

“ Oh, how dreadful I” cried Mrs. Leroy. “ But
have n't you a/w pieces left?”

“ There’'s the bowl Janey mixes her chicken-
feed iri,” said Grandma thoughtfully, much won-
dering at her visitor’s curiosity.

“ Oh, dolet me see it!” said Mrs. Leroy.

“ You must understand, Mrs. Chillén,” said the
younger lady pleasantly, “Auntie has the greatest
admiration for old-fashioned things, and would go
twenty miles to see a warming-pan or a tea-pot.”

Grandma w.as indulgent. She brought out hcr
quaint, little oid tea-spoons and her candlesticks,
and made Janey’s blue-pictured bowl clean for in-
spection. Mrs. Leroy professed great delight.

“ And now, have n’'t you a spinning-wheel?"
she asked. “ Oh, I hiow you must have a spin-
ning-wheel I'”

“ Why, yes,” admitted Grandma, *
oid wheel up garret.”

Mrs. Leroy’s eyes shone. She begged to be
allowed to go and see it, and it endcd at last in
Grandma inounting the stairs with her guests and
entering the garret.

The children stopped thcir play and kept a
demure silence, while Mrs. Leroy vocifcratcd her
delight. She admired the dock, the loom, and
two or thrcc very oid bonnets hanging overhead,
and then she examined the wheel.

“ It 's perfect!” she said, in a low volee to hcr
niece, who nodded assent. n
“Would you bewilling to dispose of thiswheel.
she asked Grandma, sinoothly.

wc have an

“ 1'H give you two
dollats for it.”

Grandma was taken aback. The wheel wouW
never be used again; it was stowed away wiih
broken chairs and such rubbish, but— to sell it.
Still, that very morning she had wished for a little
money in her hand. She hesitated.

“ 1 will talk it over with the folks,” she saia,
and if you can cali again, 1 will let you know.”
“Very well,” said Mrs. Leroy, “ 1will come to-
morrow with the carriage, and take the wheel right
in, if you conclude to let me have it.” And then,
with a few more smooth words, shc departcd.

But Dorothy— poor little Dorothy! She stood
by the wheel in dismay. Could it be possible that

“

Grandma would sell it?



“Oh, I can’t bear to have it go! | can’t bear to
have it go !” she saicj, with tears in her eyes.

“Two dollars is a lotof money,” said little Jane.

Meanwhile, oid Mrs. Chilton was thinking how
the summer was almost ended, and her little grand-
daughter Dorothy would be going home in a few
days. She wished very much to give the child a
parting present, but she had so little change to get
anything with! Two dollars would buy something

nice. At dinner-time she spoke about the wheel.
“ Sell it, if you want to,” said her son Benja-
min. “ It’s of no use to anybody.”

“ Yes, let it go,” said his wife.
up the garret.”

“ Well, | believe
Grandma, slowly.

Dorothy’s heart sanfc. She could hardly eat her
diimer, and as soon as she left the table she went
up garret and cried over her dear little svheel,
fondly turning it with her hand.

“ It isloo bad ! it is too bad !” she said to her-
self. “ That lady will carry it off, s.na/ier great-
grandmother did n’t spin on it, and her little girls
wontlove it. Oh, dear! oh, dear! Itmustn'tgo!”

By and by little Ben carne up the garret stairs to
condole with her.

“I1f I had two dollars, I would buy it myself,”
said Dorothy to him. “ If Mamma would only
come ljefore it is taken away, maybe shewould give
me two dollars.”

“Well, let’'s hide it somewhere till she comes,
then,” said Ben, who was a practical little fellow.
Dorothy looked at him with beaming eyes.

“ It only clutters

I will let her have it,” said

“ 1l dait, Bon Chilton !” she said, “ and don't
you ever, ever tell!”
The two children then consulted together.

Janey was not to be told, because she had sliown
a mercenary spirit in speaking of the money.
Should they hide the wheel behind the chimney?
Should they conceal it in the barn?
seemed safe enough.

“ There 's my bower down by the brook !” said
Dorothy, suddenly. “ The bushes are very cidse
and high. W c can hide it there.”

That very aftcrnoon, while Grandma dozed over
her knitting, and while Jancy and her mother
picked over blackbcrries, slowly and laboriously
down the stairs Ben and Dorothy brought the
wheel, Nobody saw them when they went out at
the door, nobody saw them cross the lot, and when,
after a while, they carne quietly home to supper,
nobody dreamed that the spinning-wheel was
down among the elder-hushes, going to stay out
al! night for the first time in its life.

Neither place

The next day Dorothy and Ben were unusually
quiet, but they kept a sharp lookout, and the
moment Mrs. Lcroy’s carriage was seen in the dis-
tance, they ran out into Che orchard and climbed
a trce.

Mrs. Leroy descended from her carriage, and
her eyes sparkled when Grandma said she could
take the wheel. Jane’'s mother went upstairs to
getit. In a minute her voice was heard calling,

“Where isit, ma? | don’t see it anywhere !”

“ 1 know where it is!” said little Jane, running
after her mother. “ It’s in this cdrner. W hy, no,
itisn't! How funny !”

But it was anything but funny when an hour’s
patient search failed to discéver it, and Mrs. Leroy
at last departcd, haughty and irate.

The hom had blown for supper when Dorothy
and Ben carne meekly in from the orchard.

“Where have you been, children?” cxclaimcd
Grandma, “ and do you know where the spinning-
wheel is?”

Dorothy was silent.

1 do believe she knows,”
“ She did n’t want it sold.”

“ Ben, where 's that wheel?” asked his father,
sternly. “ None of your tricks, boy;
birch-stick here !”

“ Oh ! don'i whip him, Unele !” cried Dorothy,
springing forward. “ 1 ’ll tell you truly. We ff/if
hide it, so we could keep it till Mamma comes, and
I 'm going to ask her for two dollars so I can buy
it myself, and have it always in njy own room at
home. 1 love it dearly !”

“Do tcll!” said Grandma, much moved.
“Why, all I wanted the two dollars for was to buy
a present for you, Dorothy, to remember Grandma
by when you go back home.”

“ Oh, Grandma!” cricd Dorothy. “ Then do
give me the wheel instead! 1'd rather have it
than anything else iu the world— my own great-
grandmothcr Dorothy’s wheel! May | have that
for my present, Grandma ?”

“ Why, of course you may, child!
I 'd known how you cared.
prize it. 1 did n't much like to sell it myself.”

* Oh! thank you, thank you!” exclaimed
Dorothy, hugging her tightly. And then off she
ran to the brook, to bring her preciouswheel home
before the dew fcll on it.

Mrs. Leroy carne again next day, but no sum
could buy the Chilton spinning-wheel for her then.
When Dorothy went home, it went with her, and
by it she will remember Grandmother and Great-
grandmother all the days of her life.

said little Jane.

1 've got a

I only wish
1 am glad you do
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THE TINKHAM BROTHERS' TIDE-MILL.*

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XIV.
WHAT HAPPENKD THAT NIGHT.

At half-past nine o’clock the Tinkham Brothers
were still waiting for the return of the Argonauts
TulLihe river

It was a mild, starry April night. The rest of

the family had retired, and the lights in the house
were all extinguished, when the three older boys
ensconccd themselves in thc willow-tree,— nol
without bean-poles at hand,~to keep guard over
their property.
They could hear, m thc c'arkncss, the gurg

°utgoing tidc m the edd.es formed by thc

ends of the open dam. i rogs piped in a mars

' Copyright, i83s, by J. T. Trowbridge. Allrighls reservcd.



not far off. No other sound on river or lake or
shore. So they waited half an hoiir longer, under
the calm stars.

Then shouts and laughtcr were heard in the
directioii of the new club-hoiise, aud they knew
that the meeting was over. After a while arése
on the night air the “ Canadian Boatman’s Song,”
suiig by harmonious male voices, softened by dis-
tance and solitude to an almost spiritual melody.

“ That has n't a very w-w-warlike sound,” said
Lute.

“No,” replied Mart. “ 1 think the Commo-
dore’s advice has prevailed, as | believed it would.”

Truly, no night-marauders ever went to their
ivork of dcstruction to the sound ofsuch music.

The singing grew loud and strong as tho boats
passed from under the shelter of the high shore
and approached the outlet of the lake, and carne
tloating down the dark current of the Tammoset.

The Tinkhams stretclied themselves out on the
lienciies in the tree, so that their silhouettes might
ilut be seen against the starry sky as the Argo-
nauts glided beneath them. Onc by one the
boats passcd the dam without difficulty or disturb-
ance. Then, again, the voices were mellowcd to
an almost spiritual swcetness far down the wind-
ings of the river. “ Six went up. Only four have
gone back.” said Rush.

“ | suppose the other two are to be kept in the
new club-house, along with the Tammoset boys’
boats,” Mart replied. “ Come, to bed now! We
aro safe from the depredations of the Ai'gonauts
for to-night, anyway.”

riley went softly to thcir rooms, taking care not
to disturb their mother. and slcpt soundly after
their anxious watch, Then, in the morning, as-
lonishiTient!

rile flash-boards, which had lIsecn left lying in-
olTensivcly on the platfoim, were missing; and the
pbnk that Buzrow had started u-ith his bar on
Sunday had been wrcnched off and taken away,

The damagc done was not grcat, Isiit it was exas-
perating, “ It shows what wc 've got to expect,
and what we ’'ll look out for in future, boys !” said
Mart, sternly, as they set about rigging new fl.ash-
boards and rcpairing the dam.

Don’t tell me again not to strike wlicn I’'ve a
bean-pole over one of thcir worthless pates !” said
Rush, with choking wrath, and Lute added :

What do you think now of your C-c-commo-

? And their b-b-bcautiful singing ?”

Mart made no reply, but wieldcd his hammer
“ if he had been nailing the Buzrow fist to the
dam, instead of a board.

fhe affair was all the more trying because of

ic dclay it involved when the tide was going out,
and thoy wished to take advantage of the wasting
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water-power. At length, however, all was ready;
Rusli returned to his jig-saw and his pin-whcels,
and Lute to his lathe and the hubs of his dolis’
cavriages, while Mart opened the sluicc-gate.

The machinery started, almost stopped, and then
started again with ajcrk, “ W hy don’t you let the
w-w-water full on ?” cried Lute.

“ The water is on ; the gato is wide open,” Mart
replied.

“ Then what the m-m-mischicf is the matter
with the w-w-wheel ?”

“ Thunder knows!” Mart exclaimcd, watching
the unstcady movements witli scowling brows.

Rush sprang tu a door which opened upon the
water-whccl, and looked it carefully over, while it
continued to revolve in the same jcvky manner as
at first. “ Shut it off! shut it off!” he shouted,
giving Mart a rapid signal with bis hand. “ Sluwly !
There!”— while Mart applied the lever— “ | see
what’s the matter.”

They could all see, after the whccl had stopped.
On one side a section of five or six of the slcnder
paddlc-blades had been broken out. Only notched
splinters remained, showing that the work liad
been done by means of blows from some hard and
ponderous implement.

The three, crowding the door-way, gazed for
somc moments in silence, only now and then a
strong, deep brcath being heard above the sound
of tlic water dripping from the wheel. Over it and
the band-wheel a shed proj'ected, open on the
lo'ver side, and leaving the paddles exposed for a
distancc of fouror five feet above the sluice-way.
Evidcntly, the raiders had stationed themselves
below, in the river, and struck the bloivs which
broke out the blades.

Mart drew a last long breath and moved away,

“ They mean war,” he said, “ and war they
shall have,”

Lute said not a u'orcl, but winked his iarge eyes
rapidly behind his spcctaclcs, as they turned to
the light. “ It 's a wonder wc did n’'t hcar the
noise,” said Rush.

“We were tired,
replied.

“ And their XXInvely singing had thrown us off
our g-g-guard,” said Lute.

“Thcrc ’s one comfort, boys,” Mart added,
with a pectiliarly grim smile. “ Wc have fair
warning now of what they mean to do.”

“ And we don’t get caught n-n-napping again !”
rejoined Lute, stammering at a frightful rate.
“ W-w-woe to the next m-m-man th-th-that ”

Mart took up, so to speak, the stitches his
brother dropped, “ W e’ll make things lively for
‘cm next time | Say nothing to anybody. W e’ll
keep our own counscl, be always prepared, and

and slept like logs,” Mart



trap somebody. Now, let 's seo what boards we

can scarc up to replace those paddle-blades.

About the middle of thc forenoon, the same
elegant top-buggy re-appeared which had dnven
int? the yard the day before. But it was not the
Commodore’s pretty sister who held the rems this
time It was the Commodore himself.

He, too, had a companion, having brought over

the other Dempford racmber of thc mill-dam com-
mittee chosen by the Argonauts the night before.
Disagreeablc as this arrangementwas to Lew
land, he had himself proposed it,
Foote a seat in his buggy, for the good eftct that
might result from a morning ride and quiet talk
with that bumptious individual before their con
ference with the mill-owners.

They had arrived at the mili, when a third
voung man on foot carne panting up bch.nd thc
Tugai and joined them. This was the Tammoset
membecr of the committee, Jessc Blump by flame ,
a pumpkin-faced youth, short of stature, shor
of breath. and especially ~”ort in that essential
fcature called a nose. He was glowing and blo«
hrg «dth the exertion it had cost him lo “r
wkh his colleagucs, whom he now w* a
nrofusion of smiles. After a few words together,
level shed-roof
room of the shop, where they were met by Rush
Tinkham's fliished face and papcr cap.

The youthful Commodore, showing tall and
maiily beside his companions,— for Blump stood
Z t much higher than Web, though twiee as
broad,-recognized the hero of the bean-pole with
a nod, and asked:

die three crossed thc

“ Where are your b,others.
“ Down-stairs,” Rush answered, coldly.
“ W e wish to see them,” said Mr, Web Foote,
oressing forward with an important strut.
‘You can see them,” Rush replied, still w.th

have come to confer ivith them on the

subject of the dam,” Jesse Blump added-because,
being a member of so important a committee, he
felt that his position rcquired him to say something.
“You are late for that,” said Rush.
“ How so ?” asked thc Commodore, with a look
of concern, made aware thatsome untoward c.rcum-
stance had intervcncd tobalkhis 6°°~ mtent.ons

“ They will tell you,” said Rush ; but you can
see for yourselves. The damage isn't all rcpaired.
“DalLge!” Lew Bartland echocd,

h.s face
douding more and more.

“ What damage

“ That done by your rowdics last nignt.
Upon which Web Foote fluttered up

tered- “ Ourrowdics? W hatdoyou mean by that.
“ Just what | say,” Rush replied, looking thc

little fellow steadily in thc eye. “ Only low, rn.ser-

able scamps would tiy to injure us as they did.

“ | waive the question of injury, which is some-
thing I know nothing about,” Web Foote said,
with swelling dignity. “ But have the kindness to
explain why you cali them our rowdies ?”

“ Yes, that's thc question,” struck in thc Tam-
moset member. “ Wby our rowdies?”

“ Because,” replied Rush, “ 1suppose they and
vou belong to the same club.”

“ But what reason have you to charge members
of our club with acting the part of rowdies?” Wel)
Foote demanded.

“That 's so!” said Jesse

Blump. Wiwt

reason ?” ,
Rush answered, with a contemptuous laugli;
“ Because | have seen them act so 1”7
“ Seen them — when?” cried Web Foote.
“Yes' When?” said Jesse Blump.
“ Sunday aftemoon, Your Commodore here sa«
them, too. He wont deiiy it.” ” A
The Commodore did not deny it. He lookti
heartily sick of the whole wretched business. Rus!,
went on: “ They did again last night whM they
started to do then. And worse. They broke tbe

“ Did they touch your watev-wheel ?” exclaiim d

the Commodore, with sudden heat. “ | cant be-

lieve that!” , -f ,
“Yon ’'d better step down and see, it >"U
wont take my word for it,” said Rush

showing
thc stairs, and

looking as if he would hkc lo
have them make the desccnt with alacnty. head
foremost. ,

“ Take us to your brochéis, if you please,
the Commodore. And Rush, somewhat molhficd
by bis distressed look and dishearteued tone. lcd
the way.

”» ’
.

Chapter XV.

THE CONFERENCE.

MART was in the
the shattered blades from the wheel, w.th h.s ba K
toward the door that opened from the shop,
Rush carne behind him and said:

“ Here are some gentlemen who have com
talk about the dam.”

Mart merely glanced over h.s shoulder, shom g
his sweaty and lurid brows, and remarked, as J
continued his work: “ There ’s been so.i.c U
about that already. A little more wont do any
harm. They can turn it on.”

Rush stcppcd back, while Web Foote and J
Blump prcssed into the door-way, the Comm
looking over thcir hats from

“ Can you spare a minute to speak
Web asked, pompously.

>0



“Nary minute,” Mart said, giving dryiiess to
his reply by using the old-fashioned vernacular,

“We have come on tho pavtof the Argonaut
Club,” said thc pumpkin-faccd Tammoset member.

“1 sha'n’t hurt you, if you have,” said Mart.
Clip, clip, with his hammer-

“ This is no fit place for a conference.”
Footc drew back with a prodigious frown.

“ No place at all,” And Blump also drew back.

They were lioth dressed in dapper style; and
the floorless shcd over the sluice, the rough ljoards,
ihe wet wheel, and the damp odors, not to speak
iifthe unsociable workman in coarse clothes, giving
ihem thc coldest kind of a coid shoulder, did. not
form a very dainty setting for their pictures.

I'msony you don’t like the place,” said Mart.
«ldon’'t like it myself. But my business is hcrc
just now; and |I’'ve made up my mind to attend
strictly to my business in futuvc, and have as little
to do with boat-clubs as po'ssil)le. Thei' have
lhiidered us about two hours this morning, and
ue 've no more time to lose.”

He was standing on a plank, so placed tliat he
uuuld get at the wheel; and as he said this, he
lumed and looked over the hats of Footc and
BUimp, addressing his remarks to the Commodore.

“ When was this mischiefdone ?” Lew asked.

“ Last night.”

'*Have you any idea who did it?”

“ lIdon’t knowthc individudais,” said Mart. “ But
.inybody can guess in whose intercst it was done.”

“1 hope,” Bavtland replied, “ you will do us
tlie justice to ljelieve that no such outragc as this
was ever sanctioned Isy the club.”

“ It was n’'t necessary to sanction it.
licen done, you scc.”

“ You can never make me believe,” cried Web
Fnote, vehemently, “ that any member of our cluli
Itad anything to do with it!”

Never !'” exclaimed Jcsse Blump.

Mart inade no reply, but received a new paddle-
blade— along board — which Lutejust then passed
lo him over the heads of Web and Jessc. He pro-
ceeded to adjust it to the wheel-

“We are in the way here, boys,” said thc Com-
modorc. “ Tlicy are not inclined to talk with us,
and no wonder. 1 did hope to settle our diffei-
ences amicably; but, after what has happened, 1
don’t sec how it can be dono.”

Thank you for your good-will,” said Mart,
turning again, while one hand heid thc board in
place. “No doubt you have done what you
could. But tliat does n’'t sccm tn be much, You
did n't prevent the dam from being attackcd on
Sunday, fior this other damagc from being done
ast night. Wc find we have got to depcnd upon
oursclves; and that 's what we shall do in future.”

W eb

It has

“ You are right; 1 don’t blame you,” said the
Commodore. “ 1’ll only say that if I could have
had my way, things would be different from what

| see they are to-day, and must be, | suppose,
hereafter.”
“ Well,” said Web Foote, backing out of the

water-shed as Lew turned to go,
piece of work, though, as | said, | don’t believe
any Argonaut had a hand in it. But that has
nothing to do with tho errand that brings us here.”

“ Nothmg whatever,” said Blump, also backing
out, while Mart followed them into the shop.

“ 1 think it has a good deal to do with it,” said
the Commodore. “ We come as a committee, to
make peace, and find that somebody overnight
lias been making war, Whether this dastardly
thing was done by membcrs of the cluld or not,
they will have the credit of it, and not without
cause.”

“1 don’'t admit the cause,”
tested.

“ No, fior 1!” said Jesse Blump.

“ And | intcnd as a member of this committee
to do ivhat we were appointcd and sent here for,”
said Foote.

“ Precisely,” said Jessc Blump.
were chosen and sent here to do.”

Lute and Rush now stood with Mart, confront-
ing thcsc two mcmbers, while Lew stepped aside.

“ We have come to ask you what you propose
to do with your dam,” said Web Foote.

“ Exactly,” said Jcsse Blump. “ What do you
propose to do with your dam ?”~

The drooping side of Mart's homely mouth
drew down ivith its drollest expression, as lie gave
his brothers a side glancc and drawled out;

“ They want to know what we propose to do with
our d-a-m ! What do we propose to do with it? ”

“ We don’'t propose to do anything with it,”
cried Rush, hotly.

“ Y-yes, we do !'” Lute stammeied.
pose to k-k-keep il ivlicre it is, !f we c-c-can.
I g-g-guess we can.”

“ That seems to be the general opinion of our
side,” said Mart. “ We need the dam for our
little watcr-power. And after we get our wheel
mended, we shall need it more than ever to make
up for lost time.”

If it was possibic for Web Footc to stand
straighter than before, he did it now, as he said :

“ Wc have come on the part of our club to
inform you that it obstructs the river and is jn thc
way of our boats.”

If it was possible for Jesse Blump to look more
pumpkin-faced than before, he did itwhen he, too.
blustered up and said: “ That ’'s the point! It
hinders our boats in going up and down the river.”

“ 1 regret this

Web Foote pro-

“What we

“ We pro-
And



‘eDo you Uwn the r-r-rivcr?” Luté inquirecl.
“ No, but wc own the boats,” said Web Foote.
Wc own the boats,” echocd Jcssc Bhimp.
mAnd we own the dam,” said Mart. ‘'‘Me
didn’t build it; but we have bought it, and we
mean to keep it. We have no wish to mterfere
with your boats, and you are rospectfully rcqucsted
not to interfcre with our dam.”
“ Wc heard that you proposed to make some
arrangements for letting our boats through,” said

Web. “ We didn't believe it practicable ; but
our club wished to acC honorably, and hear
what you had to say, before taking the matter
into its own hands and removing the obstruc-
tions.”

“ That ’s just it— before removing tbc oh-
structions,” said Jesse Blump.

“ Meanwhile, your honorable club comes m
the night-time, and not only attempts to rc-
move obstructions, but breaks the watci-
whccl!” said Mart. “ Your language does n't
Imlge very much with common sense, my
young friends; nevcrthcicss, we 'll wastc a lit-
tlc more time on you.” .

He rested his right hand on his hip in his
favorite attitiidc, as ho continued, again ad-
dressing Commodore Lew over his colleagues’
hats.

“We carne licre as strangers, and were
ready to do anything rcasonable for the sake
of keeping on good terms with everyioody in these
two towns who svould use us well. Wc are not
brigands and outlaws; though, by their treatment
of us, some of your fellows seem to have thought
so. Wc are really as kind-hearted as the okl lady
who warmed the water she dro«’ncd her kittcns m.

We would n't willingly injurc anybody.”

“ Only yesterday,” Rush broke in, also address-
ing Bartland, “ my brother said, if the Argonauts
were all like you, he would accommodatc your
boats if he had to stand at the dam and carry
them over on his shoulder.”

“ What 1 meant by that rather al.'surd spcech,
said Mart, “ was this— that we would put oui-
selves to any inconvcnience to oblige )'Ou. And
so we will do now, to accommodate those who
tveat us as civilized beings should treat onc an-

“ lirRi; AKS SOUtE i.UNTLKMFK 'VHO HAVE COME TO

TAL.LK AROUT THE PAW.

other, But we see by last night’s transactions that

we liavc to dcal with savages. And our answi.

all such is, tliat we propose to keep our <lam
spite of ’em, aud stand up for our rights. isa
that about the way it hangs, boys?”

Rush and Lute assented wiih qiiiet, detcm
kioks.



“Then all | say is, you 've got a hard row to
hoe | ” said Web Foote.

“ An awful hard row to hoe ! ” said Jesse Blump.

“We expect it,” said Lute. “ But it’s better
to know wc have a fight on our hands, and be
p-p-prepared for it, than to be caught as we wcrc
I-I-last night.”

“ 1 did ii't believe any compromisc was possible,
and now 1 know it,” said Web Foote. “ But I 'vc
clone my part.”

“ Yes; we and the club have clone our part,”
said Jesse Blump.

“You and the club have clone your partina
way that makes a corapromise impossible,” said
Mart. “ The Commodore. will admit that.”

What thc Commodore thoughtwas plain enough,
but he said nothing.

"Yoii will have not only the club, but both
towns against you,” said Web Foote, with a toss
of the head, probably frora the habit of throwing
liishair hack in debate, though he now kept his
hat on.

I can speak for Tammoset.” suid Jesse Blump.
mBoth towns will take the matter in hand.”

«No doubt you will all be very brave,” replied
)lart. “ There are five boys of us, big nnd little:
itid there may be five hundrcd against us. But
"ith law and right on our side, we shall take our
‘hances.”

Web Foote was stnitting toward thc outer door,
followed by the Tammoset member. Seeing that
thc intervie'v was ovci, Commodore Lew stepped
uiipulsivcly back toward Mart and his brothers.

m (lon’'t know whether you caretoparlas friends
"ith me,” he said, with manly emotion.

'mCertainly 1 do!” Mart replied, warinly grasp-
ingthe profferod hand. “ You have actcci nobly.
and 1 thank vou.”

I might have helped you ; but this whole busi-
iiless has been managed as badly as possible. You
are in a hard place. | don't see how you are going
lo get out of it. But you may be sure,” Lew
addcd, shaking hands in turn witli the other boys,
“you will never have an enemy in me. | i-espect
vou too much for that.”

So they parted.

CITAFTKU .XVI.

THi; coNiMiri-Ki-; ruports.
1HK last meeting of the club had adjoui-ned to
hursday evening, when it was expected that the
"ull-dam committee would be able to report.
Ag.iiii on that evening thc Argonauts thronged
He new club-room, and thc discussion of thc ex-
citing lopic >\as reneu'cd. Tlic Commodore was

present, but, at his request, thc Vicc-Commodore
occupied the chair.

Mr. Web Foote took the floor, to speak for the
majority of thc committee. His manner was airy
and self-satisfied to a degree unusual even for him.
It «'as evident that tire turn affairs had taken had
not cooled his ambition for tripped the hcels of his
conceit.

“ He feels he’'s the upper dog in the fight, no«,”
whispered one of the not over-friendly Tammoset
boys.

“ The room ought to have been built liigher, on
his account,” remarked another. “ He ’ll hit a
rafter with his head some time, when he flings his
hair back.”

Serenely unconscious of thc possibility that his
cxalted demeanor could excite any but admiring
comments, the little Dempford youth stood erect
as an exclaraation-point, and lannclied his speecli.

He fii-st reminded the Argonauts uf the position
whicli he and a large majority of those prese:”™ at
the last meeting liad taken with regai-d to the
obslructions in the river.

“ Niiie out of ten of us, perhaps I might say
thirty-nine out of forty of us,”— Mr. Web Foote
looked as if he liad bcen the «'hole thirty-nine,—
«'were convinccd that those obstructioiis should
be summarily removed.” (Applause.) “ But out
of deference to a single member, and because wc
wished to act magnanimously in the matter—
Isay, MVVGNAh'IMOUSLY "

This «ord, uitered at first in small capitals, and
then repeated with a siveliing stress to which onlj-
large capitals can do any sort of justicc, was
grected with luud applause. Commodore Lew,
scated on onc of tho sido benciies, was seen to
smile.

“ We agreed to thc appoiinmcntofa committee,
and a conference with thc mill-owncrs; though
nobody, I am sure, with the exception, perhaps, of
that one member,”— thc speaker continued, with
a peculi.arly sai'castic smile,— “ expected that any
satisfactory arrangement with them could be made.
That was n't possiblc, in tlic nature of things.
W’hat ive dcniand is the i-ii‘cr, the wliole river, and
nothing but the river. opon to us,”— he opened
his arms wide, as if he had been the river,— “ now.
lienccfoith. and at all times.”

Treinendou.s chcers.  Tlie torrent of eloquence
flowced on.

“ The conference was decided upon ; and 1 was
clioscn onc of those to perform that disagreeablc
duty. Ho«' very disagieeable it ivas to be, 1 liad
no forewariiiiig, or | should have declined the
honor. Going as gentlemen to cali upon these
much-lauded young mill-oivners, we had reason
to expect gentlemanly treatinent. Invested with



the authority of thc club, we supposed we weie

entitled to respect. But we f

spoken with shrill cmphasis and aviolent gesturt
hoorush iiunltsand insolent de/iance.

Great sensation. Web tossed back h.s hair.

swung on his hce!, and, looking about h.m, saw
fTi-oR flamins up with excitement.

“vy et gentlemen of the club-fellow-Argo-
nauts! These charming sti-angers; these industn.-
ous makers of dolls’ carriages for two contments
(a titter); *“ these good boys who dcserve our
help and sympathy, as we were latcly

(this was uttcred with thvilling

irony), these
honest,

wcll-meaning mill-owners,— received us
with THsuUs, and dismissed ns wxUi defiance.

If Mr Web Foote cxpectcd an uproar of indig-
nation to follow this stroke of oratory, he was not
disappointed. He then proceeded to describe the
“ conference ” from his own pomt of view, mafcng
out the conduct of the Tinkham boys to have becn
as bad as possible, and kindlmg the wrath of the

L®°YesTLntlemen,” he said, in his final sum-
ming up of the whole matter; “ after declming at
fii-st to have anything to say to us, then tieating
US with clownish insolence, and insultmg m our
oersons the whole club,-calling us rowdies and
Lages,-tliey did finally condescend to mform
us of thcir sovercign will and pleasure. Fhcy
scoffed at the idea of a comproinise, and vowed
that they would keep tho dam where it n

ofxts. Yes, fellow-Argonauts, IN spiru or us .

he repeated, in a voice between a h'TIL es

shriek. “ Their very words, as my colleagues
will bear witness. IN SPITE OF US!”

At this climax, Mr, Web Foote tossed his han
back from his forchead and himself back upon his

Indescribable clamor ensued. A dozcn inem-

bei-s were on their feet at once, gcst.culatmg and
shouting; among them the burly Buzrow form
and face and fist, and the Buzrow voice bellowmg
to be heard. .

Some were for rushing forth at once and answer-
ing the mill-owners’ defiance by “ rippmg out thc
dam ” Fortunately thc sState of the tidc was not
favorable to the cntcrprise; and the chairman by
vigorotis rapping on the tablc, succeeded m restoi-
ing something like order.

“ Mr. Jesse Blump,” he said, recogmzmg one
ofthem who had been trying to speak.

Mr. Jesse Blump had sat down agam in he

back part of the room, but now the face of hun
looking less like a pumpkin m the larap-light, and

more like a full moon, rose red and round over

the troubled waters, and shed its genial glimmei
on the sccne.

“ As one of the colleagues appealed to,” he said,
“ | can bear witness that we— that they— treated
»S-with thc-the very words you have-havc
heard. They would keep the dam

in spitc of us.
Something like that.

1 think thc other member
of the committee will agree with them— 1 rneau
with US— that these were the very expression.
Thereupon the newly risen moon, redder if not
roimdci- than beforc, set again with surpnsiiig
W hat foolswe were,” remarked one of the afore-
said Tammoset boys, “ to put Jesse BKimp on that
committeel” . i« .
“ Don’'t you see?” said the other. It iv.is
necessary to take a member from our toivn; and
the Dempfords chose one who could be led b> thi

7r7“nHe? He has no nose to be led by !'” was the

contemptiious retort. . e
Blump’s speech did not have thc effect of firmg
the Argonauts to a still wilder fury

It serv”™ on
the contrary,

as a sort of anti-cl.max to Wd~»
harangue, and prepared thc way for Lew Bartlaml_

Lew felt that he had a tvcinendous current of
opinion against him, but he faced it without

He'could not quite keep down his rlsing heiut
as he revicwed what he called the “ reportof he
majority” ; which, he declared, entircly misstated
some of the facts and gave quite a false colormg

“ Ladmit,” he said, " that we were, at the out-
set, treated with scant civility,

But there wa. a
reason for it,

which appears very small m
report you have heard, while the so-called rudeness

ve.,i» of tonoo»,
cnlarging upon the provocation the miU-ownu

hid SSvod, which Web h.d poseed oeer ss .
very trifling matter.

-..n.tcs

“ They did not cali us rowdics and sava,«.
They called the persons who had .
outrage rowdies and savagcs. AND | SAY 1 -

WERE RIGUT.” , e
Lew made this avowal with an emphabi=
suppressed fecling which produccd a strong i

AN ' Tfihere 's an Argonaut presentivho "™ '«B that
they were wrong, 1 'd like to have h.m stai*d uP
and say so. Ifthere 's one here who daros na, »
tain that the breaking of A-who
night was an act to be applauded, let s kno
he is, before going any farther.”

Web Footc popped up, flung back his
exclaimed ; .,

“ No Argonaut had anything to do with
| told them so.”

»

e, «nd



A dozen voices echoed, “ Nol no Argonaut!”
and made the room ring with renewed tumult.

“ 1 don’t say it was done by Argonauts,” Lew
went on, as soon as he could be heard. “ I ’'ve
made inquirios, and i can’t learn that any mem-
ber of the club knew anything about it. But what
| say is, it was an act of vandalism, which might
well rouse the resentment of the mill-owners.
What | say further is, that they had good reason
to believe it was done by some of us, or at all
cvents in our interest.”

“No! no! no!” clamored twenty voices.
“1 say they had reason to think so! ” cried
the young Commodore, with spiendid spirit.

“Who are known as the active enemies of the
dam ? Who but the Argonauts? Of course, they
siispected us. Right or wrong, they laid the out-
rage to us, and treated your committee accord-
ingly. | could n't blarae them. They were mad,
as any ofus would have been in their place. But,
even then, they could have been easily pacificd
and brought to some agreement, if your committee
had met them as 1 think they should have been
met, under tbc circumstances.”

“Wec did n't go down on our knees to them !”
cried Web Foote, jumping up.

“ We did n't go as far as that; we did n’t kneel
to’em 1”7 cried Jesse Blump, who, having sweated
off the embarrassment of his first attempt at a
speech, felt now that he could make a very good
one, if he only had a chance.

Web was in his scat again, and the full moon,
which had also risen, had set a second time over
the sea of faces. Lew wenton:

“ They declared their readiness to accommodatc
cvery boat that approaches, in a friendly way, to
pass the dam. | believe they will do all in their
power to obligo those who treat them fairly. But
as for going to any great expense to build a lock,
or anything of the sort, until they are sure of satis-
fying us, and fccl safe from midnight depredations,
they were not so foolish as to waste words about
that. They know too well that it would n’t satisfy
US; and that they have, what they rightly temed,
mwdies to deal with.”

“ 1 am glad we know what our worthy Commo-
dore thinks of us 1” cried Web Foote, willfully mis-
construing the last rcmark, and raising another
stonn.

“ Misundeistand me if you will!” shouted Lew,
himself in a blaze of excitement by this time. “ Be
unjust to me, as you are to the mill-owners. Oh!”
he broke forth, with indignation ringing in his
tenes, “ | am disheartened, | am ashamed, | lose

faith in human nature, when | see young men like
US here unable to take large and liberal and just
views of a subject in which thcir selfish interests
are involved; unablc to see that the other side has
rights they ought to respect; ready to take the
law into thcir own hands, and be judges and
executioncrs in a cause that should be tried by
humanity, forbearance, and good sense.”

Another fiery speech from the littic Dcmpford
member, followed by two or three others on the
same side— among them one from the son of the
father whose fist had knocked down a cow i then,
after a somewhat feeble and lukewarm support
ofthe Commodore by a few of his personal friends,
the report of the majority «'as acccptcd by an
overwhelming vote.

“ Commodore Bartland,” said the chairman.

Bartland was on his feet again, palé but firm, if
not calm.

“ 1 have foreseen how this thing was likely to
go,” he said, “ and | will now ask the secretary to
read a paper which has been in his hands since
yesterday.”

He sat down, but rose again immcdiately.

“ First, however,” he said, “ 1 wish to make
one more correction. It has been charged that
the mill-owners vowed they would keep their dam
in spite of US. They did n’t say that. W hat they
did say was something likc this: *We have learned,
by last nighl's proceedings, that we have lo do with
savages, bul we propose to keep the dam in spite of
all siich.””

“ The same thing ! the same thing ! ” choruscd
several voices.

“ If we are the savages who broke the water-
whecl, then it is the same thing; otherwise, itis
not the same thing at all. Can’t we discriminatc ?
Are we quite blind with passion?” cried Lew, with
contcraptuous impaticncc. “ But I ’ll tcl! you one
thing, gentlemen of tho club !”

His cnergctic face lightcd up with a smile, as he
added, lowcring his voice:

“ Those young men of the mili are not of the
sort it is altogetlier safe to tvifle with. They be-
lieve, as | believe, and as you will find out, that
they have the law with them. They me going to
defend their property; and | advise whoever has a
hand in desti'oying it ”

“ W hat?” cried Buzrow, as the speaker paused.

“ To wear thick gloves!” said Lew Bartland,
significantly.

The paper he had called for was then read. In
it he resigncd his position as commodore of the
club.

(To H coHimued.)



THE OUEEN WHO COULD N'T BAKE GINGERBREAD. AND

THe' Kk ING who

could N'T PLAY ON THE TROMBONE.

TramhUdJrom the Czwmx of Richard LcamUr hy Aaua Etchtcrg.

The King of Macaroni, who was just in tlie
prime of life, got up one morning and sat on thc
edge of his bed.

The Lord Chamberlain stood before him, and
handed him his stockings, one of which had a
great hole in the heel.

The stocking was artfully turned so that the
hole should notbe visible to his majcsty’s eyes, and
though the King generally did n’t mind a ragged
stocking as long as he had pretty boots, this tune,
however, the hole attracted his attention. Horn-
fied, he tore thc stocking out of the Lord Cham-
berlain’s grasp, and poking his fotefinger through
the hole as far down as the knuckie, he remarked,
with a sigh, “ W hat is the use of being a lcmg, if
| have no queen ? W hat would you say if 1should
marry?” . , Ut

“The idea is sublime, your majesty, thc Lord
Chamberlain said, humbly. “ I may say that the
idea would have suggestcd itself to me, had | not
been certain that your royal highness would, in the
course of the day, have mentioned it yourselfd’

“ That will do,” said the King, for he was afraid
of the Lord Chamberlain’s speeches; “ but do you
think | shall easily find a suitable wife ?"

“ Good gracious, yes!ten to one,” was the reply.

“ Don’t forgct that | ain not easily satisfied. If
1 am to Uke the Princess, she must be very wise
and beautiful. Then there is another and \-ery
important condition. You know how fond | am
of gingcrbrcad! There is n't a person in my king-
dom who understands how to bake it— at least, to
bake it to a turn, so that it is neither too hard fior
too soft, but just crisp enough. The condition is,
the Princess must know how to bake gingerbread.”

The Lord Chamberlain was terribly frightened
onhearingthis, but he managed to recovor suffi-
cicntly to say that, without doubt, a princess could
be found who would know how to bake gingcriDread.

“Very well,” said the King; “ suppose we be-
gin the search together.” And that aftemoon, in
company with the Lord Chamberlain, he \Visited
all the neighboring sovcreigns who were known to
have spare princesses to give away. Among thém
all were but three who were both wise and beauti-
ful enough to picase the King. And, unhappily,
none of them could bake gingerbread !

“ 1can not bake gingerbread, but | can make
the nicest little almond cakes you ever saw,” said

the first Princess, in answer to tho King’s question.
“ Wont that do ?”

“ No, it must be gingerbread,” the Kmgsaicl,
decidedly.

The second Princess, when the King asked ner.
made up a dreadful face, and said, angrily, “ 1 wisli
you 'd leave me alone, stupid! There is not a
princess in the world who can bake gingerbread -
gingerbread, indeed !” oV , .,

The King fared worst when he asked the thinl
Princess, though she was the wisest and faircst ol

all. She gave him no chance to ask his question;
even before he had opened his mouth, shu
demanded if he could play on thc trombonv.

When he acknowledged that he could iiot, she
said that she was really sorry, but that she could
not marry him, as he would n’t suit. She likei
him well enough, but she dearly loved to hc.n
the trombone played, and sho”~had decided never
to marry any man who could n't pla>' it.

The King drove home with tlie Lord Chamber-
lain, and as he stepped out of the carriage be
said, quite discouraged, “ So wc are about as far
in our plans as we were before.”

However, as a king must have a queen, after
a time he sent for the Lord Chamberlain again,
and acknowledged that he had resigned thc hope
of marrying a princess who could bake ginger-
bread. “ 1w'ill marry the Princess who can bake
nice little almond cakes,” he added.
ask her if she will lie my wife.”

When the Lord Chamberlain returned, thc next
day, he told his majesty that the Princess was no
more to. be had, as she had married the Kmg
of the country where slate-pencils and pickled

“ (>0, anc

limes grow.

So thc Chamberlain was sent to the scciino
Princess, but he carne back cqually unsucccssfiik
for the King, her father, regretted to say that bis
daughtcr was dead; and that was thc ciid of the
second Princess.

After this the King pondcred a good deal, oui
as he really wished to have a queen, he com-
manded the Lord Chamberlain to go to thc thui
Princess. “ Perhaps she has changccl her mind,
he thought.

The Lord Chamberlain had to obey, miici
his disgust, for even his wife said it was gm'e
uscless; and tho King awaited his return "i"



isss.] and

great anxicty, for lie remembered the question
about the trombone, and it was really irritating.
The third Princess received the Lord Chamber-
lain very graciously, and remarked that she had
once decided never to marry a man who could

EVIIN FLAV on THE -rKOMHNNR!'
UAKB CIXOfvRQREAD I""

«'1lV, 10U can't

niit play on the trombone. Illut that was a dream,

~ a youthfiil, idlc dream, she sighed, a hope never

> rcalhed,— and as she Ukcd the King in spite
this drawback, why— she would marry him.

he Lord Chambcriain whippecl up his horses

tere down the road to the palace, whcrc the

r i"Njoyed at the good tidings, embraccd liis

* servant, and gave him as reward all sorts

to) crosses and stars to wear at his breast, and

TilE KING WHO COULD N't

‘“LANi> YOI

PLAY ON THE TROMBONE. 361

about fifteen yards of ribbon to wind about his
neck and shoulders.

The wedding was spiendid. The whole city was
gay with flags and banners, and garlands hung in
huge fcstoons from house to house; and for two

whole weeks nothing else was thought
of and taiked about.

The King and Queen lived so hap-
pily together for a year that the King
had quite forgotten about the ginger-
bread and the Queen about the trom-
bone. Unhappily, one morning, the
King got out of bed with his left foot
foremost, and that day all tliings went
wrong. It raincd from morning till
night; the royal crown tumbled down
and smashcd the cross on top; besides,
the court painter who brought the new
map of the kingdom had made a mis-
lake and colored the country red,
instead of blue, as the King liad com-
manded; lastly, the Ouecn had a hcad-
ache. So it liappened that the royal
pair quarrclcd for the first time, though
they could not have told the reason
ivliy. In sliort, the King was cross, and
the Oueen was snappish and insisted
on liaving the last word.

‘It is .ibnut time that you ceased
finding fault with everything,” the
Ouecn said at last, with grcat scorn,
shrugging hcr shoulders. “ Why, you
can’'t even play on the trombone.”

“ And you can’t bnke gingerbrcad,”
the King retorted, quick as a fl.ash.

For the first time the Queen did not
knosv what to say, and so, ss'ithoui
another svord, they went to their sepa-
rate looms. The Ouecn tlircw herself
on the sofa and wcpt bitierly. “ What
a little fool you are!” she sobbed.
“Where svas your common sense?
Ynu could n't have been more stiipicl
if you had tried.”

As for tho King, he strode up and

dnwn the room rubbing his hands.

Can'e ‘It is fortunate that my wife cau’t
13akc gingerbrcad,” he thought, glce-

fully, “ for if she could, what should | have

answered whcii she said that I could n’t play on
the trombone ?”

The more he thought, the more checrful he be-
came. He whistled a favorite tune, looked at the
great picture of his wife over the mantel, and then.
climbing upon a chair, he brushed ass-ay a cobweb
that was dangling over the nose of the Oueen.

* How angry she must have facen, poor little



woman !” he said at last. “ Suppose 1 see what

Sepp”ed into the long corridor into which all
the rooms opened, and it being the day when all
things wentwrong, the groora of the chambere had

forgotten to light the entrydamp, ‘~ongh >~
meight o’clock at night and pitch dark. ~he Km
went czroping forward, with his hands stretched
out for fear of falling, when suddenly he touched
something very soft.
“ Who is there ?” he demanded.
“ It is 1,” said thc Queen.

‘*What are you in search of, my dear ?”

“ | wanted to bcg your pardon— | was very un-
kind,” she sobbed.

“ Pray don’'t, my love,” the King said, in h.s
very gentlcst tone ofvoice.

“ It was my fault, but
all is forgotten.

One thing, let me say, however,
my dear; there are two words which rnust n™ei
be uttered in our kingdom on pam of death-
‘trombone’ and ” L,

“ ‘Gingerbread,”” the Queen added, laughmg,
though she stealthily brushed away a tear.

And so the story ends.

emily,

(A T-me Tale of PannUtt Devolioif.)

I HAVE much time for quiet thought, and it has
occurred to me that the story of my hfe might be
of interest tosome young members
of the human race. | belong to a
boy who calis himself my “ I-Utle
Papa.” When I tell you that this
sketch is a good likeness of my-
self, you will see why 1 can not
write my own story, but my kind
‘“Grandmamma” has promised to
use her pen for me, and write what-
ever 1 wish to say.

An oid song which she soroc-
times sings comes to my mind just
here; it begins, “ 1 was young, 1
was fair, 1 had once not a care” ;
and this is true of me.
longer fair; but this does not
trouble me. My life is as sweet
to me now as when | boasted of
rosy checks, perfect features, and
a body. Love can make up to us
for any trial, and 1 am happy in
spite of all my troubles, because my
pa” lovcs rae now better than ever.

But let me begin my story by telling you that,
when 1 was born, my body was made by a kmd,
sensible oid lady, who thought the flimsy bodics
bouo-ht in shops not fu for any good doli, such as
she meant that | should be. She made me with a
shapcly figure, and substantial legs and feet, upon
which she put good strong shoes and stockings,
My head was, and is, as you see, of the kmd called
indestructible. It has borne many hardships, but
outlives them all, with a vigor of which I am proud.

When ready to sit down beside iny Little
Papa’s ” well-stuffed stocking, one Christmas Evo,

I am no

Little Pa-

mv dress was of tan-colored stuff, «-ith trimraing of
brivht scarlct, made to wear well and for a lon®
time. Upon my head | wore a
neat cap, from the front of whicb
a becoming fvinge of short han
fell over my forehead, which, al-
though | say it, is a high and
thoughtful one. | have heard n
said that my face, without possess-
ing striking beauty, was yet one
wearing such a sweet and sensible
exprcssion that it was ever pleas-
ant to look upon.
The moment that my *“ Litlle
Papa” saw me, he received me
into the depths of his tenderest
affcction, and my story would
never have been written had he
not cherished me ever since wiih
such devotion. Well do I remoii-
ber him as 1 first saw his tiny fig-
ure, with its short, loose-floxing
white dress. He was notquite three
ycars oid.

His bright blue eye bcamcd lovingly on
me-

his light, soft hair flew carclessly around ms
head, and on his forehead rested “ a bang” so.Hke
mv own thatour relationship could not be dou..,

I was at once named Emily in honor oi the

donor, and began my life in a very pleasant play-
room, where a pretty rocking-chair was giyen
for my own use. | was not always gently treUed,
but 1 was bcloved, and that made up to me foi tne
anguish of many a hard knock. Very soon,
order to make some expenments (usmg my
as a hammer), my “ Little Papa” 'eemovod n>
cap and hair, and this led to the most mort.fyiho
occunencc of my life.



To explain it to you, I must introduce the stoiy
of another doli who for a short time shared my
papa's heart. Her fate was so sad that | bear no
resentment to her for that. She carne into our
family the next Christmas after my own arrival. |
must own that she was a pretty creature— a blonde
beauty, light, delicate, and quite different from
the quiet, plain dolly who describes hér.

When Santa Claus brought her, 1 felt quite
heart-broken, for ray *“ Little Papa” took her
joyfiilly, named her “ Lady-love,” and | feared
would think no more of me. Her day was short-
lived, however. One day, he carne to his Mamina

(my “ Grandmamma,”) with a hammecr in his
hand, the end of which was covered with wax.
“ W ax!” exclaimed “ Grandniamma,” observing
this; “ how did it get upon your hammer? |

did not know there was any in the house.” My
¢ Little Papa” hung his head. | shall always
ljclieve that it ivas an accident, and that he felt
truly sorry for it. He did not speak, and “ Grand-
mamma,” after a inoment’s thought, said ; “ Lady-
love’s face is the only wax thing in the house,
Cliarlie; have you struck your dear Lady-love ?”
No answer; shc hastcncd to thc play-room, and
there the dreadftil truth was disclosed. On the
flonr was Lady-love, her face cracked and scarred
—her beauty flcd foi'ever! She was indeed such
a wreck as to be no longer plcasant to look upon,
and fell into such swift decay that soon nothing
remained of all her charms but her lovely curly wig.
Then occiirred the mortification to which I have
alkided, and my
“ Grandmamma ”
did me the only
ankindncss 1 ever
esuffered from her.
She said, “ Emily's
cnp and bang are
gone; let us sec
how she will look
in Lady-love’s
wig !” Behold, in
this second pict-
ure, the result!
' did not know
m self; trans-

formed from my

own plain sclf to a

gay Madge Wild-

fire, you may im-

agine my fcelings.

I was very uncom-

foitable until one day, when my “ Little Papa”
thought best to puli off thc wig which suited me
so ill.

Soon after this, a puppy was brought into our

once quiet play-room. Then what misei-y | en-
dured! Never did I know when his dark, sliarp
face would glare upon me, and his dreadful, white
teeth give me avicious shake. One day, Nurse had
left the play-room,
and my “ Little
Papa” had gone
out for a walk with
“ Grandmamma.”
I heard a rushing
sound, a savage
bark, and the next
moment was tom
liinb  from limb!
Only myhead, my
indestructible
head, was left!
Once in my life,
I remember tbat,
whilc 1 lay upon
the floor.some wise
people around rae
were discussing
where the seat of
life was located. ! can tell them now that it is in
the head. My luckless limbs strewed the floor,
but /— my head— remained despairing, but calm
and collccted.

When my “ Little Papa” camc in from his walk,
he hugged me to his heart, and, saying that ray
poor head must be coid, he begged for some cot-
ton and the muciiage-bottle in order to closc my
wounds, and soon had decked me as you see in
thc picture above.

I did not like my appearance, but he did, and it
had also made him happy to have the muciiage-
bottle ; so | was content.

Bodiless, hairless, with Iljattered cheeks and
forgotten charms, you would hardly suppose that
I could ever be happy again, Yet |I am, for |
know myself to be the darling of my “ Little
Papa’s” heart.

Two days ago he carried meto “ Grandmamma,”
and bcggcd her to make “ Emily a cap.” She did
so, but as shc covcrcd my poor bald head, she
said: “ Charlie, Emily is not i>ery handsome, is
she?” How my heart— | mean my head— swellecl
then with joy when he cried out: “ I love her
bettor than anything, and / think she’'s pretty,
too!”

At that moment I felt that | must tcll thc tale
of such devoted love, and | liopc it has pleased
you to hear it. My “ Little Papa” is now five
years oid, and, whilc he loves me still so dcarly, 1
notice that he plays more with toois, carts, and
horses than he does with me. “ Grandmamma”
said lately to him, “ Soon we will put Emily away,



Charlie m the chest with your baby-clothes”; so
1 look forward to a future of peaceful rctiremcnt
there I may some day make my appear-
anee again in active life, as the dear oid dolly

which my “ Little Papa ” will show to his children’s
children as havmg given him so much happiness.
And 1 know that he w.ll love me even then, foi,
like me, his affection is indestiuctible.

IRONING SONG.

[This praclical little song and chorus can
inovements.]

First your iron smooth must be,
(Chorus:)

Rub away! Rub away!
Rust and irons disagrce,
Rub away ! Rub away!

Though your iron must be hot,
Glide away ! Slicle away !
It mast never scorcli ov spot,
Glide away ! Slicle away !
Then the cloth, so soft and
Press away ! Press
On the tablo must be tight,
Press away ! Press

white,
away !

away |

be sung by little girls in llie ” Kilchcn-Garilen,"* witli approp.iat

Crease or ivrinklc ipust not be.
Smooth away! Smooth awa; |
Or the work is spoiled, you see,
Smooth aivay i Smooth away!

Every piece, when prcssed with care,

Work away! Work away |
Must be hung awliilc to air,
Work away! Work away!

Then you fold them onc by onc,

Put away ! Put away !
Now the ironing is done,
Happy day! Happy day!

mSee S-r. NIC1101.AS fnr April, 1879, pago 403.



MRS

PETERKIN FAINTS ON THE GREAT PYRAMID,

By LUCRETIA P. Hale.

“Meet at the Sphinx!” Yes, these were the
words that the lady from Philadelphia had sent in
answer to the several telegrams that had reached
hcr from each member of the Peterkin family.
She liad received these messages while staying
in a reméte country town, but she could coinmuni-
cate with the cable line by means of the tclegraph
office ata railway station. The intelligent operator,
seeing the same date affixed at the ci6ése of each
message, “ took in,” as she afterward expressed
it, that it was the date of the day on which the
iticssage was sent, and as this was always pre-
fixcd to every dispatch, she clid not add it to the
several messages. She afterward expressed herself
as sorry for the mistake, and declared it should
not occur another time.

Elizabeth Eliza was the first at the appointed
spot, as her route had been somewhat shorter
than the one her mother had taken. A wild joy
liad seized her when she landed in Egypt, and
saw the frequent and happy use of the donkcy
eis a beast of travcl. She had never venturcd to
ride at home, and had aluays shuddercd at the
tlaring of the women who rodé at the circuscs,
and closed her eyes at their performances. But as
soon as she saw the little Egyptian donkcys, a ina-
nia for riding possessed her. She was so tall that
she could scarcely, under any circumstances, fall
from them, while she could mount them with
as much case as sho could the ann of fhe sofa
.1: home, and most of the animals seemed as
liannlcss. It is true, the donkey-boys gave her the
«rong word to use when she might wish to check
the pace of her donkey, and niischievoiisly taiighi
lier to avoid the soothing phrasc of “ besc/iwesc/i,"
giving her instead one that should goacl the beast
she rodé to itshighestspeed;but Elizabeth Eiizawas
so dcliglitetl with tho quick pace, that she was con-
tiiuially urging her donkcy onward, to the stirprisc
and delight of each fresh attendanl donkcy-boy.
He Wiukl run at a swift pace after hcr, stopping
sometimes to pick up a loose slipper, if it were
shuffled off from his foot in his quick run, but
always bringing up even in the end.

I'.lizabeth Eliza’s party had made a quick journey
by the route from Brindisi, and, proceeding directly
to Cairo, had stopped at a small French hotel nol
very far from Mrs. Peterkin and her party. Every
morning at an early hoiir Elizabeth Eliza made
ficr visit to the Sphinx, arriving there always
tl'e fiist one of hcr own |5art\', and spending the

rest of the day in cxplorations about the ncigh-
borhood.

Mrs. Peterkin, meanwhile, set out each day at
a later hoiir, arriving in time to take her noon
lunch in front of the Sphinx, after which slie
indulgcd in a comfortable nap, and returned to
the hotel before sunsct.

A wcek — indeed, ten days— passed in this way.
One morning, Mrs. Peterkin and her party had
taken the ferry-boat to O'oss the Nile. As they
were leaving the boat on the other side, in the
usuaTcrowdj Mrs. Peterkin’s attcntion was arrcstcd
b> a familiai voice. Sho turned, to scc a tall young
man who, though he wore a red A - upon his head
and a scarlet wrap around his neck, certainly
rosemblcd: Agamcmnon. But this Agamemnon
was talkiri{ Grcek, with gestculations. Slie was so
excited t&it she turned to follow him through tho
crowd, thus separating herself from the rest of her
party. At once sho found herself surrounded by a
mob of .-\rabs, in evcry kind of costume, all scieam-
ing and yelling in the manner to which she was
becoming accustomcd. Poor Mra. Peterkin plain-
tively protestcd in Eng'ish, but the Arabs could
not understand her strange words. They had,
however, struck the ear of the young man in the
red fez whom she had been following- Me turned,
and slie gazed at him. It was Agamemnon |

He, meanwhile, ivas scparated from liis party,
and hardly knew how to gi-applc with the urgeiit
Arabs. His recently acquired Greek clid not assist
him, and he was aclvising his mother to yieid and
mount one of the steeds, while he followed on
another, when, liappily, the dragoman of hei- party
appeared. He administered a volley of rebukes to
the persisleiit Arabs, and bore Mrs. Peterkin to her
donkcy. She was thus carried away from Aga-
memnon, who was also mounted upon a donkey
by his companions. But thcir dcstinatinn was the
same, and though they could hold no conversation
on the way, Agamemnon could join his mother as
they approached the Sphinx.

But he and his party were to ascend a pyra-
mid before going on to the Sphinx, and he advised
his mother to do the same. He explained that il
was a perfectly easy thing to do. You had oniy to
lift one of your feet up quite high, as though you
were going to step on the mantel-piece, and an
Arab on cach side would lift you to the next step.
Mrs. Peterkin was sure she could not step up on
their maiitcl-pieces at lime. Slic never had done



it-5he never had even tried to.
reminded her that those
very high—*“

But Agamemnon
in their own house were
oid colonial”; and meanwhile she
found herselfcarried alongwith the restof thc party.

At fii-st the asccnt was delightful
seemed as if shc were flying. The powerful Nubian
guides, one on each side, lifted her jauntfly up,
without her being conscious of motion. Havmg
seen them daily for some time past, shc was novv
not much afraid of these handsome athletes, with
their polished black skins, set off by dazzling white
garments. She called out to Agamemnon, who
had preceded her, that it was charming ; shc was
not at all afraid. Ever>' now and then she stopped
to rest on the broad cornice made by each rctreat-
ing step. Suddenly, when she was about half-way
up, as she Icaned back against thc step above, she

found herself panting and cxhausted.
fainmess carne over her.

to Bev. It

A strange
She was looking off over
a beautiful sccne: Through the wideLibyan descrt
the blue Nile wound between Isorders of green
edging, while the picturesque minareis of Cairo,
on the opposite side of the river, and thc sand m
the distance beyond, gleamed with ared-and-yellow
light beneath the rays of the noonday sun.

But the picture danced and wavered beforc her
dizzy sight. She sat there alone, for Agamemnon and
the rest had passed on, thinking shc was stopping
to rest. She seemed desertad, save by the specch-
less black statues, onc on either side, who, as shc
seemed to be fainting before their eyes, were look-
ini™ at her in some anxiety.

She saw diinly these
wild men gazing at her,

She thought of Mungo
Park, dying with the African women smging about
him How little she had ever dreamed, when she
read that account in her youth, and gazcd at thc
savage African faces in the picture, that she might
be left to die in thc same way alone, in a strange
land— and on thc side of a pyramid !

Her guides
were kindly.

Onc of them took her shawl to wrap
about her, as she seemed to be shivenng, and as
a party coming down from the top had a jar of
water, one of her Nubians moistencd a handker-
chief with water, and laid it upon her head. Mrs.
Peterkin had closed her eyes, but shc opened them
again, to see thc black figures thcir white
draperies still standing by her. The travelers
coming down paused a few minutes to wonder and
give counscl, then passed on, to make way for
another party following them. Again Mrs. Peter-
kin closed her eyes, but once more opened them
at hearing a weE-known shout— such a shout as
only one of thc Peterkin family could give— one
of thc little iDoys !

Yes, he stood before her, and Agamemnon was
behind; they had met on top of the pyramid.

The sight was indeed a welcomc one to Mrs.

in

f

Peterkin, and levived her so that she even began
to ask questions: “ Where had he come from?”
“ Where were the other little boys?" Where
was Mr. Peterkin?” No one could tell whcrc
the other little boys were. And the slop.ng side
of the pyi-amld, with a fresh party waiting to pass
up, and thc guides eager to go down, was not
just the place to explain the long, confused story.
All that Mrs. Peterkin could understand was
that Mr. Peterkin was now, probably, mside thc
pyramid, bencath her veiy feet! Agamemnon
had found this solitary “ little boy ” on top of the
pyramid, accompanied by a guidc and onc of the
mrty that he and his father had joined on leaving
Venice. At the foot of the pyramid there had
been some dispute in the party as to whethei
they should first go up the.paramid,

or down
inside, and in thc altercation the party was
divided; the little boy had been sure that his

father meant to go up first, and so he had joineil
the guidc who went up. But where was Mi.
Peterkin ? Probably in the innermost dcpths of
thc pyramid below. As soon as Mrs. Peterkin
understood this, she was eager to go down, in spile
of her late faintness; even to tumble down would
help her to meet Mr. Peterkin the sooner. She
was lifted from stone to stone by the careful
Nubians. Agamemnon had already emptied his
pocket of coins, in supplying backsheesh to his
vuide, and all were anxious to reach the foot of tlw
Lramid and find the dragoméan, who could ansuer
thc demands of the others.

Breathless as she was, as soon as shc hru
descended, Mrs. Peterkin was anxious to make
for thc entrance to thc inside.
declared that nothing would
the pyramid.

Before, she h;id
induce her to go imo
Shc was afraid of being lost m ns
stair-ways, and shut up forever asa mummy. 1m
now she forgot all her terroi-s; she must find .Mi.
Peterkin at once!

She was the firet to plunge down the narroiv staii-
way after the guide, and was grateful to find tlie
steps so easy to descend. But they presently carne
out into a large, open room, where nostair-way i'is
to be seen. On the contrary, she was invitcd o
mount the shoulders of a burly Niibian, to reach a
large hole half-way up the sidc-wall (higher ih.m
any mantel-piece), and to crawl through this hnle
along the passagc till she should

stair-way. Mrs. Peterkin paused.
these men?

reach anotlw
Could she trust
W as not this a snare to entice hei
into one of these narrow passages? Agamemnon
was far behind. Could Mr. Peterkin have vcntuicl
into this treacherous place?
At this moment a head appeared throug

opening above, followed by a body. It

of one of thc native guides. Voiccs were hcatd



coming through the passagc; onc voice had a
twang to it that surely Mrs. Peterkin had heard
before. Another head appeared now, bound with
a blue veil, while the eyes were hidden by green
goggles. Yet Mrs. Peterkin could not be mistaken

it was— yes, it was the head of Elizabcth Eliza!

It seemed as though that were all, it was so
difficult to bring forward any more of her. Mrs.
Peterkin was screaming from bclow, asking if it
were indeed Elizabeth Eliza, while excitement at
recngnizing her mother made it more difficult for
Elizabeth Eliza to extricate herself. Rut travel-
ers below and behind urged her on, and, with the
assistance of the giiidcs, she pushed forward and
almost fell into thc arms of her mother. Mrs.
Peterkin was wild with joy as Againemnon and his
brother joined them.

“But Mr. Peterkin!" at last exclaimed their
mntber. “ Did you see anything of your father ?”

“ He is behind," said Elizabeth Eliza. “ | was
looking for the body of Chufu, the founder of thc
pyramid,— for | have longed to be the discovcrer of
his inummy,— and | found instead— my father!"

Mrs. Peterkin looked up, and at that moment
saw Mr. Peterkin emerging from the passage above.
He \~s carefully planting one foot on thc shoulder
of a stalwart Nubian guide. He was very red in
the face, from recent exertion, but ho was indeed
Mr. Peterkin. On hcaring the cry of Mrs. Peter-
kin, he tottered, and would have falleia but for
the support of thc faithful guide.

The narrow place was scarcely large enough to
hold their joy. Mrs. Peterkin was ready to faint
again with her great excitement. She wanted to
know what had become of the other little boys,
.md if Mv. Peterkin had heard from Solomon
Jolin. But the small space was becoming more
and more crowded, the dragomans from the dif-
ferent parties with which the Pcterkins wcrc con-
neeted carne to announcc their several luncheons,
and insisted upon thcir Icaving tlie pyramid.

Mrs. Petcrkin’s dragoman wanted her to go on
directly to thc Sphinx, and she still climg to the
belief that only then would there be a complete
reunion of the family. Yet she could not separate
herself from the rcst. They could not let lier go,
and they were all hungry, and she herself fell the
need of food.

But with the confusién of so many luncheons,
and so much explanation to be gone through with,
itwas difficult to get an answer to her questions.

Elizabeth and her father were involved in a dis-
cussion as to whether they should have met if he
had not gone into the queen’s chamber in the pyra-
mid. For ifhe had not gone to the queen’s cham-
her he would have left thc inside of the pyramid
before Mrs. Peterkin reached it, and would have

missed her, as he was too fatigued to make the
ascent. And Elizabeth Eliza, if she had not met
her father, had planncd going back to the king’s
chamber in another search for the body of Chufu,
in which case she would have been too lato to
mcct her mother. Mrs. Peterkin was not much
intcrcstcd in this discussion ; it was enough that
they had met. But she could not get answers to
what she considered more important questions;
while Elizabeth Eliza, though delighted to meet
again her father and mother and brothers, and
though interested in thc fatc of the missing ones,
was absorbed in the Egyptian question; and the
mingling of all their interests made satisfactory
intercourse impracticable.

W here was Solomon John ? What had become
of the body 01 Chufu? Had Solomon John been
telegraphed to? When had Elizabeth Eliza seen
him last? Was he Chufu or Shufu, and why
Clieops ? and where were thc other little boys ?

Mr. Peterkin attempted to explain that he had
taken asteamer from Messina to the south of Italy,
and a Southern route to Brindisi. By mistake he
had taken thc steamer from Alexandria on its way
to Venice, instead of the one that was ieaving Brin-
dis! for Alexandria at the same hour. Indeed, just
as he had discovercd his mistake and had seen the
other boat steaming off by his side, in the othei
direction, too late he fancied he saw the form
of Elizabeth Eliza on deck, leaning over the tafirail
(if it was a taffrail). It was a tall lady, with a
blue veil wound around her hat. W as it possible ?
Could he have ljeen in time to reach Elizabeth
Eliza ? His explanation only served to increase the
number of questions.

Mrs. Peterkin had many more. Hou- had
Agamemnon reached them? Had he come to
Bordeaux with them? But Agamemnon and Eliza-
beth Eliza were now discussing with others the
number of feet that thc Great Pyramid measured.
The remaining members of all thc parties, too,
whose hunger and thirst were noiv fully satisfied,
were ready to procecd to the Sphinx, wliich onl)’
Mrs. Peterkin and Elizabeth Eliza had visited.

Side by side on their donkcys, Mrs. Peterkin
attempted to learn something from Mr. Peterkin
about the otlier little boys. But his donkey proved
restive: now it bore him on in swift flight frora
Mrs. Peterkin; now it would linger behind. His
words were jerkcd out only at intervals. All that
could l)e said was that they were separated; the
little boys wanted to go to Vcsuvius, but Mr. Peter-
kin felt they must hurry to Brindisi. At a station
ivhcrc the livo trains parted,— one for Naples, thc
other for Brindisi,— he found suddenly, too late,
that they were not with him they must have
gone on to Naples. But where were they now?



THE BROWNIES’

FEAST.

By Palmer Cox.

In best of spirits, blithe and free,

As brownics always seem to be,

A jovial band, with hop and leap,

W ere passing through a forest deep,
When in an open space they spied

A heavy caldron, deep and wide,
Where woodmen, working at their trade,
A rustic boiling-placc had made.

My friends," said one, “ a chance likc tins
No cunning brownie band should miss;
All unobserved, wc may prepare

And boil a pudding nicely there;

Some dying erabers smoldcr still,

W hicli we may soon revive at wi)l;

And by the roots of yondcr Cree

A brook goes babbling to the sea.

At Parker’s mili, some miles below,
They 're grinding flour as white as snnv
An easy task for us to bear

Enough to serve our need from tlierc;
I noticed, as 1 passed to-night,

A window with a broken light,

And through the opening wc ’ll pour
Though bolts and bars be on the dooi.
"And 1,” another brownie cried,

*Will find the plums and ciiirants dried,
1’lIl have some here in half an hour
To sprinkle thickly through the flour:



So stiv yourselves, and bear in mind
That some must spice and sugav find.”
And 1,” said onc, “ will do my part

lo help thc scheinc with all my heart;
I know a place where hcns have made
Their nest beneath the burdock shade—
I saw them stealing out with care

To lay their eggs in secret there.

The farmer’s wife, through sun and rain,
Has sought to find that nest in vain:
They cackle by the wall of stones,

The hollow stump, and pile of bones.
And by the ditch that lies below,

W here yellow weeds and nettles grow;
And draw lier after everywhere

Until she quits them in dospair.

The task be mine to thither lead

A band of comrades now with speed,
To help me bear a tender load
Along the rough and rugged road,
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For ditches deep and fenccs high
Between us and the barn-yard lie.”

Away, away, on every side,

At once thc lively brownies glide —

Some through thcswamp and round the hill-
Thc shortest way to reach the mili;

And more across the country speed

To bring whatever pliims they need;

W hile some on wings and some on legs
Go darting off to find the eggs.

A few remained upon the spot

To build a firc beneath the pot;

Some gathered bark from trunks of trees,
W hilc others, on tlieir hands and knees.

Around thc embers puffcd and blew
Until the sparks to blazes grcw ;
And scarcely was the kindling burned
Before the absent ones returned.



All loaded down they carne, in groups,
In couples, singly, and in troops.
Upon their shoulders, heads, and backs,
They bore along the floury sacks;

W ith plums and currants others carne,
Each bag and basket filled the same;

W hile those wlio gave the hens a cali
Had taken nest-cgg, ncst, and all;

And more, a pressing want to meet,
From some one’s lino had hauled a shcet,
The monstrous pudding to infold

W hile in thc boiling pot it rollcd.

The rogues were flour frora head to feet
Before the mixture was complete.

Like snow-birds in a drift of snow

They worked and elbowed in the dough,
Till every particle they brought

W as in the mass before them wrought.

To stitch the bag they had no thrcad,
But moose-wood bark was used instead,
And soon the sheet around the pile
W as wrapped in most artistic style.

Then every plan and schemc was tried

To hoist it o’er the caldron’s side.

It took some engineering skill

To guard against iinpending ill;

Al times, it seemed about to fall,

And ovcnvhelm or bury all;

Yet none forsook their post through fear,

But harder worked with danger neai.

They pulled and hauled and orders gaxkt,

And pushed and pried with stick and stave.

’Midst blinding sraoke and flamcs that rcaa

And scorcbcd the clothes and smged tiie
beard,

Until, in spite of hcight and heat,

They had performed the trying feat.



To take the pudding from the pot

They might have found as hard and hot.
But water on the fire they threw,

And then to work again they flew.

And soon the steaming treasure sat
Upon a stone both broad and flat,

W hich answered for a table grand,

W hen nothing better was at hand.

Some think that brownies never cat,

But live on odors soft and sweet,

That through the verdant woods proceed
Or steal across thc dewy mead;

But those who could have gained a sight
Of them, around their pudding white,
Would have perceived that eives of air
Can rclish moi'e substantial fare.

They clustered ciése, and dclved and ate
W ithout a knife, a spoon, or piate;
Some picking out the plums with care.
And leaving all the paslry there.

W hile some let plums and currants go,
But paid attention to the doiigh.

The purpose of each brownie’s mind

W as not to leave a crumb behind,

That, when thc morning sun should shine
Through leafy tree and clinging vine.

No traces of thcir sumptuous fcast

It might reveal to man or beast;

And well they gauged what all could bear,
When they their pudding did prepare;
For when the rich repast was done*

The logues could neither fly fior run.

The miller never missed his flour,

For brownies wield a mystic power;

W hate’er they take they can restore

In greater plenty than before.

W hen morning camc, thc anxious hcn
Found eggs and nest replaced again.
More sweets were in the giocer’s store
Than when at dark he locked the door;
W hile gazed the housewife in surprise.
And thought the sleep was in her eyes,
For lo ! instead of one, a pair

Of sheets were flapping in the air!

THE STORY OF VITEAU.*

By Frank R.

Chapter XIII.

MUST not be supposed that.thc
officers of the Ingiiisition and
the monks of the monastery
which, as has been mentioned
bcfiire, stood a few miles from
Vitcau, were all this time igno-
rant of the fact that, when the
Countess of Vitcau fled from
her home, she took refiige in
the castle of the Count de
Barran.

It was not many days before this was known at
lhe monastciy, But the officers had returned to
foulouse to report their failure to secure the per-
son for whom they had been sent; and the monk
who was dispatchcd with thc Information that the
Countess had nol ficd thc country, as was at first
supposed, but had taken rcfugc within a day’s ride

Stockton.

ofViteau, had a longjourney to make to thc south
of France; wliile the party which was immecdiately
dispatched by the liiquisition to thc castle of Bar-
ran had a long journey to make back to him.

But it finally carne, and it was a different party
from that which had been sent before. It was
larger; it containod many more armed men, and it
was undcr thc control of a leader wlio would not
give up thc pursiiit of the Countess simply because
he should fail to find her in the first place in which
he sought her.

About the time that the Count de Lannes and
our young friends entered Paris, the expedition
from |Ilie Inquisition at Touloiisc reached thc
great gate of the castle of Barran.

This visit threw thc Coimt, and those of his
houschold who understood its Import, into a state
of despair almost as great as if it had not been
daily feared and expected ever since thc Countess
had come to the castle.

«Copyright, 2882, by F. R. Siockion.



1 to do He liad

THE FLIGHT OF

while the Countess remained m hté casle.
felt that he could not give up this lady, the wife
his oid brothcr-in-arms, who had come to h.m for
protection; but he could not fight the company
that was now approaching, for such an act irould
have been considered the same thing as fighting
Christianity itself.

He was in a sad sWte of anxiety as he went to
tho gate to mcet, in person, these most unwclcome
visitors; and he wished many times, as he crossed
the court-yard, that he had yielded to his first im-
pulse and had insisted that the Countess should
flv to England while there was yet time.

All that tlie Count de Barran could do was to

detain the officers as long as possible at the gate,
and to endeavor to

He

induce them to conscntto a
friendly council before taking any steps to arrest
the Countess. If they would do this, he hoped
to prevail upon tliem to remam at the castle, with

the lady really under their watch and guard, unt.l

tete» ,.' Hete no. tete o . 00.

THK COUNTESS.
in councils. Ever since he had come to the cmUc
he had expected this visit, and he had always been

I/fivc minutes from the time tliat
the officials approaching the castle,-and his sha.p

eyes had quickly told him who ‘~ey were -the

Countess and her women, Vmm
the mcn-at-arms who had come 'vhh them from

Viteau, were in their saddles;

castle by a lower gate, were galopmg along
forest road as fast as their horses' legs would carry

n

“'m leader of the party from the Inquisitmn

would not parley, and he would listen to no
of councils. He showed his credentials and

manded instant entrance; and as soon as
inside tho court-yard, he posted some of bis men

~\Tthe mCT at the lower gate had put their ears



to thc ground, they might have heard the thud of
horses’ feet as the Countess and her party hurried
away into the depths of the forest.

The main body of the officers then entered the
casdc, and the leader demanded to be conducted
to the Countess of Viteau. The Count de Barran
did not accompany liim and his men as they
mounted the stairs, but, downcast and wretched,
he shut himself in a lower room.

In a very short time, however, the sound of run-
ning footsteps and a general noise and confusién
brought him quickh' into thc great hall, and there
he learned that the Countess was not in iier apart-
ments, and that the Inquisitors were looking for
her all over thc castle. He instantly imagined the
truth, and a little inquiry among his people showed
him that he was right, and that tho Countess had
been carried off by Bernard.

“ A trusty and noble fellow !’ said Barrante
himself, almost laughing with delight at this sud-
den change iu thc state of affairs. “ But what will
he do? So small a party, unprepared for a long
journey, could not get out of the country, and
ihese people here, as soon as they find that
the Countess has really gone, will
make pursuitin everydirection. And
ifthey overtake her, it will be all the
worse for the poor, poor lady.”

Barran was right. W hen the
Inquisitorshad made
arapidbutthorough j

almost from under the very hands of her pursuers,
he sent out parties of his horsemen on every road
leading from the castle, with orders to thoroughly
search the surrounding country, and to make all
possible inquirios of persons by whom thc fugitivas
might have been seen. The leader himself re-
mained at thc castle, to receive reports and to send
out fresh horsemen in any direction which might
seem necessary. It was impossil)le that a lady like
the Countess could have the strength and endur-
ance to ride so far that his tough and sturdy men-
at-arms could not overtake her. And if she took
refugc in any house, castle, or cottage, he would
be sure to find her,

The party of soldiers whicli left the lower gate
of the castle and took the load through the forest
were mounted on swift, strong horses, and the
Countess and her company were only a few miles
ahcad of them.

The squire Ber-
nard did not 'keep
long upon thc road

MICHOL WELCOMES THE COUNTESS.

search of the castle, and when the angry leader
had examined some of thc servants and had be-
tome convinced that the Countess had again fled,

he had first taken. He knew tliat the officcrs
would probably piirsue him this time, and he had
seen that their body was composed of many well-



mounted men.

Dlav

So he felt that he inust bvmg ujto
not only the fieetncss of his liorses but his
knLledge of the country if he hopcd to escape
thc soldiers who would be sent after Inm,

Bernard did know the country very well. Ht
had been born in this part of Burgimdy, and had,
in vouth and manhood, thoroughly
forests nol only after deer and other game, but m
eL L i ions witit his master and Barran apms
palLi of and other 1'-ves vto a
Lrions times had been givmg trouble m thc

""About forImiles from thc castle Bernard turned
sharply to the left, and rodc mto what, in the
ra”ly decreasing daylight, the Countess though
fo be thc unbroken forest. But it was m reaht
afootwaywidc enough for a horse and

along this narrow path, in single file, the partj
I“ued its way almost as rapidly as on the open

"They had been riding northward; now tbhey
turne/to the west, and in a half-hour or so they
turned again, and went southwarcl, through a
road which, though overgrown and app”ently
disused, was open and wide enough for most of its
length to allow two persons to ride abreast.

They went more slowly now, for it was quite
dark; but the squire led thc way, and they kept
steadilv on all night. j . u-

At day-bfcak they reached what seemed to be
the edge of the wood, and Bernard ordered a ha
Bidding thc rest of the company remain con-
cealed among the trees, he dismounted and
cautiously made his way out of the forest.

Creeping along for a short distance mto the
open country, he mounted a
fullv surveyed the surroundmg fields and plams.
Feeling ccrtain that none of their enemies were
near at hand in the flat country beforc them,

Bernard went back to the woods, got on his liorsc
Tnd turnins to the Countess, he said .

“ Now, my lady, we must make a ‘"P"*
and in a quarter of an hour we shall be at oui
A"wi/outi'word thc Countess-who had put
herself entirely into her faithful squire s care, and
who had found early in thc ride that he w”hed
to avoid answering any questions m

to
their destination-followed Bernard ou

of he
forcst, and the whole party began a w.ld gallop

""por a few minutes they rodc in silence, as they
had been riding for the greater part of thc night,
and then the Countess suddenly called out;

“ Bernard! Oh, Bernard! W here
going? ThatisVitcaul’-

“ Yes," shouted back thc squire.

are we

That is

Vitcau, and, by your leave, we are going there.

For you, it is the safest place m France.

“L t the The rizw zr.' cried
the Countess. " B ~ filled with those wicked
'""“Thooe it is yet filled with coierean.x,;" cried
the sgS::;m gW ngon;‘Vor fi is tto
fellows W'ho will make it safe for you. Fear them

not fair lady They want only your money, an

W asScy havelL good hopo cf that they will
not hann you fior yield you up to any

The Countess answered not a word, but ver.
palé and trembling a little she rodé on, and .n a
very short time the party drew up before the great

A" OprabLcried Bernard, “ open to the Counl-

"Anecdvfo~g no Lmmediate answcr, Bernard shouted

"Nt Open!

Open quickly! U is the lady of this
chatea?..

who asks admittance, She is pursuetl!

ANTherS'now heard inside a sound ofmm
ning and calling, and in a few inmutes the hc.td
of Michol appeared at the wmdow m the gau.
Perceiving that his visitors were but three ladits
and half a dozcn men, all looking very t.ved and
anxious to entcr, and recogniz.ng Bernard, whmn
he had seen severai times and w.th whose position
in thc houschold OfViteau he was

concluded that he could run no risk, and migh
himself much good, by admittmg thc PA>
and he therefore ordered the gate to be opened
and bade the Countess ride m. '

The moment the fugitivos *
court, and the gate had been closed behind them,
Bernard sprang from his hovse, exclaimmg.

“ Now, at last, | can breathe at ease.

The Countess, although a good deal
at her peculiar situation, could not help smd.ng at
this speech, considering that they were ~«”rounded
by a great crowd of armed men, known to haic in
their number some of tbe most notonous robb”
in the country, and who were crowdmg mt th
court to see the visitors, although keep.ng, "
command of their captain, at a respectf

Bernard now approached Michol,
utmost frankness, conccalmg nothmg, he tol
all about thc troulfles of the Countess and wh)
she had flcd to his protection.

» 1,0 Uav-
“ As your object,” said the sqmre is thc P
inent J thc ransom, for which y-. J-cjakcn
this chateau as security, you wiU no
injure that lady by whom « P f not’,
to be collected and paid. And, if 1 n>

until thc ransom is paid to you, you wil



that lady to be taken out of your possession and
keeping.”

“ You are a shrewd man, and a knowing one,”
said Michol, with a smile, “ and have judged my
temper well. And yet,” he said, lowering his
voice, “you must have terribly feared those
Inquisitors, to bring that lady here.”

“ Fear them!” said the squire, in a voice stOI
lower than the captain’s. “ Indeed did 1 fear
them. Do you know that they would begin her
trial with the torture?”

Even the rough bandit gave a little shudder as
he heard these words, and looked at the gentle
lady before him.

Advancing to hcr, and removing the Steel cap
he wore, he said:

“ Fair lady, you are welcome, as far as 1 have
power to bid ynu welcome, to this chateau. Your
iipartments have not been molcsted fior disturbed,
and you can take immediate possession of them,
with your attendants. And you may feel assured
Chat here you may rest in safety from all attacks
of enemies of any sort, unless they como in num-
hers sufficient to overedme my men and carry
these strong defenses. And | proinise you that
ivhen the matters of ransom shall be settled
lietween us, I and my men wiU march away
from your estates, leaving no damage fior injury
behind us, excepting your loss of what we have
consumed and used for our support and defense.”

“Impudent varlet!” said Demard to himself.
“Your hungry rascals have fattened on the pos-
sessions of the Countess, and yet you talk in a
tone as large and generous as if you gave to her
what was your own.”

“ Sir,” said the Countess to Michol, “ | accept
your offer of protoction imtil I receive tidings of
somc sort from my lord the King.”

“ You shall certainly have it, fair dame,” said
Michol.  “ My men and | will never stand and be
robbed, be tbc robber who he may.”

The Countess bowed her head, and, without
having heard all of this remark, rodo up to the
chateau and entered with her party.

CHAPNtR XIV.

As soon as possible on the day after the arrival
of his party in Paris, the Count de Lannes made
arrangements for an interview between his young
embassadors and the King.

The seneschal of the palace, to whom Count
Hugo was known, gave permission to Raymond,
Louis, and Agnes, with their proper attendants, to
seok the young King in the woods of Vincennes,
where, on fine days, he generally walked with

some of his courtiers, after the daily leligious Ser-
vices which he always attended. In after years,
when he managed the uffairs of his kingdom
without interference from Queen Blanche, and
managed them, too, in such a way as to win for
himself the rcputation of being the most just and
honorable ruler that France or Europe had ever
known, Louis the Ninlh used to hold regular au-
diences in these beautiful woods, where those of
his subjects who dcsired to peiition him or speak
with him could do so with very little ceremony.
And ev9n now the young King generally saw the
few persons who asked audience of hira in this
place," which was already becoming his favorite
promenade.

Louis, at the time of our story, was about twenty-
two years oid, but he had been married at nineteen,
and was crowned when he was but twelve. His
mother, who had been goveming the country so
long, still continued to do so, and also governed
her son and his wife, as if they had been small

children. She did not even .allow them to see
each other, excepting at such times as she
thought fit.

This may have been all very well for the nation,
for Oueen Blanche was a wise and energeticwoman,
although very bigoted in regard to rehgious affairs,
but it must have greatly fretted the soul of the
young monarch, whose crown was like an expen-
sive toy given to a child, but put up on a high
shelf, where he might look at it and cali it his
own, but must not touch it.

The Count de Lannes knew of all this, but he
thoughtit well thathisyoungpeople should address
themselves to the King, 'vho, being a young per-
son himself and of a very kind disposition, would
be apt to sympathizc with them and to take an
interest in thcir unusual mission. Not being
much occupied with statc or other affairs, it
might happen that be would give his mind to
this matter; and if he could do nothing himself
he might interest his mother, who could do
something.

It was a liright and pleasant day when Ray-
mond, Louis, and Agnes, followed by a lady and
a page, with Jasto a littic farther behind, and
Count Hugo and Sir Charles bringing up the
rear at quite a distance, were conducted to the
King, who was seated under a large trcc, with
three or four of his noble attendants standing
around him.

When the three children approached him, and
bent down on their knees before hira, as they had
been told they must do, the King gavc them a
smile of welcome, and bade them stand.

“ And now, my little friends,” he said, “ what
is it you would have of me? ”



Raymond was a straightfonvard, honest boy,
not backward to speak when he should do so, anc
it had been arranged that he should be the spokes-

man. But he had never seen a kmg, even a
young onc, and his heart failed him. Hefiooked
at Louis, who, though bold enough, could not

thmk of anything but the astounding fact, which
had suddenly struck upon his mmd, that this
king was not oid enough to be of any good to
them He looked as young as some of the pages
at the castle. Tho silencc was a little embarrass-
ing, and both boys looked at Agncs. She did
not want to speak first, although she doubtless
expected to say something on the subject, but
she prcsently saw she would have to be”~, and
so, with a little flush on her face, she addresscd

“ May it please you, sirc,” sho said, “ we have
come to speak to you about the mother of these
two boys, who is thc Countess of Viteau and
is i6 great trouble. We carne to you because,
as you are the King of France, yéu can have
the wicked business stopped instantly, until some
good persons can look into it; and if we went
to any of the bishops or the people of the Church,
they would take a long time to thmk about it,
and the poor lady might suffer dreadfully before
they would do a thing.”

“ 1 should gladly help you, my fair little lady,
said the young King, with a smile; “ but, on iny
kingly honor, 1 can not imagine what you would
have me do. W hat is the wicked business, and
what have bishops to do with it? Bishops are
lofty personages for such young people as you to
deal with/» ,

They are not so lofty as kings, remarked
Louis, as* the thought camc into hiS mmd—
although, indeed, he was not impressed with the
loftiness of any king present.

“You are right,” said the King.
are loftier than bishops. Butcomo, one nf you,
explain your crrand, that I may know how a
poor king can be more expeditioiis than a great

Some kings

As~the ice was now broken, and as Raymond
knew that he could tell thc story better than either
of the others, he began it, and laid the whole
matter, very cleariy and fully, before thc Kmg,
who listened to the statement and to the petition
for his interference
interest. o, . .

“ It is a sad, sad tale,” he said, when he had
heard it all; “ buti see notwhat action thc Kmg
can take in a matter which belongs entirely to
the Church, and is subject to the ecclcsiastical
laws which extcnd over France and all Christian
countries. In such things, like my lowest subject,

ivith  much attention and

1 am but an Immble follower of our holy fathers,
who know what is good for our souls.”

“ But it is her body, sire,” exclaimed Agnes,
“ Think how she may suffer l)eforc they find out
about her soul” W e are not afraid for her soiil. '

The young King smiled agam, although he
evidently did not think it proper to smile about
such subjects, L, .

“ My fair child,” said he, putting his hand on
Agnes’s head, “ you seem to take this matter as
greatly to heart as if the
inothei.” . "

“ Myown mother is dead,” said Agnes, and
1 fear that 1 ought to bo glad of that, for she, too,
was a pious lady, and knew how to read; and all
these things might have been clone to her had she
lived to see this day.”

lady was j'our own

The King’s face grew serious at this, and he was
silent for a few moments. But prcsently, lurmng
to Raymond, he said;

“Then what youwould have me do is to request
these proceedings to be stopped, until some learnet
and pious man, with mind not prejudiced in thn
affair, shall examine into your mother s belief, anc
shall see if there be cause or need that she be tnel
by the Inquisition?”

“ That is all, good sire,” said Raymond.
isallweask.” s

“ 1 will lay this matter before my royal mottier.
the Queen,".said the King, “ for she has far more
knowledge of such subjects, and far more influenci
with our clergy, than 1 have, and | fear me no
that what you desire will be readily obtained. i
isa fair and reasonable request you make, and

am right well pleased you carne to me to make i.
So be comforted, my little friends.

uxi,-.,
Uiat

I will speak
with the Queen this very day m your beliah.

W ith this he rose, and with a smilc and a hitlc
wave of the hand dismisscd his young petitionc”.
They were about to stcp back, when Jasto, wH
had bcen gradually getting nearer and ncarcr w
thc central group, so that he had heard all ti-i
had been said, pulled Louis by the end of
doublct, and whispered in his ear;

“ Ask if you shall come agam, or if you ina> ,0
homo with the good news.”

Then Louis advanced a
quickly, asking thc question.

“ Come to-morrow an hour earlci th.
time,” said the King, who evidently
interested in the matter,-the more
because so little kingly business was submit cj
to him - “ and you shall hear exactly wliat i =
be dono, and who shall be sent to
Countess.” Ho then walked away, and thc
dren rejoined thcir eider companions,

W hen Sir Charles hcard of the suggestion made

little, aiul spoke up



by Jasto, he slapocd him on the shoulder and said
tohim:

“You were always a good fellow, Jasto, with
ideas suitable to thc occasion, both to speak and
to write down with ink. Now | shall be able to
see this great city of Paris, which | have not visited
for ten long years.”

And with mindgrelieved, and with thc fresh and
mmijager curiosity 6 young people who had never

were many people, some going one way and some
anothei— some attending to thcir business, and
some taking their ease, w'ith thcir families, in front
of their houses; gayly dressed knightswere pranc-
ing thiough ihe streets on their handsome horses;
ladies were gazing from windows; artisans were at
work in their shops, and, ahogether, the sights’ and
delights of the Paris of 1236 produced upon these
three children very much thc same effect that the

ACNES MAKES A PLEA FOR THE MOTHE» OF EAYMOND AND LOL'IS

seen a city before, our three friends accompanied
Sir Charles on a sight-sccing tour thiough Paris.
The capital of France was nothing like so large
and wondcrful as the Paris of to-day, but it con-
tained, among other public edifices, that great
huilding the Louvre, which still stands, and which
was then uscd, not only as a residence for thc King,
but as a prison. There were also beautiful bridges
across the .Seine, which runs through the city; the

streets were paved, and there were shops; there

Paris of 1883 would have produced upon them
had they lived in our day.

A little before the appointed time, thc next day,
Raymond, Louis, and Agnes, accompanied as at
the prcvious interview, were in the woods of Vin-
cenncs, and advanced to thc spot where they wcrc
to meet the King.

In about a quarter*of an hour, the young mon-
arch made his appearance, walking quite rapidly,
and followed by severai attendants. There was



much less ceremony observed in those days be-
tween royal personages and thcir subjects than at
present, and tho King walked straight up to ou.
three friends and spoke to them.

“ 1 am sorry,” he said, “ that | havo not per-
formed for you all the good offices whxch you asked,
and-which | should gladly have performed. Dut
the Queen, who understands these important mat-
lers better than myself, assures me that it would
be an action unbefitting royalty to
emergency wl.ich you have brought before me.
u Ts a Ltter with which the clergy and .to
appointed institutions have to do, and with wh.ch
the King can not meddle without detriment to
Christianity, and to the proper power and
ofthe Church, Whatever "
order that the Countess of Viteau shall be justy
treated in this matter, will, as 1|
assured, be done. And with this;
after a moment’s hesitation, “
satisfied” ought we not?

am carnes y
contnmed
we ought all to be
It was to'discover the
and tolphold and support good Chnst.ans,
that the Inquisition was estabhshcd, R is
not fitting that the King or the nobility of France
should doubt or fear the justice of its actions and
decisions.” -

At these words, Agnes burst into tears; Lou.s
too begiin to sob, and Raymond stood palé and
tvembling. Count Hugo and Sir Charles, pe.N«iv-
ing Uiat something unhappy had occurred, drew
ncartheir young charges, while the courtiers abou,
the TCing exchanged looks of compassion, as they
gazed upon the sorrowful children.

“ There isbutone thing, then, to do,

exclaimc
Raymond, half turning away.

“Wc must fly to

“W hat?” exclaimed the King, “ to England.

Flv? What means that?” i
“ In England,” said Louis, his voice half-chokcd
with tears, “

the King does not allow "

At Uiis point Raymond gave his brother such a
nuil by the arm that he instantly stopped speak-
fng, to turn around and see what was the matter,
and then Raymond spoke;

“ My Lord King,” he said, “ we must now makc
our way with our mother to England, becausc
there we shall be safe from the power of the
Inquisition, It may be that its tridis nmy be just
and right, but we have heard something of the
horrible tortures that its pnsoncrs have to bear,
,0 prove whetbcr they will tell the truth or not;
and, while 1 live, my mother, my own dear
mother, shall never be dragged from her hoinc
and be made to go through such a tnal.
kill her first, myself” *

“ And so would 1,”

1 'vould

cried Louis, “ if Raymond
were dead !

“ Oh, boys!” exclaimed Agnes,
“ do not say such horrible things1”
The King, apparently, had not heard these
latter remarks. For a moment he seemed ii.
troubled thought, and then he said, half to himself;
“ Can itbe that a noble lady, and a pious one.
1 doubt not, must flee my domimons, to take
refuge with Henry of England, because, as u
appears, she is persecutod by enemies, and threat-
cned with the rigors of the Inquisition, which.
whatever they be, may perhaps wcU fnghten tu
souls of a gentle dame and these poor children 1
“ And they could not ccrUinly save themselves
by flight, sire,” said one of the courtiers, “ for tlu
Pope could doubtless order them to be appu
hended and remanded to these shores.”
“ Is there, then, no place to which we can fly?
cried littic Agnes. “ For I am going, too. Fath.r

imploringlv.

and | will go.” , ” s i

The young King made no reply. He stenl,
silcnt and palo. Then, stopping forward a hule,
his head held very high, and his eyes sparklii'.e.

he said :

“ Do not fly to any land. Leave not France.
You are as safe hcre as in any spot on eartiu

Go back to your mother, my brave youtli, and

tell hcr that hcr own King will protect hcr fnim
ncedless molestation, and will give that oppor-

tunity she asks for to show her true faith and

sound bclief. | will desire, as a favor to mysdl,

that the Inquisition shall cease its action against

this lady until somc wise and learned mcmbers

of our clcrgy, whom | will send to her to mqiure
into this matter, shall give their fair and well-cm-
sidered opiniéon of it.
to his courtiers,
pride, *

And now,” said he, turning
his face flushed with youthfu
* | feel more likc a king of France tiran |
cver felt before.”

Chafl'ER XV.

THE leader of tbc officers of the Inquisition was
notlong in discovering the retreatof the Countess.
He was greatly assisted by the monks of the mon-
astcry near Viteau, who suspected, from what da
been said by somc of the cdereaux who occa”™on-
ally found it necessary to go outside of the ¢ .
court-yard, that something of importance
occurred at Viteau. By careful inquines th
soon found out that the Countess was thcrc, and
reported the fact to the chief officer at his he
quarters at Barran’s castle.

The Count, on the contrary, did not know w
ihe Countess of Viteau had gone. She and b
nard had thought it best not to inform h.m
place of refuge. and Barran had not endea o
to discover this place, deeming it unsafe for an.



one in the castle to know where she was, so long
as her pursuers wei-e with him. He knew by the
actions of his unwelcome visitors that sho had not
bcen capturcd, I5Ut he never imagined that she was
in her own chateau of Viteau.

Early on thc morningof the second day after that
on which Count Hugo and liis party started on
ilieir return frora Paris, bearing the happy nc«-s
lliat the King had consented to intcrfere in behalf
uf the Countess, and that one or two well-qualiticd
persons were, as soon as possible, to visit her at
Ilhe castle of Barran to give her an opportunitj'
uf properly reprcsenting her case, thc Inquisitors
rippeared at Viteau.

Viteau, although qot exactly a castle, ivas, like
allthe residences of the upper classes in those days,
iistrongly defended place. Ithad a wall around thc
i.ourt-yard, and its numerous towers and tuvrets
and little iDalconies were constructed to accommn-
date and protcct a large number of archcrs and
cross-bow men.

Tlierefore it was that Robert de Cominos, the
Ic.ader of thc Inquisitorial party, thought it well to
have a strong body of men with him in case it bc-
camc necessary to forcc his way into the chateau.

First posting soldiers at every entrance to thc
grounds, Comines marched to the great gate and
demanded admittance. Michol, who had received
notice that a large body of men was approaching,
and wiio felt quite sure that he knew who tliey
ii'cre, gave some orders to his under-officers and
liastencd to thc gate.

"Who may you be?” said Michol from the
window in the gate, “ and why come you here?
These gates open, now, to no visitors, friends or
foes.”

Comines did not see fit to state thc object of his
visit, fior to exhibit his authority, and, without an-
siveving Michol’'s questions, he asked another.

mAre you the captain of the robbers who have
sdzed upon this chateau ?” he said.

I am the captain of the good and valiant cote-
reanx who hokl this chateau and its bclongings
as a warranty foi a just and rightcous debt,” an-
sivcred Michol. “ Have you aught to say to me
concerning the matter?”

“ lhave something to say tn you,”
ines, “ which you will do well
speedily,

replied Com-
to hcar, and that
Open the gate and let me enter.”

‘1f you wish to speak with me,"” answered
Michol, “ 1 am ready to hcar what you have to
say. But you nccd not enter, fair sir. |
come out to you.”

“No, no!” cried the other. “ 1
Open the gate!”

“That will I, gladly,” said Michol, “ but il
must bo for me to go out and not for you to come

will

must go in.

in. This is"not my dwelling, flor aro these my
lands. 1 meet my friends and foes in the forest
and on the toad.”

At these words the gates were thrown open, and
Michol rushcd out, followed by nearly all his men,
who had bcen closely masscd behind him while he
spoke. The cotereaux were in such a large and
solid body that they completely filled thc gate-way
and forced back Comines and his men, who vainly
endeavorcd to maintain their ground before the
gate.

Comines shouted and threatened, and his fol-
lowers manfuliy stniggled with Ihe robbers, who
surged like a great wave from the gate; but it
was of no use. Out camc the cotereaux, and back-
ward were forccd Coinines’'s men, until all thc
robbers, exccpting those who were left to guard the
other gates, and some archcrs who were posted on
certain nf thc towei-s, had rushcd into the road,
and the gates had been locked behind them.

The sudden confusién liad been so great that, at
first, the two leaders could not find each other.
At length they met in thc middle of the road, and
the men of each party disengaged themselves from
onc another as rapidly as possiblc, and gathered
in two confronting bodies, each behind its leader.

“ Here am I. What would you havo?” said
Michol.

“ Thief and leader of thieves!” cricd tlie en-
raged Comines. “ Do you suppose that | want

you ! You shall foel the power of the Church in
your own person for this violence. Know that 1
am an officer of the Holy Inquisition, with all due
authority and warrant to carry out my purpose,
and that | come to apprehend and take before our
high tribunal the person of the Countess of Viteau,
who is behind those walls. Now that you know
my enand, stand back and let me enter.”

“ Thatwill I not,” said Michol, firmly. “ What-
ever your errand and your authority, you come too
late. The Countess ofViteau is now my ptisonev.
I hold her and this chateau as security for the
paymeiu of ransom-money justly cluc me; and |
will give her up to no man until that ransom shall
be paid. Whatcver warrant you may have, |1
know well that you have none to take from me my

prisoner,”

“ Rascal!” cried Comines, “ who woukl show
a warrant to a thief? W ll you open that gate to
me?”

“ No,” said Michol, “ I will not.”

“ Then take that for my authority!” said
Comines, drawing his sword ns he spoke, and

making a sudden thrust at tho robber leader.
Michol had no sword, but in his right hand he

bore a mace or club wilh a heavy Steel or

head. This ivas a weapon

iron

generally used by



knights on horseback, but Michol was a tall,
strong fellow, and he carried it with ease. Step-
ping quickly aside as Comines thrust at him, he
Lung his mace in the air, and brought it down
upon his adversary’s head with such rapidity and
forcé that it knocked him senscless to the ground.

This blow was followed, almost instantly, by a
general conflict.
mounted,

As none of Comincs’s men were
their horses having been left at thc
monastery, and as they did not number half as
many as the cotereaux,— were, indeed, in much
stronger forcé than Comines and Che monks had
imagined,-the fight was not a long one. fhec
robbcrs soon overpowered their opponents, kilhng
some, causing others to make a disorderly flight,
and taking a number of prisoners.

The latter were cavefully robbed,— not an aiticle
of valué, not a weapon, for piecc of armor bcing
left on their persons,-and then they were set free
to carry away their wounded and dead comrades.

Michol sent a detachmcnt of his men to attack
the soldiers who had been placed outside of the
other entrances to the chateau; and when these
had becn routed and the battle-field in front of the
great gate had been cleared of enemies, dead and

alive, the robber captain entered thc court-yard
ivith his men, and thc gates were
jsarred behind him.

Bernard, the squire, had been watching the
combat from a higb towcr.

“ 1 knew,” he said to himself, when it was over,
“ that this was the only place in France where the
Countess would be safe. For none but a pack oi
thieves would havo darcd to fight those who carne
to capture her.” . , s ,

The Countess was greatly agitated when slie
hemd of thc affair, for she knew nothmg of u
until it was over. She was glad and thankful that
her pursucrs had been defeated in their object,
but she thought it was a terrible thing to have lukl
an actual conflict with them.

Her good squire did his best to make matters
look as wcll as possible. n

‘“You must remember, my lady,” said he, ti.jt
the fight was not within our walls, and that nono
of US took part in it. And, 1trow, wc shall not
soon sec again those men from Toulouse ; for jbe
leader of them has been grievously disablcd, and
it will be many a day beforc he will again desire u.
carry offanybody.”

locked and

(To beconiinmd.)

NIGHTMARE OF THE BOY WHO TEASEU THB ANIIIALS.
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TWO SIDES OF A LAUGH,

T here was an urchin of the
Who, on his way to school,
W hene’er his co

Would laugh

But wh

town,

mradc tumbled down,
in ridicule.

en it was himself who fell,—

As sometimes he did fall,—

ANY T

By Sarah W in

DiCK tosscd a letter to his sister Abby.
Cousin Lydia! "

‘'mRead it aloud,” said Zoé. She was cousin to
tho others, but an adopted daughter of the house.

Abby read:

“Dear Cousin: Some time soonr | am cniuing to make you a
long visii, as Mainma wants me away irom the city before ihe hot*
Wst ucather, and oiir doctor orders quiet afiet the winter dissipa-
tions, and says 1 must have ctcam to build me up — all that I can
eat. They wish me lo jjo lo you to*morrow, and perhaps | may,
though lhere is to be an excursién this week ihat | should dislike to

and a grand wedding next week. However® you may expect
roe on any irajn any day, fot 1 am eagcr for the cream and the
country rides. Butdo notbe disappointed if I should notcome for
tome days. Though | have half a inind to decide to lakc the first
train lo-moTTow, and 1 do say that you may expect me. Dick may
go lo ihe staiion. If he should notfinJ me he nccd not despair, for
Imay bcon the second, though 1 think it would suit me t ttcr to
an afterTioon irain. But that would hurry my dinner. The
«"«ning irain is roiher late, bul papa might find a friend to confide
to. Bul do notbe surprised if 1 should not come ai all lo*mor-
orany day this week. Butdon’t leave home, for | may alight
horn auy uain; and 1 would n't miss seeing onc of you for ihe
world1

From

Yours ever,
“ Lydia.”

He neither bote it very well,
Nor saw the joke at all.

RAIN.

ter Kellogg.

“ So we 've got to miss the picnic to-morrow,”
said Zoé— “ the first thing there’s been this
season that we could go to.”

“ Don't woiry about that,” said Abby. “ There
are eight Sunday-school picnics tocome off. Beside,
when Cousin Lydia comes, we 11 get up a picnic
of our own.”

“ But, how hard we 've worked to get ready for

Think of the ironing and baking we did this
morning.”

“ With the ironing and baking out of the way,
we shall have more leisure to enjoy Cousin Lydia's
visit. Butwe must send word to Molie Hyde that
we can't go to her picnic to-morrow. Dick, you can
take word.”

“1’'m busy,” said Dick, “ studying about the
cream to build up Cousin Lydia. Where s the
cream to come from ?”

“ 11l tell you; we’ll have to get in our cow
that 's been boarding on a farm this winter.”

it!



“ Oh, have we got to have acow?” Zoé moaned.
It 's so rauch trouble to take care of the milk. n
“ You don’'t know anything about cow-bother,”
Dick protested. " The railkcr and the churncr is
the one who has the bother.
cow, |

“

If we 're to ~ave a
want onc thing understood: 1°'ll do the
feeding and the watering, and the takmg to pasture
and the driving home, and the milkmg and thc
straining and the skimming. | 'H even feed the
cream to Cousin Lydia if she 's weakcned by dis-
sipation; but | tell you what, I wont churn !

“ There 'll not be any churning— Cousin Lydia
will eat the cream. Perhaps,” continued Abby
turning to Zoé, “ we may buy cream nf some
neighbor. If you 11 set Dick’s lunch 1 11 take
a run around the ncighborhood. If only Mothei
and Father were at home, or if the hired girl
had n't left! ” ., 4

Abby rcturned from her “ run ” as Dick and Zoé
were seatcd atlunch. At the dining-room door
she uttered a shriek. Dick started to his feet,
carving-knife in hand. ,

“ What ’'s the matter ?” both he and Zoé cried.

“ O Dick, please don't!” Abby prayed.

‘“Don’'twhat ?” said Dick, bewildered at findmg
himself under accusation.

“ Don’'t cut that tongue— we must save it lot

Cousin Lydia.”
Dick dropped

from

into bis chair and jcrked tlrjm ?oiilc
the succulent tongue, which was lymg, a
heavy interrogation point, on the plattcr. Zoé had
held her hand from slicing it with a vague presenti-
ment of thc sacrilege. Dick laid down the carvcr
and sat still for devclopments.

“ And how could you break into my lovely pan
of biscuits, when we are expecting Cousin Lydia?
She has everything that’s nice.”

W hile saying this to the guilty-looking Zoo,
Abby was possessing herself of the biscmts and
tongue. She suddenly set these back on the table
with another cryof dismay. “ And if you have 111
cut the chocolate cake !”

Then, cookly curiosity getting the better oi her
dismay, she eagerly slipped out the sweet striped
wcdge to assure herself concerning the quality of
the cake.

Dick settled back

in his chaiv, and pathetically
remarked that, if there was anything m the house
poorenough for a fellow to eat, he 'd like a piece

“ Please don’'t be cross, Dick. It was so hard
to get these nice things cooked; we are n't used
to'cooking, and we must save them for Cousm
Lydia; she must have our bcst, and then, it may
be, we 'll not have anything that she can relish.
And, Zoc, you ought to know that wc 'll have to
save this iDUtter for lier, butter is so scarcc here it s

almost impossible to get a pound. And, think of
Cousin Lydia at a butterless breakfast! It woukl
be dreadful. She is used to every luxury.”

“ Well, I am not,” said Dick; “ so let me have
some of your unluxurious victuals, for I must go
to school.”

The girls bore off thc good things to the pan-
try, They brought back slicings from a soup
bone, bread, and dried-apple sauce, The bread
was dry, the slicings streaked with gristle.

Dick suggested, meekly : “ Some catsup would
make the gristle tasty.”

Abby hatod to, but she said it: “ We have onh
one bottle of catsup left, Dicky, and we must save
that fot Cousin Lydia. You have no idea, dear
Dick what a responsibility it will be to get threc
medis a day for Cousin Lydia— what thinking, and
planning, and working"
or that Mother was here.
had n't left!

1wish I wasn't the oldesn

If that hateful Hannah
You can have some mustard.”

Dick said he was obliged.

Abby had failed to arrange for cream, so Da k
would have to go for the cow.

“ But it’s ciglit miles,” he complamcd. " n
will take mo till night to go there and dvivc lite
cow back. I ’ll have to miss school and go to tlie
foot, and 1 never was so high up in spelling befoiv.
I can’t go.”

“ But Dicky, dear, you must;
else who can.

there is no one
It will never do for Cousin Lydia
to come expressly to eat cream and not get )t
Her hcalth, not to say her life, may depend upim
your going.”

“ Well, to save her
livery horse.”

“ And while you 're at the stable, see aUoui
hiring a horsc and buggy by the week, for Cou«in
Lvdia is coming out here for rides. Country e
ing is stupid without riding. That helps to p.iss
the time. But who 'll have time to dnve Cousm
Lydia about? We girls will be busy getting tlic
mcals and keeping the house in order.”

life, 1’1l go. I H g-

“lcan’tdrivcforher,” saidDick. “ Icantaffoi

to be going to the foot all the time,

the base-ball matches, and everything.
vou;

1 H
perhaps we can get Joc Harney to come
every good day and lake her out; then you Rir®
would be frec to do thc house-work, Joe's S"" '
looking, dresses like a fashion dummy, and mie
like an orator.” ,

“ First, see if you can hire a buggy,
Abby, “ And, Zoé, tell thc ice-man we 'll bcgm
to take ice of him in thc morning; and orac
lemons, and sardines, and canned tliings-salmon.
and lobsier, and friiits. W ait! And chocolate, ano
cocoa-mits, and all sorts of flavonng to max
things good; and gelatine, and com-starcli,



laisins, and citrén, and oranges, and dried beef.
W ait! And see about spring chickens; they 'ro
expensive, but we can’t stop for a little expense.”

Then Mollie Hyde carne in, much excited. It
was the most dreadful thing she ever heard, that
not one of them was going to her picnic; it ivas
completely spoiled by their dropping out.

“ It ’'s perfectly awful. There ’ll be only five of
US left, for I invited only two carriages.”

“ Invite three others in our places,” Abby sug-
gested.

Who ’'ll want to be second choice after you ?”
Mollie snapped. “ Beside, there 's nobody to invite.
lleft Ed Asbury out to get you three in, and it
made him so mad that he 's got up a picnic to-
morrow to spite me, and. he has invited every one
tliat 's not in my picnic. And he 's going to have
the band and somebody to make a funny speech,
and everjAhing to triumph over me; and now, to
have you back out is just too mean.”

“ We are very sorry.”

“ If you were very son-y, you 'd go. About your
cousin is no excuse ; we expecf to get back before
thc accommodation is due.”

*But she may come on any train.”

«Tfshc could n't say what train she’'d be on,
1'd not bother myselfaboutit. 1 'd not take my
work and spend thc day at the station.
Zoé is enough to receive her.
gu to my picnic.”

* But Cousin Lydia would never forgive us if we
should n’t ail be here to receive hor.”

“But I 'm to forgive your breaking your en-
gagcmentwith me,” Mollie said, sharply.
of no account beside your fine cousin! I'm
nobody! I 'm Miss Nothing! 1 tell you, I have
more to do with your happiness than that cousin.
I live next door, and | have a phaeton, and | give
a great many partios. 1 'll have chances to pay
you back.”

Abijy tried to speak, but Mollie sailed away,
slamming the gate as if she meant it should never
be le-openod between them. The girls looked at
each other in dumb dismay. Then they cried.

About dusk, Dick carne home behind a red,
lank cow with a spotted calf, A handkerchief was
ued under his chin, hat and borrowed umbrella
having been lost in fording a crcek. But he w'as
not cliscouraged. He callcd for a pail to test the
tniiking qualities of his cow.

by pevsistcnt effovt, he obtained about a pint of
milk; and it was rich. They Imd skimmed milk
for the breakfast coffce thc next morning; thc
eream was piit on ice for Cousin Lydia, who
Wight be on thc first train.

At breakfast, Dick scoldcd about the soiled cloth
and napkins. Abby s;iid they had to make sure

Any way,
Abby and Dick can

“ 1 'm

of plenty of changes while Cousin Lydia was visit-
ing. Zoé said boys did n't know how hard it was
to wash and iron.

As Dick would have only twenty minutes at
school before thc first train, he said he 'd just wait
in thc parlor till train time.

“ No, not in the parlor !” cried Abby. “ We 've
got it swept and dusted— in perfcct order for
Cousin Lydia. You must keep out of the parlor till
she comes. You 'd be sure to gct things out of
place.”

Dick sighcd, but went out and sat on thc steps
till train time. Then the girls made haste to
change their working dresses for company frocks.

In half an hour, Dick returned without Cousin
Lydia. He took his seat on thc steps to wait.
The girls put on worldng aprons and began re-
swceping and redusting.

Dick made four trips in, to consult the clock
before starting to the second train. Then the
girls smdothed their plumage, laid off working
aprons, and waited at the window. From thence, in
due time, they saw Dick returning looking loncly.

The three gathered at the dinncr-table. Dick’s
glancc swept it. Itwould not have been hard for
anything to sweep it.

“ Victuals, victuals everywhere,” he cried, think-
ing of the good things saved for Cousin Lydia,
“ but not a bite to eat.” Then, with a look at the
soiled Unen, he added : “ A few more coffee-spill-
ings and gravy-drippings, and this table-cloCh and
these napkins may afford us siibsistence till Cousin
Lydia’s arrival.”

“ Then we'll have fresh napkins at every meal,”
said Abby.

After lunch, Dick waited on thc steps ninety
minutcs; then spent twenty at the station; went
back home for an hour; then to meet thc train;
went home to tea; gave another grumblc about the
soiled Unen and prison-fare, while thc girls told
hoiv often they had changed thcir dresses. Dick
waited an hour after tea, went to thc last train,
carne home, hung his hat up, and thanked his
stars that it was the last.

“ Until nine to-morrow,” said Zoc; “ Lydia said
we might cxpect her any day, on any train.”

The second day of expcctation was a rcpetilion
of the first, with the differencc that Dick had
sour crcam added to his diet. » There succeeded
a similar third day, except that the company
viaiids began to appear on the table, but all were
stale or beginning to sour. On the fourth day, all
three were weary and discouragpd from having
tried to “ save” the good things. The fifth day
was Sunday.

“ She ’'ll not como to-day,” said Dick;
picase, Abby, let me use the parlor.

“ 5o
May n't |



puli down all the books I 've a mind to, and leave

magazines and papers around? And, pleasc, 1

Se”ie on the lounge after churcL mean to
whittle a little piece of pine, if it is Sunday. |
fairly aching to see some pme-whitthngs on the floo .
And! Abby, let me take all the goodv.ctuals out to
the pig, and let 'shave scrambled eggs for

TUre was another week of “ d.tto,” as D.ck
said, during which his books stood so emnly on
the shelf while he went to and from the trains,
during which they lived on prison-fare and threw
spoiled ‘* "ood things” to the pigs; dunng which
th~house was “ fixed up ” as if to have its picture
"% ”;rother Monday, Cousin Lydia’s cousins had
abandoned all hope of the visit. But that very
day— while Dick was at school and no welcomer
was at the train, while the girls were try.ng to
wash somc needed pieces and there was no rqom
on the stove to cook a dinner, while there w” no
cream in the discouvaged house— Cousin, Lydia
arrived on the noon train, on her way to, |ie sea-

side. And, her father joining her by the “emng

train, they departed, in a

When reminded of the promised < long Yi&t,

Cousin Lydia said; Ir j;,i
“ Now that you speak of it, I. beli®e.

ttVERVWHBKE THAT MAKY WBNT

train.

promise something of that kind; but did n't | say
you need n't be disappomted if | should nt comu
at alD | live in such a whirl, and write so man;
letters, that 1 can’'t keep things in mind.

If my
wedding-day were appointed,

I believe 1 should

“1'm glad she did n't make a long Yisit,” said
Zoé, crying, when the visitors were gone. “ She mm
sclfisliuy thuughtless of everybody’s conveniencu
and comfort but her own.”

W hen the parents returned home they found
many surprising bilis to settle.

“ They would n’'t have been so large, saidt
poor young liousekeepers, worried and apologetic,
“if we had n't been expecting Cousin Lydia nn
anv train.” , » .

The oid folks can never let the young off witn-
out pointing a lesson. They mustlearn, m makiug
appointmencs, to be definite; and then conscieti-
tiously to keep them. He wanted them, tho
father said, to set their faces against a display that
strained the purse and energies and good-nature,
and destroyed the pleasure of the visitor and the

" You should so order yoiir affairs,” he con-

cludcd, “ that you would not be seriously me™-
venienced at the arrival of a fnend by any tram.



WORtC AND PLAY FOR YOUNG FOLK. 1IL

SHADOW-PICTURES AND SILHOUETTES.

li\ JoLL stacvVv,

Ever since there have been home walls for sun-
light, fire-light, or lamp-light to fall upon, all of us

children have been interested in shadow-pictures,
ind shadow-picturcs nearly always have seemed
glad to oblige us by appearing in all sorts of
pleasant ways. Sometimos they give us Grand-
ina’s head and cap, showingsharp and clear upon
ihc waU; sometimes dear little Bobby’s curly
pate and rollicking movements; or perhaps a
liig shaclow-puss, gracefully waving a blurred ,
'hadow-tail on the white surface opposito"tlie’
glowing firc-place; or, possibly, a shadow {9010-,

ingwondcrfully
likc something
thatisn’tiii the
room at all, just
because some-
ifod;/ has flimg |
"mit, or a bun- i ..
not. on table or arm-chair. No matterwhat it may
'V, one thing is certain: Ifany substance, living or
matnmatc, comes between a strong light and a wall,
mmust cast a shadow, and we can make something
"“tof it or not, just as wc please. All ofyou have

VOL. X .— 25.

N <-oat, or a
dlc,orwhat-

sometimes seen the grotesque likeness of a person
ill the shadow which he or she unconsciously casts
upon the wall, and have noticed how impossible
it is to keep the original quiet
while the rest are mecrrily en-
joying the picture. He or she
is sure to turn to see what it
looks like, and so spoil it all.
Ycarsago, some
ingenious person
designed an al-
bum for thc pre-
scrvingofshadow-
photographs, and
thesc ever since
have affordcd a
gieat deal of

amusement to
thousands. They
contain full in-

structions for pre-

serving shadow-

pictures, and are

for sale in many

bookstores. But

if you can not get

One of thcsc, you

have only to buy

sheets of paper,

black on one side

and white on the

other, which may

be found at any stationer’s.

Now, if you wish to obtain a

shadow-picture, pin one of thesc

sliccts of paper upon the wall, oppo-

site a lamp, with thc white surface out-

wardj then, after providing yourself with a
weO-pointed pcncil, place your sitler in such

a position that a clcar, strong shadow of the
profile is thrown upon the paper. |If your
sitter (or.stander) can now remain absolutely

still, you have only to trace the outline of the
shadow carefully with your pencil, taking care to
work as rapidly as practicable. W hen the outline
is all thus traced, you can go back and rcpair
any part that seems incorrcct. This done, release
your sitter and take the paper from the wall.
Now you have only to cut out the picture closc

yi
il



,0 the pencil-mark, and as tlie other side of the
Ar is black vou turn over your picture and

[Ss: 1 * -to of wfo.. paper, and pon

can show your silhouette portrait in triumph to

vour obliging sitter, the whole thmg having been

Sm pSed in Lout five minutes. Grouped

about the picture on page 385
of just such pictures as we have been b »

‘b'ngn
Manv boys and girls

become very expert m
making these pictures, and, by seizing every avai-
able opportunity for tracing

their friends, in time become pos”essed of a vMu_

able collection of silhouette portraits.

The excei
Lee

of the picture must depend very much, of
tCse o. .ie skill of tk. jor
traces thc shadow, on the power of s.ttcr to
remain quiet, and on the proper position of the
lamp for throwing a clear shadow.

Rut long before these shadow-albums were
thought of, people had found out a capital way
of amusing little folks and
comical hand-shadows upon the heads
little practica enabled them to reprcsent the heads
and bodies of various ammals, and

Icaps upon the wall.

In the accompanying pictures
“ G il

Snd very nrany deaigno, "
some oid, on which to practice your dexterous
toenuity The little baby in the silhouette p.ct-
urfon Lge 385. yo't'vill notice, looks « though
he were trying to throw shadows of crullers upon
the waU; buf though he has a fine head cf h.s
own he perhaps has not sufficient precoc.ty or
that’ As many houses nowadays have (fortu-
fately in other respects) no -Htc walh ~ wh.ch
shadows can be distmctly seen, a sject or ,
board with white paper upon it can be uscd
producing the silhouette portraits.

” ™

one by one to snapping their jaws or

. Forthe shadow-piciutes oo ihU

9

to the courtcsy of Messre. Griffiih & Fartno, the London

corirteT"AnA
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AN

INDIAN WINTER GAME.

By De Cost Smith.

THFOWIHG THE

THE boys of the United States and Cafiada are
indebted to the Indians for a number of the.r
most interesting games and sports. Lacrosse
orieinating with the native tribes, and still much
lyed by them, has within the last few years
Lcome very popular. Snow-shocs and toboggans,
thouirh formerly serving only as conveniences
in winter travel, are now used by Indians and
whites alike for amusement— the former aiding
greatly in winter walks and rambles, the latter
transformed into a coasting-sled, and possessing
great advantages.

But while many of their games
L wecll

thc Indians still have others
oeculiar to themselves, and with which even their
near neighbors are but slightly acquamted.
Throwing the “ snow-snakc ” is one of the latter;
and, although it may not be propcrly classed as a
game, it might, perhaps, if introduced among us,
become a great favorite like skating and coastmg.
A shoit description ofit may be of mtcrest.

The “ snow-snake,” or ka-whanl, as it is called
in the Onondaga dialect, is made on the principie
of the sleigh-runncr, and consista of a long hickory
pole or stick, with a slight upward curve and
Lint at onc end, while the other
with a small notch.

known,

is providcd
The under side is made

flat and smooth, so as to slip easily over the snow
or ice, upon which, when skillfully thrown
slide for a long distance.

it w.
To make it ghdc stll
more easily, theunder surface iswaxed and rubbcd
with a piece of doth until beautifully

polished. The pointed end is furnished with atP
of lead or solder, sometiraes of a very fancy desig

The length and weight of the snow-snake var es
in proportion to the strength of the person for
whose use it is intended. Those made or young
boys are not more than four or five feet long,
wlile for larger boys and young men they tan e
i six to eight feet in length. They are mi.
somcwhat tapcring, being largest near thc cunud
end where they are usually about an inch
inch and a quarter in width ; while they d.mims
gradually until, at the notchcd end, Uie ‘vidi>
L t more than five-eighths or three-quarters of un
"fn throwing, Uie is held at thc small®
end by thc thumb and first and second fingers, as
shown in the diagram on the next pago.

The Indians take great pride m the ncatnc s
accuracv and fine finish of their snow-snakc ,
making them only of the strongest and straigbtc.
grained wood, always carcfully seasoned.



At the Indian Reservation in Onondaga County,
New York, where thc winters are long and usually
sevcre, the snow-snake is a great favorite, and
a continuous source of amusement. As soon as
the jingle of the bells is heard along the frozen
highway, and thc runncrs of the hea.vy “ bobs”
and wood-sleighs have furrowcd thc roads with
deep, polished grooves, the Indian boys are out,
following the sleigh-tracks in small parties, throw-
ing the ka-whani in the deep ruts, which it follows
through every curve, skipping over the lumps of
ice and other inequalities, more like a living
creature than a plain hickory stick, and suggesting
at once the very appropriate fiame of thc
-n.-ike.” Although thc beaten road-way is usually
liicfcrred, thc snow-snake may be thrown in
almost any situation wlicre the snow is sufiiciently
(irra.  On a smooth, levcl crust, it glides with
such rapidit)' and forcé that it is said to have been
used, when such game was plentiful, in hunting
dcer and moose. These animals are so nearly
helplcss in deep snows, that a well-directed snow-
snake must have been a very effective weapon.

The game, as generally played, is merely a
Irial of skill between the playcrs, thc object
being to throw the ka-whant as great a distance
as possible. Sides are sometimes chosen, but
usually each individual plays for himself. A
line being drawn to mark the starting-point, the
players stop back a few paces. Each grasps
his snow-snake, runs forward in his turn to the
mark, and, witli a vigorous sweep of his arm,
scnds it sliding and dancing over the snow with
tho swiftness of an arrow. Each snow-snake bears
its owner’s mark (an arrow, cross, or star), so that

snow-

he readily recognizes it, and he whose missile is
farthest in advance
this way a regular
distance that these

the winner. In
The

is declared

Champion 1Is chosen.

contrivanccs are thrown s

almost incredible, skillful players
sometimes mak- ing casts of
nearlyaquarter of a mile.
Simple as this game s,
the Indians take a wonder-
ful interestin it, and there s
scarcely a boy to be found
among them who has not
one, two, or even three nicely

finished
with his mark carved upon it.

snow-snakes, each
Should any of thc readers

of St. NICHOL.4S at-
tempt this game,

MANNER OF HOLDING A *“ SNOW.SNAKB,*'

HEAD OF A *“ SNOW-SNAKE.

they must not be surprised or discouraged if,
at the first few tridis, their snow-snakes stick
their heads through the crust and disappear in
the powdery snow beneath, instead of sliding
along the surface in thc proper way. B)' digging
along for a distance of from twenty to fifty feet,
thc sticks may usually be recovered, while the
slight difficulties of thc art can soon be overeéme
by a little practice and experience.

THE GRATEFUL DOG.

By T. D.

Lee-t1e TOM-my Bax-ter was one day go-ing home from .school when

he saw some boys who were wor-ry-ing a poor dog.

They had tied his

hind legs to-geth-er, and were throw-ing stones at him. and strik-ing him

with sticks, so as to make him run.

to. see him try to run with his hind legs tied to-geth-er.

They thought it was ver-y fun-ny

The poor dog

was in great dis-tress, and howled and yelped when-ev-er he was struck

by a stone or stick.

Tom-my went up to the boys and told them that they should not do
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such a cru.el thing to a poor, helpdoss dog. Butthe boys only laughed

[T\ ,I’T Iu 6

rin.to his poch-et and said: "1 wi, gtve

“ "jii.» ;, greTheZ ti:: ::ZTC Zn ijZ .n they laughed at hi,
and went a-way to spend their mon e) fot

1
Tont-my then went np to the poor

trv-inn to gnaw the

String from his legs, and °

know that Tom-my was not one of A
hi., for he dtd not tty «get . w .,

NN did not mean to hurf

when-ev-er any of the

s Be had done

M - s inh i ~ 4 »«yhow.ncho-bhge?”

lhe dog roU oW W oF®”?

short tintef still iuntp-.ng a-bout and wag-gntg hts ta.h

lhen

Senif::rrX it

Tom-my had saved i»0S, him. Bnt the dog

Lfwant’ra ;t it, but you shall not have a bh”of*k - Go a“ay m

ir~d ; r L ” jy aU white, and he had ,0-tlced that the dog whose legt
had been tied had a white bod-y and blae'< «lara

Tom-my was ver-y gla to 0, lim, and
saved, and he knew now tha 7~e ~

S wn th/\

r-tr ¢ Il r “e ™« ::red htnr, and

had done. The dog kept on jump-mg a-round To y



he left Tom-my and fol-lowed her.

When Tom-my went home that night, he told his fa-ther all a-bout this
dog. Tom-my’ fa-ther was much pleased to hear his son’s sto-ry, and he

I his tail un-til a la-dy who was walk-ing down the road called him. Then

told Tom-my he was glad he had made a friend who re-mem-hered him so
well, and who was so grate-ful for his kind-ne.s.s to him.

It was not long aft-er this that Tom-my’s fa-ther bought the dog of the
la-dy who owned him, and gave him to his lit-tle boy. And there nev-er
were two bet-ter friends than Tom-my and his dog.



jack-tn-t h e -pulpit

“ THE wind tore through *

hranches, shiieked thtoug shutters, howled
of whfoh as | A cad

School-ma’am read it, | I the

tuustbeaveryrudeandjxcrt/\/\’\/\/\’\

next day- n

Nith astonishment sentences
same book, ~Neard

a lullaby m the

S,ol"them~;--nd *“ a faint wind cooled her

~t/d \r™;:

an honest”

La, ha frolics with them on su}ny days

A SELF WINDINQ CLOCK.

SpSll

sM
S111SS s ;

A SPORTINQ HARE.

A traverine friend of mine has dipped from a

a sportsman of that country ; -

LAn ="'Hnrinfe?*P O «-- w o f
commencement of s\r,ant, exclaiming lo thc host thm
when suddenly ®\bout on -he Inwn. Oul went ti..

u hare had bccn >een iiioving

th t B2 A st Ll Is hind IcR -
SO HEPOIAN, B R, g n Siefd P 0N s hind IR, pn
sented a horac*pistol «

th
was hutt;

naitirallv astounded, until aiM 't
bul ihe 5po~"’* "

s ,,a, » perfocming amraul
i?4*fi’fnd « oV X irtL % ';:'am usin| nnd successfni pmc-

ticalioke," sTINGINC-TREE.

OEAR dear! w nat a dreadful thing it must be

mSet'~/Sn-the-Pulph in ;ere eun

iSs orserfourmischief causedby a shrub of that

country: Caa ame
Dnnn UCKt Did youeverheaecf

in fi S es tomn orifteen feot i .tht,
WHIC% grows from two orth M in . ~ asr}quins.
and cmits a disagrec”~lc ody- Um | oy
‘.Somciimes, '4 “?

warned ofiis dose proximity liy
forgotten |hes||ng|ng -treeli 1 ! iralittle forestcf ihein. 1
i.s smoll, nnd have ofte.t found iW ~ n

was only oncestunz. nnd 'M V "™'Adclnz
il lenves no mark, but 'hf P~-J
ward the part when lowhsnl ~»10 7
getswct tn washmg, etc. 1have s«

1
ordinary pa.n roll on the jtdrnv'<'d="“n
havekn oreeiohe w ~tn

nnd f»' months niter.
i» »iny weather, or whi.ii ii
mnnwhowas indifrcreni tn

ER
I}
=

appronched'nm,

%
R
=
==
~ <5
0=
=5

will -sh nbont whunng
-0 ir"X n tT em & kiiled nfter counng tn wn-
taciwith'lhis temble stingmg-tree.

mPRETTY tS AS PRETTY DOES."
THAT'S an Oid ~.ayi"g- 3"nflo"I'~
f-AnS:jce?* N X "bt
by folks 'who thin "™~«en as the case ma

nm-like seeds are

extremdy¢é e,
food for poultvy, but they

i machincrj.
oil, cspecially useful for ~as been
The vesiduc of the seeds, after t g~ cclleri

F%%%nfou%arpt?ck.es&nd finafly{’ ti%c rstaa]kgtllué"h a

scrviceable fibcr, largely used vy Tw,.cii:agj™t yello™N
the blossoms yield a lasting and bulhant y

dye.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

ANOTHER FELLOW WHO WANTS TO BE ANSWERED,

D LLIKE TO KNOW IF Iti
WHICH HE DKCIOED TO CALL HIMSELF), SHOWN
| AMNEARLV AS MUCH MIXED UP AS HE IS.
THE WAY, |

TWO YOUTHFUL COMPOSITIONS.

Talking of mixed-up things, is not this a very
funny story? It is a tiger-tale sent by a little tot
five years oid,— or rather five years young,— and
ilic Little School-ma'am, while she says | may
show you an exact copy of his story just as be
wrote it, has taken his fiame off because she thinks
itright to keep that asecret. It 's a fearful recital
if read carefully, and, bad as things were for the
tiger, they seem to have been even worse for tlie
boy, when you come to think ofthat rug.

AS5A0.©i.D,rLGER

0o. Too h-Hf/u A m
hT//V\.L/fi GiTTI-
54/] Mi O A fA\D.H\S PAPf~ cm

A ADTOO (o, fro0/Ae PAIAO.
tI5 .AYI\fI/VK,)/'\'bQ,L./\D- N\AD"IHSy
/V\APT. Oourn 0/ii4 /5.5'/CIV\-.

TJi ¢ compositiori which the
School-ma’am asks me to show you while |
am about it, as it is written to one of the subjects

MAY AS WELL DROP THE HINT THAT I 'ti

NOT AS MUCH OF A FELLOW AS THAT RABBIT-JACKASS OR JACKA.SS-RADBIT (I FOBGET
IN THE DECEMBER ST. NICHOLAS, AND | FLATTER tIfSELF THAT
NOW, WHAT's tIY NAME, YOUNG JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT*ERR ? AND, 0Y

NOT ONE TO DE TRIFLED WITH.

given in the December number, and, as she says,
“ because it is so frank and honest” ;

If 1 Had $iooo, W hat W oild | Do W ith 1t?

As 1am such alittle boy, if 1 had $idoo | ihink I would put it
in the saving bank all I became ofagc. Then 1 would go ana vUIt
some of the inosc important parts of out couniry, U. Sfates.
I would not go lo Europe just then, becausc | would rather go
to see my own country. corne people think if ihcy have been
to Europc they have seen enough of the worid. ~ut | think
difiercnt. 1 have heard of people who have been to Europe and
ncvcer been to Niag.”™ra, or even to W ashin”on yet- | think, if you
share your $iooo with some one, you wdl enjoy it a great acal
better than being mean and stingy.

In the first place, | would give $ioo to the poor, and $ioo lo the
hospiials, aiid gUe my friends $3.00 or $;,00 each. Someboys or

there 1 would go to Walkin.s Glen, then from thcrc to Cafiada, chen
I would reium home, by that lime | would have a very litdo money
left. But | nm suie when | was taking these little irips I would be
setting somc curious things for the Agassi? As”ociation. And then
I would think what a nice lime | had with my $tooc.

Yours iruly, WiLLtu S , ten years ofd.

A MARCH CUSTOM IN WALES.

Dbar Jack: The Weish have bccn In tho habit, from iimc
immemonal, of wearing a leek in the cap on the first of March.
This custom is said to have orjginated ju the circumstance of somc
W cish troops, followers of the Black Prince, wearing leeks at the
battle of Crccy, in order to distingulsh chemselves from their ene-
mies. In if veryoid book, called “ The Famous HUtory ofihe Seven
Chumpions of Chrlsiendom,” a ccrtaln Welshman® Sir David, is
made to say 10 his men, on the eve ofbattle ; “ For.my colors or
enslgn do | wear upon my bayonet, you see, a green leek sel in
gold. which shall, if wc wm tho victory, hereafier be an honor 10
Walesi and on this day, being the firstof March, he It fcreverwom
by Weishmen in remcmbrancc ihercof! ” Sir David*s command,
however, is at tho present day but Ullle regarded ; but on the
naliona) holiday a gilt leek is stll carried fn processlons, and a
silver one fs presenied to the hcad”inaster at ttoo by the Welsh
boy ofhighest rank in the school.

Yours tnily, M, W.



THE LETTER-BOX.

MU, ARCHIHALD XORBES

Thekb are very few among Gio oidor bny-readers of St. Nicholas
who aro not familiar with some of the advontnres and
of Mr. Arohibald Forbos, tho gallant n
London Daily N»os. -Andwe take pl=*sur~'herefmo P At
ing. along with his thrilling narrativo, W here
e non nortcait of Mr. Forbos lumself. For Ihis portratt-sUetch
vre are indobted to thc courtesy of the woll.known English ~ si
Mr Hubert Horkomer,-itbeing a small pen*md-mk ouilineof Mr»
HorkomoFs fine portraitof Mr, Forbes, whtoh has attractcd so much
S o n and p~se whetever exhibited. The ‘"-gV -d
determinaiion which Mr. Forbes has so often manifesled m te
work are slrongly marked in his feaiures, and are plainly exprwsed
Tn he .~ugrskLh here shown. As Mr. Herkomer has said of
hira- “ He has probably done bus hasardous and aiduous work

h L r than any other man co.ild havo done it.

There are many who
«nlL te-

many who have the giftofobservacion t many who havo

physioal endiirance and pluek: but

LSnned in one individual as thoy are m A“=hibald Forbe”

he is as irue as stool to those to whom he exiends liis fnendship.
His devotion lo his friends is amply illustrated by the story of

Villiers. And, aside frem the personal intetest of

Vn!
And

;L d L tS h t Lrh-asirhe~fi/:M ?ivrdness of ms

war-a”~sts of the London

iVems, and htmself a persona,
friend of VilUcrs.

HEBIit is a charming long letter, which wc print in full because it

when the white drifis camc down on that lastday of tho year.

566 W ai.ton Street

, Oaklanp, Cal.,
December 31, 1B82.
, MirnmA«; If | liad wmtcii
DeaR Santa ij irid you of blue skies, a

SLTr~d So"trg:'’nob5d

where wcrenfifthe beach ani chased the big waves r&tuu, and

then they chased us u f and we were without anything on otirheaih

m 7fsSm rn

NoT*.7Lans'iL"M * toyou,dearSt, N .c.olas; butplea-c

down our Street, ¢ thicker Soon one of the neigbb-.r-
W s*“ roeouc’and, gathering some snow, made a anow.ball. Th.n
rwreri*H hands In five minutes cverybody (except ray big
Sher Tora whi shot himself in the hand tl.e day befoie-am]|
o r ™~ nh he madUwasoutin the street gathenng snow and
iitiifcach S?her, and washing faces will. snuw ; and oh, we hmc

“lom fom ~AbLi~r-~~-ced talkinga”nt sleds bul.none k, m

mmmimmm

rhfm % ti;"nrupi”1”

K iiiffh fiu s%':;.tte% “~MLfrpate.irm “T
13 l-i

“2teit " 4& erydifrercntdayfromone

ssli'»

SSETIEI12; !

wiser and better. Youis, w.th lovjrnanan

p Please givo my lovo, abu, to Jack-in-che*Pulpit.

As ihe four subjects for cumpositloii,* wc give ihis mouOi
followiRg:

The Hunoer of t>e Rich.
KITBe'iTME.
A Ride un a R aii-road.

Bbrtha L. W. copies and sends to the Letter-l.ox dio f,.lkwin6
curious enigma: . LI G
Twicc ton are six ol us,

Six are but three;

Niuo are but four of us;

W hat can it be?

Wnuld you know more of us?

i’ Il tell you more;

Seven ate fciit five of us,

Five are but four.

Aastia-r: The nhmber of lettcrs containod ra each of the 'ui.ier

ais mentioned.

T . following is one of many pleasanl lelte« we have nne.vtd
conceming performance» of “ The I-alse S.r Santa Clan»
Lou.sviile, K v,
Deah St. Nicholas; We hayo been '«?j"5 F»*
and feel tbatwe can nol partwitiyou We
be pleased to know that Mamma had The Falsote W
(piiblished in the Novembcr number) for our Chnstm

Lukl
aaus

Soe St. Nicholas for December, page 156.



tainment. There were aboul luneiy persons present, and they au
thought ic was so good that she was induced to give it at the Sun-
day-school cntertainmenc There were several hundred persons
present that night, and it was enjoyed very much. Mainma said shu
Felt more than paid for her trouble to hear how heanily che children
laughed. I hope you will alway.s go on, and makc us as happy as
ever. v onr constant reader, Carrie E. S.

A SAO interest isatiached to the Uttlc pocm, “ Kitty’s Prayer,”
pikblished in chis number, because Uwas written by a girl, oneof
four sisters” Hessie, aged ai'; Corinne, agcd 19; Mildred, ageci
y. and PauUnc, agcd 7— who were drowned July 4, 1879, It was
llirie Pauline who made the remark concerning her kitty which
,qgge<;ied the poem, and Cori.inc put tho incideniinto verse.

sends s4.00 for The Clildrecn’s Garficid Fund-

‘atica”

Nkw Cahaan, Dec- xa, i88s.

Dear St. Nicjioi.as: | am sure that the boys and girls of New
(‘anaan ought to feel as if they knew you a little bit better than
v>mcofyour other readers, | will tell you why. In your Novem*
burnum ser Deacon Oreen speaks of shoodng at a grebeiii Justus
Iliiyt's mill-pond hcre. Tcli the Deacon that the pond and mili are
‘Gl herej but | don’t bellcvc there isa grcbe within a great many
Miilesof 1t. 1 think, too, thnt Miss Eva Ugden musthavo played by
ihc pond a grcat many times: she lived hcre for many years.

1guess snc must have bcen ti)inking of the nuil when she vte

I'ne Miller of Dee.” Here is something which | composed for

The miller of Dee ’

Planted a pea:

The pea did grow,

The miller did hoe.

Al last the millcr got a rake,

And rakod away tul his back did ache.

Chartie L. Demerite.

Dbar St. Nichotas: We have all been trying our hands at
making as many words as possible from your fiame, and the rcsult
i."inclosed. We have made many more than George W. Bnrncs,
and )»cr(iap.s our succes.c is due to our fainiliarity with the Letter
Game, or “ Logomachy,” as it is called. The game, which we
foiind a pleasantone during the long winter eveninga, is played a.s
fillows: Each player, in sacces.sjon, draws a letter from a pile of
IcUcrs, all lyiug with cheir faces downward. till some words are
fi)nncd. The words thus made are leftin plain sight, to be length*
ciivd, altered, or added to. or, as is often the case, to be captured
budily by an opponent. For insiaiice, Papa had the words, “ met,”
"liijr«c, * ““abbot,” “lace,” and “ salt"; | drew the letter “b” and
wuh it took Papa’s word “ face,” which | transposed to “ cable.”
1fLitiembcronce | mnde theword “ gamet,” which I Iclipretty sure
of keeping: but Paplt drew on “ a," and modo “ tanager,” so of
i-forsi; 1 lostit. Thv onc who has the most words, whcii all the let-
krs rirc drawn, win.s iJie game. It isngalnst the rules to chnngcn
w<jrd to another tense or number by adding “d" or “s.”

Yours imly, M. W.
«'CotgcW, Pames hasbeen quite outdone. "The lIstof boys and

girl' who have mado more than 7a words out of the leiler.c of
“ Si. Nicholas ” Istoo long for us to print hcrc.

AGASTilZ ASSOCIATION —TWENTY-FOURTH REPORT.
AN ALI*EAL TO SPECIALISTS.

When, two years ago, we began lo exteiid our Socicty by means
ofihc St, Nicholas, we did not havu an entirely dchniie plan,
o«aH.,c ;vc could not foresee how many members we should gain,
bo tbc fii-st few Chapters found US Comparatively unprepared for
their recepiion. We had to send circular« lo many, instead of cor-
dial personal leiteis, such as our heart promptcd, and we were faiu
10 leave them ihcreafter pretty much to their own deviccs. Even
jiow, the pressure of our correspondcncc Is so great, that many a
ctier wluch should have a prompt and hcnrty answer if it were one
o tweniy, has to be put off with a scant acknowledgment becausc

~»onuofa thousand. Still, wc are gaiulng in system, and are oble

“*han hcretoforc to direct and cncourage the detightful enthti-
don*~*n "leinbers. Much excellent and valuablc work is being
® direction, but we are by no means saiUfied. There
A much wlder pobsiblUtics before us. Each Chapter must como to
To cominunity, a centerof scieniific intelligence.
~lioiildcome the farmcr and the laborcr, tu lcnm about each

curious or destruciive inscct It should,have a Ubrary open for
public use. All our members inupt be missionaries, sprcading abroad
the sweettruths of Nature. But, to accompUsh all ihis, we must first
gain definite knowledge oursclves— ihc yougcr, as wc have always
in.sisced, by actual observation only: the eider by that, too, bnt also
from the prinied record of the observadons of others. As we grow
out of childhood, we must grow Icss desultory in our work — more
scientlfic. We have been mnch gratified to find thatour members
invariably do this very thing. Accarate obscrvation crcaccsa deslrc
foraccuratc words in which to record nice dislincdons: and ever>'
grovjm”™ boy and girl presenily wriies to learn how to analyzc
llowers and determine minerals. Now, no One man can bhe n
specialist in more tlian one or two depaninencs: and a bnghc boy
who dcvoies himself to coleéptera, for instancc, soon knows more
abonibeetles than any of his teachers. He soon gets beyond the
help of Harris, or any general enromologist, and then he writes lo
US foraid. Of course, the same is trne of mollusks, fems, grasses,
birds, and all the resL

Our plan has bcen to receive all such questions, and rcfer
them to such gendemen of our acquainluncc as could most likely
answer them. Put the range of our scientfic acqualnlance has
limits, although the paifence of our friends has as yet proved
exhnustless: and we oow wish to ask for the iames of specialisLs i)i
every branch of Science to whom we may refer questions in ihcit
evcral deparcmenis. Thereforc, if any coleopterisl, algologist,
aichseologist, mineralogist, fiUcist (if that will do for a fern-man),
or any other large-hcarled spccialist who may chunco lo ccal
this paper, will send us his fiame as one who is wilUung 10 answer
questions in his Une, untl further notice, wc are sure that nothiog
could possibly occurto add grcater valué to the work of our Agassdr
Association, and make i of more sclentlfic consequence. W ¢ have
onarmyof five thousnnd wjlling soldiers. We need a largermim-
ber of generous alds-dc-cawp.

Nuw Chaitkks.

.yo. yame. Mnnbcn. Sccretayy's Address.
39a. Barton, Ala. (A) 6 ,,Charles Nelson,
393. S Evonaton, ill. (Al. 5..Cornelia B, Adams.
394. Philadelphia, Pa. (M)— 4 ..lsaac Ford, 1823 Vine St.
395. Montreal, Cafiada, (A) ., xa..W. D. Shaw, 3" St, Pcicr St.
396. Springvilie, N. Y. (A)... .10 .E. Evcrctt Stanbro.
Notes from MSAtBERS, Chapters, an*d Frienus.

Wc had an interesting mceting Jast week. Five spccimcens to

show, and all diRerenl, Onc groen wonn formed its cocoon

in less than a dny from the time It wna cuight, and a large onc it
is, brown nnd fibrous. Another lovely brown one spent iwo days
m frisking around its prison before [i submitted and roUed
itself up. Another oid fcUow I found quite accldentally, |
waj» out walking, and sccing some down clinging co a dry stick,
tried to pick it o(T, when | found a bright biack head at the end
of it. It has white spines sticking all over iis body. 1 am going
10 keep ir, and scc jfit will ainount to anything, My most inter*
ewting one fis coiled nroiind a mass of white web, jn which Is
a lliilc opening. Out of this occasionally walks a litUe fly. One
day, | watched the Uitle flies come out ofthose small cocoons which
sometimes covor ihc lomaio-worm. A lltlte round place was cut
out of tho cnd as smoothlyus though dtme by a very sharp kiufe,
all cxcecpt a tiny place, kfl as a liinge. M. i1xA Prohl.

One of our members has a tarantula. The bodyr is an inch In
length. It has ten long legs, covered entirely wiih brown hair,
The Doctor fccda it littic pieces of Ilver or bccf, the juice of
which ihc spider sncksout. 1l Is pretty Uvcly,

Wm. R, Nichol, Albany, N. Y.

During two months | collecled ninety-five spedmcns of wild
llowers, There isa floNver here — CV!>c"Exrfr<j venustus, | think—
which can besafely handied unless it is pickcd to picccs. In thui
case itis terribly poisonou.s.

W. Cakdwhli.,, Pordand, Oregon.

Geo. Powell, Secretary of Chapter 266, St. Clair, Pa., sends the
following: “ Number of members at last reproti, 30: at presen),
33. Specimens coUecied since last repon, 1x6; total number, doo;
ior exchange, 2t."

Oitawa, lllinol.s (Sec. Edgar Eldredge), lells of “numerous
little lunnels” discovered lii asand rock, “ In the bottom of each
was a little soft-bodicd inscct which preved 10 be the larva of ihe
ant-lion. They are still alive in n box of sand in the window,
whecre they dig iheir tunncls, and stay In them all covered but their



heri9<h,w-h JIS?;,-"feiSre-IW nding eonmittees, on
elhey '> F r“"«'2/™= "hey report on some subject atcnch meeting,
B " Sl Mv« s u* rTiediim.

X i.
In the August report. Hamc Hancock s"jAsofAn

L «used bynach gmin fitting mto a socke j
Hartford, Conn.

Dnring the P--um mer m«t of « made colljtion. JVcbh~"e

pickkd small snake

. A, g catermllais.
coUccied sea-weeds. beveral are " s

0"V /™wrUnew il was a
i, was I!)

One presses
U p

was about
flgwers.

sea-setpent, hecause the
thirty.

We saw some things that

N\

Iwrw fn~Né~e are

ndges in Conn,. *« vy

g"SdTsa”ntSe~rn:? ~
,aPyAWKetre deWrnn that,

heak-s, and another

"*“iTmost excellent recorf, and yet only one out of a thousand
equaly ) sr Helkna, Cau
w e visited the " Petnfied

m " i, N 5ird rees.'t ¥So
t f 72f7'" VnB d el feel dj t d
|2'r?;§s. 15 sixty-eigzht feet |n0ng9\|)\ eleven ftec |nd|a=%rentgrer T1

A'SiffcionTp'ryrsftorbejiarrn Iv'iSy"fhe end
"rlllor*wih~hMacoalinBotcha!c~don|. Helena Chaites

Ertancer, K\V.
W e have learned that Epig”"am M as

feld Si
tember. We read the report “f i" '~ “Ane-plan~ng, and did
Cincinnati, go"«t? ™ * " ' ' h “P. ,hc fall. Weintend to
set out some, but ti Qrove We think thc A. A. coud
selout a Btovc and it

The smallest chiid
do someiinng h“ P™s "P '~ 'j|j We are gomg
can drop nata along the bne» P . place» about bcre.

. . anv seem to collcct 10tinc ai*»*ev.
motive iurcoi.e”vt..6  -- _glve

that some carc more for thc
m"4cim U stoért&
“unrfo?”
fossU;

AAARARN

¢"'[""5pe“sh'o"lUh b.«gK
and though he hns so many,l« « "' «"

« and
aee irom ihosc of another. Wcaro”w s h " North-
afe anxiouslo geia specimcn of A 1u” - Brdihcer-
cm friends. mK®

lhave been noticing the *'|“ “Yorywme m"hTsamc direction.
bean, Madeita.vine, direction. My smilax | am not
hut thc hop vme hornod toad fcaned tp us a few

Jid fai%od * “n”~~cP
fow vew sluggish and stupid.

3a“s' rg'ol AZAY
.i¥e7nel's"'ManulrP’u t
moring only tvliendisiurlred,

few days ago-a
of the boys broug “iwinlgs' itound,
WhIIO fHHS' hmg hmgw./‘ ony
themdiies. Trhe male is wuged.
We have feund e whnt hush 'h-
sccrot? We wish to hnow, too.l 1 h~= i
iS u» ti? n .? rnfheor”n G¥ oRP Miles.
J 13 eSui5u .|' I/\

have had very little irm‘M R 5N JAhI'from Moree’s hrstbook of
When 1 beghan L my own responsibility,

Zodlogy. and have smcc hranchté oi N YAAA

and learned more by And mnke figures lo illusmte

Lr'lTavTuar'~ed totte “* e;ything, and fntend to make a

fessorof coledptera. Baltimore st., Baltimore, Md.
.1 have ercperim ~n”"b

ic wmp i ~t- ™ - . “¢l-Frslman.
COLOMBUS, WIS.

We have twenty members. ~e hold our mrein”® m fe

Chnpfe B has, thirreen menth”. , The

of concretions, which, when broken

, coniam diameier.
They are of vanous sites, from nn inch « y ® "~ Cabdwell, Sec.
poUen. Theresidtisi

Smootit. prkkly.
Nasturaum, Chrysanthemum,
Buitercup, Dandelion,
Camaiion, Agcraium,
Rose, Golden-rod.
Hclioirope,
. Com.
1 examined this hopmg~to
rgd™M5 r 3nth:st3ithsgip N
plafiis, and to my great

. <mEndoeenuiis flowers ha«e
bth~"pM ~ut this as more

ihe same. A lens of very modérate » >y*inw. 1 camestly h"pe
ruin, if a strong light be

hopesby being found
fiial some endogcnous plant wil not dash my nope
prickiy before next month,

.A.nber
It will be ahelpfnl thought to Giis energotic

Exchanc.es.

Coreespondence in W estand South.-W illiam Cnrter, Watcrbmy,

N cSioons of Lmm. etc. nnd bu.terfiios and moths for others.-".

"'Erréesdcn=0 on om ifelogy and oblcgy.-ChaHes D. -«bson,

m'¢u'i’ & piica.es are exhausted, and wc can not make any men
exchanges -E. L.Rpberts, Denver Cob

Gucmsey,
Prcsred aulumn leaves, for eaeiwaSE

vww

?a'lretoidon«7 with;Sw to é'.chang=.-Robu G .leaviu

, Son,
Webster, Mass. *

-p ¢ riarkson. Beyerly.,» J'

Lenox, Mass.



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ILLUSFiItATED PUZZLE.

iiiiiifi

miiaviiiHiiiaiKii

illustraiion contains a couplet describing ihe feteof Ilvise who “ bom)w trouble.”

UOUBEE ACROSTIC.

T he jnidals spell the namc of a wcll-known poei, born in 17591
the finals, one of his poems.

Cra«.words: x. Uproar. o. A Icngthy musical composition. 3.

Fliwer. 4, To resound. 5. Heedicss. 6. Worthless matter, 7.
A tropical fniii, 8. A fabulous animal, often represented In her*
aldry. g, A rebelién. 20. A beginner. ix. To cleanse.
DVCIE.
Wi)Ui SYNCOPATION{?*.

Examplb: Take a marsh from a yellowish paim, and leave a
sport. Answrr: (Jam-bog-e,

\ j *~7 long bone from a Romdan maglstraie, and leave a
meludy. 2. Take level from an income, and leave to regret. 3.

i akc asmall boy from an illness, and leave a month of bloasoms.
4- 1lakc iintamed from to cuiifuse, and leave a beverage,
PERRY ADAUa.

NI/IMEKICAL ENIGMA.

I All coinposed of seventy.two letier.s, and aie a famous poet's
tvhmtionofwii, embodicd in a couplet.

*BUB*“**ng.r9 js lo protect. My 15-65-50-32-10-44 issixe.
M ve6~" ~>d by Touchstonc lo be “your only peacemaker.*"
Q f'~* 4-4fi-a0-6x is (o verify. My 23-42-70-73-64is lo panake
yj?*-33-59 i* tumull. My 72-47-9-40 is dry parucics of
ositinn is a language. My 6-22 is a prep-
y 41-18-69-35 is 10 cleanse. My 67-3-16 is a track
43-12-68-56-27 is a horse. My 38-1-38-5
closely. My 24-51-36-31-45 is to disconceri. My 34-57-
is a profeasional alilecc. My 60-49-26-4-62 ii< a

vireuiar trame tuming on an axis, A.E.s. N

iHiniiBtiiaiMiiBii

KHOI«IROII).

Across: TaSluggish. o. Open
10 view. |. A famous epic poem.
Nairaiives. 5. Marks made by
ovvs.
Downwabd: j,
2. A wordofdenial, 3. Abiblical
character. 4. To be lIcased. 5.
To set the fooi. 6. A piate of
baked clay. 7. A haunL 8. A
familiar aborcviadon. 9. In assist<
aoce. H. H. D.

In assistance.

012NTKA1J SVNCOPA-
TIONS S; UEMAINDERIS.

i, Svncoi'ate listcned to, and
leave a number of cattie. s. Syn*
cépate scvcre, and leave lo minee’
and mix. 3. Syncopacea common
French word ineaiung ingenuous,
aud leave part of a church. 4
Syncopate a substance which ex-
udes iroin ccrtain tree.”*, and lcavc
tn restmin. 5. Syncopate an ore,
and leave a repast. 6 Syncopate
to bend forward, and leave to Halt.
7, Syncopate a man’s fiame, and
leave an equal. 8. Syncopate to
diidde cvenly, and leave toposscss.
9. Syncopate a knot of sUk ot
yam, and leave cuticle.

The syncopated lelters, placed
in the order fiere given, spell the
flame of a famous philosopncr who
was ihe instructor of Alcxander
thc Urcat. R. H. low.

WORII-SQT:ARES.

1. I. Stugoish. 2. Notatany
time. 3. To elude. 4. Akindof
rampart. 5, A river of England.
Il. i. To detest. s. Valorous.
3. A place of safety. 4- Oj~n to
view. 5. Leascs. [IIl. r. Torub
so as to produce a harsh sound.
7. A bird of a black color. 3. To
tnm aside. 4. Concise. 5. To go
into.

“charles” aud “ ai.lie b.'

ST. ANDREWS UROSS OF DIAMONDS.

l. UprER LerT-iiAND Squarb: x. In doctor, 2. Anexclaroa-
vion. 3. A guide to marincrs. 4, Skill. 3. In doctor.

IIT, Upper Rigbt-hand Situare:i, In doctor. 2, Au cpoch.
3. To tend. 4. An industrious insect. 5. In doctor,

I1l. Central Diamond: 1, In doctor. 2. A beverage. 3.
Lukewarm. 4. Succor, 5. In doctor.

IV. LowER LttKT-HAND Diamond: I. In doctor, 2. liy ihc

wiiy of 3. Timorous, 4. Melody. s. 1n doctor.
Lower Right*hand Diamond: i. In doctor. 2. Con*
doRsed vapor. 3. A railway staiion. 4. Achicved. 5. In doctor,

marna and bae.”
CHARADE.

W ithout my second, my/rst were naught;

My second from distant lands is brought;

And If my -wkole you happen 10 be,

A whbipping good were ifie thing for thee. w.h.a.



PICTORIAL OIIAKADE.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN

SSS -

Ayl«o.;p'inaH alr.souare. «rT w E d.'- "
Eroded. 3. Voted. 4. ..5 yvojhingion. Fourth lino (be-

NoVEL ACROSTIC. SoMudime Cross-words ; i
fore erroneousy pnntcd fiith me), Longle

n
0T v

V AaLIl s-sW IlI*V fcolo7 10. GNaWs.
REBUS. » ‘Cross.
womT ~ " "T yrO R=eK. J. AsoV,” 4. NonsensE. 5. Samp-
“JE3JUA'A“P A~ - L |« .Ine. Cm.wordsi 1

~Con-vent.s.

9. R-8UER:RY.

"“Vr'Fl-rach-ed. 8. Rcname-d.

T he
addres.sed

> mbiad=gf'"7-"E .tahL

! = of
cr. m *Taas L i
| L

SJum ber.," t- Bmha Guthmanm - APP”"fipm'j \
5-Clam J. Child, lo-Queen Bess,B-j- L. Wmne, I.

" rr-irnS'm/ornd'jU 'iT M ~h R very familiar m al. .he
of St. Nicholas.

TWO CKOrr"s-wWoltl) ENIGMAS.
MY first is in Cupid hat not in love:
Mv second is m Aaron, but not in roO,
M v third Lsin Venus, butnottndove.
Xnd my whole is tbe fiame of a sylvan gaa.
. My liret is in valiant. bul not in o
M’y second is in sqnadron, but not in tieet,
M v third i5 in carol, but not in song,.
% y whole is the fiame of a mountain tn Crete.

cniE.

FROM . to a

5[0 7,pattofasW 6 to 8, smooth.

DIAMOND.

. AU1"”
7. In wind.
THE FEIIRUARV NUMBER,

CoMniNATtON PUZZLE. D.ACOHALS, from~left to
plTayri?g *.'Zealrus. 5- BIAtAiit. 6. INs..ibt
7. DisbanD. _ N n . TUbonv. 4.

A Sr~N " ~ceN Bbueadld LrttRRs: Ircimd:

fcm A firpresented by heavierdo””when
1. CROSSAVORPSI >
?RKrAnfian*

Poonnrnr, A

=F,” fSj*c,?,, TAILLU
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