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THE SUMMONS.
By Avis Grey,

Door-Keeper of the ycar,—

April, thc opener,— hear!

W e wait without, and cry to thee ;
W ith the sunshine’s golden key
Open to US straight

The grim and guarded gate,
Whose frowning barriers rise
"Twixt US and softer skies.

We wait without and cali:
Myriads we of creatures small,
Multitudes of liviiig things,
Sheathcd blades and folded wings,
Baby germs in close-coiled rings.
Frozcn earth-clods hold us down,
Sullen skies above us frown ;
Thou alone caust libérate —
April, free us from our strait!

stand without and wait,
We cali and cry together—
Ali in thc wild March weather.
Shrill and importinate
Our summons thriOs the air
And pierces everywhcrc;
And they who do not know,—
Who lack the finer sense
O f Nature-love intense,—
Crouch cliser to the fire,
.Stirred Cill it blazes highecr,
And, shiv'ring, mutter low,

“ How dreariiy the March-winds blow !”



LOUIS'S LATLE

[Anril,

JOKE.

By Katharine R. McDowell.

1' was fortunate for Louis that the
opportunity for his little joke fell
on April-FooU’ Day. Buthowhe
could Imve had it in his heart to
want to fool Esther, asshe bustled
around, so bright and bappy,
tying on her checked apron,

,0.1d h ,.s«med beyond
said, under bis breath, a raomcnt before .

“1’'ll nay her fov this !” .

The offense to which he thus referred lay in the
facTihat Esther had paid no attention to the request
ih S he hld shouted to her, as he s™v her take a
tNpCTram from a itiessenger at the gate.

" Let me see it, Esther ! How many of them are

“ bS C flew straight to the house, and into the

kitshgﬂ, eg‘calcakim'in%:._ b, rlll %.?
s y! ive of them, and the> e
here for supper. | can sit at the head, cant I,
?eckv® And yon ’'ll make chocolate for ine to
?e,?e! wont you? And oh! dear Becky. please,
toflwcan’'tl make the custard.

“ Brecss your heart, yes,” said Rebecca an
Becky 'l make you whateber yon want. An de
blue set ob china?” she asked, a mornent later.

“ Oh yes, Becky — Uiey’'re so pretty;
little crystal cups for my custard, so tw.ll show
through.” And she danced mernly abouUhe loom.

“W here’s that tclegram?” demanded Lotus,
nearly out of breath from his sudden desccnt of a
tree and rapid run for the house.

“ There, on the table, Louis.
1 was in such a hurry to tell

I could nt stop,

Becky.” explamcd
Esther as she brokc some eggs and carefully sepa-

fadd ;«=s »d yolk.. “1.. gomg.obe»y
suDOer Louis, and I 'm gomg to have

“ 1 don’t care for your supper,” growled™Louis.
“ And 1’'m going to pay you, before the day _sover,
for not Ictting me see that tclegram at first,

“ Oh Louis’ please do not play any more tricks
on me ” pleaded his cousin. “ I told Becky first,
becTuse | knew she 'd take more interest m my
supper. What do boys care how thmgs are mad
They’d rather go fishing or — 7

But Louis interrupted her with ;

“ Never mind the fishing,
vou'llharponitforyears.”

“ How fiarp on it?” asked Esther, still mtent on
her eggs.

,»_hNose

though | suppose

“ Miss Innocence does n't know, then, that the
feUows said they 'd stop for me
the mill-pond to-day, and then all dashed by the
house, waving their baskets and not giving me

'NNThe egg”bcater rested on the edge of the bowL
“ Why. how selfish, Louis ! 1 saw them wavmg
and waved back at them from the pia”~za, but i

did n't know you expected them to stop.
“You waved back at them ?”

cxclaimed Lotus,
almost frantically.

“Well, that’s just hke a gir .
And now they 'll think you understood the jok.-

wL”it™a joke ?" asked Esther, opening wi<le
"N ThTn Miss Innocence probably does n’t kno-.v

this is the first of April?”
But Esther had every reason to know it.

Erara
the mornentthat Louis had shouted Apnl Fool.
when she called to Becky, “ 1 can’t get iny slecie

o, _ it’s all twisted,” to the time d1df
her knife and fork sewed to the table-clcth atd n-
ner, the morning had been a senes of similar
shouts from Louis Perkins. Lhrri 7 lie

“ She ’'s the best onc to play tricks upon, IC
kept saying to himself.
what a fellow does !”

“1 don’t believe in cruel jokes,
5low ly-“ anytbing that will
feel hurt;

“ Never suspects, no manei

said Esth ,
make anybody else
do you, Louis?”

“ Oh, you 're very carefiil of other people
ings; we all know that,” said Louis, tantalizm”h.
as he slammed the kitchen-door.

“Now, 1 ought to go and entertam hii ,
thought the fovbearing Esther. “ I’ll take m>
outonthepiazza and beat them there. Lom."
she called, “ come and whittic here, wont you, an
let -s talk about the fun when the folks come ?

“ If Howard comes, | don’t care about t

”

”»

]
said Louis, apparently in better humor_ He stn”
only one who likes fun. Take care, Essi ,)
spill them!” cried Louis, warnm giy, as Es.M

tmned tho platter of beaten whites «pstde-dov ra
“ No, 1wont,“ laughed Esther, mernly,
shows they're done.”

“They don’t keep in that shape, do Uic>

asked Louis, showing interest d”spite himseE

“ They would keep just hke this for houR, ~
it’s better to let them rest on boilmg water
mornent,” said the little housekeeper, as she



a “ floating island ” aloft on the beater. “ Is n't it
pretty?”

Louis vouchsafed no answer. Had those snowy
1)lankets not becn swinging on the clothcs-line, his
choughts, perhaps, would not have run in the chan-
iiel they did. But Rebecca had been washing, and
he had noticed her tubs on the back piazza. They
wcre covered with a foam that was so firm one
coiild havc sliced it with a knife. Louis had taken
a handfiil of it and found that it did not liquefy or
«dissolve.” When he saw Esther inaking the
méringue, its resemblance to thc foam on the suds
.metruck him, and another thought was in his inind
as weli, when he went back on the piazza again to
see if the suds had lost all form.

No, there they were, just as they had appeared
elu hour before. Rebecca was still making prepa-
rations for the new-comers, and had not takcn the
tune to empty the tubs.

“ All of which shows,” thought the bad boy,
¢ that | can put a platterful of this in place of what
Ussie has made, and have it go on the table. Imagine
tlie faces they 'll make ! Essie wont know what the
inatter is, and Becky will be so bothered! It will
be the bcst joke yet! | think Essie 'll let me
rcad telegrams first after this,” and he walked off
fora moment to plan it all out.

“ Oh, no; I don’t put it on tiil the very
tiung,” said the unsuspecting Esther, in answer to
his questioii. “ I shall run down cellar just before
supper, and put a little of the froth bn top of each
ciistard; and you know, Louis, we 're going to use
the little crystal giasses ! 'T will be just as nicc as
thaugh Mamma were here, wont it; Becky ?”

“ If Rebecca’s suds don’t last, | can make some
more with the same soap wliile they 're all visit-
mg,” thoughtLouis, “ and run down with them just
before supper. And to think that Es wili put it
on herself, that 'll be the best of all! But suppose
shc were to taste it? WeO, even if she should,

twould be a good fool, for they’'d have to dance
around pretty lively and make some more; but |
hopo she does n’t find it out till she tastos it at sup-
per, Wont it be rich to watch heri She wont
know what is wrong, and if any of the company
discover a queer taste they wont say anything, but
I'cy 'li stop eating rather suddenly, I'll venturc !

nd Essie, what will she think to see them all steer-
'ng olear of those custards, after she 's bccn most

° thc aftemoon making ’'em 1»  And with such

‘oughts Louis tried to put aside the picture that
tose before him, of the pretty cousin who danced
nround the kitchen in the small checked apron,

to think only of Esther’s having refused to let

! *hc tclegram when he had asked to sec it.

he afternoon stage brought thc four cousins
Aunt Jo, amicl much rejcicing.

last

Esther received them all so prettiiy, and"~"ji
deferentially to Louis, “ You'll see to the
gage? "using a tone that, in its recognition of him
as the man of the house, made so cvident an im-
pression on the yoimger cousins, that he almost
began to wish he had not savcd that dish of suds.

Thcn, too, he overheard Esther, as shc was get-
ting out the rackets for tennis, say to Howard;

“ Beware of Louis 1 He plays splendidly. Scives
balls that bound every waybut thc one you 'ie pre-
parad for. He gives me odds and beats me, too,
and had never played till he carne South, three
~s-eeks ago. Where has he gone ? Louis 1" and
her clear voicc rang over the lawn.

“ 1l be there in a minute. Let Howard gct
used to the ground,” answercd Louis, which sug-
gestion struck them all as being very gencrous.

How pretty Esther lookedi Louis could see
from his window her bright, happy face, as slie
darted hither and thither after thc balls. After all,
would his little joke pay ? What was there to be
so vexed about, now that he thought it all over?

“ Well, 1 would n't give it up after 1'd gone so
far,” said a bad voicc within; “ you said you'd
pay her for not letting you see that telegram.”

He stole down into the cellar. He could hear
Rebecca overhead singing, “ Oh, Dearest May,”
as she set the table. There was Esther’s vieriiigiie
on a small platter. He slid itoffand out ofthe little
cellar-window, put the suds’ foam in its place, and
went noiselessly up the stairs. Rebecca was pro-
longing the refrain of “ Lubly as the Day,” so lie
fclt sure she could not have heard him.

They all went in to supper soon after.

“It's just as well,” thought Esther, as she
looked at thc custards, “ that Becky put the mérin-
gife Ol1. She always makes it look pretticr than 1
do. Still, I wantcd to havc done it all myself,”
and shc sighed to think she should llave seen thc
custards all ready on the table, wlien shc was just
going dowm cellar to put that bit of fluffy white on
each hereelf.

And what were Louis’s thoughts as lie looked at
thc crystal cups?

“ Well, who 'd ever think of its being suds?
I’'m going to taste my own, to be sure of it.”

He did so, and no doubt was left in his mind that
his little joke on Esther was going to be a success.

He fanciccl, as lie glanced steaUhily around the
table, that Rebecca ivas watching him. and that
one of her grcat smiles overspread her face as lie
took that taste of his custard,

“ 1 say, Howard,” he said to his cousin, “ you
say you think my two big agates are so handsome,
I ’ll put one of them up on a wager. |If you eat
all of your custard inskle of a minute, 1'll give you
your choicel!”



Why, you'lUose, Louis

thenA”II right,” chuckled LUUIQ

“ il time you,”
H»-

>b= 1=

“ Excellent” Could n’t judge very well, though,
bec“aBse | had to eathittso fef” .

N
,.oms0 Xé))?tqowtw aa hoeuhgﬁded him thcchosen

Lap-sid?! "tciioed Howard, questioningly-

““S si™Taulred’ Louis, proceeding in a

wn 3 TM H
?_OUIS tasted his own agam and made

wry

[APBII-,

face after it, and there was no doubt in his mind
S 4 eth;tReheccawas"MANNANNANAN

askcrAint~l You two boys seem very much

absorbed in something.”

M assa Louis is in de suds

Pebecca
said Rebecca.

aSsiH SSss:
m SSSSS

UttSe rnew t L

Rebecca was telling the oth-
ers it 1

table, conchiding her narrative w.th

fornogood! /foun’

Sab mcCctSsS t £ i b detresultl’
“ But.?ecky.”

said Esther, as she went upstain
igh t

igatgﬁmgatdes sdiscomfiure  ify
~Nisrd V --

coalsof fire-’ v,iie ’

p " said Rebecca, never
i( Tii-P«c vour ncart» cnii'-j

Lut de man dat made a pit an diggeci
den falls in de ditch hisseif!

A BRAVE CHINESE EABY.
BY H. H.

HB was very hule -re than a baby,
not more, than thiec or
.eer, wide clothes he wore made hi?
shovt that, at first s
cou*%cwaléa\gva)l aII“aCIo £ .n tte

e bou,= bu

las *»y Mdng.
Iocked and aII the p P Nfour-ycar-
oi(s]aboy to be left in. wore | thkaOfyétét

toddled out into the Street to meet u

EESSSSSSS

«Vlllia.;‘r.e Every WOI’HI&S S $pv aﬁw cunous



The village wherc wc saw tlio Brave Baby was
a very small one— not moro than a half-dozen
houses in it. Indeed, they would hardly have been
callcd houses at all by civilized pcoplc. Some of
them were not bigger than an ice-housc, and some
looked inore like dog-keniiels or hen-coops tiran
habitations for human beings; some were without

DHYINC KISH IN THE CHINASE VILLAGB,

~ny window, and none had more than one, and
that a tiny one only four panos esquare. They
were all shut up, and the doors fastened on thc
outsidc with a chain and padlock.

Ihc door of thc Brave Baby's housc stood wide
open, and, as soon as he heard the sound of oiir
carriage wheels, he carne running to see what was
«ming. We stopped thc carriage and got out.
Be looked at us for a minute with a steady gazc,

tlien turned around, and waddlcd back as fast as
his fat little Icgs would caiTy him into the 'dark
recesses of his housc. We thought be had run
away to hide. Not a bit of it. In a few seconds,
back he carne, holding up lo usa big abalonc shcll,
tightly graspcd in both his chubby hands; then
he laid it on a beneh by thc door, waddled back,
got another, brought it outand laid
itdown; then still another.

The abalonc is a beautiful shell
which is found in great abundance
on thc Southern coast of California,
and is offered for sale everywhcre.
Travciers buy many of them to
carry away as curiosities. When
their surfaccs are polishcd they havce
all the colors ofthe rainbow in them,
and are very brilliant. In all the
houses in the fishing-viliages there
are gi-eat baskets of these abalone
shells kept to scll to travelers, and
the Baby had, no doubt, often seen
his mother bring them out and offer
them to people passing by. So he
thought they might be what we had
come for. As he held outshell after
shell toward us, he fixed his queer,
narrow, slanting little eycs on us
with an expression of anxicty and
inquiry that was pathetic. When
he saw that we did nnt waiit the
shells, he went back again, still
farthcr into thc recesses of the
cabin, and, bringing out a tin dip-
per with a little water in it, offered
that to US- He was so calm and
grave in his demeanor that we did
not think of his being frightened;
and we walked about, and looked
in at the door of thc housc, and
looked at him, and laughed at his
queer, wide trouscrs and sleeves,
and oid brown hat on the back of
his hcad, as much as wc likcd. We
thought he was a very droll little
man, with a good busincss head on
his shoulders, who meant to drive
a trade in abalonc shells on his own

account if he could- The truth is, that evcn baby
Chinese faces look about as oid as grown-up faces.
They aro thc same sallow color, and the boys’ heads
are shaven, just like their fathers'. This little
fellow’s head was shaven all over, except an odd
little wing-Hke wisp of stiff black hair left above
each car; thcsc were thc drollest things about
him. They looked like whiskers which had slipped
up above his cheeks.

rlh



After he found that we did not want euher the
abalone sheUs or the water, he stood st.ll for a
short thnc, gazing at us intently. Then he «ent
into the house, to the farthest cdrner of it-m to
aroom that was more like a cave A
was so dark and low. Here was a *.g stone,
hollowed out to receive a fire; J)ots and pans
were lymg on the ground; an oid stool stood in
frontoTthestone; everythingwashlackwith smoke.
On this the Baby sat down, folded his hands in his
S .“d looted"...0 1=a.he., All.l» P>e

THE BABY OFYEKS SHEIXS FOR SALE.

had not onoe oponed his hps. The
gave of hearing any of the th.ngs we sa.d to Inm

(APSIL,

to hft his eyes and fix thcm on
cxnression of attention. We steppcd mside the
Tor he did notstir. We looked at all the qu er
little cupboard-like divisions of the house, at the

bunk-bed built in one cérner; in another,J e Josss
Self whh

wWRh an

its three tiny cups of tea, and tts Jw

gravely hnt did not make a motion or a s.gn of

‘1'u'i s « . g». »oi.e of doofi ..d

wlfoeis W e all ran out, Baby followmg, tos j what

nvas. Two omnibus-loads of people, each coach
drawn by four horscs, carne

cloud of dust, They were excursién, u from

the East, a grcat party of sixty, all

traveling togedier under the chargc

of one man. Seeing us standmg

at the door of this little Chinese
hovel, they haltcd to sce wha.
we were stopping for.
ran

One man
into the house, took somc
abalone sliclls, and put a piecc
of mbrfby into the BablJ
handtopayforthem. Thi.
little fellow began tO lool.
troubled. Hehadgraspeccl
the tindipper inhis hand,
almost aS though he han

an idea he might nced ii

for a weapon, and dre"
closerto us,asifhethoughL

we might possibly ptotcci

him against tirese new and
noisier enemies. As thv>
(_:irove away, he ran out

into the middleofthe roa. ,

and looked vcry earnestiv

up the hill to the north,

still chitching his dippui

tight. It was plain tluii
he was expecting succor

from that direction. V ¢

did notyct realhe that ic

was much frightened.

countenance did not show 1%
and wec still watched him 'Mth
sreat amusemcnt. It was a pict-
ure to bercmembcred. The bwu
tiful sparkling blue water, w.tl

a
high promontory «ito J
with dark pincs and cypresscs, tire1J J
of fislring-huts, sdent aJ the
hclpless little child, standmg m 1

dusty voad, the only guardian of the spot



he was not so brave as we had thought. Al
this time he had been struggling with himself,
with a terror that had been slowly getting the
iipper hand of him. In the twinkling of an eye,
uithout a warning of a sob, or a whimper,
suddenly there burst from the poor little soul a cry
that went to our very hearts.

He had given way at last. He could not bear
it a mornent longer. W hat to do, we could not

liiink; if we drewnearer him, he cried barden

h e put some money in his hand; as we did so, -
Ik' partially stoppcd crying. We thought it was
‘l.e money that had soothed him, and we said.

Hal young as lie is, he is oid enough to have
sncf healed by gain.” But we were mistaken. It
".is not the money. He had caught sight of his
niother coming down tlie hill toward him. In an
nibtant his composure returned. He did not run
tinvard her, as any baby in the world buta Chi-
nése baby would have done. He stood motionless
in his place, waiting, never removing his eyes from
her.

She carne at a swift, swinging, half-limping gait
down the hill, with two big baskets hanging from
a ;'oke across her shoulders. She was, no doubt,
a little anxious when she saw the gi'oup of stran-
gers in front of her house, and her little son stand-
ing by himself in the middlc of tho road. We
hopcd that she would iinderstand English, so that
wc could tell her what a brave little fellow her boy
ha<l been, and how he had tried to scll the abalone
sbells. But she shook her head, and could speak
only a few words. However, we patted the Brave
Baby’s cheeks, and said, “ Good boy ! good boy !”
with such friendly smiles that she was re-assured
ond siniled back again. It is wonderful how far
smilcs can go bctween peoplc who do not under-
swnd each other’s language. They are some-
"Ws all the interprctcrs onc nceds.

The Baby know two words of English, and as
00 as his mothcr arrived, he opened his mouth,
ilod spoke them.

Good-bye !” he said— “ good-bye !” with an

emphasis and directness which werc droll indeed.

If lie had been sufficiently mastcr of the English

language to have said, “ 1 'll thank you to take

yourselves off, as quickly as possiliie, and ncvcr let

me set iny eycs on any of you again,” he could

not have conveycd his mcaning any more plainly
than by his “ Good-bye ! good-bye !'”

The mother had been over to another Chinese

fishing-village, a short distaiice beyond, to get cor-

ais and shells to scll. Her

baskets were full, and she

set them down in the road

and showed us what she

had brought: beautiful

red coral, almost as fine

as that which comes from

Naples ; sca-ferns, of

brightyellow; andshclls

of many colors and

shapcs. While she

was showing these to

US, tho Baby stood

as ciése to her &s he

could get, holdingfast

to her clothes, and

, every now and then

saying, in a low

but very decided

tone,

“ Good-

bye ! good-
byel!l” Poorlit-
tle fellow, prob-
ably he willnev-
er again in his
life be so thor-
oughly fiight-
ened.

Afterward, we
drove through the
other fishing-vil-
lage- It was cidse
on the edge of the
water, where a little
inlet rounded in, be-
low high hills. As we
drew ncar it, the odor
of fish carne up over the
liills, likc a smell from
something cooking in a
vast caldron. The fcnces, the roeks, the ground—
all were covcrod with shining little fishes, spread out
todry; those on the ground bcing laid on framesof
woodcn slats. There was only one narrow lafie run-
ning through the village, and hardiy room on that to

,ly m

STREET IN A CHINESE FISH-
ING-VILLACE.
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Chinamen wcre running about, cmptymg big
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The place fairly swanned with laljorers and thcir
implemcnts; but all the workci-s kept steadily on,
as regai-dless of our presencc as though they had
been ants on an ant-hill. Every man, woman, and
child iras hard at work; children that wcvc too
Ainall for an)'thing else had babies sti-apped on their
liacks, and werc ciurying them about. Little girls,
not more than cight or ten years oid, were at work
ilidustriously cleaning tho fish, ti prepare them for
drying. This was a disagreeable sight; it was
done in open sheds, where
the floor was black and drip-
ping wet with water and the
dimyoffal of the fish. Here
;he women sat on high stools,
in a squatting posture, with
iheir feet curled iip wunder
ihoin, cutting and slashing,
sti'ipping the fish, and drop-
ping them into the baskets
uith as swift a motion as if
they wcve shelliing peas. They
had the fingers of the left
hand rolled up thickly in black
rags, tn protcct them against
1 chance slip of the sharp
knife. They chatted and
I.mghed, as if tliey were en-
gagcd in tlie most agrecable
ficcupation in the world. There
did not seem to be an idle pair
of hands in the village. Oid
nicii were mending nets, oid
troinen putting bait on hooks.
Ule only unemployed creat-
urc we saw was one small
baby, perhaps three months
nld, which iras sunk up to its
neck in a narrow compartment in a wooden box,
ivhcrc it had a ludicrous expression, like an aged
infant in stocks for some misdemcanor; it gazed
«p intn its mothci’s face with an imwinking glare
of mingicd appca! and resentment which was
iire'iistibly comic.

ii would not be possible to give any idea of the
way in whicli the houses, sheds, boats, barréis,
pilles, nets, baskets, scaffoldings, and lumbcr of
all sorts were huddled togcther on one narrow alley
niit wide enough for tivo ivagons to drive abreast.
There was not a foot of open ground- Looking

down from the hill on the roofs of the houses, one

would think they all bclongcd to a single set of

ivalls, roofed at differcnt heights and angles. It

was a squalid and filthy spot; it would seem

impossible for human bcings to breathe such air,

and slccp in such dark, imventilated hovels for any

longth of time, without being made ill. Yet there

are in this little village nearly two hundred peoplc,

many of whom have lived there for thirty ycars in

good health. They are divided into three com-

panios, each company having

its leader, wlio pays wages to

the inen and women, and has

the charge of selling and send-

ing away the fish. W e talkcd

with one of these leaders, who

was courteous and willing to

tell US all he could about the

village. His fiame ivas Choiv

Lee. When ive offered him

money for the trouble he had

takcn to explain things to us,

he refused to take it. Finally,

he said wc might give it to

his wifc. She was hard at

work cutting up and cleaning

fish in one of the sheds.

When we offered it to her.

she also refused it, smiling as

if itwere a good joke that aiii -

body should suppose she would

receive money from strangei's.

Then, as if the thought struck

her that she would not lie out-

donc in generosity, she called

after us, asking if we would

not like some abalone shclls.

“ You like um abalone?

No? 1 give you some. Yon like?” she cried,
laughing.

So IMC went away, fccling that we had made a
little mistake in offcring money to the wife of onc of
the three vich meii of the village, even if she were
at work barefoot in the coid, sliiny, black tish-sheds,
like the poorest of ihc laborcrs. And it set us to
thinking, too, that human pridc is a plant for which
no soli on earth is too poor. Not a lady in all the
lancl could have laitghcd inore airily at the idea of
anybody’s thinking her an object of charity than
did Madani Chow Lee.

READV TO 00 HIS PART.

«
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THE STORY OF VITEAU.*

By Frank R. Stockton.

CHAFmi XVI.

The Countess of Viteau

now bccame very
anxious to

Icarn, as soon as possible, the result
of her embassy to the King, and she also wished
her sons to know where she was. She consultcd
with her squire, Bernard, in regard to the raatter;
and they concluded that it would Iré better, if the
travelets brought bad news, and the young King
had refused to interferc in behalf of the Countess,
that Raymond and Louis shoiild know the place
of her refuge before any of thcir party coiild
reach Barran’s castle, and that they should
immediately join her, when, with them, she should
fly the country without delay or further consulta-
tion with any one.

She had determined at last that, if she should

be obliged to Icave her country, she would tuke
her boyswith her, and let the Countde Barran and
her other fricnds do the best they could in regJ
to her estatcs. She had money cnough in lier
possession to providc for the expenses of a joumoy
to England, but she did not considcr, when making
her plans, that the captain of the cotereaux w u\
rcquirc his claims jjaicl ljeforc he would let her go.
Bernard thought of this, but he said nothingand
hoped for the best.

Michol also was quite anxious to kno.v una
had been done at Paris, for the ncws would
cnce in a great degree the tcrms of his demands
for ransom money.

On the day after the attack of Comines had bcen
repulsed, it was considercd that Count de Lannes
and his party might be cxpected to be neanng

« Copyright, 1582, ty F. R. Stockton.



eiid of their homeward journey, and it was deter-
mincd to send a page, accompanied by one of
Michol’'s men, to intcrcept the travelers and to
convey a note to Raymond fiom his mother.

The main road from Paris through Burgundy
ran within twclve or fifteen miles of Viteau, and
Count Hugo might therefore be met, while yet
more than halfa day’sjourney from tho castle.

The page’s companion knew all the roads and
by-ways of the siirrounding country, and they
reached in good time the high road from Paris,

THE RODDER 1H THE OLD WOMAN'S COTTAGE.

but after waiting there all day and making
inquiries at various cottages neai- by, they saw
nothing and heard no news of the Count and his
company.

After dark they returned to Viteau, as they had
been told to do, for it was known that Count
Hugo would not travel by night, and before day-
i'ght the next morning they set out again.

The long watch of the previous day had wcaried
the restless soul of the robber, and he declaied
to the page, as they rodé along, that they would

have another day to wait upon the diisty highway,
for he had been to Paris and he knew how long it
wuuld take the Count’s paity to go and return, and
that they could not be reasonably expected that
day.

“ See you that cottage down there in the little
glade below us? ” he said to the page, a little after
sunrise. “ There live an oid woman and two louts,
her sons. They are poor creatures, but they make
wine good enough to sell; atleast, a month or so
ago, when 1 and a half-dozen of my comradcs

[SEE NEXT PAGE]

stoppcd at their cottage to eat and rest, that is
svhat they told me they did with it. We fnund their
wine good to drink,— which can not be said of all
wine that is good enough to sell,— and we drank
many a full horn of it, and what we did not drink
we poured over her floor, so that her house should
smell of good cheer.”

“ That was a wastcful thing to do,” said the
page, “ and must have cost you a goodly sum.”

“ Cost US!” laughed the robber. “ How could it
cost US anything when we had no money? And
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now, look you, we have more time than we shall
know what to do with, and 1 am going down therc
for some wine to cheer us through the clay, Ridc
you slowly on, and 1 w.ll overtake you before you
have gone half a mile.”

So saying, the robber turned from the road, and
dashed down into the glade. Reaching the cot-
tage, he tied his horse by the door, and, cntenng,
demandad of tire o!ld woman, who was cooking
something ovcr a little fire, that she should bnng
him some of her good wine, and plenty of it,
too, for he wanted somc to diink and some to
carry away.

The oid woman looked at him fora moment,
and then went out and brought a jug of wme ;md
a drinking-hom.

W hen the robber had satdown on a rough stool,
and had begtin to drink, she wcnt out for some
wood for her fire. But instead of picking up dry
sticks, she ran to a small field, where her sons
were working. N

“ Come quickly !'" she said. “ One of the cow-
ardly thieves who drank and wasted our wine, a
while ago, and struck me in the face when I askj
for pay, is in the cottage now, drinking and rob-
bing US again. Thcre were many of thcm then,
and you could do nothing. Now therc is only one.
Come quickly!”

W ithout a word, the young men, still carrymg
the heavy hoes they had been using, ran to the
house, and rushing into the room where the robber
was still seatcd on his stool, cngagecl m clrmkmg
his second hotn of wine, they attacked him with
their hoes.

The coierel sprang from his seat, and clrcw the
heavy sword which hung at his belt, but, in an
instant, it was knocked from his hand, and he was
belabored over the head and shoulders by the hoes
of the angry young peasants. If he had not worn
an iron cap, which was his only piece of armor, he
probably would have been killed. As it was,J
was glad to plungc out of the door, and nm for
the woods. The two young men pursuccl him,
but he was a faster runner than they, and his legs
were not injured. So, wouncled and bruised, and
very sorry that he had thought about the oid
woman’s wine, he left them behind, and disap-
peared among the tbick undcrgrowth ofthe neigh-
boring forest. His pursuers returned to tlic cottagc
and set loose the robber’s horse.

“ The wickcd thief shall not crecp back,” they
said, “ to do US further injury, and then jump on
his horse and fly.”

And they threw stones at ihc horse until he liacl
galloped up to the road and out of sight.

The page, who had bcen urged by his mistress
to lose no time in reaching the high road, for fear

that her sons might pass before he got thcre, rodé
on and on, looking back continually for his com-
panion, but never stopping. Reaching a placo
where they had made a short cut, the day before,
he tried to find it, got into the woods and lost his
way. A wood-cutter set him straight, but wher
he reached the Paris road, it was long past noon.
and he was dreaclfully afraid that Count de Lanncs's
party had gone by.

Inquines of some peasants, who lived not fur
from the road, made him almost sure that his fcars
were correct, for they had noticed two companies
of horsemen go by, and they thought that there
were some young people with one of them. Still.
he waited and watched, and wondcred why the
cotcrel did not come, until nightfall, and then he
set out to return to Viteau. W ithout his roblxr
companion,— whom, by the way, he never sa»
again, for the fellow was afraid to return to his
captain, having lost his horse,— it was quite impos-
sible for him to find his way back in the dark, and
in less than an hour ho was hopclessly lost. Find-
ing no wood-cutter, or any one elsc, who could
show him his way, he ivandered about until he
and his horse were tired out, and then they spent
the rest of the night undcr a tree.

The page was quite right when he supposed that
Count Hugo’'s party had passcd along the high
road before he reached it. The travelei-s had
presscd on vigorously during thcir homcward
journcy, and meeting with no hindcrances,— u
brabanfois, or anything clse,— they rodé into ihe
gatcs of Barran’s castle before nightfall of the day
on which the page had misscd thcm.

As soon as they had cntercd the court-yard, the
two boys sprang from their horscs and ran to the
crrcat door of the castle. But here they were met
by the Count do Barran, who, with outstrctclicd
arms, stoppcd them as they were liurrying to thJ
mothcr’'s apartments, and, as gently as he could,
told them,— with Agnesand her father, whohadno«’
come up,— the story of the visit of the
and the flight of the Countess.

The poor boys were almost overeéme Isy tlus
cntirely unlooked-for and dreadful news. They
had hurried back, cxcitcd and happy with the gond
tidings they were bringing thcir mother, onh to
find that she had utterly disappcared, and no
could tell tliem whether she was safe, or had fallen
into the hands of her pcrsecutors. Louis burst mio
tears, and fell on the neck of his brothcr, "ho
folded him in his arms, and, without a word, t
two 150ys stumbled up the stairs, and were secn no
more that night.

Early the next morning,

Inquisitnn,

Raymond and LomS'
still with palo and tear-staincd faces, but unablc
remain quiet any longer, carne down to the stab es,



and, ordering two horscs to be saddled, mounted
them, and rodé away to look for their mother.

If any of their eiders had known of their intcn-
tion, they would not have been allowed to go.
This they well knew, and so they hurried away
before any one but the servants of the castle was
a'vake. They felt that they hated the Count de
tdarran for having let their mother go away,
without knowing where she could be found or
heard from, and they wished to have nothing more
10 do ivith hiin. And they had come to the belief
that no one but thcmsclves could do anything for
iheir mother now, and that they must ride the
\hole world over until they had found her.

rushed togcther, and began clamorously to ask
questions- The page being only onc against two
was soon obliged to surrendcr in this giiestion
conflict, and to give answcrs to his eager young
masters.

When Raymond and Loiiis heard that thcii-
mother was at Viteau, they asked nothing more,
but giving a shout of joy, turned thcir horscs’
heads toward their oid home, for they were on a
road leading directly tliereto, which the page had
at lase found.

Onward and onwavd the three gallopcd, much to
the weariness of their poor horscs, and some hours
before nightfall they reached Viteau, where they

RAVAFOND, 1.OUtS, ANC THE PACE RETURN TO MITEAU.

Each was armed with sword and dagger, and
tlicy had some money with them to buy food. As
to plans, they h.rd made only onc, and that was to
ride 80 far that day tlrat Barran would not 1)C likely
to find them and bring them back; and then they
would make inquiries, and come to some decisidn

to which dircction tlicy shoiiid go in their
rriournful search.

The sun was about two hours high, and they had
tidden quite a long distancc, when they saw coming
toward them on the road a boy upon a horsc. In
mmornent they recognized thcir inother’s page, and

e as soon knew them. The three young fellows

were rcadily admittcd by Michol, who gave Ray-
inond and Louis even a more eagcr wolcome tlian
that with which he had opened the gates to tlieir
mother.

Chapter XVII.

Now that he had not only the Countess ol
Viteau, but her two sons, under his control and in
his power, Michol became very anxious to seltle
the matter of the ransom money which he intended
to demand for his prisoncrs, as he considered
them.

%



He set one of his new men, who happencd to be
a truer sciibe than Jasto, at work to write a care-
fully worded paper, to be sent to Count de Barran,
and in it he statcd the terms on which he would
release the Countess and her sons and retiro, with
his men, from Viteau.

The Countess, now happy in the possession of
her sons, and having the good news from the King,
was very desirous to start immediately for the
castle of the Count de Barran, where she expectcd
the priests from Paris would soon arrive. She was
greatly surprised and disappointed when she found
that Michol would not let her go until the ransoms
had been paid; and the two boys were very angry,
and wanted to go down and demand that Michol
should instantly order the gates to be opened to
them. But their mother restrained them. They
were now in lhe power of these robbers, and they
must be prudent.

Michol, having unclerstood that the Countess was
not herself prepared to pay any money, had pm-
dently determined to transad his busmess with
Barran alone. He was very glad, however, to
have her write a letter requcsting the Count to
pay the ransoms demanded, promising to return
the money when she again took charge of her
estatcs and business affairs, and urging him to use
all possible baste in settling the matter with the
captain of the cotereaux.

This letter, with the one from Michol, was sent
to the Count the day after the arrival of Raymond
and Louis at Viteau, and it gavc the people at the
castle the first news of the whereabouts of the
Countess, and also relieved them from the new
anxiety caused by the dcparture of the boys, for
whom search was at that time being made.

But while these news gladdcned the hearts and
relieved the minds of the Count de Barran and his
friends, the terms of Michol's letter vcxed them
exceedingly, and threatened to embarrass them
vcry much. The wily robber knew that there
were urgent reasons why the Countess should, as
soon as possible, be at liberty to attend to her
private affairs, and thereforc he greatly mcreased
the dcmands he had before determined to make.

Not only did he requirc the paynient of the
amount originally fixed as the ransom for Louis,
but he asked a very large sum for the release
of the Countess; quite as much for Raymond’s
ransom; a smaller sum for Bernard; and a good
price for Iris so-catied services in taking care of
the chatcau, and protecting its inmatcs.

Beside al! this, he demanded that Jasto, the man
who had deserted him, should be delivered to him
for punishment.

Although Count de Barran was arich nobleman,
the total amount named in this letter was far more

money than he had in his possession at the time:
and far more, too, than the Countess could affonl
to tepay him, if he had had it to send to Michol,
Still, although he was very much annoyed and
provoked by the impudent demands of the robber
captain, he said that thcre was nothing to be done
but to accede to them; for the Countess must be
released, and that instantly. Not only was it
positively necessary for her to be at the caste
when the priests from Paris arrived (for it was nr.i
at all likcly that they would be willing to gn
to Viteau and trust themselves among a gang
of thieves), but he was afraid that, if the terms
of Michol were resisted or even disputed, he might
be provoked to do some injury to the Countess nr
her sons in order to basten the payment of the ran-
soms. Such conductwas not uncommon among
these thieves. For these reasons, he would
endeavot to raise the money and pay it, as soon as
possible.

Sir Charles was very indignant at that portn.n
of the letter relating to Jasto. He had been vuy
glad to regain his oid servant, who had left him
on account of a quarrel with a squire, and wlio,
according to his owit account, had been obliged to
join the cotereaux because he could find nothing
else to do ; and he stoutly declared that he would
not reward Jasto’s good action in bringing Louis
to his mother by dclivering him to the vengeance
ofthe scoundrcl, Michol.

As this detcrmination would make it useless to
send the money to Viteau, if Michol insistcd on
the surrendcr of Jasto, Barran sent a message
in grcat baste to the captain of the cotereaux, to
inquirc if he would be willing to take a ransom for
Jasto, and also to ask if he would release the
Countess and her company oii the payment of
half of the total sum demanded, and be conteni to
remain at Viteau until the rest should be paid.

To this Michol sent a vcry short answer, m
which he declared that he would accept no terms
for the release of his prisoncrs but the deliveri oi
Jasto and the payment of the entire sum named m
his letter.

The mcssengers who brought this answer also
brought the ncws of the fight with the

people.
Such startling

Inquisition

intelligcncc as this produceci .
great effcct upon the mind of Barran, as it shoju
him to what Icngth tlie robber captain was wilung
to go, in order to secure the possession of lus
prisoners and the payment of thcir ransoms; aj
he set out that very day, accompanied by Hs
chief scneschal and other attendants, to visit some
of his estatcs, and also some small towns at no
great distance, and there cndcavor to collect tn
money needed. The Jasto question, he thougn .
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must be settled as best it could be. His safety money should be paid, he said, it would show all t,,
musi not interferc with that of tlic Countess. the thieves and outlaws nf the country that the

As for Count Hugo, he would have nothing to nobles of France were willing to pay them cnor-
do with this business. He utterly disapprovecl of mous sums for any ladies and high-born chiidren

THB RODBERS IN THE HALL-WAV WERF. SOON FORCEO INTO THE COURT-YAnO. [SBE I'AGE alol

paying the cxorbitant sums demanded by Michol, that they might steal. Heretofore, they expccted
or indeed any money nt all, for the release of a vengcancc if they nttempted anything of the kind,
noble lady and her sons, whom the rascals haci no but now they would expect such dccds to make
«iSht whatevcr to hold or to ask ransoin for. If this them rich. To be sure, this case was a peculiar

VoL, X.—27.
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one; but never, be declared, as a kniglu of Chris-
londom, would be sub.nit to the vile cxact.ons of a
common robber hke Michol. , , i

And little Agnes cried, and wandered aboul
moan.ng, and wished she was a man. W hat she
would have done if she had been a man she d.d
not know, but certainly she could do nothing as
a little girl, or even as a grown-up woman.

Tasto, when he was told what his oid master
had said in regard to him, votircd into a remaéte
pan of the castle where he could not be easily
found, and diligentiy occupied Ins tune with some
writing materials which he had brought from Paris.

“ 1 must c’en make haste and learn to be a tiue
scribe,” he said to himself, “ for if my master
finds me out, he may be only too wilhng to toss me
meo the jaws of the cotereaux. So, hard WIU
work at this alphabet and this little book of words
and I==p.Bh>vp.,= ..de,op « fo, any chango
m Sir Charles’s mind about his good man Jasto.
It will be a dougluy man-at-arms and a vigilant
wlio delivers me to Michol.”

Not long after the Count de Barran had started
on his moncy-raising errand, Count Hugo set out
on a little journey to the moiiastery, a few miles
from Viteau, where the wounded Commes and
other disabled members of the Inquisitorial forcé
were said to be still lying. He wished to find out
whether orders had l)ccn received to ceasc attempts
to arrest the Countess, and also to discover the
exact truth, as far as possible, about the fight with
the cntercaux and the strength of Michol s forccs.

As he was going into what might prove a
dangsrous neighborhood, he J
of about thirty-five horscmen, all completely ciad
in armor, of which there were many suits m the
castle, and all wcll armed. Some of these men
«ere his own retainers, and othci-s belonged to the
rctinuc of Sir Charles, who did not accompany his
friend, as Count Hugo thought it well that some
knight should rcmain at the castle, from which
nearly all the visitors had now departed.

When Count Hugo de Lannes

reached the

he had been engagcd, but he learned from the
monks that no recefii message had arnved for
Comines, and he also heard how the cotereaux had
Tobbed him of his clothes and armor, and had even
taken, it was supposed, all his papcrs of authonty
from the Inquisition.

From this information, Count Hugo felt su
that ihe Countess need be under no fcar of trouble
from the Inquisitors before the message to desist
from further action should rcach them. Commes,
although he had excellent surgical and medical
attention from the monks, would not rccovcr for

[Aprin,

some time; and none of the other members of his
party would be likely to attempt to carry off a
noble lady through a great part of France, with-
out being able to show any warrant for their

'""irhad ?een late m the day when Count Hugo
arrived at the monastcry, and it was quite dark
when, after his party had been furmshed with a
gpod suppoi by the monks, he took leave of his
entertainers. Vs , N
He did not take the straight road back to the
castle, but struck off toward Viteau. His men
traveled slowly by the light of the stars. Some
time before they reached the chateam a halt was
ovdered by a small wood;
ha? a laddev made. i .
WO straight young sapUngs, which were casih
sclectcd by the men, whose eyes were now accus-
hcwn down for tbe
and alight no.chcB

and there Count Hugo

ladd.lI

cut'into them at suitablc distances for the rounds.
Thege weke made of short, strong pieces of other
saplings, quickly cut into proper lengths, and werc
fasteued to the uprights by strong leatliern thon

of which one of the men had brought a numbcr
tied to his saddle.

W hen this rude ladder was finished, one horsc-
man took it by one end, another took it by tlie
other, and the cavalcade proceeded.

Rcaching Viteau,— which they did not approadi
by the front, but on the Southern side,-thc hoiscs
were ticd at some distancc from the court-yard, and
left i.i charge of several of tho sold.ers, whdc ilie
oultct Iivilj - L) 1A -
lay to the'side-wall of the eourt. Tihere had been h
inoat on the outside of this wall, but after the wa.
were over, and the Count de Viteau
raoat had been aliowed to go dry, and so Comi
Hugo and his men were able “p o
wall and set their ladder against tt. Couj
with three orfour followers, then got over the u-. h
and when they were in the court-yard they a -
tiously moved toward the great gate. They ene ma
tcrcd no one, for, although the cotereaux preseucd
moderatcly good discipfipe, they did not kccp

very strict guard at nighl. expectmg no attack

gate, the Count found Uiem onc

sentry fast asleep. This fellow was J
and bound, with a scarf over h.s mouth, and
fratc bcing opened, the rcmaindcr of the Co
forcé, which had been ordcred around to the fro

was noisclessiy admittcd. rlviteau-
Thc wholc body then proceeded to the ch.

where a dim light could be seen .~~ntug th
a wide crack at the door of the pnnc.pal
This crack, wl.ich was betwecn the edge



door and its cascment, showed that onc bolt was
the only fastening which tlie loliljers had thought
it necessary to use iu securing this entrancc; and
when the Count had made himself certain of this
fact, he signaled to a tall man who carried a great
battle-ax, apparently brought for use in a case like
this, and motioned to him to use his weapon on
the fastening of the door,

T'vo tremendous lilows, which resounded through
the house, shattered the bolt, and the door was
immediately dashed open.

Count Hugo, who had carcfuliy made all his
plans, rushed in, with four men at his hecls, and
liurricd up the stair-way which lcd to the apart-
inents of the Countess and her sons. Thcre were
lianging-iamps in the halis, and he knew the house
quite well.

At the top ofthe stairs he encountered Bernard,
who slept outsidc of the door of his mistress’s apart-
ments, and who, aroused by che noisc and seeing
tive armed men coming up the stairs, had sprung
10 his fcet and seized his sword, prepared to do liis
best for the dcfense of the Countess and her boys.
But when Count Hugo raised his visor and spoke
to him, the biave Isutfrightened squire immcdiatel>-
rccognized him as a friend.

"Stay here!” cried the Count, ‘‘with these
four men. Guard the stair-way, Letno onc go up
or down!” And, with these words, he dashed

alone down into the gi'eat hall-way, where the
sounds of fighting and of calis to arms were heard,
and threw himself into the combat that was going
on bctween his men and a dozen or so of the
robbers who had rushed to tite door-way when they
heard the noise of the ax.

But there was not much fighting inside the
chatcau, Most of the cotereaux lodged in the
luwer part of the liouse, approached fi'om tlie
outsidc by various doors, or in the oiithouses and
stabks, and the court-yard was now filled with
these, hastily armed to repel the intrudcrs.

The robbers in the hall-way were soon forced into
this court-yard, and into the midst of tite
colereaiix Count Hugo, with the wholc body of liis
inllowers, now boldly plunged. Such attacks as
these, made ljy onc or two knights wiih a fciv
miltcndants against a much greater forcé, were vcry
I'opular in those days of chiv.alry, For, whether
the rash onslaugluwcre successful or not, the glory
"mes the same. And if the safety or lionor of a
lady h.ippcned to be concerned, the uncqual
ecunbat was the more atti-activc to the knights.
_era lady in those days was often the cause of a

night’s fiercest battlcs and the subject of nearly
* his songs. These combats, liowever, were not
awaysqtiitc so unequal as they seemcd, for aknigbt

ad froin bcad to foot in armor was more than

equal to thrcc or four soldicrs not so well
by Steel plates and rings.

The Count’'s men, as has been said before, each
wore a complete suit of armor, \sdiile the cotereaux.
although much better protected in this way than
most men of their class, were none of them com-
plctely dressed in mail. This, with the darkness
of the niglit and the suddcnness of the combat,
gavc tile attacking party great advantage.

As they had been instructed, the Count’'s men
scattercd themselves among their opponents,
shouting the battlc-cry of De Lannes, and striking
furiously right and left. This gave'the cotereaux
the idea that their enemies were in much greater
number than they rcaliy were,— and halfa dozen of
these mailed warriors sometimes banding togethei'
and rushing through the throng gave the idea of
reénforccments,— while the horses outside, hearing
the noiscs of clattering stecl and the cries of the
eombatants, neighccl and snorted, and their atten-
dants shoutcd, making the robbers supposc therc
were other forces bcyond the walls.

The Countess and her sons were, of coursc,
quickly aroused by the din and turmoil below,
and Raymond and Louis rushed to the door, where
they were met by Bernard, who told them all he
knew, and that was that Count Hugo de Lannes
had come to tlie chatcau with a lot of soldiers and
was fighting the cotereaux.

The Countess knew not what to think of this
most unexpectcd occurrence, and hastily dressed
herself to be ready for whatever might happen,
while the two boys, throwing on their clothes and
scizing their swords, cndcavorcd to ruslt down-
stairs and join in the conflict. Bnt this Bernard
and the men on tlie stair-way prevented, and the
boys were obliged to be contcntcd with listening to
the sounds of battie and with seeing what little
they could discern from the iipper windows.

Meanwhile, the struggle raged fiercely below, the
ciowd of eombatants surging from onc side to the
other of the court. It was not long, however,
before the cotereaux began to be dcmoralized by
ihc fierce and wild attacks of their mailed aiitago-
nists. Michol liad been killeci, and therc was no
onc to command and rally them. Some of tlicin,
being harci prcssed and finding the great gate
open, rushed wildly through and were lost in the
outer darkness; and before long the main body of
the cotercan.v, finding that many of their compan-
ions were rctreating through the gate, were seized
with a panic and a desire to fly while they had the
opportunity.

A grcat rusliwas iherefore soon made for the gate,
out of which the cotereaux pushecl and crowded —
even carrying with them in their rush some of the
Count’'s men who were fighting in their midst.

guarded



This flight was preciscly what Count Hugo liad
wished to bting about. Itwould havc been impos-
sLblc for him to conquer

~N'Adue so ma.iy me
with his small

number of followers. N

purposcly left the grcat gate open, f
fhis sudden and ¢cetermined onslaught .n t e da®

to throw the cotcreaux into disordcr,
able lo drive them fvom thc chateau.

Accordingly, he masscd his mcn as qu.ckly as he
coild mid,®making a circuit of the coun drove

before him cvory straggling coterel,
1

and thus b

Jort
e < the rctreatina robbers through thc gates,

'pTuiliheir straggfing forees thrm.ghb u ~

fields as far as they could be seen. Then caimg
his men together, and ordcring the horses to be
[ 01 ~ht info the court-yard, Count Hugo hastened
back to the chalcaii, and the great gate was shut
and bolted behind them. W ith torch and lantern

the stairs to the apart .icnts of the Countess.
Da”~had now dawned, and the v.ctonous Count
Lt%y fau . . ~nd their mother

Huc.0' was rcccived by the ooys .uiu

with the greatcst thankfulncss and dehght.

naid had already told them

rnU-iaux but they could not understand why the

attack had been made, when they had expccted a

peaceful settlement of the affmr by the payment of

Be -

thc Count explaincd thc matter to
them and told the Countess whatan cnormous sum
thc rébber-captain had demanded for their release
and told Louis that the surrendcr and Probable
execution of Jasto was includcd in the torras, they

did not wonder when he went on to say that his

mind could not endure the idea of submittmg to

such outrageous and unjustifiable demands from a
cornmon thief of thc roads, and that he had there-
forc resolved to strike a bold stroke to pve them
thcir hberty without payment or

sion It is truc that if this attack had fa led tne
safetv of the Countess and her boys would have
b S endangered; butas itd.d not fail, nothmg was

At"trreSu~rive them h.tle time for thanks
or wonderment. As soon as the ““e”cssary pr pa-

rations could be made and the

moved from the court-yard, he scnt Counte s

and her party rejoicing on thc.r way to
of Barran. Although the colcrcaux bad not
actually pillaged the chéateau, it was impossilile for
such rudc and disorderly men to livo there fot any
Icngth of time without causing a good deal of
ilry to the house and surroundings, makmg
Vitcau an unfit place for a lady to reside m.

[Ahrit,

Accordingly, with a few of the Count’s men-at-
arms as anlsLrt,-for no danger was now appve-
hended on the road,-the Countess went to the
castle not. as before, Ailying wildly from her pur-
siers butjourneying plcasantly along in company
with fier sons and attendants. Bernard, who now
no longcr feared to leave his mistress, remamcd
behind to attend to the renovation andrcpaus of
tW idteau, and to make it fit for the return of its
misti-ess. None of Count Hugo’s mcn had been
ki id and but few injured in thc fight, for they had
pSeeted thcmselves in the darkness frmn atuck

L m cach other by continually shoutm g the battk

crv of De Lannes, and the cotcreaux had not becn

able 10 make much imprcssion upon theii hcaw

t lic Count now dctenniiied, with thc mai-

boi of his scldiers, to follow up the attack upo,
the r.M .v -to penétrate, if
camp, and to dcstroy it entnely, and t° drive t

rem Lt of this band of th.eves from the fo.esi,

“~ATieSore he also remained at the chiiteau, whio
he intendcd making his basis of oP~~t.ons m
projcctcd campaign of exterminat.on agamst
remaining cotcreaux.

ChapteR XVIII.

BARRAN was much delaycd " bis endeavo,. i
obtain the money necessary fo-- tbe/ansoms,

au

he found a great deal of difficulty

at all at such short notice. And wearied w* i

unpleasant and annoying task, and wth h m.d

full of doubts and anxieties rcgardmg the ob tacw
and complications that m.ght yet ansc n
probable refusal of Sir Charles to surrcndet Ja lo,
L rodé into his castle thc day after thc arriva!

*H ?a"hm entand dehght upon fiuding ihe
Countess and her family safe withm h.s J™hs aji
on hearing that Viteau was freo from every
and in the possession of its rigluful owner
that for all this no ransom or pnce of any kuid
jo be paid, can well be imagined. And wh nJi
and the Countess talkcd the matter over, itb
cvident to the lady that to rcpay the Count
sums he intended to advance-which ’
most certainly would have made-would havc im
poverishcd her for ycars.

All was now happmess and sah~factioi
castle but no onc was happicr or bettcr
i “ jta NOW b . i» »
Michol, was dcad, he felt that h.s own hfe

safe » for it would be no longer necessary to s
ficihim for the good ofothci-s. He sal

.md

- n

J.»0.

down la



a corner of tlie court-yard, and thought the matter
over.

“ As to that ransom,” he said to himself,"” which
was due me for returning the hoy Louis to his sor-
rowing mother, I must make some proper settle-
ment about it. Half of it | remitted when the
boy saved rae from the hands of the bloody-minded
brabanjois, and onc-half of what was left | took
offwhen these good people gave back to me again
my brave and noble master, Sir Charles. And
now that that great knight, Sir Hugo de Lannes,
has killed Michol and saved my life, 1 do remit
what is left, which is only a quarter of the whole
sum— afterall, hardiy equal tothe benefitreceived;
for when a man's life is in danger as much from
his fricnds as his enemies, it is a very great bene-
lit, indeed, to have it saved. But, as | have no
money with which to make up the balance, I will
men cali the account settied, and so it is.”

As Jasto took so much credit to himself for this
gonerous dctermination, it was not to be expected
lie should keep the matter secret, and he there-
lore communicated it to Louis the first time he
e;i'v. the boy, giving him in carcful dctail his
! asons for what he had intended to do, and what
' «had done.

All this Louis very soon told to his mother; and
ihc Countess, remembering that she had promised
kisto a rcward, and feeling a little ashamed that
¢ liad passed ont of her mind, took the hint
"Itich Jasto had undoubtcdly intended to thrnw
u'it, and sent him a sum of money which, if used
i'ith ordinary economy. would make it unneces-
sary for him ever again to wcar a suit of clothes
nscmbling a map of a country with the .coiinties
and dcpartmcnts marked out with border-lincs of
red silk.

A week afterward, when Jasto left the castle with
Sir Charles, his cducation had progressed suffi-
ciently to cnalale him, with the assistance of his
alphabet and his little raanuscript book, to write a
short and simple message so that it could be read.
But lie intended to persevere in his studies until
he liad become as good a scribe as his master for-
merly supposed him to be.

By the aid of some desertcrs from the bancl of
t-okreaux, ivho carne over to him when thej’ found
out his object, Count Hugo soon discovercd the
oncampment of tlie robbers, which he utteih’
destmyed, and then, following them to their
scveial retreats, succeeded in iDrcaking u|3 their
organization and in clriving them from tliat part
of lile country.

He then returned to the castle of Bari-an, where
’0'Vas most warmly welcomed by evcrybody, and
«here his little daiighter Agnes was proudcr of
her brave father than she had ever been before.

In a few wecks, the Count de Lannes found him-
selfobliged to return to his own caste, which lay
several days’ journey to the west; and he and
Agnes took a rcgrctful Icave of all their dear
friends, the little girl shedding tears of hcartfelt
sorrow as she shook her handkerchief for the last
time to the boys and their mother, who stood
vvatching her departiue from the battlements.

“ 1 wonder,” said Louis, “ if we sliall ever see
them again.”

Nothing was said for a mornent, and then his
mother remarked: “ 1 think— that is, | have
reason to believe— that we shall soon see the
Count and his daughtei again.”

“Why do you think so, Mother?” asked
Raymond.

The Countess did not aiiswer him immediately,
and just then they werc joincd by the Count de
Barran, and no more was said on the subject.

The Countess did not remain much longer at'
tlie castle. As soon as the squire Bernard had
restored her chateau to its forraer ordcrly con-
dition, she bade good-bye to her kind entevtaincr
and friend, and departed witli her boys for her
own home.

Nothing had been heard of the priests who were
to be sent from Paris, but there might be many
good reasons for their delay; and arrangcnients
werc made for a coiiriei to lie sent to Viteau as
soon as thej' should arrive at the castle. The
Countess would have been happy to have had her
suspense in regard to this unfortunate affair set
permanentiy at rest, but she knew the Inquisitorial
party had gone back to Toulouse as soon as their
leader was able to accomplish the journey; and
liaving been assiived of the protection of her King,
she felt safe from unjust prosecution.

On the morning after their arrival at Viteau,
Louis, who was gladly wandering all about the
house and grounds, went into a little room on the
lower floor which was opposito the slecping apart-
ment of the squire Bernard. Here, by the light
of a small window near the ceiling, he saw upon a
perch in onc co6rner of the room a falcon, securcd
by a string which was ticd to its leg. Louis threw
the door wide opon in order to get a better light,
and narrowly cxamined tire bird.

“ Why, Bernard!” he cried to the squire, who
just then entercd che room, “ this looks cxactly
like the falcon | took from this \ery pcrch the
morning of the day | first went to De Barran’s
castle.”

“ Of coursc it looks like it,” said the squire,
“ for it is the same falcon.”

“ The same falcon 1” cxclaimed Louis. “ And
Oll the same pcrch! Why, that is a miracle 1~
“ It is no miracle at all,” answcrcd Bernard; “ it
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is a very simple tling ivhen you come to J
about it. After the rascally cotereaux had bej
driven out of this place, I found the falcon fastened
to this perch, and, by marks | had fied upon h.s

beak, 1 knew him for the same b.rd I had tranjd

for your Isrothcr Raymond. Of course, 1was aston-

ishcd; but, on thinking the matter over, ljupposcd
that this must be the bird which the jbbers had
stolen from you, and that, brmgmg itijh them
when they carne here to live,-the rascally scoun-
d,eu | - they naturally put it in this roorn, whiJ

ihey could seo had been planned and fitted for the
keeping of falcons, Looking into the matter stil
further, | asked Orion, the chief falconcr of CoulJ
Hugo, who was onc of the men he had H-ought
here with him, what kind of bird it was he h j
liiven to you when the Count dcsircd that you
shoM have one. Orion then told me it was a
falcon which had come to him only the day before.
He had bcen out hawking with his master, and was
bringing down to him by means of a lure a felcon
that had made an unsuccessful flight, when a
strangc hawk made appcarancc and also
answeved his cali and carne <Uwn to the Ilje”
Knowing it to be a falcon which had been lost by
some huntcr, and to be a well-tramed Jrd he
seized and hooded it and took it home with him

The next day, when he was ordered to g.ve a b.rd
10 a boy, he much prcfcrred to part with this onc
which he had just found, to

the falcons he had rcared and trained himself.

its

And
this is the wholc of the matter,” «ja
“You maythinkit averysimple stori, said
Louis, “ but I think it is wondcrful. 1 J
glad to have the falcon back agam ; and just

think, Bernard, if it h.ad not bcen for my losing
tliat bird, cvcr so many troublcs would not liave
happcnccl, and those wicked thieves would never
have come to this chatcau 1~

The squii-c agreed that this was true but le
thought more than he said. He thouglu that if
Louis-s kind heart had not been anxious to rja.r
thc injury clone his brothcr. he
been capturecl by the cotereauxj and that, if he
had not been capturcd by the cotereaux, no ransom
would have bcen demanded for him; and if no

ransom had been demanded, the roljcrs never

would have seized upon Viteau to enfo.ce hc.r
claims; and if they had not been at Viteau, thcm
would have been no place of refuge for the

Countess when flymg from the Jquis.tors;

and
lhat

instead of the happiness which .vas now so
general at the chatcau, all might have bcen miscry.
But he said nothing ofthis to Louis,
it not right that boys should lakc to themselves too
much credit for what they might do.

But although contcntmcnt seemccl to rei,n

[Aeksl.

Viteau, this was not rcally the case.

chateau had been completely rcnovated, and all
traces of its occupation by the cotereaux bcen
removed- but the Countess could not forget that
it had bcen made the abode of thieves, and Jal

bloody and violcnt deeds had so lately taken place

before its gatcs and within its very court-yard

Then, too, she felt that she must soon be separJed
from her boys. Raymond must go to school at
Paris, and Louis must return to his duties as tlu
pase of the Count de Barran. And this separation
secmicd a very different thing to her now from
what it did before these troublcs carne uponJr,

Louis was particularly discontentcd. Ido mn
want to go back to Barran,” he said to h.s brothci.
“ 1 do not bel.cve he is a truc knight."

“W hatcried Ravmond, in surprise. Vou
should not spcak thus, Louis. No man Js cv.r
said such athing of the Count de Barrj .

“ | supposc not,” said Louis, “ but l am aJn.
and | can say it. He stood still and Jd noihmg
when our mother had to fly for her hfc from his
castle; and he wanted to buy us away
thieves, instead of coming and tak.ng us bdj,
as a truc knight should.
ent kind of a knight.”

“ But you should not forget,” said Rayinoml,
“ how kind and generous the Count de Barran luis
always been to us. He worked
for our mother’s good."

“ Oh, yes,” said Louis, “ | shall not forget ih.u.
but I do not want to go back to him."

Matters wem in this condition when, one be.iu-
tiful dav in autumn, Count Hugo cjne "8~ *
Viteau. mThis time he did not clambcr ovcr
wall, but rodé in bravely at the frjt

was not followed by a body of steel-dad so d.
but he brought

Count Hugo is a diflvi-

in h.s own w.i;

ie

s
his t'~ughter Agncs, w.th he

attendants, and a company of followcrs in g. v.
bright array. He did not come to cojueiy bi h
carne bccausc he had Iseen conqucred. He c.ine
to ask the lovely Countess of Viteau J be his mfo
A few weeks after this, when the (VS
becoming clear and frosty, thcre w j a ~ddmg
at Vilcau. There were many guests; 'J J
fcasting, and music, and great joy.
bad now a mother, and Raymond and Lotus

brave and noble father. o
And when tlic wedding was ovei, Uic

rodé away with her husband to his casdo o
Lannes. and her ttvo Isoys wecnt vjh he --
moiKI, because it ivas on his ’

Louis, because he was to be taugh to J
by Count Hugo, who had adm.red and

boy almost from the first time he had
The priests from Paris never carne to catcc™”

the Countess. The truth was,

tes-

a kr
loved

that the )



King was not so much of a king as he had supposed
himself to be ; for his mother, Queen Blanche, was
not willing that the crown should interfere in any
way with the operations of the Inquisition, and
had not conscnted that the priests should be sent
to the castle of Barran. But as it became known
that the King had taken an interest in the matter,
and as it was probably considered unwisc to bring
a religious prosecution against the wife of the
Count de Lannes,— who was not only a powerful
noblcman, but a warm supporter of both Church
and State, and who was also known to have piin-

ished and extcrminatcd the band of coUrcaiix who
had attacked the Inquisitorial party,— the matter
was suffered to drop, and nothing more was ever
heard of it.

Viteau was left in chargeofBernard, wlio ivould
faithfully administer its affairs until Raymond
should be of age to come and take possession of
the establishment and the estates.

And now, as our friends have left the cliateau,
with ivhose varying fortunes we have, for a time,
been interested, we will leave it also; and the story
of Viteau is told.

THE END,

THE BEAUTIFUL LAUY.

By Henrv Ripley Dorr.

There 's a wonderful lady who dwclls

In the depths of the shady dells;

A wonderful lady to laugh and sing,

A magical lady, whose voice can bring

The bluebirds back when her clear notes ring;
-And she is the beautiful Goddess of Spring.

One day, in the heait of the wood,

At the foot of an oak | stood.

There was n’'t a bird in the forest drear,
Not even a feathcr from far or ncar;

mAnd the bubbling brook, so coid and clear,
Was the only songster | could hear.

| sighed to myself, “ Alack !

1 wish that the birds were back!”

And when | had spoken thc last low word,
A voice as sweet as a flute | heard,—

A voice as clear as the note of a bird

Whose carol the pulse of the wood has stirred.

I'nen quickly 1 turned around,

*And followed the musical sound.

| followed it, faster and faster still—
1 crossed a river, | leaped a rill.

Nor stopped a second to rest until

| carne to a tree at the foot of a hill.

'r was an hour before the night,
And | saw a beautiful sight!

A lady stood on thc hill-top grand,

A silver trumpet in one fair hand,

And in thc other a magical wand;

And she called to the birds in the southeni
land.

(THE LADY SINGS.)

‘“ Bluebird, blvebird, cotne to me
Buds and blossoms delay for thee.
Conte, come
Brooks and rilts are no longer dumb!
Soon 'iSjillyou hear the ivild bee’s hunt.
Oh, Jiy aiuay from the Southland now !
Come and perch on the mapte bough '
Over jhe hill,
Across the plain,
Above the mountains,
Fly back again'!
The woods are waiting—
They sigh for thee!
Blucbird, bluebird,
Come back to me!”

The shades of the night carne down,

And | went to thc dreaming town.

But in the morning all silently

I carne again to the sclf-same tree.

And bluebirds, fluttering, blithe and free,

Chirpcd loud to the lady, “ We come to
thee!”



OB'S WONDEIIFUL BICYCLE

By K. J. Wheeler.

BUB BUKNS was a
boy wiih a won-
dcrfiil mind

For cogs, cranks,
and lIcvers, and
every kind
Of machine, from a dol-
lar toy-engine to those
That rush ihvougli the depot
and shrick through the nosc.
And indeed “ it was piain
To a pcrson that’'s sano
That the bo\- was a genius, and
I>ound to attain
To something uncnmmon,” said Aiini
Betsy Jane.
And for one | don’t blamo her, for Bob siirely was
Quito clcver with jackknives, and gimlets, and saws,
And eonstructed such man-e!s, the nciglibors all

Enough to turn any ambitious boy s head.

So Bob carne at last to consider that he
W as aboiit as ingenious as mortal could be.

Onc day there ar6se a ircmendous sensaiion
In his little town, o’er a quecr combination
Of whcels, rods, and bolts, tvhich the school-
master, Michael,
Informed all who asked him was called a
bicyclc.
Pcrched high in the scat,
Just by working his feet,
A man gayly rodé up and down through thr
*Street,
And the boys said “ llow jolly !'” The girls sai(j
“ How sweet!”

BOI3 studied that bicycle day after day,

Playcd “ hockey ” from school and caught- -1
daré saj'

You knoiu what he caught— something warin.
any\"ay.

emi sreti thROUF rilR TOWN, AND WAS SOON OUT OF SIOIT.



At last, this deluded
Young fellow concluded
This new-fangled notio» he knew all about,
And could make one himself that would “ beat
it all out.”

An oid baby-carriage he found in the attic.

Quite stiffin thejoints (perhaps 'twasrheumatic),

And so rusty it wheezed in a manner asthmatic.

This furnished thc wheels, big and little ; thc
rest —

Till at last, with a final hammecr and clink,
There now,” he muttereci, “ shc 'll do, I think.”

And it was, | assure you, no common affair,

But was bound, as he said, to make most people
stare,

For it ran, not by treadles, as those you may sec,

But by a huge spring that was uouild with a
key;

So that all you need do,
ride.

if you wished for a

“ FABMER JONES'S TWO II0R5BS RAN MADLY AWAY.

The bolts, bars, and screws— with commendablc
zesl

He begged and he lroirois-cd, north, south, east,
and west-

And then what a clatter!
Clink, clank, hammcr, batter,
lill the neighbors all thought, what on earth
is thc matter ?
Btu Bob workcd away with a grin and a chuckle.
Kc barked his poor shins, and he bruiscd every
knuckle,
And rubbecl
His nosc,
And stubbed
His toes.
And how many other things, goodncss knows.

Was to puli on thc tlirottie and off yon would
giide.

Thcn he called, to observe the result of his
labors,

His parenls, his
neighbors,
And wisely cxpounded how much it surpasscd

All others creatcd, from first unto'last.

brothcrs, and sisters, and

The neivs and thc wonder s)>reacl fast, and his
fame

Grew 'vider and wider.

By scores and by
try it.

And onc wcalthy gciitleman offered to buy it

At whatcver price; but he proudly refused,

The people all carne
Inindrcds to witncss him



And mountcd the seat to show how it was
used.

The spring had been wound up as ciése as a

And all crowded

throttle.

round as he pulled on the

W hiz! whit!
W hat a stir!
How excitad they were,
As he dashed through the crowd like a shatt
from the bow,
Ran over two dogs,

hit a fat man a How
That knocked h.m

a distance of ten ieet,
I know-
Still faster and faster,
Like news of disaster,
He sped through the town and was soon out
of sight,
Unable to stop, and in terrible fnght.

The trees skipped behind at a dizzying pace,
The fences on each side secmed running a race.
Up hill and down dale,
With the speed of a gale.
He whizzed o’cr the road with a flap of coat-tai
Streaming out from behind, and his ace
scared and palc.

The

dogs tried lo

catch him. the women
screamed out,

The men followed after with many a shout,

Farmcr Jones's two horses tan madly away,

Though every one says they get nothing but

hay.

Thus, mile after mile, at the same rapid gait,
He dashed and he splashed, with his hair
standing straight,
And his eyes big as fists, and the mud flymg
fast,
And the tears falling thick as the
at last
W ith a terrible shock
He struck a big rock,
thrown from his seat, sir, and straight

as a rule
Was shot through

rain, till

W as

the winJow right into tlie
school.

-1-he poor little scholars all startcd with frijt,
For never before had they seen such a s=
Bul the master, with wondcrful presen
mind
Remarked, as he quietly mcndj a pj,
** Master Bob, when you cntcr the sel

again,



THE PRINCESS WITH

Come in at the door, sir!
wastc
Your delicate breath, enter not in such haste.”

and, lest you should

The bicycle? Oh !
It split into hundreds of pieces, you know,

THE PRINCESS WITH

THE GLASS HEART. 427

And each of the pieces is whirling away
In the pai'ks, on the roads, and the meadows

to-day.
As this 01 that bicycle, patent applied for,
Though I can’'timagine what boys like to
ride for.

THE GLASS HEART.

TramUtiefi/i'om i/ie Oerman 0/ Rkhayd Lcander, by Anna Ekhberg.

There are people who have gLass hearts.
I'ouch them ever so lightly and they vibrate like
silver bells— roughly, and they break-

Once there lived a King and Oiieen who had
three daughteis, and all three had glass hearts.
“eChildren,” the Oueen svould say, “ take care of
\nur hearts, for they are brittle ware;” and tliey
did take care.

One day, however, the oldest Princess leancd
out of a window to watch the bees and ljutterflies
flitting among the hollyliocks in the gardcn below.
'"“Crack!” they heard something break, and the
poor Princess fell back dead the next instant.

-Another time the second Princess was cliinking
.cup of very hot coffee. “ Crack |” was heard,—
the same soimd of breaking glass, only not quite so
loud as before,— and in her turn the second Prin-
cess stumljlcd and fel!l. The Oueen raised her with
much care, and cliscovered to her great joy that
she still lived— in fact, that her heart had only
been crackcd and would still hold togcther.

“What shall we do with our daughter?” the
King and Qucen said to each other. “ Her heart
ISciacked, and be the damage ever so slight, one
day it may fall to pieces. We shall have to be
‘eery careful of her.”

Don't worry,” the Princess said, cheerfully, for

she had been listening; “ cracked articles often
last twice as long as others.”

in the meaiitime, the youngest Princess had
grown to be so beautiful, good, and wise, that
kings’ sons from all parts of the earth carne to
woo her. But tho oid King had grown wise by
cxperience ; he remarked that he had only one
perfect daughter, and she, too, had a glass heart.
He had concluded, therefore, to bestow her hand
only on a king who at the same time was a glazier,
and who would imderstand how to care for so deli-
cate an anide.

Unfoi'tunatcly, among all the kings’ sons who
carne a-wooing there was not one who understood
glazing, and so they were all dismisscd.

At this time there was among the royal pages '
onc who was nearly graduatcd. That is, after he
had borne the train of the youngest Princess three
times, he would be considered a nobicraan ; the
King would then congratdlate him, and say:
“ Your education is finished, you are a nobleman.
| thank you ; you can go now.”

The first time the page bore the Princcss’s
train, he noticcd how right royally she walkcd.
The second time, the Princess said to him: “ You
have done wcll! Oivc me your hand, Sir Page,
and lead me upstairs — but elegantly, as bcseems a
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roval paee who leads a king’s daughter. He

obeyed, and remarked how magnificent was hei
dress, and that she seemed

noble thought. .
At last as for the third time he carned her

train, the King’s daughter turned to him,
said: “ How admirably you bear my train

lutent upon some

and
. never

before has it been
carried so well 1”
And on that oc-
casion the page
noticed how very
beautiful was her
face. Howevcr,
he was graduated
now and a noble-
man. The King
congratulated and
thanked him and
remarked that, his
education being
completed, he
might now go.

As he left the
palace, the Prin-
cess stood at the
garden gate.” You
bore my train
more graccfully
than any other,”
she said; “ would
that you were a
glazier and a
king

He would try
his utmost,he an-
sweied, and she
must havc pa-
tience, for he
would certainly
return. Then he
went to a glazier,
and asked him
would he be will-
ing to take an
apprentice.

“Yes, but it
will take you four
years to learn,”

TUR PACE tares'H,s’ t VEN AS THE PRINCESS-S TEAIN-BEAKE,.

sd] e Har- roiou i a
fhernst yearyou'll learn how tefetch the biead
from the b%ker’s, and wash, comb, anilj ij,iress Fﬁ”é
chiidren. The second year you 11 teain ho

THE GLASS HEART.

of time, but the glazier proved to lum that a

respectabie glazier always begins at the beginnmg;
so he had to be satisfied.

The firstyear he fetched the bread, and washed,
combcd, and dressed thc chiidren. The second
year he smeared the cracks with putty; the third
he learned to cut glass and set it, and the fourth

he became a mas-
ter glazier. Then
he dressed him
sclf again as

noblcman, bad.
his master faii
well, and thet'

stopped to consiu
er how he shoiiid
raanage to beconu-
a king-

Quite lost e
thought, he weni
down the strciu
staring at llc
pavement, whtu a
man carne up lo
him and inquind
what he had lo>'"

He had bt
nothing, he i i-
swered, thou.jli
he was searchi:.g
for soinething
in fact, he ' ~
searching for
kingdom ; indc .1,
he would be mu. li
obliged if ‘''e
stranger wo"ld
advise him Im™
to become akmg-

“1 could Ileli
youeasilyenough,

QD

if you wcre or;y a
glazier,” said Uie

man.

“1 ain a -N'
zier, for | 1 e
just finishcd iny

apprenticesliii'- ’
On hearing ibis,
the man told hin'
..M ,earts

ihp «tnrv of the three sisters with theic glass h
tha Yy ° j~ wm detennination to bestow s

-nj the”oldJ< n

g ~ condition, that thc gI™H
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as, hideed, the wisest people always do. Onc of ihc No sooner did the young nobleman hear this
oid conditions still remains— the suitoi- must be a than he went to the palace, disclosed himselfto the
glazier; but there are two new conditions.” King, and remindcd his majesty that he had been

*HE RIRST VEAR HE WASHEU AND DRBSSBD THE CHILDREN.

one of the royal pages, and that for
love of the Princcss he had become a
glazier. Now he would like to many
herand reign himself after the Kiug’s
death. The King sent for the Prin-
cess, and asked her if she liked the
young nobleman. She said “ yes,” for
she recognized him immediately; and
when the King desired him to take off
his gloves, so that he could see if he
had shapely hands, the Princcss said
it was quite unnecessary, as she had
remarked his fine hands the clay he lcd
her upstairs. So, both conditions being
fulfillcd, the young nobleman became
her husband.

As for the second Princcss, she be-
camc an aunt— indeed, the very best
aunr in the world, as eveiybody ac-
knowlcdgcs. She taught the little
Princesses lo rcad and cut .out dolls’
clothes, and she examined the school
repovts of the little Princes. Who-
ever had a good report was praised
and rcccived a present; whoever had
a bad one, had his ears boxed.

“What do you mean, you naughty
Prince, by being such a lazy, good-for-
nothing?” she would begin. “ What's
to become of you? Out with it—
well?”

* K— k— king!” the offender would
sob.

“ King Midas, my dcars, with the
great long ears,” she would say, grimly
looking at the other little Piinces, and
then the culprit would be terribly
ashamed of himself.

The second Princess grew to be as
oid as the hills, though her heart was
cracked; and when people wondered

‘““What are the new conditions?” the nobleman at this, she would say cheerfiilly, “ Crackcd aiticlcs
asked. always last the longest.”

‘“Firstly, he must picase the Princcss; sccondly, That is true enough, for my mother has a white
he must have fine, shapely, imroughened hands. crcam-jug covered with tiny flowcrs, that has been
bhiiild a glazier piease the Princcss, and have cracked as long as | can rcmcmbcr, and yet it still
such hands, the King will givc liim his daughter, holds together and has outlived more new cream-
and after his death he will be king.” jugs thair 1 can count.
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By Mary W

She %vas one of the very best piipils m school m
the City of St, Louis, but oh ! so very, very poor,
that, had it not been for her wise and brave little
mother, 1 am sure she never would have gone to
school at all. Katie was ten, and her brother
Tim eight years oid, and tlie brave little mother,
who was three times as oid as Katie,-which was
not so very oid afterall,-had no one to help her
to take care of them. But she had lived long
enough to know that there was nothing in the
world that could make up for ignorance, and noth-
ing that evcrybody rcspccted so much as a goo
education. .

The winter when Katie becaine ten years oltl was
like all the wintcrs,— bitterly coid some days and
sunny and bright on others, but never so wann
but that a glowing fivo was needed,— so that,
with all the other things, there must be money
for the coal.

Mrs. Luvell, Katie's mother. was a seamstress,
and there were many days when she had but litt ¢

work to do, and the pay was always small only

[April,
KATIE.

OP INTEREST.

KATIK.

agyr Fisher.
a few cents for a garmcni that she must work at
the whole day long. She made up Imen and
cotton fabrics for onc of the great shops of the
City and when your mamma can buy yon
ready-madc frock for one dollar, you must knoiv
Chat whoevcr made the frock did not receive much
money for the work. For out of the dollar in.st
come the cost of the fabric, the thrcad and buttnns,
and Hamburg embroidcry, m.aybc ; and the cuticr
and the salesmen must also be paid. So you see
thal there could not possibly be much left foi tne
seamstress. , -
Poor Kat.e's mother could have earncd mucn
more by going out lo servicc with her necdle
But, in order to do that,

sbe

have been

obliged to find a place for Katie and Tim.
oh!

would

she could never do that, she thoug
W lien night-time carne she wanted her little unes
at her knce. She would rather have their liug
and thcir kisscs, the sound of their voiccs m
ears, and the patter of their little "per;
stairs, as they carne home from school, than .

“



fine things that she could have in the rich families
where she might live and sew. So she struggled
to pay the rent of her two small rooms and to keep
Tim and Katie in school.

In school — that was the great thing. “ Plenty
of money may come one day, little ones,” she
would say, “ but it will not be worth much if you
do not know how to use it. This is the most
wonderful country in the world, my birdies. Tim
may be President and Katie a Mrs. President, and
vou can’t kno'v too much of school-books. I'm
sure that, when you 're grown up, you can never
be glad and thankful enough that your mother
sent you rcgularly to school. So don’'t mind the
palcUed clothes, and the holes in the shoes, but
keep at the head of the class, if you have n’t a
hat for )'Our liead!” And nearly every day slie
luid something like that to say to them ; so it was
lio wonder that they often forgot their poverty,
and had better lessons than their class-mates.

Hat the winter Katio was eleven ycai-s oid, the
liravc little mother had Icss money than ever before,
and as the spring-timc eamc on they grcw so very
poor that there was not always enough of bread
left after bieakfast to make a school-luncheon for
Tim and Katie.

mGive it allto Tim,” Katie would say ; “ 1 be-
licve 1 don’t want anything at noon.” Poor little
Katie ! How hard she tried to think that she was
mu hungry! How cmpty her hands felt at first as
she tvudged along without her dinner! And how
her heart beat, and how the blood burnt in her
cliecks, when the nooning carne, and she of all the
girls had no luncheon to eat! Oh, if anybody
should notice it! she thought, and she studied
how she might behave that nobody should knmv
sliuwas so very poor. Tlic hunger in lier stomach
was not halfso hard to beai- as the fcar tliat some-
body would know that she had nothing to eat.

But, after a few days, poor Katie began to think
thal the girls noticcd thatshe broughtno luncheon.
riicn she thought that perhapsif shebrought some-
thing that looked like one, they would never tliink
ahout her eating it. How she thought it all out,
I can not tell; but if any ofyou have ever been in
trouble and tried to think your way out of it, pci-
haps you may i'cmember that you thought of some
very foolish and quecr things, and this was the way
with Katie. She might tie up a few coals in a
Ptiper, she thought, but her motlier would nced
every coal tn keep up the fire. There were some
hlocks in one corner of the small room— Tim’s
blocks, that Santa Claus had brought him one
khristraas, twn or three winters before. She could
Pe up some of those in a paper for a make-be-

;eve luncheon, and nobody ivoiild know. So she
Ped up a few blocks neatly, and when her mother

noticed it as she started for school, and asked in
surprisc «hat she had in the paper, the poor child
hung her head for a mornent, and then buist into
tears.

“Oh, Mamma.” she sobbed, “ I wanted to
make believe that | liad some luncheon — ii ’s
only Tim’s blocks!”

For one moment the little mother did not un-
derstand, and then suddenly it all carne into
her mind — how the pridc of her child was
wounded bccausc she could not appear as the
otiier school-childrcn did, and that she had fixcd
upon that simple device to hide her want. And
how it made her heart ache more than ever that
her poor little girl must go hungry ! But she would
not deprive Katie of the poor comfort of trying to
“ keep up appearances,” and her throat was too
full of clioking lumps for her to trust herself to
say much; so she smoothed the little girl’s hair
and wiped away the tears from her face, and said
bravely; “ Never mind, Katie! Better days will
come! Mother fceis sure of it!” And then
Katie slipped away with her little ljundle, and tho
|300r little mother sat down and sadly wept at the
liardships that had befallen her little ones.

When the nooning carne, Katie sat at hci- desk
«'ith her makc-believe dinner before her. Her
teacher noticcd that she kept her seat, and seeing
her luncheon, went to her ahd said : “ Why do
you not go into the lunch-room and eat your lunch-
eon with the other girls?” at the same time reach-
ing out for Katie’s bundle.

“ Oh, teacher!” cricd Katie, bursting into teai-s,
“ don’'t touch it! and oh, teacher, don’'t tell,
picase! It's only blocks!

“ Only blocks! ” softly repeated the teacher, and
tears filled her eycs. “ Never mind, Katie, I’'ll not
tell the girls. You are a brave and a deur little
girl, and one of tho best in the school I~

Poor, poor childl Tho kind «'orcis «'ere likc
manna to her heart; but, longing as the teacher
was to give the child a portion of her own luncheon,
she would not hurt her pridc ljy the offer before
otliere. But during a short scssion of the teachers
when school was over, slie relatcd the incident, and
spoke in such high termsof praisc of the little girl,
that each onc resolved to do all possible to bring
“ better days” at once to the poor mother; and
early next morning the better days began. No
onc touched tho brave little motlier's self-rcspect
by offering her charity, but plenty of work, with
good pay, was carried to her, and enough of bread
and milk, and new shoes, and coal, and all other
needful things, soon carne to their home through
the i'nother’s industry. And Tim’s blocks went
back into their cérner, to stay there.

Happy little Katie !
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A 5AILOR-S ADVRNTUBB WITH G.RNAKDS,

AS | write, there is a curious little brown-eyec

croature darting about the room, now pcrcicd
upon my shoiilder, an6n nibblmg at my pcn bal-
ancing upon thc edge of the inkswnd, or s.ttmg

on its hind-legs upon the table, where ,t sportively
tosses about a huge walnut,

Now, spread out hkc
a parachute,

it is clinging to the wmdow-shadc
and now like a flash it springs into the air, comm,
down lightly, only to dart to some other elevation,
thence to repeat its antics again and agam.

As you must by this time suspect, my pet is a

fiying-squirrel-one of the familiar examples of a

large nmnber of animals that can move through

the air without wings. If we closely cxamme uns

pretty little creature, we find that bctwcen the fore
and hind legs there is an expansiéon of the skm,
which, when the legs are spread out, offcrs a cie-
cided resLstance to the air and buoys the animal
up exactly as though it carried a parachute.
W hen our tiny playmate is in mid-air, notice how

without

Y C. F.

[ArRiu

wings.
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careful it is to hold its fect and hands (for ,
tainly uses its fore-feet as hands) out far a  oss
ble, to catch all thc air it can. If wc look dasdy,
wc shall find attached to each of the Imnds a del
cate bone, which, when the squirrel is m

act as booms for thc curious sail m front.

But it is in the woods, in their nat.ve haun.?,
that these beautiful animals make their most wo -
derful leaps. From the tops of ‘he tallcst
they launch themselves fearlessly into he air,
ing down with a graceful swoop foi a hund
or more ; thcn, by a movementof the head, d ang
ing their course to an upward one, they ns
twelvc feet, and finally alight upon
choice. They immcdiately scramble ° * P
again soar away into the air, ‘ttivehng thro g
the woods from tree to tree much faste
can follow them.

e

»

How like they n
building nests for their young, and moving

the air with almost equal frcedom 1



One of the most curious
sugar-squirrel — a bcautiful
curling ears of a delicate ash-color above and
white beneath. Like many squirrels, it is a noc-
turnal Ol- night animal, lying concealed in its nest
in somc hollow tree until the sun disappeam, when
it comes out, and spends the night in wonderful
leaps from tree to tree, in search of food and per-
haps amusement. When descending from a great
height, it seems as though they must inevitably
dash headlong against the ground, so precipitate
is their flight; but this never happens. That they
are able to change the direction of their flight
while in mid-air seems a very natural and reason-
able supposition, though only on one occasion has
the accomplishmcnt of this feat been obscrved.
The incident is rolatcd of a squirrel, which was
being brought to England from its home in New
Holland. The sailors had made quite a pet of the
little creature, which was a source of great ainuse-
ment to them on account of its astonishing leaps
from mast to inast. One day the squirrel climbed
clear to the top of the mainmast of the vcssel, and
seemcd to be afraid to come down again, so one
of the men startecl after it. Butjust as he was
about to grasp the truant, it expanded its
broad, wing-like meinbranc, and shot off
into the air, At the same moment the ship
gave a heavy lurch to port. It secmed to all

of this famdiy is the
creature, with large,

that their favorite must inevitably fall overboard;

cvidently seeing its dangcr, it suddenly
changed its course, and with a broad and gracefu!
furve sank lightly and safely upon the deck.

VoL, X—28

FLYING*LI2A1?DS

In the forests of the islands eonstituting the In-
dian Archipelago is found a curious flying animal
that forms the connecting link bctween the Iémur
and the bat. The natives cali it the colugo, and
also the “ flying-fox,” but it is more like a fiying-
monkey, as the lemui-s are cousins of the monkeys.
Like the bats, these animals sleep in the day-tiine,
hanging from the limbs and branches of trees,
head downward; but as evening comes on, they
sally forlh, often doing grcat harin to the fruit
on the neighboring plantations. In some parts
of Java they are so nunieroiis that it is found
necessary to protect the fruit-trees with huge nets.
The extcnt of their flights through the air is some-
thing astonishing. They sometimes drop to the
ground and hop along with a shuffling kind of
leap, but if they are alarmcd, they spring to the
nearest tree and in a moment rcach its top by a
series of bounds. Out upon the branches they
dart, a;rd with a rush are off into spacc. Sailing
through the air like some grcat bird, down they go
obliqucly, swift as an arrow, a hundred and fifty
fcet or more, rising again in a graceful curve and
alighting safcly on a distant tree. In these great
leaps they carry thcir young, which cling to
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them, or sometimos follow them m the.r headlong
flight, uttering hoarse and picrcmg enes. The
cofugoslive almost exclusively on fnut, preferrmg
plantains and the young and tender n

cocoa-palm, though some wnters that the>
have seen them dart into the a.r d actuaUy
catch birds. The flying-lemurs are perfectly hami-

less, and so gcntle as to be easily tamcd.
have

fhey
lovely dark eyes and very mtelhgcnt and

“"T m Ly oTdnatural histories,-cspecially those
of Aldrovandus and Gesncr,-sti-ange pictures ac
Iw n of dragons. with terrible heads. breath hke
steam, the feet and legs of a bird, and seipent-
like skins, In the days of chivalry these dragons
were very common, if we may believe the
tales of the time, and every kmght or
gentleman with any pretensions to valor
seems to have followed in the footsteps of
St George, according to the oid romanc-
ers But, in these days, the world has been
so well travelcd over that the dragons
havc been finally siftcd down to one or
two beautiful little creatures that livc in
India and the islands of the Indian Archi-
nela.’o. Save for their harmless aspect
they” have very much the appeaiance of
the dragons of the olden time, and we
suspect they were the origindis of the tales
that were certainly belicved by the Mt-
ural-history writers of past centuries. 1lhe
dragons are small lizards that hvc araong
thc trees, and though they have no wmgs,
they move about through the air in grace-
ful curves, with almost thc freedom ol
birds. When they are upon abranch, you
would hardly notice anything peculiar
about them; but, let an insect pass by
that they are particiilarly fond of, and,
with a rush, sevci-al of them fly mto
thc air. Bctwcen their legs is a cunous
membrane, encircling them likc a para-

chute, banded and crossed with govgeous

tints of red and ycUow, which glisten in

the sun like moltcn gold. They secm n
to float in thc air a second while snappmg at he
object of their pursuit; then they

ahgluing upon the trecs or brancbes.

The scem
L

wings are membranes- really an expansion
oMhe skin of the flank, held in place b)’

bony processcs connected with thc falsc nbs, which
s Z tL asitwcre, when thc “ dragén” is resting,
Se wings appcaring to be folded at the sidcs.
Fhcy Hve upon insects, and dart after them from
tree to tree with amazing vapidity, their long tails
lashing the air hkc knives.

AccSding to the naturalist Brontms, the com-

ith out w

[A fril,
ings.

mon flyiug-lizard Inflales a curious yellow goitre,
or membrane, when it flies, ‘
hghtcr, and reminding us agam of the birds, with
tifeir hollow bones. Thus assisted they cross ui-
tervals of space as much as seven hundred feet in
length faster than thc eye can follow them. In
darting across small streams, sometimes they fal
short and come down m the water, when, of
course, they ate oliligcd to swim the remamdcv of
the distance. Somctimes they ave found in largc
streams, so it is not improbable that they go in
swimming for the pleasure of it.

Equally curious as a Ayer without wings - thc
Rhacophorus-~ tree-toad found New Holland.

It also lives in che trecs, and, to enable it to mmi.

on.
rLY1i0 TBEe-TUAD.

from one to another with safety and
vided with immense webbed cet
same purpose in sustamirig it durmg ig
the membrane of the draco (or flymg-1~ard).
launch thcmselves fearlessly from a branc
fect held flat and toes strctcbed

down, thcn rise a few fect, finally alighting_
at thcir expccted dcstination.

fivc are seen darting away together, looking
flock of wingcd frogs or toads.

In the sea there are three flyevs that >eaUy.
thc extent of theif flights,

d, >=1»J

deservc the



Those of our readers who have been at sea, espe-
cially in the South, may have seen the common
flying-fish, with its briiliant blue-and-silver ljod)-
and lace-likc, sheeny wings. From the crest of a
blue wave they dart, singly or in flocks, fluttering
along, rising and falling, tiirning in curves, and
returning to the water with a spiash — perhaps to
fall a victim to some watchful bonito (or dolphin)
that has been closcly following them benoath the
'vater. These privateers of the sea are tlieir
greatest enemies, as they risc in the air following
them under water, and cmcrging just in time to
catch the luckless flyers as they descend. The
(lolphins will take gveat leaps of twenty or thirty
feet in following the poor flying-fish, -which, not-
«ithstanding their long wings and wonderful pow-
ers, often fall victims to their tireless pursuers.
IKey frequently fly aboard vcsseis at night,
perhaps attracted by the lights, or, it may be,
caught up by the wind from the crest of some
curling wave, and carried high in air against the
sails.

The gurnard, though it has also long, wing-like
filis, presents othenvise a totally different appear-
eince. Its head is inclosed in a bony armor, from
which project two sharp spines. Some of these
fish are of a rich pink color, while others are mot-
tlcd witli red, yellow, and blue, and as they fly
along over the water, and the sunlight falls upon
thcir glittering scales, they seem to glow with a
golden luster. W ith such hard heads, it will not
be surprising information that they are disagree-

able fellows to come in contact with ; at Icast, so
thought a sailor who was standing at dusk upon
the qiiartcr-deck of a vcssel, ncar one of the West
India islands. Suddenly, he found himself lying
upon his back, knockcd over by a monster gurnard
that, with a scorc of others, had diirtcd from the
water, this one striking the man fairly in the fore-
head. The gumards are also chased by dolphins,
and they are frequently seen to rise in schools, to
escape from the larger fish, while hovering abovc
them are watchful gulls and man-of-war birds,
ready to steal them from the jaws of their enemies
of the sea.

In company with these flying-fish may often be
seen curious white bodics, with long arms and
black eyes. They are flying-squids, members of
the cuttle-fish family, and the famous bait of tho
Newfounclland cod-fisheimen. On the Banks they
are often seen in vast shoais, and during storms
tons of them are thrown upon the shore. Wlien
darting from wave to wave, they resemble siivery
arrows, often rising and boarding ships in their
headlong flight. So valuablc are they for bait,
that four or five hundred vesscls at St. Fierre are
engaged in catching them by means of jiggers.*

Many of the squid family leavc the water when
pursucd. Even the largest of them, oilen forty or
fifty feet long, have been seen to rise ten or fifteen
feet in the air, and sail away as if propelled by
some mystcrioiis forcé, their liideoiis arms drip-
ping and glistening. They are certainly the larg-
est and strangcst of the flyers without wings.

A jigger if made by faslering a large mimber of fish-hoobs togcther in a ball. poinls outward.



THE STORY OF MRS.

Totld by

MKS POLLY ANN BUNCE was Bcth Hall's

grandmothcr, and she wanted to go to the con-
vencién at Providence. Rpth’s

“’Tisn’t likely, Liz'beth,” sbe said to Beth s
mother, “ that 1’'U ever live to sce many moie o!
Tese annivcrsancs, and, as | am not J poorly as
usual, this year, | think I 'cl hke to go.

‘* Wfoll,” said Mi-s. Hall, “ 1 nave bcen countmg

on spending a day with Ludus’s wife, J '
as well go now and take you to the convencién.

“1 want to KU to the convention, too, cned
Betl ‘' And,~nyhow, Mother, if I donft go
U. the convention, | should like to go to Prov-

Hermother looked very doubtful for a moment,

Well,» wHI, 11l sce about it. Wec shall not
go tiU next wcek Thursday, so don’t begm to tease

""'By Wednesclay Mrs. Hall had decided to tJe
Beth with her to Providence, and as Dot and
needed new shoes, she offered to let us join the

~"[Lre were quite a number of Tujertown pej
pie going into town that day. M.-s. Hall and Mis,
Polly Ann Buncc went in the early tram, but J
there was not room for us m f'jj’
Dot, and | were to foUow m the next one, under tnc
care of Mis. Ithamar Tibbetts.

Mrs Hall said that this was a very mee auange-
ment but Bcth and 1 did n't think so, by any
means. Aunt Jane says | have a prejudice against
Mrs. Ithamar Tibbetts, and that she « a good
generous woman. | suppose she is but Bcth aiM
I consoled ourselves that day with the thoulJd t
that when we got to the station, we could run away
from Mrs. Tibbetts and gct a seat in another cj.
But she kept her eyc on us every minute, and
finally seated herself directly n

“ 1 don’t cave,” 1 whispered to Bcth. In the
big depot at Providence 1 know we can get away
from her. Wc will hurry out of the ears Jeacl,

and therc will be so much noise we sha n t hear

her cali after us. Winle we run out into the sticet,

she will have to stay and look after her baggage.
That is, if you know the way, Beth.

“ Oh, yes, | know the way,” said Bctln

W e did n't have any baggage except his. 1 all>
Ann Bunce’s best cap, in a box, wbich Mrs, Hall
had given us to carry for her.

W ell, everything happencd exactly as we had

M ar v

POLLY ANN BUNCE'S BEST CAP,

Jan e

planned, and soon Mrs. Tibbetts and we had
Lted company. “ Now," said Beth, letswalk

slowly and look into all the simp-windows. | want

to spcnd my money right off.” . -r. o »

Beth had a dollar, and Dot and 1 each fifty cents.
Mrs. Hall had the money for our shoes.

1 had just made up my mind to buy a lwcly fan
with a shepherdess painted on
dcnly cried: “ Why, where
Bunce’s best cap ?"

Sure cnough, uhere wflJ it. .

“ It has gone on to Boston in the tiain, snid

Beth, faintly. “ Wc leftitin thejars in our hunj
to gct away from Mrs. Tibbetts.”

it, when D j suil-
is Mis. Poli) Ann

“ Oh, how Mrs. Polly Ann Buncc wtll look willi-
out any cap !” giggled Dot.

“ And how do you think you will look when ive
have to tell that we kist it?” snapped Bcth.

Dot, of course, began to cry.

“ -Tw'as n't my fault, Bcth Hall. 1’'m a reallmle
girl. It was your fault and Mary JaneJ.”
® “ It was the fault of all of us,” said 1. “ 1J
don’t care, for we can buy her a new cap. We haré
money enough, 1'm sure.

“ Yes, but I had rather buy candy than caps,
whined Dot. A

“ Mary Jane,” said Beth, “ if you » !
give your money, wc will have two dollars aj-
vcthcr. How much do you supposc caps cosL

“ 1 dunno,” answered Dot; “ 1 never buy

At that we all laughed, and Beth said they were
ugly things anyhow, and ought not
than a dollar.

”»

0 be nio
In that case, we should have )
cents left to spend.

Prctty soon we carne to a place where theie we e
bonnets in the window, and we thought they w.uU
Ueep caps there, too.

N
“ Mary Jane, you ought to ask,_said
“ You are the oldcst.” ,
“1'm only two weeks oider than you, m
“and Uve done enough things to make 1
ihose two weeks long ago.” . The
“ Well, ifnot the oldest, the youngest, J -
iniddle pcrson never docs anything, c
with a nod at Dot.
Thcre are folks who slip out of cvcrythmg,
Bcth Hall is one. 1 ivas glad when Dot s
“ Butitisn't my grandmas cap.
ought to ask forit” j voii w

“ Come, Mary Jane, said Bcth,

doit”



Of coul-se, I had to do it then. “ 1 giicss I'm
not afraid,” | said, and walked right into the shop.

Tlierc were three girls behincl the sho'v-case. 1
said to one ofthem: “ | 've come to look at caps.”

They all looked at each other and began to
faugh in a most disagreeable way, and one of them
asked ; “ For yourself, madam ?”

I knew she was making fun of me, and was just
going to say that we would go to some other shop,
when Dot burst out: “ Why, Mary Jane 's only a
little girl. She don’t wear caps. It ’'s for Mrs.
Polly Ann Bunce, and she is an oid, oid lady.”

“Well, you know there are a great many dif-
ferent styles of caps,” said the girl to me. “ What
kind do you want ?”

“We want a cheap kind,” said Beth.

I had no idea there were so many different kinds
nf caps. There was one very fancy one «'ith
wheat sticking out of the ruche, and a bunch of
grapes on onc side in a bow made of pink ribbon.
We thought this cap would be veiy expensivc,— it
had so much trimming on it,— but it turned out to
be the very chcapest one in the sho]j. | suppose
tliat was because the ribbon was shop-worn. |
liked better the black one with tho two lace tabs
liangingdown behind and the purple bow on the
top— but just think ! that was sevcnteen dollars!
Real lace, you see.

There was still another, with just a ruche and
plain muslin strings, which looked somehow just
like Mrs. Bunce's; but itwas two dollars, and would
take all our money. So Beth took up the onc with
the grapes again, and said to me :

“ Oh, what shall we do, Mary Jane ?
Crandma wont like this cap.”

" Did she send you to buy onc for her? ” said the
second girl, who was leaning over the countcr and
staring at us.

I 'm afraid

Why, no!” Beth answered ; “ but we lost her
cap coming from Tuckcrtown. Wc left it in the
ears. .-md now wc have got to buy her another.”

riic poor little things!” said the third girl.

rhex- ave afraid to go homo without a cap.
Could n't «'c fix up one for them for a dollar and a
half, Eliza? There 's the one wc began for Mrs.
Jofias Jones; uith a ruche instead of the lace, it
will look very nice. | daré say they will get a
scnlding for losing the cap.”

Yes, indeed 1~ put in Beth, and | never saw
her look so wrctchecl before or sincc. “ You had
ettcr believe my grandina will scold, with no cap
to «car all day, and she a-visiting, too. | daré
say we wont be allowed to have any dinner at all,
and I 'm so hungiy !'"

Soam I !” | said, and Dot looked ready to cry.

Thcerec, now, you just cheer up, dariing !” said

oonc they called Eliza, with a very sympathizing

look at Dot, whose lip was quivering bcautifully.
“ We will fix up a nice cap for you, all for onc dol-
lar and a half.”

W hile she was at work we looked again at the
other cap. “ | don’t believe my grandma would
wear it,” began Beth. “ It’s a very queer-looking
thing, anyhow!”

“ Yes, indeed — with those grapes and thatfadcd
ribbon,” said I, as the girl, holding up the cap she
had just finished, exclaimed: “ There, that 's a
bargain for j-ou at one dollar and a half!"

“ | should say it was!” said an awful voice from
the door. “ Eliza .Shaw, what do yon mean by
selling that cap for a dollar and a haif?”

Wc saw at once that the new-eomer was the
owner of the shop, and that she was as mad as a
hornet, besidcs.

“They can’t pay buta dollar and a half,” said
the girl, but her face turned very red as she spoke.

“ Weil, let them have the one with the grapes
and the pink ribbon, then. That's a dollar and a
half, and the only one in the store for that ridicu-
lotis price 1”

The girl put the nice cap she had just finished
in a box, and held ont the other one, saying:
“ Well, this is the best 1 can do for you, then,
after all.”

Ruth looked at me and | looked at Ruth, while
Dot said: “ | 'm sure it 's good enough.”

“ 1 hope your grandma will think so,” said | to
Beth.

“ Well, maybc she will,” sighed Beth, gloomily.
“ She called me an ungratcful girl, 'cause | said |
would n’'t wcar that sim-bonnct Mother bought for
me. So I hope she wont despise this costly, hand-
somc cap,”

“ Yes, anice, liandsome cap, with grapes and lots
of trimming on it!” addcd Dot.

W hile tlie girl had been tying the cap up foi us,
we had been leaning on the show'-casc, and, just
at that moment, the glass gave way ivitli a crasli
bencath our arms.

“ Oh, my ! whata thin glass it must have been,”
stiid Beth, turning palc.

“ My gracious | 77¢ / «said the firstgirl. “ I'ni
afraid you 'i! find it will cost you enough to have it
mended. It will be ten dollars, ifit’'s acent!”

“ But | never had so much money as that, in
my life 1” cricd Beth. “ Wc¢ can’t pay forit!”

Tlie w'oman who liad icfused to let us have, tlie
cap now carne tcaring up to us, exclaiming:

“ Give me cvcry penny you have, and then clcar
out of my shop !” She scized Dot as she spoke,
and we soon found oursclvcs standing outside on
the pavement, witli no money and no cap.

“ Oh, what a circadful, drcadful woman !” cried
Beth. “ And was n't she just as mad as a hattcr!”



“ You mean as mad as a capper,” said 1; but
Ttoth wiis too friglitened to sec the joke.

In ai we wcre all half crying by tbc time we
rcached the house. W e wondcred if Mrs. Bunce
would wcar her bonnet all day and Dot sa™d she

would Icnd hcrberpocket-handkerch.ef, and we”

come. But, in any case, wc wcre pteparcd for a

A

‘tvhy, uhercon earth have you

Beth’s mother, as we slunk mto the room IvUs™

Tibbctts said you hurned off so she coul

“Nrwhy-ee exclaimed Dot. “ Mrs. Polly Ann

Runce has got her cap on ! L j
1

raised my eyes from the carpet,
behold! there sat Mrs. Bunce, and on her head

was the very cap we had left in thc cars.
“Yes' Mrs. IthamavTibbetts brought it,

said
Mrs. Bunce, serenely.

“ The day would be spoiled
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for me without my cap,” she said, “ and you chil-

dren did n't want the troublc ofit, so she took care
i ; h rself. 1'm sure I'm glad I did n’'t have to
wait for it till you got here, though Luc.uss wifc
said shc would lend me a cap ; but, blcss me 1 it
was such a smart-looking one, I should never tMnk
of wearing it Pink ribbons

on t! added
Grandma Bunce, with a real hornfied look.
Both and 1 often wonder whethcr Mrs. Ithamai

Tibbetts brought that cap from

whethcr we left it in thc cars and she found i
but as near as wc could find out, shc never tok
any one how wc ran away from her in the depot ,t

PrLidcnce, fior how near Mrs, Polly Ana Buncv

R « i.a« liked Mr.. T.bb.n. a
arcat deal better sincc tlien, and I, for one, havc
Sduied to. i.i. «ily »

against good, generous women.

THE SAD LITTLE PRINCE.
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Fawce'i't

Uname was a plain and common one, but everybody
had got into the fashion of calling her Little Mar.g. d

The

L

mfde a lovely cloud, colored hke npe whcat, above

reason they so called her was because of l.a

goldcn-brown skin, tanned by days and days of roiup-

about in thc sun, and her flossy yellow hai 1la

her pink, mirthfu! mouth
Littlc Marigold lived on the bordcre of a great lor
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her sweet, tawny face was still full of cliiidish
merriment.

Before her ivas a geiitleman on a glossy white
horse, that arched its neck and pawed the ground
with restiess mnoof-strokes. He wore a hunting-
costume of dark-green cloth, and a silvcr horn
hung at his side. He seemed about to address
Marigold, when sevcral other horsemen joined
him, galloping hastily arolind an angle of close-
growing trees.

All these new-comers drew rein when they saw
their companion. All savc onc of thcm wore dark-
green hunting-dresses and carried silver horns;
but he who seemed their leader sat his horse ivitli
a prouder air than any of the othcrs, and was ciad
in purple velvet, with a diamond star that flashed
on his breasi. He had long, flowing hair, that
broke into little curls where it touched his shoul-
ders, and his blue ei’es had a sparkle in them that
ivas like the laugh of a brook. Little Marigold
thought him a wondroiisly handsome gentleinan ;
she felt certain at once that he was much finer and
grander than any of his associates; the horn that
dangled from his saddle-bow was of cnaineled gold,
and an immense feather, black and shining like the
steed he bestrode, curved downward from his pur-
ple cap, half shadowing his genial face.

“ 1 fear we have lost our way, little maidcn,”
said this brilliant person, addressing Marigold,
"hile his associates drew respectfully backward on
either side of him. “ Wc have been hunting in
the wood, as you see, and the excitement of the
cluase has led us far from our proper coursc. You
secm a very bright little damsel. Can you tell us,
then, the shortest road from this spot to the city
g.ites ?”

‘“Great sir,” answered Marigold, dropping a iit-
tk courtesy which had never been taught her, but
"hich carne to her as naturally as its light sway to
the iily, “ | have never been, myself, to the city,
but 1 well know the road leading thither, and if
you will follow me for a short space through the
wood, 1 will gladly show it.”

Without \s'aiting any answer, Marigold went trip-
piiig past the horsemen ; and then, while pausing
for amoment, she beckoned to the whole cavalcadc
with such a beaming smile and such pei'fect grace
that the group of gentlcmcn exchanged looks of
surprise.

But the gentleman in the purple robe gave a
inellow laugh, and cried out to Marigold, as she
was dancing onwarcl over the smooth sward of the
forest: “ Nay, little one, you shall come and walk
at my side.”

And with these words he sprang from his
horse, while Marigold again pauscd, quite fright-
ened by this proffered courtesy. He prcsently

reached her, and they moved along together. Be-
hind them followed the group of huntsmen, all
reining in their impatient horses, whose bold, dark
eyes told that they still longed to scour the wood-
land with flying hoofe.

“ I think you must always be happy,” said Mari-
gold’s companion. “ Tell me,” he went on, “ are
yon ever sad? ”

“ Sometimes, my lord,” said Marigold. “I
often fancy it is, perhaps, wrong,” she added,
gently, “ that | should keep so light a heart. For
though the world is fuil of pleasant things, thcre is
much hereabouts to make me very grieved and
soiTy.”

“Tell me what it is,” said the gentleman,
stroking the child’s hair, “ and, if possible, I will
see that it troubles you no more.”

“Oh!” cried Marigold, clasping both hands
together, “ I mean all the people for miles about,
who are sick and dying with the famine! |If you
could only help them, kind sir, I should be happy
indeed!”

For a moment the mirth had gone from Mari-
gold’s face, and an eager pleading filled it. But
there carne a sudden darkness upon the brow of

him who walked beside her. “ Oh ! that is a State
question,” he said, in his beard, as the pirrase
goes, and laughed a harsh bit of a laugh. *“ Itis

a matter for the King to settle, and not a little
girl.”
Marigold looked up into the speaker’s face, with

a guilty alarm on her own. “ Eerhaps you know
the King?” she faltercd. “ If so, pray forgivc
rae. | meant no harm.”

The stranger gave another laugh, not load, but
very jovial. He paused, and Marigold paused too,
and the whole cavakade halted behind them.

“ Little one,” he said, “ I, myself, am the
King!”

Marigold could not speak then, for shecr alarm
kept her silent. But the King, after svatching her
dismay, soon said, in gracious toncs, “ | have told
you who 1 am; now let me know your filame.”

“1 am called Little Marigold, pleasc your
majesty,” rcplied the child, lowcring her eyes.

“ A fit Aame for so merry a little maicl,” said the
King, with another of his carelcss laughs. And
then, turning toward the huntsmen of his suite,
he hcld converse with them for sevcral moments in
a Inw voice.

“ 1 want you to let me take you home with me,
little one,” he at lIcngth said. “ Do not fear;
you shall be trcatcd with all kindness; you
shall dwell in a beautiful palace, and go Isack
again to your parcnts as soon as you weary for a
freer life. And | will have word sent to them
whither you are gone, so that they shall not mourn
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THE SAD

vou as lost. There is a great favor which you

may perhaps have it in your power to perfoim lor
me. What that favor is | will tell you as we nde
through the forest.”

Then, with 110 more ado, the King caught Lit
Marigold in his arms and placed her upon the
saddle, himself mounting the steed a moment
afterward. She felt the King's arm firmly holdmg
her; the long plumo from his cap brushed her
cheek; the jewels that studded his horees i'ems
flashed before her eyes. And presently the *ng s
voice sounded cidse at her ear, questionmg whether
their course was the proper one. Marigold calmed
her puzzled wits as best she could, and told him
that they would soon quit these fragrant glades
and hollows for the open road which led to he
City And when it had indeed happcned, as tlie
child stated, the King once more addresscd her.

“ Now ” he began, “ you shall Icarn what is the
Service that 1 ask of you, and that I only hope you
can fulfill. At home in my palacc | have a son ol
about your own age, who is called by nearly cvery™
body, | regret to say, ‘The Sad Little
There is only too good a reason why he should
have won this fiame. His mother died when he
was VC17 young, and he can notremember her loss.
For some few years he was as gay a child as any m
mv kingdom, but of late months a strange molan-
choW has fallen upon him which there is no dnv-
m<f away. In vain the most famous doctors have
argued togcther over his singular case. None of
them can tell just where the trouble lies. It is not
bodily sickness, but rather a malady of the mmd,
which makes him care for no sport, take hced of
no event. All day he sits palé, languid, silent,
every means has been tried to rousc and mtciest
him, but with no avail. Now, Little Marigold,
when 1 saw to-day the joy and peacc m that sun-
brown face of yours, the fancy struck me that
your company might perhaps charra away these
disraal vapors from my son's Israin. | would have
vou go into his prescnce clothed just as you are
likc one fresh from another world than his own. |
would have you speak to liim with the same looks
and tonos you always use. Forgct that he is a
princc; tveat him as you would trcat ono of your
tanned, romping playmates. W.ill yon do this to
please me, Little Marigold?”

“ 1 «'ill try, your majesty,” murmurcd Mangolcl,
fcelin- as if she had fallen aslccp in some meadow
or lafie, as she would often do if tho noon were hot,
and had dreamcd that the King spoke to her thus
and was carrying her to the great city on his iich-
harncssed steed. ..

But it was no dream; for just at twiliglu th y
carne to an open country where the land was quite
without tiees, likc a moor, save that it shclved
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downward in onc,vast slopc. And at the foot of

the slopc lay an enormous cluster of dwelhngs cut
with dark strects, and having many domes and
spives that stood dear against the rosy evening
heaven. This was the city, and through its heart
ciirved a rivev that looked like a huge silver sickle
thrown down in its midst. And in the sky over-
head, only low toward its edge, hung a large
white star, like a human eye full of dreamy
wonder. _ ..

But it was nearly night when thej' reached the
gates of the city, and two massive iron doors werc
swung apart for them to pass within. And now.
as they rodé along, Little Marigold saw peoplc
sitting in the door-ways of rude, narrow dwelhngs,
for the night was sultry. And the faces of these
people were wan and haggard, remmdmg her of
other faces in the village ncar her father’'s home.
And once she thought she heard a bittcr gioan
from a knot of ragged men as their mounted tram
clattercd past; and again she caught a glimpsc
of a thin woman and a half-stai-ved girl, who heri
above a baby that had its eycs closed and secmed
to aasp for breath.

Then one of the genllemen behmd called out to
the King: “ It is too bad that your majesty was
forced to enter liy this gate and ride through these
vile stieets.”

“ No matter,” said the Kmg, lightly;
soon be over.” .

And he spoke the truth, for m a bnef space ol
time these unsightly houses changed to statcly
mansions, and at lcngth they reached a great
marble palace, whose palé walls seemed to toucti
the stars. Proud flights of steps ran up to its

wide portéis, and here armed men kept guaiii,
while below,

it "

on the dark, rolling lawns, were
walks rimmed with high shnfos, and statues
-lcaming from rounded groves of firs. The Kiig

dismounted and his gcntkmen did the same,
then, while a throng of grooms lIcd away tlcr
heatcd horses, the whole company ascended k
palace-stah-s. The King held LUtlc MangoW b
fhe hand, guiding her short, tim,d steps. Thcn
they passeditbraugh several rooms whose splencloi,
made the child’s eycs giofER With their cxcess ol
light and beauty ; and, atlcnglh, the R'"g J -
a group of waiting-womcn who wore peaked cmls
and veils, likc the court-ladies m oid pictures.
the foremost of these he spoke a few low words,
afievward giving Marigold to her charge. 1
he waved an adieu to the child, and went a«..,
twirling his miistachc and humming a song-
Marigold soon found that she was not to see
Sad Little Prince that evenmg, for \
waiting-womcn now led her to a cham
there was a gilded bcd hung with silken drapcnc



Thcn they undressed her, laughing at the shapely
plumpness of her childish limbs, and placed her
within the bed, bcncatli a broidered covecrlid.
Marigold was vciy tircd ; it was past her hour for
rest. She fell at once into a dcop sleep, and only
awokc when thc sun was shining into thc grand
room, and some sort of iDird whose breast hurned
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like flainc was singing witli swcct madncss from a
cage huag in an oricl window.

But scarcciy was Little Marigold well awake be-
fore the same attendants wlio had placed her in
bed di‘cw lier gently forth. They ciad her once
more in the coarsc frock shc had worn last night,
and left ber still barefoot, such being thc King’s
«ish. rilen they gave her some raro fniit to eat
and milk to drink from a golden bowl, and when
sbe had satcd both hungor and thirst, onc of the

waiting-womecen took her by tfie hand, and they
passcd together down a long hall, where the arched
Windows were stained with many tints. A page
carne lightly toward them with a flagon of wine in
his hands. But the boy tripped and fell, and a
burst of laughter rang from a lounging group of
other pagos as thc red wine liroke over the oaken
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filor; and tuo little dwarfs, in scarlet-and-yellow
jerkins covcrcd with tiny bells, who sat with legs
akimbn and a lIsoard of clicss-mcn bctivcen tliem,
grinned and chattcrcd to each other when they
saw tlic poor pagc’s cliscomfort.

But Dvcscntly tlic waiting-woman lcd thc child
bctwcen llic folcis of an arras, threadcd another
liall, and at lengtli cntcrcd a chamlicr where the
light was made dim, like that of a cloudy day just
after sunset. Here thc walls iverc hung with



choice pictiired ta'pestries, where ladies hcld fal-
cons on thcir wrists or fleet deer bounded through
thickets. In a massive chair, whosc cavved back
rose far above him, sat a slender youth with his
head leaning upon his hand, and with dark Icngths
of hair falling about a palé, beautiful face, shapcd
like a heart. He did not move as Marigold and
her companion approached him, but mcrely turned
upon tlicm a pair of eyes so dark, listless, and mel-
ancholy that they seemed to tell of some gnef be-
yond any words.

“ It is the Sad Little Prince,” whispered the
waiting-woman to Marigold, “ 1 wil lcave you
with him. It is the King’s wish. Have no fear,
but draw ncar him and speak to him just as your
mood prompts.” And with these words lhc wait-
ing-womaii glided from the chamber.

Marigold stood for somc time gaziiig at the
Prince. She did not feel at all afraid, though he
was looking at her quite stcadily. CrouiJdied be-
side his chair was a great hound, witli meek eyes
and a drab skin of satin gloss, and not far away,
on a pile of cushions, lounged a court-jester, whose
bells jingled from every part of his many-colored
clothes as he started up to get a better view of
Marigold’s ill-clad little form.

“Ho! ho!” laughed the jester, showing all his
teeth in a funny grimace, “ whom have we here,
by all that is odd? May it piease your highncss,”
he went on, addressing the Prince, “ this is a beg-
gar-child who has come to wear your velvet doub-
let and play prince in your place, since you are no
merricr than a graveyard, and tax the wits of your
poor fool to divert you, till he feels asJupid asone
of your father’s own prime ministcrs.”

“ Peace, Fool,” said the Prince, not angrily, but
with a ring of command in his voicc. “ Go,” he
added, waving his hand with a weary gesturc; and
the fool at once rose, surprised that his young mas-
ter should pay him enough note oven to dismiss
him from the royal prescnce. Jinglmg his bells,
and turning his quoer, wizencd face twice or thrice
toward Marigold, the fool slowly trundled from
the room.

And now Marigold and the Sad Little Prince
were left alone together.

“ Pray tell me who you are,” the Prince said, in
slow, grave toncs, after he had looked a long while
at Marigold, “ and why you have been brought
heve.”

“ 1 am Little Marigold,” was the answer. “ The
King, your father, has sent me hither. He hopes
that 1 can cure you of your great sadness, though
I much fear that I have no art to do so.”

The Prince shook his head. His eyes wandered
toward the greyhound lying at his fcet, with its
long drab nose resting on its slim paws. Mari-

gold drew nearer, and smoothed the hound’s sleek
skin and pattcd its head.

“ Do you pity it because itisa dog?” asked the
Prince, softly.

Marigold thought fora moment.
she presently answered,

“ Indeed, no,"
“ for there are many hu-
man beings who are not so happy as dogs.”

The Prince started. “ | see nounhappy people,”
he said; and then, with a heavy sigh, he added-
“ except myself.”

“ W hy aro you unhappy ?” asked Marigold, very
tcnderly. The smile which had so won the Kin-
was on her lips no'v, but her blue eyes had a sweet,
sober spark in each of thcm.

“ 1 do not know,” said the Prince, with another
sigh; “ do you? ”

“ You seem to have everything that brings hap-
piness,” replied Marigold.

“ Oh,no!”

“ You are not poor,” continued Marigold.

“Poor!” repeated the Prince, in a puzzivd
voicc; “ whatis that?”

“ Ah, do you not know what it is?” exclaimcd
Marigold, clasping her little hands together, while
a look of dcep sorrow filled her face. “ Often
enough it is to see those whom we love suffer for
food, forrest. for all that makes lifc dear and good!”

The Prince seemed to muse; his dark eyes luid
brightened a little. “ I do not know what it means
to love anybody,” he said.

“ Ah,” cried Marigold, softly,
your father, Prince?”

An eager yet troubled look crossed the Prince s
face now. “ 1 have never thought about loving
the King,” he said. “ | have been taught to bow
before him — to do him honor; that is .nll. Hes
always going to the hunt, or to a state council, or
to a hall when we meet. He pats my head; he
tells me to be cheerful; he laughs with the waiting-
ladies while he talks to me; he has only a few
minutes to stay; people bring him messages,
letters ; perhaps some one of the gcntlemen sa\s:
‘Your majesty will be late.” Then he twirls J
mustachc and answere: ‘Ah, truc!’and thcr he
goes. It is always that way; he has no sooner
come than he is going. Do )'ou understand r

“ Yes,” said Marigold, thoughtfully, “ I under-
stand.” "

“ None of the othcrs will let me love thora,
continued the Prince. “ 1 think it is because they
fear me loo much. Only a few have the n
speak when 1 do not address them. Once 1 askei
why this ivas so, and a page told me it was because
1 am so great. 1 do not fec! at all great; suiely,
I look very frail and small;
palace tells me that.

“You are notsick?”

do you not kne

every mirror in tne
And yet, do you know, Littie
Marigold, that it takes fivc gentlcmen-m-waif"?



to put me to bed, and five more to give me my
dinner?”

“ That must be very bad,” said Marigold. She
was thinking of how she ate her own dinner of
barley or boiled herbs, sometimes carrying it out
under the big wild-grape vine near the oid well,
with no attendants bnt a stray thrush among thc
leaves, or thc quaint grigs in the grass.

“ Now tell me of these whom you cali the poor,”
said the Princc, and he laid one of his slight hands
on Marigold’s plump arm.

And then Marigold answered, to thc bcst of her
young wit. And when shc told him of the fatninc
and woe that she had seen here in his father’s own
City, and how people said that all the evil sprang
from the King’s heedless rule, the Prince leaned
his head on his hand and sat mute for a \'cry long
time, with lowered eyes.

But at last several courtiers eiUered the cliamber,
and Marigold was led away and left in a grcat
room that oveiiooked a inarble balcony half
sinothered in pink roses. Slie watched the joyous
view tiil she grew tired ; thcn shc dropped asleep
on a great damask couch, and thc sun slanted low,
and tho day davkened around her while she slept.

It was quite dark when something awoke her.
liut the light of a tapcr shone in her face, and
v.liile starting up from the couch she saw that the
I'rince stood beside her. Some one else held the
iiper, however, and, as Marigold’s senses cleared,
bhe perceived that this some onc was the fool
«hom she had seen in thc morning. But he
might now have passed for a wisc man, this same
fool, his gaudy, bell-trimmed dress being changed
for one of dark cloth. And the Prince was like-
"isc ciad.

Then, while Marigold uas rubbing her eyes,
since she was still but half awake, the Prince
louched her arm and said, in a voice that was faint,
yet clear and firm :

“ Do not be afraid, Little Marigold. It is onlj-
the fool and I. He has helped me, as | knew that
he would, and you and he and 1 are going on a
journey,”

“On a journey !” repeated Marigold, now quite
rotised.

“Yes,” rcplied the Princc- “ You shall see.
Make no noisc, but come with us.”

The Princc held out his Itand. Marigold rose
and took it. Then the three passed from ihc
room, and went through many long, still corridors,
guided by the fool, who had blown out his tapcr,
since thc lainps hanging in these various passagos
made it no longer needful. And at length they
carne forth into the open starlight, through a small

outcr door which the fool iinlocked with a key that
he carried.

Then they stole across the palace grounds, in
and out ofthe grovcs and bosks of shrubbery, fear-
fiil of being discovered by the guards. But the
fool was wary, taking a roundabout route and
letting his keen eyes peer through the darkness
with much caution. And at last they reached the
Street through a narrow gate-way to which Che fool,
by soinc artful mcans of his own, had also pro-
ciired a key.

“ Let US follow him,” whispered the Princc to
Marigold, pointing toward the fool, who walked
ahead. “ He knows where | wish to go.”

The Prince had given Marigold a dark cloak
like that which he himself wore. The hour was
stillearly; they met several passers, but their plain
attirc and tho obscure dusk together saved them
from notice. For some time thc strcets which
they traversed wcre of noble brcadth and lincd
with weiilihy lumics; bul finally thcsc grew
crooked, ill-lit, and noisoine. Groups of ragged
people loungcd in thc door-ways; sometimes a
child’s cry sounded shrill and mournful; here and
there a candle flickered in the small, crainped
rooms, where gaiinc forms lay stretchcd in wcary
postures.

The fool pauscd and looked at his young master.
The Prince grasped little Marigold’s hand still
tighter, and shuddered.

“ And so these are the poor?” he said, in low
yet deep tones.

“ Yes,” said Marigold.

“ Strange ! ” murmtired thc Prince, as if to him-
self. “ 1 have never known of them till to-day.
W hat right had | to be sad when these were suf-
fering and dying so near me ?”

The fool carne ciése to thc Prince’s side. His
lean, grim face was all wrinkled witli hidden
laughter. “ So ho ! your highness,” lie chuckled,
“ here are the foik that pay for your royal fathers
feasts and hunts. The roasted ortolans and pea-
cocks, the costly fish and thc prccioiis wines, are
all flavored with thcir tears, only you that cat and
0l at your case dpn’t care for that.”

The Princc grew palé in thc faint light where
theystoccl; thc fool half Uirned away, chiickling
to himself.

“ 1 wonder if he is really a fool?” thought
Marigold. “ | hardly understand what he says,
but it does not sound very foolish, somehow.”

Just then the Prince moved toward a group of
rough men in tattered garments, who stood together
undcr onc of the few lamps. He drew Maidgold
.long with him. “ Be careful, your highness,”
whispered thc fool; but whether the Prince heard
or no, he did not heed this warning.

“ Will you tell me what it is that makes you
poor ?” he said, looking straight at the nearest

\l
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man of the group, and speaking with bold yet mild
voice. ’ .

The man starod and laughed; he had on a
dinoy, wine-red jcrkin that was frayed and torn;
onc®°of his feet was bave, the other wore a shoc
with a long point at the toe and trodden down at
the hccl. s . j

“ What makes me poor, my lad. ho said,
while the laugh dicd on his lips and a drawn,
ficrce look followed it. “ W hy, because the King
and his court feast and game and hunt all day
long, and lay taxes on the peoplc to help fecd then
pleasures.”

Thei-c was a silence. “ Then the Kmg is nota
good man?” asked the Prince, with his dark, still
eycs fixed full on the hollow-cheekcd
face abovc his own.

“ He ’'s a brave King,” cried another
voice in the crowd. “ He fouglu well in
the last wars- W e can’t forget that.”

An oid woman had pushed forward

Ty this time, joining the gathered raen.
Cray hairs straggled over her brow,
seamed with deep lines; her dress was
a mass of rags. Want had gnawcd her
to the bone. She liftcd one skinny hand
and shook it with an air of rage.

“Who cares if the King is brave?”
she cried, her voice all a wild wlilne.
“ Wec forget it, and it is he wlio makes
US forget it. He filis himselfwith good
cheer while we staive. He has no more
time to make just laws for his realm.
He must tread the dance instead, with
the last court-bcauty; he must play at
tennis ; he must rattle the dice with his
loi-ds; he must squander dainties on his
son— him that they cali tlie Sad Little
Prince. Sad, indeed! He should have
something to make him sad, the idle,
loimging youtir! Lethim come here and
see the liabies dying on thcir mothers’
breastsi Let him live on a cnist a clay,
and less, as 'vc are forced to live ! Then
he might be sad in good carnest. Then
he might droop in his gilded chair, and
dream that the whole world had gone
awiy ! Bah ! 1 would Ilike to speak my
mind to ihc King! I would likc to say
my say to the spoiled boy that he loads witli sweets
whose cost for one wcck wiiuld keep us 'vretchcs
hale and strong for a ycar!”

The Prince was looking straight at the oid
woman as she cnded this angry outburst. Mari-
gold saw that his lip was quivering. and tliat a great
tear was on either of liis palé chccks, Perhaps
the dimncss made no one else see this save Mari-

gold ; she was so ciése to him. After a little pause,
the Prince said, very slowly, to the oid woman ;

“ 1 think you are right, though you are angry.
People who are angry are not often right- But
perhaps you shall not always suffer.

Perhaps
there will be a change.

It may happen soon
I don’'t know. Tell your beads to-nighi
and pray for it.”

His eycs were full of teare now, and his voicc
trerabled. Only Marigold saw the tears, but all
lieard the new voice witli which he spoke. A
murmiir rose in the crowd. The wan faces leaned
fonvard, eager and curious.

“ Who are you? ” cried a voice.
child of the people.

“You ave mi
You do not speak as we
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speak. Where did you get that look? It is hke
one of the Saints’.”
“ Come,” whispered the fool, who stood bOi

the Prince and pluckcd liis cloak. “ Come, or i
will be too late.”
“ Tell us who you are !” now cried tbe oid

man; and she caught the front of the Pnnce
clouk as if to tear it away from his shght fonm



“ No— stay !” said a fourth voice, dragging the
oid woman back. “ It may be a miracle. Pev-
haps he is the Holy Child come to us in flesh and
blood from the Madonna’s arms. Who knows?”

A sudden awe seemed to fall on the group.
Many of the rough men crossed themselves, reced-
ing several steps.

At this point the fool threw his arm about the
Prince and hurried him onward, while his hand
still clung to Marigold’'s. No one followed the
three as they sped along with fleet haste. In si-
Icnce they glided onward through the squalid
streets. At last they were in the haunts of thrift
and wcalth once moro. The Prince drew a deep
breath as he pressed Marigold’s hand.

“ Oh, Little Marigold,” he said,”“ you don’'t know
what a change you have wrought in me ! | shall
never be sad again. I have no right to be. |
must think only of making others happy !”

When they reached the palace grounds, the fool
unlocked the small entrance as before. But as
iliey were moving across the lawns a gleam of near
lights carne to thcm through the thick screens of
trees.

“ What are those
p.'iiising.

“ Your father holds high revel to-night,” an-
swcrcd the fool, “ in his grandcst p'avilion.”

The Prince seemed to muse for a moment.
'mi_ittle Marigold and 1| will go to the rcvel,” he
said.

The fool gave onc of his loiidcst chucklcs, but
thcre was more surprise than mirth in the sound.
“ In that dress,” he said, “ your highness will
Inok like a beetle among so many butterflies.”

"Come,” said the Prince to Marigold. The two
cliildren went across the lawns together, till the
lights grew vcry ncar and bright. Sweet music
floated to them across the starry dimness. Prcs-
ently a splendid pavilion rose before them, all
abliue with lamps. It was proppcd on slim pillars
that were wound with blossoming vinos. Its floors
were crowded tvith gayly dressed people, whose
gems flashed and whosc ribbons fluttered.

“ Are you afraid? ” said the Prince, pausing and
turning to Marigold.

'No,” answered Marigold, shaking her head.

riicre is something in your face and the ciasp
of your hand that makes me brave.”

They walked onward. W hen they carne to the

stately steps of the pavilion, two armed men moved
forth from the shadow,

lights?” asked the Prince,

“ You can not pass,” said onc of the men.
do not know you.”

“We

‘ besides,” growlcd the other, “ this is no place
for children.”

Marigold’'s companion threw back his cloak. A

star of diamonds, like that which the King had
worn in the wood, only smaller, burned on his
breast.

“ 1 am the Prince,” he said.

The men drew back, quick as thought,
bowcd so low

and
in thcir clinking armor that the
plumes of their hclmcts nearly swept the ground.
Phen the Prince and Marigold passed up the lofty
flight of steps together.

As they carne among the merry-makers, many
eyes were turned upon thcir small, dark-clad fig-
ures. But presently, “ It is the Sad Little Prince,”
passed from lip to lip.

A sort of awcd hush fell upon the revel. Evcry-
body stopped dancing. The music ccased as well,
for the players, though hid in a distant bower of
leafage, had seen the sudden commotion and won-
clered at its cause.

The Prince, still holding Marigold tightly by the
hand, moved onward. His head was thrown a lit-
tle back; his palc, boy-face seemed cut from mar-
ble; they who watched him told themselves that
he had never befoie looked so like his dcad moth-
er, who had been a good and lovely quecn.

At the farther end of the vast room was a dais,
and here, in a high chair of golcl scroll-uork, sat
the King. A throng of courtiers were about him.
He wore a dress of black velvet slashed with scar-
let, and a circlct of rubies on his head, that made
a line of living fire. He started up as the Prince,
with Marigold at his side, drew nearer, pausing
near the dais.

“Myson,” exclaimcd the King,
here? ”

There was a dead silence. The Prince stood
crect and calm; his dark cloak fell about his slen-
der fonn in graceful folds; the diamond star was
still visible on his breast— the star tliat it was
death for any in that great kingdom to wcar, save
liis father and himself.

His voice rang clear and full when he now spoke.
It was not like a boy’s voice, fior yet ivas it deep
as the voicc of a man. But all who heard it were
thrilled, as though from the first notes of a mcllow
fiute when touched by mastcr-fingers.

“ Father,” he said, “ | have come lo tell you
that you can change all my sadness, if you so
wish, into deep rcjoicing. For Marigold has taught
me what 1 never knew before — that there are
thousands in the world who suffer, while I am
guarded from the least real liain. And to-night
Marigold and | have gone into that dreary part of
the city where men and women and children are
calling to \ou for mcrcy from the famine, while you
will not hear. And they say bitter things against
you, and they are right to say thcm. But if you
will not aid these unhappy folk, give me the power

“why are you



to do so, and by thus filling my mind with thcir
sore nceds | shall live a new life and forget the
strange woe Chat has weighed upon me. You
yoursclfsent me Little Marigold, and it is shc whose
simple specch, though she guessed it not at thc
time, has shown me that my dismal mood was a
sin. For while I mopc and. gricve because of
nothing, while you dance aild laugh and speed the
Chase, our land, that looks to you as its head and
help, lies waste for leagues. Not as father, but as
King, 1 plead of you to save and succor your peo-
ple.® Not as your son, but as the King thatis to
be, I cry out to you this night. Even as 1 havc
cast off my trance of gloom, do you fling aside, O
King, the trance of neglect that has wrapped your
heart, lcst they whom you now wrong rise up and
tear you from your throne, seizing by forcé thc
food and alms that you deny them!”

As thc Prince’s voice grew still, a low murmur
ran through all the rich hall, for he had spoken
not as a child, but as one inspired by some wisc
and puré spirit.

Every eye was now fixed on the King. At
the boy’s first words, his face had clouded with
wTath, but in the silence that followed thc Pnnce's
earnest specch he stood with downcast head, as
though stung by exceeding shame.

Then, while all gazcd upon him in wonder, he
took the circlet of rubies from his brow and cast it
under foot. And aftcrward he thus spokc, in a
voice that trcmbled as none present had ever heard
it tremble till now :

“The Prince is right. And even as you havc
seen me throw these jewels beneath my feet, so
shall 1 fling aside all aims of giddy pleasure in
the future, till the people over whom God has
appointed me justly to rule are once agam blest
with ease and thrift.”

Then for a moment thc King paused, and a
smile of mockery curled his lips as he looked
around at the bright-robed throng about him.

“ Oh, my courtiers 17 he said, pomting to the
form of Marigold, where she stood with her hand
still dasped in the Prince’s, “ not one of all you
here could lift thc veil of darkness from my son s
mind and soul as yonder little child has done 1”

Then thc King descended from thc dais, and
went up to Marigold and kissed her, while shc
stood barefoot amid the splendid tlirong. And
after that he kissed his son, and giving to each of
the chiidren a hand, he passed with them out frmn
the pavilion, while a great silence veigned among
the amazcd courtiers.

On the morrow thc King rose a new man. Tin
forest glades rang no more with thc bugles of hi>
hunting-train; his halls of feast were void and
still; the gaming-board knew him no longer. Bul.
in place of this, he sat for hours in his chamber ci
council; he rodé abioad dispensing humane chari-
ties; by degrees thc famine Icssened, and the land
grew loud in praise of his merciful deeds. And
the Prince often rodé at his side, or sat near him
while he framed new laws for the common goid
of his subjects-

Nor was the Prince any longer callcd sad, for .i
look of sweet joy lit his face, and he was like some
slender flower that has drooped with drought, but
raises itsclf in new balm and bcauty after freshe i-
ing rain.

As for Little Marigold, she would have gone back

in content to her lowly parcnts and dwelt on
woodside as before.

ilie
But this the King would luit
allow.

He scnt rich gifts of valué to her parents, bul
retaincd her in the palace. He had her taiight by
learned masters and traincd in all the geiiile
niceties of lifc. And her grace and loveliticss
waxed with years, till at last she had growu a
fairer maiden than any in tho kingdom- And
when the hour was ripe, he gave her in marriuge
to the Prince, who had learned tenderly to love
her, and was now tall of stature and most comdy
ofpresence. And when, in duc time, the Kingdicd,
she became Queen Marigold, rcigning wilh lior
lord. ,

Already it had passed into a legend how slie
had savcd thc people from sharp suffering m
her early childhood; and for this reason, and
ljecause of many sweet virtues afterward shown,
the long reign of Qucen Marigold was full of pcace,
honor, and lovec.
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THE DROP AND THE CLOUD.

By L. D. Brewstek.

In a inountain spiing, a crystal drop

Came trembling up to the glassy top :

It came from the dark, cool depths of carth
And the sunlight kissed it at its birth.

Far up in the azure rcalms t>f sky,

The clouds of summecr were sailing by,
And the little drop looked up, and said,
As it saw the glory overhead.

Oh, would that to me the boon were given
To move in the shining ranks of heaven!”

And oft again in its downward course,

As it hurried from its mountain source,—

A bubblc, borne by the brimming brook

To many a ivild and shadowcd nook,

Or loitercd slow with the waywavd strcain,—

It thought of its childhood’s sky-born drcam.

But on and away the waters flow,

Through woodland and meadosv far below.

Over sandy plain and stnny bank,

And through swamps, like jungles, dense and
rank ;

Imprisoned long within rocky walls,

Now plunging down over dizzy falls,

They turn the wheels of the busy mili;

Now white with foam, now dark and still.

Till at length a river, dec]) and wide,

It flowed where cities stood by its sido,

And at last the river reached the sea,

And the dream and dreamer ceased to be;

The drop was lost in the hcaving deep,
Where all the rivers of earth must sleep.

But the sun that kissed the ncw-born drop.
And whose floods of sunbeams never stop,
Had not forgotten his little child,

Boru of a mist in the mountain wild,
And he loosed his threads of golden light,
And up from a wave of snowy white

The drop was lifted so tenderly

It never knew when it left the sea,

But found itself drawn up to the sky,
Afloat in the heavens, soft and high.

As frce as the winds of airy space,

As fair as the moruing's tender grace.

One tranquil eve, 'inid the purple ones
That shine in the light of setting suns,

It saw far donii on the distant carth

The forest-spring where it had its birth,
And all of the winding way it wcent,

With many a murmur of discontent;

And the early dream carne back again,
As the thoughts of youth come back to men:
That thrcad of silvcr that ever turned
Away from the skics for which it yearned,
That wandcring lifc uf fall and foam

That secmed to leacl it away from home —
It now could see was the very road

That lcd it up to its blest abode.
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A NKW MOTHER HUBBARD.

By Eleanor a. Hunter.

Miss Polly Betsey Pattekson,
In a Mother Hubbard cloak

And a Mother Hubbard bonnet,
W ith a most bewitching poke,

Onc morning met a curly dog.

He was of médium size—

His ears were drooped, his tail was hmp,
And the tears stood in his eyes.

Said Polly to the curly dog:
Why do you look so sad? ”
Because,” rcplicd he, with a sniff,
The times are very bad.

“ You see,” said he, “ the streets are full
Of little Mother Hubbards,
But though rve wagged m y tail most otl,

They never speak of cupboards.”

Said Polly Betsey: “ Come with me.
'T would mclt a heart of stone !
1T give you lots of bread and
milk,
And a juicy mutton-bone.” V.

She took him home and fed him wcll;
His tears were turned to laughter;
And now, wherever Polly goes,

The curly dog trots after.



THP: TINKHAM BROTHERS’ TIDK-MTLL.*

Bv J. T.

Chapter XVIL

MARX IlIHGINS A SCRAP-BOOK-

The retiremcnt of Lew Barilancl renclcrcd
another meeting of tlie club necessary. in order to
rill the vacant office of commodore.

It was held early iii the following w-eek. Lew
«mes not present, and the Web Kootc faction had
weiything its own way. Web had some oppo-
ilentsamong the Tammosotbo)'s and Lew'’s Demp-
ford friends; but they could not imite upon any
one candidato, and, when tlic ljallot was taken.
Web was elected by a largo majority.

It was just what he expected. He was at the
suramit of his ambition. He was jubilant — ho
«alked upon air.

committec of ten members was then choscn,
mitn decide what nieasurcs should be takcn for the
reiiioval of the obstructions in the river” ; in other
«ords, to get rid of the Tinkham Brothers’ mill-
dam. Somehow the imprcssion had got abroad
that it would not be safe for individuais to
mcddle witli it without a strong backing- The
time had come, therefore, when it behooved tlic
v.itant Argonauts to take action as a club.

After the meeting had adjouvncd, tho new com-
mittee held a consultation with closed doors. Its
deliberations rcmained a mystery; but the clection
of the new Commodore made no little noisc in
i)otli towns, The Dempford Gacr/k haci a para-
graph about it:

“Wc imderstand that the special meeting of
the Avgoiiaiit Club on Tuesday evening was n
irerfectly havmonious gathering; and that Webster
Footc, Esquire, was chosen Commodore — vicc
Low Bartland, resigned — liy an almost unaniinous
vote. This means the speedy destniction of all
impcdimcents to the free navigation of our beautiful
river.  Among our rising young men, there is not
one more popular or more prominent just now than
Commodore Foote.”

We will not begrudge the new Commodore the
gratificatinn with which he read this bit of local
gossip. He saw it first in the Demp/ord Gasetk :
and it w.as iiatiiral tiiat he should send at once for
the Tainmosel Times, for the plcasure of seeing it

heie also. It was the same paper masquerading
under another fiamo across the rivcr.

Lhe rinkham Brothers likewisc tnolr pains to
procure  copy of the Times, having heard that
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there was something in it about the mill-dam
troubles. Rupc brought it to them one afternoon
in the mili. They read the paragraph with dif-
ferent feelings from those it inspired in the swclling
bosoni of Commodore Foote. But they were not
dismaycd.

“That's the same strutting little fellow who
wanted to know what wc were going to do with
our d-a-am 1”7 clrawlcd Mart.

Upon which Lutc, whose ingenuity sometimes
extended to the making of a pun, stuttered out:

“ 1 knew by his g-g-gait that he svould he
c-c-commodore 1”

“ By his ~ate that he would become a door!
O Lutc! O Lute!” cried Rush, shaking svith
laughter; while Mart merely drew down the droll
corner of liis mouth and gave Lute a reproachful
glance.

“ I hcar there has been a gnod dcal of this kind
of Ll-literaturc in the papers,” said Lutc. “ And
1 should n’t svondei if there would lie m-m-more
before they get through with us.”

“ We 'll begin a scrap-book,” said Mart, cutting
out the paragraph with a chisel on his work-bench.
“This may be the luicleus of a large and interest-
ing volumc.”

“ The confounded cditors!” exclaimed Rush.
'mT hey always take the popular side of a cptcstion
likc this.”

“ Mustn’t b-blamc '’em,” said Lutc. " If they
slioiild take the otiier side, liow would thcir bread
get b-b-biittered ?”

“ 1 would tr\- to take the side ofjusticc, if I went
without buttcr and bread, ton!” rejoined Rush.
“ What do they knosv about us and our business
here? An item likc that will prejudicc hundreds
of people!”

“ And sell pcriiaps a hundred extra p-p-papcrs,”
said Lutc. “ Wc mustn’tlet Mother see that!"

“ No,” said Mart, carefully folding the nuclciis
of his futuro volumc and placing it in his pockct-
book, “ W c’ll iet her be happy and sleep nights
as long as she can. There 's worry enough in store
for her, 1'm afraid.”

“When she does find out, as 1 suppose she will
some time,” Rush replied, “ wc want to be able to
say, ‘Oh, yes! Trouble about the dam ?of course!
T'hcre has been all the time, but we have n't minded
it, and the dam is still iherc !

“ Ifit A still there, as | t-t-trust it will be,” said
Lutc. “ What makes the Arguc-nots” (the boys

All rlghts rescrve<l



had takcn up Mr. Rumney’s word) “ so quiet just
now, | wonder? Planning their c-c-campaign, 1

""C in g which the boys could think of had been
neglectcd in prepanng for all possible COTtingen-
cies only Mavt would not yield to tbc clainmous
rcquest of the younger boys that they m.ght go

town and borrow their Cousin Tom’'s revolvj.
Cousin Tom was sick, and they knew he would be
glad to lend it in a good cause.

“No boys,” Mart said, “1 don't want any

wcapons deadlier than what weVe got
nresent.

Not at
1 should be sorry to shoot anybody. It
Luid n'tlook well, and I don’t behcve | should be
happy about it afterward.”
“Not in defense of your

property? ciied

N"L'ot even in defense of our property. 'fhis
carrying revolvei-s is a foolish busmess, as a gen-
eral thing.”

“ It 's c-c-cowardly ! 7 said Lutc.

“ But Cousin Tom carries one.”

“ He carried onc in Texas, whcrc he did nt hke
to go unarmed among arraed and violent men.
Thats another thing.”

“Don’'t we cxpcct to have violent men 'o dej
with >” said Rush, who saw the wisdom of Marts
decision, and yet had a boyish inclination for re-
et Yes,

rather!” drawled Mart. “ And thcre’s

no knowing what they may drivc us to. But
don’t want to meet’em with a pistol in my hst, il |
can help it. A time might come, you knmv, when
I could n’t resist tire tcmptation to use it.”

Meanwhile, the brothers kept careful watch ovei
their property by day, and at bed-time cvej mg U
one of the older ones returned quietly to the mill-
There a bed of shavings was prepared, and timre
he lay down in his clothes, by an open window
ovcrlookiiig the dam. e j

Attachcd to a nail within reach of his hand ivas
the end of a piece of twinc, ivhich was a ball by
day but which also, every evening, «as carried on
i,s unwinding way out of the mili, thrown up the
bank, unrolled along the ground, and finally tosscd,
what was left of it, into a window of the house.
Behind the window, which was left open, another
of the boys slept, with that end of the striij tied
to hiswrist; while the other end, as said before,
remained fastcned to the nail in the mili.

Dute was generally the one to betake himself to
tire pile of shavings, because he was a light sleepci.
The first sound ofmaraudcrs trying their opcrations
would have been sure to wake hira. Tiren a jcrk
ofthe string would have been enough to bnng tlic
other boys at once to his assistance.

Every morning the twine, cast loose from the

cascment, was drawn along the ground and over
the bank by a pair of hands at the mili, wound m
a ball, and kept ready for use the next night. All
which was most carefully done, in order not to ex-
cite the suspicions of the mother.

Still, no marauders came, Everything was omi-
nously quiet: it was like a calm precedmg a storm.

CH-APTER X VIl1I

THE NEW COMMODORE'S NEW VACHT.

IT was Still early iii the season for many lroats i*
be passing the dam. If one appeared when thv
flaslr-boards were in, the brothers made haste U
remove them and let it through,
scanty tlianks for their pains,

“ No matter for their thanks,” said Mart, as
Rush one day coroplained of this lack of civilit).
“ That's an articlc they can be as stingy of as tlici
piease. W e’ll trcat’em well a good dcal longrr
than they treat us well.”

Then, one aftcrnoon, air mcident occuircd.

Web Foote liad had a very good satl-boat ilw
3-car before, but it had been beatcn in onc or tuo
i-aces late in the season, and as he could iiJ hwr
to be beatén in anything, he had, éurmg the w,i-
ter, been building a new yacht, which was expectcd
to outstrip everything of its sizc that sailcj

It was now finished. Originally called dw
“ Nymph,” immediately on his accession to oft.ce
he had hastencd to have the fiame changed to tlw
“ Commodore,” much to the distress of the paiiiter,
who foimd difficultyin lettermg so broada iiame
upon so narrow a stcrn. Die boaC was shaii>
built, foi-e and aft; besides, W eb iirs.sted on hai-nig
the letters large.

The yaclit was lauiichcd, and the new lette
the stein were hardly dry, when the Commod
started onc aftcrnoon to take his namesako up tiu

often recciving

would have liked the glory of sailing fm™
Dcmpford, with his commodore’s pcnnant fi)n j
announcing to all the world the new dignj- n
owncr. But, though wind and t.de were favo a k.
there were briclges in tire way of tire mast, " ' '
had to be laid igiiominiously from stcrn to siun-
with itslong, tape- end projccting forwavd ovei

""Web had cxpected a friend to make the JP
with him, but the friend had not come; anj Jv
waiting an hour, the impatient Commodore s
accompanied only by a stout boy m a snial.
The small boat had the yacht

slout boy did the rowing, assistcd by tnc
while the Commodore, on boavd the laig
gavc useless ordcrs and stecred unncccssarii;.



They made a prosperous start. But, in addition
to the hour’s delay in waiting for his friend. Web
found that the tide ivas an hour carlier than he had
supposed. That made two hours. The result was
that, in order to get thc yacht up into thc lakc that
afternoon, thc high-soulcd Commodorc had to gct
down into the skiff, and puli an oar with thc boy.

That vexed Web Foote. He was mad at his
friend who had fa'iled him, mad at the boy who
did not row faster, mad at the bridges which were
m the way of his sail, and mad at the tide which
turned before they reached thc dam.

Thcn, you may be sure, he was thrice mad at
tile dam itself, when they carne to it, and found
thc flash-boards in.

* 1 wish Milt Buzrow was here with his crow-
Dar ! he said, mopping the sweat of toil and ragc
irom his face.

In the absencc of Buzrow and crow-bar, he was
coiistraincd to stop at thc mili and send the boy in
with an impertinent message to thc owners ;

“Tell '’em Cominodore Footc is hcrc with his
jacht, and if they don’t pul! out their fiash-boarcis
hc'U smash 'ein 1”7

Which the boy, overawed, perhaps, by thc sight
of the big brothers, wisely modified thus :

“ Commodore Foote would like to have you
take up your flash-boards, and let his yacht
through.”

m'Commodore Foote shall be accommodated,”
.lid Mart.

The brothers had watched thc Cdmmodore’s
approach; and, while they laughed to see him
fume at thc oar, and glance wildly over his
shouldev at the dam, they liad awaited with some
concern to sec what he would do. Lute h;id
evcn overheard thc original order to the boy.

“ Did you tell 'cm what 1 told you to?” Web
demanded, when the boy went out to him.

“ Ay, ay, sir 1" said thc boy, who had been in-
fonned by him, on starting from Dem]|jford, that
that form of expression was nautical, and ivould
be becoming in him; though it might be varied
sometimes, by “ Ay, ay, Commodore !”

“ And what did they say ?”

They said Commodorc Foote should be ac-
commodated.”

“Well for them! Up with your flash-boards
here!” Web callcd out haughtily to Mart, who
followed the boy from thc mili. “ I can’t be kept
m"ajting all day !”

Mart concealed his irriiation, if he fclt any, by
~1 amuscd drawing down of his mouth, and an
cxaggeration of his usual drawl.

“ Dun’t be impaticnt, my little man ! 1°ll let
you thi‘lugh in a minute.”

He wasstonping with grcatdclibcration to reach

the ropes that fastened the boards to thc post, when
the Commodore retorted, sharply :

“ Don’t titile man me! | 'd havc you know
that you are talking to Commodore Footc, of the
Ai'gonauts!”

“ Commodorc Footc, or Commodore Littlc-toe,
it doesn’t make much diffcrcncc to me,” said Mait,
holding thc ropcs, but leaving thc boards in their
place. “ You wont get through any somier for
being so excessively polite.”

“ 1'Il make a holc in your dam !'” And, spring-
ing on board the yacht, the Commodore scized and
brandished a boat-hook.

“ You can do that; and other people can make
a hole in your yacht, and in you too, if necessary,”
said Mart. “ You have n't a inonopoly of making
holcs, by any mcans. |’'ra going to let j'oii pass.”

So saying, he pullcd up the flash-boards. The
rctarded water swept through in an impetuous cur-
rcnt. The stout boy in the small boat puiled in
vain against it, with the yacht pulling more pow-
ei'fully in the other direction. Web missed a stroke
at the platform with his boat-hook; and the yacht,
swinging about, was drifting dow'n-stream, towing
thc tow-boat stcrn-foremost, when Mart caught
hold of the projecting end of the mast, and stop-
ped it.

“ See
Web-

“ Yes,” drawlcd Mart, starting the yacht for-
ward again. “ It'sa nccessai'y cvil. Why don’t
you sail up in this wind?”

“ Don’t you see thc bridges?” retorted the fuit-
<nis Commodore.

“ Oh! thc bridges are a bother, too!” said
Mart. “ Why don’t you have’em taken away?
Seems to me | woiild! 1 don’'t see what right
the\' havc to stop one of your pretty little pleasure-
boats.”

“ You talk like a fool 17 said Web.

“ No matter how I talk, as long as | am hciping
you in a good, sensible way,” Mart rcplied, with
strong arms sboving the yacht ahead. ‘* Don’t
you remember, | said 1 would do all I could to

genilcment It’s aplcasureto help one who
is so very civil.”

“ Lucky for you IUe opcning aint too narrow
for my brcadth of bcain! ” said thc little Commo-
dore— speaking of the yacht, nf course, and not of
hib own personal dimcnsions, as Mart by his smile
.seemed inciincd to construc him. “ Thecrc’ll be
bigger boats than mine going up here soon. Do
you know what’ll happen then ?”

* | suppose thc bridges, if any are left, will all
be clraw-bridges, and dams will have locks,” Mart
answered.

“ A lock is just what wc p-proposcd to build, in

ivhiuU a bother vour dam is!” snarled
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the first place,” said Lutc, %vho, with Rush, had
come out to stand by his brother and see the
yacht through. “ It woiihl help you m-m-morc
than the dam hinders. Don’tyou see?’

SkilT and yacht were now wcll through tlic dam,
but the cuvrcntwas strong against them, until Lute

illustvated his mcaning by putting in the flash-
boards. This at once set the water back, and
made the further progress of the boats up to the
outlet comparativcly easy. Ncvcrthcless, Webs

last word werc flung lIsack spiiefulh- at the milb.-

osvncrs:

[Aprii,,

“ We are not going to be bothered by any Inck.
Ol- any dam either! That 's what'll happen !”

“The ‘C-c-commodovesaid Lute, reading
the nanie on the stern. “ He shows about as
much good t-t-tcmper as he does good t-t-taste.”

“ 1 don’t see how you could keep from catching

him up hy tho nape of the neck, and giving him ma
good diicking!” Rush said, cxcitedly, to Mart.
“ 1 would, if I had been you.”

Mart smilcd grimly.
“ No, you wouldn’t, Rockct! It isn’'t quite umc

for that. Come, boys !”



‘“*What a club it must be thatis bossed by such
a p-p-puppy!” said Lute, as they went back into
the mill-

Chaptkr XIX.

TWia MIDES Ti A STORY.

Mrs. Tinkham was a woman of keen obsci-va-
tioii; and Lctty and the boys wcro in constant fear
lest something should happen, or some unlucky
word be let fall, that might defeat all their plans
for preserving her peace of mind— so sure were
they that her fecblc health and maternal anxiety
would not let her sleep, as they did, when she
should know all.

It was indeed a wonder that she could be kept
in ignorance so long. But the younger ones
guarded well their tongucs, and, so fim, suspicious
circumstances and unlucky allusions to the dan-
gerous subject in lier presencc had been lightly
cxplained away.

“How long can we keep it up?” they asked
thcinsclves, watching her palé, serene face ivith
tender concern, and dreading the time when the
thveatened storm should burst.

The day after Commodore Foote took his yacht
up the river was Saturday, on which day Letty
tan out to the mili, in a fluttcr of excitement, to
carry her brothers a bit of joyful ncws.

'"“Who do you think has come to the house?
My oid school-mate, Tilh Loring! 1thought you
would want to know in time, to hruslr up a little for
diiiner.”

The neccssity of brushing up a little to meet a
protty girl of sixteen made her visit rather an em-
liarrassing pleasurc lo the busy boys. But they
gavc an extra tive minutes to their toilet that day,
and were amply rc|5aid in smiics b\- the charraing
Matilda.

“1'm so glad you've come, on M-m-mother’s
account!” was Lute’s cordial greeting. “ She has
hardly seen a friendly face since u'e c-c-came here.”

“Don’t the ncighbors cali on you? How
straiige!” said the visitnr. “ 1 thought that it
was the custom in the country to cali on new-
comers.”

“ So did 1,“ replied the widow. “ And to tell
the truth, | rather dreaded making acquaintances.
1"\anted to be alone with my childrcn, and enjo\'
our new happiness. We have bcen let alone to
our hearts’ conteni.”

“They don’'t secm to be a very social set just
around here,” said Lctty, who thought she knew
well enough why people avoided the new family
that had come to the mili. “ Butsome have callee!
to see the boys on business.”

lhat was one of the convenient plirases those

youthful conspiratoi-s used, to keep tlieir mother in
ignorance of what was going on,

“ 11's all business,” she said.
for lhat makes them happy.”

“ It makes us almost too happy!” said Mart.
“We don’'t care to have quite so much on our
liands as wc have had lately. S<imc things are
quite too prcssing.”

“ Even the girls who cali have some business
eriand,” said the widow. “ Two drove into the
yard one day, and 1 thought siirely we u'ere going
tn have visitors." But no! they,had only brought
some message to theshop.”

They were now seated at tablc; and Matilda
— or Tilly, as everybody called her— placed be-
tween Letty and Rush, was pliccl with questions
regarding thcir fricnds in town,

She chatted inerrily, telling all the news she
could think of: but sobcrcd suddenly when some
one asked about Cousin Tom.

‘“*Tora Darrill ?oh I'ho isdreadfully sick, they say.
Il's consuinption, after all, that he ljrought home
with him from Texas; ancl they say he can’t live.”

“ Oh, boys !” said the widow, “ some ofyou must
try to see him soon. He thinks so much of you!”

Then up spoke Rupcrt. “ | ’ve-been wanting to
go in and borrosv his revolver, but the boys wonl
letme.”

This was one of those indiscreet allusions to the
great trouble which the younger ones would nocv
and then let fall, in spite of themselves, and which
had to be explainecl away.

“ What do you want with his revolver?”
widow asked, surprised; while Rupcrt
edme with sudden confusion.

“ Boys have a m-m-mania for shooting,” said
Luto. “ I've hai'clly outgruwn it myself. But
we’'vc all got something to do, now. besides
p-p-popping at a mark.”

“ 1 should hopo so!” exclaiined the widow.
I’ve the greatest clrcad of pistois, and everything
of ihc kind.”

“ 1 wish Tom would give me his revolver,” said
Kotiman.

“ The icle:i of your wautiu" ;i revolvei-, after
what Mothc)- has sail 1 rejoincd Letty, and, to

“ Ancl lamglacl;

the
was over-

change the convcrsation, she turned again to
rniy, and bcggcd her to “ tell everything she
knew about everybody clse,”

“ Last Saturday,” said Tilly, “ i went to visit
Sarah Ball. She lives in Dcmpford now. you
kno>\. How f;ir is Dcmpford from here ?”

About a stone’s throw from our b-b-bank,”
s;iid Lute.
“What do you mean ?” cried Tilly. “ I sup-
posed | was miles and miles away, or Ishould have
eqgome ovcr to sce you when we went out to ride.”
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“ The town lies just across thc li~r, s.ud Rush.

“ But it’'s a milc or more to thc vilage.

“So near? How 1 wish I had known. The
Balls Uve in the village, and kecp a horso and a
boat Boating will be all the rage there this sta-
fon.'

They’'ve gotupa club; all the b.g boys me
ioining it, and all thc little boys want to jom it, too.
They've bcecn having a grcat excitcment latel>
about choosing a commodorc.”
There was a pause, in wh.ch Che
had not been intent on dishing out thc pudding,
nnist havc noticed the startled and conscious

glances thc youngcr boj’s gave tbc older ones, and
Lettv’'s air of constraint.

-r

Lute stammercd out
“ A commodorc is an article no well vegulated
club isc-complcto without. HmwW " °7id
*They had onc— a splendid fcllow . sam
Tillv “ But he resignad, and a new one was to
be 7cted. Evciwbody was talking about it. It
i e i there he, hee.t e gtee, fes. cve.- .
Which somebod) has put across the nvc.v
At tliis, even the older boys were fiUed wih
consternacion- But thc mother went on, sereneh
dishing out the pudding. .
“ 1 ’vc heard they wcre having some trouble with
a dam ” observed Mart. *“ Is n't it settled yet?
Oh, dear, no! and it isn’t Ukely to be soon

Tilly rattlcd on, while Lctty tncd to
with a nudgc.

ti.™

“The young men are all up
arms about it; and, of course, the gir s and even -
body clse take their side. Somebody has put a
dam right across thc river to stop their boats. Of
Surse, they wont stand it; and | would n't, e.ther,
if 1 were in their place.”

“Have some p-p-pudding?” said Lute, takmg a
piate from his mother and passmg it '“ ‘Je visito-e
' “1t’s the meanost thing you cvcr heaid of-
said Tilly, her warmth of manner showing how
a i ly he had espoused the cause of her Dcmp-
ford friends, “ Thank you,” takmg thc plate®
“ Think of one man, or two or three (
believe there are several ownors of thc factory a
large factory somcwhero on the river) prctendmg
they have | right to take all the water for thcir
business, and not leave any for the boats.

Notwithstanding the anxicty they felt on thcn
mother’s account, thc boys could n'tbut be amused
at thjs versiéon of the story. “

“ dl does secm preposterous,
should think they might be
share of the water, and leave some for othei folks.

«7 ,, ,.deed-” rephed Tilly.
everybody says. They 'rc S f S

“ Tear what away?” said Lute-

said .M.irt.

“ That 's what

me

the dam. U ’s dccidcd nowv.

modore who rcsigned was Lew Daitlan - v oiy

IiIRUTHERS’
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body likes him; and his sister Syl nN

lovelv girl— an intimatc friend of my friends.
The boys did not daré look at each other, Mrs.
Tinkham dished cut the last of thc pudding, wbie

Tilly continued: “ But Lew was too soft-heaited,

he wanted to put offdoing anything ~bout the dann

So he got the wholo club against him. They weie

going to put in his place a conceited fellow that no-
Lcb seems to like half so wdl.
smart, they say;

me 7o “ should~think the
mill-owncrs would give up and clcar out
< Sii should 117 Tilly exclaimed,
as obstinate as they are mean.” _
“ They mustbeverymeanl saidM ar.

But he 's.awfu y
and he ’'s dead-sct agamst the

‘case,’” said Rush,

But they r.

of their wanting to take all
thc boats! Wherc can this factory be, boys.
<l don’'t know,” said Rush;
heard of any such men.”
“
dam,”
tea

“and | havc ai

hopc there wont be any trouble with oto
said Mrs. Tinkham, placidly stirnng lur
“ But | confess it has seemed to me as il
something «ntoward must happen, wc have beca

so very happy here.”

e j tiilv
“Why! havc/oti got a dam." cned Tilly.
“Yes, a little one-asort of playthmg for

bovs,” said Mart. “ But we don't

water and stop all thc boats, do we, Lute? Not

quitel You must go out and sec it after dinn ~
“ And thc scats in the willow-trec .

you about them,” said Lctty. “ U ’'salLvely spm
Shc tried to changc the conversation. But liiiy

pcrsisted in returning to thc dangerous topic.
“ The Argonauts belong to thc bcst famiUcs ni

Dcmpford, That's what the club boys cal! thcui-

selves— Argonauts— though | hardly know wh e
“In pickingupso many interesting particular

about them.” said Mart, “ I wonder you J-d

learn the origin of the fiame. ~abcut
Argonauts, Rocket? You wcre readmg up about
them the other day.”

“ They wcre a boating-club named afte
commodore’s yacht, * Argo '; their commodorc wa
a fellow namcd Jason,” was Rush’s mrver m,
of theclassie myth. “ The ‘Argo’was oalled™J P’
but it was n't half so large as some yachts bu i
nowadays; and Jason could n’'t have beld a car 1
to your new Dempford commodore. The>
tended to sail in search of a golden flcecc .

1 , I .uppo... 1. .toy «~o0d e™.7I»d|
they carne across.” i wii,/turned
“You 're making funofme! AndTUy

her bright, qucstioning eyes on Réaster
“ 1 bcg your pardon, Miss Loiing. |

before

of tho prceot Argo» «

wcre born; thousands of ycars ago, m lact,



is, if it ever happened at all. But it’s as true, | 've
lio doubt whatever, as the most important part of
the story you 've larought fresh from Dempford.”

“What do yon know about the Dempford Argo-
nauts ?” said TOly, with puzzled surprise.

“ A good dcal; I should think 1ought to! 1'vc
met some of them. And we can see their new club-
house from our garden.”

This was said as they were rising from the table.

“ Can you? Show it to me !” exclaimed Tilly.

“1 shall be delighted to,” replied Rush; and
they went out together. “ You see the top of that
square building over the hill yonder? That’s it,
on tho shore of the lakc that makes in there.”

“Is that indeed the Argonaut Club’s new
house? ” said Tilly, greatly intcrested, and shading
her eyes with her hand to get a better view.

“Yes,” said Rush. “ And here is something
else you have heard of.” He led her to the edge
ofthebank. “ This is the willow-tree ; and down

ilierc, you see the water pouring over something
like a low board fence ?”

“ Oh, yes lisn't it pretty ?”

“ Do you think so? Well, don't whispcr it to
Mother, and 1°'ll tell you a secrct. That's the
dreadful thing that stops the boats !”

“ You 'rejoking !” cried Tilly.

“ Not a bit. It’s too serioiis a subject. This

little oid raill is the gi-eat factory you have heard
of; and that is the identical dam your Argonauts,
and half the people in two towns, are crazy over.”

“No, no!” Tilly exclaimed, stopping licr ears
with her hands.

“ And we boys,” Rush went on, laughing, but
rather bitterly, “ are the mean, obstinate, horrible
men, wlio take all the vvater for their business, and
don't leave any " --—--—-

“ | wont hear itl Itisn'tso! Itcan'tbe!”

He had pulled one hand away, and was trying
to hold it; but she struggled to free her wrist, and
again clapping both palins to her ears to shut out
the cruel, astounding, incrediblc words, she ran
across the plank and thrcw herself upon a scat in
the great willow.

{To te cor Hedy

A QUERY.

Say 1 How oid must a fellow be
(A fellow who ’'s pretty oid 1)

Before he can follow the cali of the sea.
And be a sailor bold ?
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ALONE

I'N ROME.

Hy Lucretia P. Hale.

Theresa started from tire uncomfortable sleep
into which she had fallen in her low seat by the
bedside of her husband, Luigi.

She had been awakened by a stream of sunlight
coming in at the window of hci- room, high up
among the roofs of Romo.

It was only rcflected sunlight, but it was all the
bunshine that visited the room shut in by the high
walls oppositc.

Luigi was sleeping nuu', and more quietly than
for many days. His fever was less, and the deep
color seemed feding from his chceks. Perhaps it
"as because he was no longer so rcstless that she
had been able to fall into this unexpected sleep.
But now she must rouse hemelf, indeed.

Across the foot of the becl lay her boy, fast
isleep, too, and she moved quietlj’, that she might
iiot wake him, for she must go out. The sun
warned her that it was late, She had promised
her little boy she would go the first thing in the
morning for some bread. Before he finally cried
himself to sleep, his last words had been: “ Oh,
Mother! when it is morning, if | lie still, will you
give me some bread ?” .And at intervals through
the night he had awakened to sob out his appeal.
His words still echoed in her ears. They had
formed part of her drcains in her uneasy sleep.
.She must hurry out, while both were quiet; she
ituist find somc bread. Find bread? Ilow should
she do it? She had spent her only remaining
faoli for their last loaf of bi'cad, and the poor,
bare room could show how she had parted already
with everything of valué they had possesscd,

She went to the window and looked out through
the sraall bit of rcflected sunlight. On a turn of
the i'Odf, not far along, ivas another window,
jutting out from a row of buildings facing in
another direction. Here was a little balconi', where
real sunlight fell upon a few pots of plants, and a
ynung girl had just come to the window, and was
scaitering some crumbs for tlie bivds tliat were
liuttcring around.

‘Crumbs of bread,
as she

crumbs of bread!” said
looked grecdily at the

in her hand.

Theresa to lierself,
t'ust that the gay young girl hcld
Jmooi tlic crumbs fell far down
below, Theresa would have liked to strctch out
>er hands to catch thcm. But the birds lingered
on the cdge of the balcony and found a full share,
“ Hecareth for the sparrows,” said Theresa to
as she turned back into tlic room and

into the court

erself,

looked at her sleeping husband and child. Lying
on the bare table was a faded rose that she had
picked up from the pavemcnt the last time she
had been down into the streets. Theresa laid
it across her boy Maso’s hand. It would say
to him that she was coming back. She had told
him she would go for bread in the morning if he
were still.

She stopped to speak to the padrona (or land-
lady) as she went down, to tell her that she had
left them both alone, and would soon come back.
But the padrona was very cross. She turned her
back upon Theresa, and would have nothing to say
to her, but muttered something as she shrugged
her shoulders.

Theresa left, thinking it as well to be sparcd her
angry words. She knew, indeed, that she could
not depend upon her for help in the sick-room, for
the woman dreaded contagién, was afraid to go
near the sick man, and would have liked to have
driven them all out of the house, and for some
days had been threatening to do so.

The streets secmed dainp and coid, as Theresa
came down, and the high, blank stone walls along
the narrow lafies were wet with mold. No wonder
she hurried algjig to the more sunny sqiiares and
widcr streets.

She had learned how to make her way through
crowded passages, how to “ blot” herself against
tile wall to make room for a passing mulé or
donkey, for she had had some months’ cxperience
in Rome.

How different it liad all seemed when Luigi first
brought her thcic — proud and delightcd to show
her his bcautiful Rome !

For she ivas born far away, in a quiet Maine
village. It was strangc how Luigi had found his
way there, but he had come with some of his com-
patriots to one of the largor towns to find work as
a housc-painter, and in the summcr had strayed
into the country. He fell in love with and married
Theresa, because, as he always said, she bore his
mother’s Aiame — though his mother would spell it
without the “ h ” (Teresa). But Luigi had many
other reasons to give, even if Thcresa’s blue eyes
and golden hair had not bccn enough. Theresa
never thought it necessary to tell her reasons for
marrying Luigi. But when his summcr’s job was
clone, she wiliingly went with him to New York to
find more work.

Here they lived liappily enough many years.



alone

There was plenty of work for Luigi, and Thercsa
was glad in making his hoinc happ”

But Luigi took a scverc coid onc December, an
thc doctors said he could not bear
of spring He was himself very sure that Rome
11 L lum, and wa. gl.d »
hopcs of what his native air would do. Luigi
and Theresa took their little carnmgs and started
on their way to Rome. They -ent first to L.ve -
pool, where little Maso was taken ill, and the care
of him used up a large portion of thcir small
fortune. Tlicy dvifted on to London, and here
they found kind friends, and Luigi revived and

changes

~NThe°y remained there till his cough carne back,
and then they set out again and went foiward to

A*|liev arrived in the beautiful Octobcr weather,
and Luigi’'s health improvcd directlyand his spints
rose He wantcd Theresa to admire cverythmg—
even these narrow streets, with their picturesque
arches and door-ways, that now she found o
aloomy; and she, too, rejoiced m the sun, and
L blue sky, with sunsets like those ‘m'homc. But
Luigi found all his oid friends scattercd and gone

and as for relations, he had never had any to
leave, so there were none to find. And then there
seemed to be nothing he could do, and the cough
carne back, and their money was dwmdling away.
So thev had to leave the sunny apartrnent where
they had ventured to live at first, and be gratcful
at last for the little room up many stairs, daik-
ened by the high walls opposite, that shut out
even the sky. And this room their CI0SS fiadrona
grudged them. Happily, they had paid her m
advance, and they could stay some wceks longer,
but then what should they do ?

Little Maso had been so considérate and
thoughtful. He had not complamcd when their
fare had grown lIcss and less. The day before, shc
could give scarcely any thought b.m-could
not even remember when or what food he had
caten last, because for two days Luigi had been
at times dclirious, often in high fever, and she had
not darcd to leave his side a moment.

She would not havc called m a doctor, e\en
shc had had the money to pay him, for she knew
how to take care of Luigi-her nursmg was bettcr
than any doctor’s care.

But food he must havc when liis fever should
leave him, and Maso must havc his ljread, and
wherc could she find it? All her money was gone;
wherc should she go ? ro.-,,.

Shc had no knowlcdgc of the streets of Ronre
save what she had learned from Lmgi. Indeed,
the Epistle of Paul to thc Romans had been her
earliest association with the oid city, and one of

in

rome.

thc first qucstions she had asked Luigi, when they
arrived, related to the Apostle. Where was Pau
iraprisoned, and where was the.“ hired housc
in which he had lived two ycars ? L,

Luigi could not tell her much about it, but he
made some inquiries, and thcn took her to tho
small Church of Santa Maria, m Via Lata, san,
to be the actual house in which St. Paul lodgu
when in Rome. Theresa thought of this
subterranean church this morning. If this wen-
iudced the first oid, oid church that ever was .n
Rome, ought there not to be Chnstians nea'
who might help her in distress? She hadneie,
looked for American acquamtances m Rome, aivl
would not know wherc to find Amencans. Luigiv
intercourse had been with his own people. And,
indeed, even if she had known the fiame of some
American minister or clergyman, she might lime
been too proud to ask for bread. ,

But something of thc idea of the Chvistu.n
Church carne before her as she pondered — sonv. -
thing promptcd by the sight of thc walls bclow uc
grcat dome of St. Peter’s, in connection with .he
remembrancc of that low church sunk benc.nh
the pavement that might havc been the cnm i
of St Paul, She saw dimly a Christian Cluir. 1
that, after all, was ncither of these, but a spimu.d
church with the raajcsty of the one and the siin-
plicityof the other, and wide enough to wclcome
all the chiidren of God. She dtd not think cxaeHj
this, but she dreamecl ofhelp that ‘« f
some high source. As for human h”lp. she «d
but one hope. A few days before he had Ven
taken ill, Luigi had carned a little money by si u i,
as a model fot some young art.sts he liad met,
They wcre a friendly set, but Theresa had not mcii
them sincc they had last moved.

Gne of them had wantcd to have Maso si Of
him some time-hcr pretty Maso with h.s bUa
eyes and golden hair. Perhaps, if he would . J
hke Maso to go to him, she could venturo ta .isk
directly for some money to buy bread.

Maso was looking a little wan now, bm oft.
what a iiretty picture he made just as she left h-i.

Shc made herway then to thc Piazza d. Spa, n
with its magnificent staircase leadmg tothc C u
cf the Trinita dcl Monti, for here she
chance to meet some of thc artists lookuig fet>

Imle

ifwas a forlorn hope ; but twice, when she Vvd
becn here with Luigi. they had met with
young friends of his, and shc knew they Uvul

Alas slic was too early for thc artists. 1
was quite a crowd of people m the square,
some picturesque models were
stair-way of thc church. She turned back im



the fountain on the pLazza, where the beggars were
thronging. Such a handsome girl, with an ltalian
head-dress stood near them on the cérner.
Theresa looked at them all questioningly. Were

THE OOULU HOMIi.

they, too, starviug? Did these women Icave at
home little boys pining for food, and husbands
sick on their beds? They did not look so— they
did not look worn or unhappy- Many of them
‘'vere gayly laughing and talking. This was thcir
d.iily business, and they earneci more than enough
for their daily bread.

A new thought struck her. Site turned low.ard
the fountain in the square, with its sparkling waters.
About it often gathercd a group of beggars. Oid
Sandro had just left his place, not far from the
fouiUain. It was said, she remcmbcrcd, that San-
dro had heaped up a little fortune in the years he
had been bcgging, and that he paid quite a sum
fnr the privilegc of sitting therc.

Why could not she sit down in that cmpt)- place
that oid Sandro had left? Perhaps in a few min-
utes she might gct two or three CENESIMI, cnough
to l)uy the bit of bread tliat Maso was starviug for
— and therc was the bread! She was jostlcd just
now by a brown Italian boy, with a tray of rolls
«pon his head, crying, P3G, pane!” He h.nd
seated himself now on the steps, at a little distance,
‘vith the tray upon his knces. ISut she shrank from
3ppcaring like an American bcgging, and tried to
wind her cloak about her, that she might look

more foreign. She had a talcnt thatway. Once, at
home, long ago, she had dressed herself as abeg-
gar, for a jokc, and, going to her married sister’s
door, had beggecl for a crust of bread. Her sis-

(SEE NISXT T'AOIv.

tcr herself had come to the dooi', and, not recog-
nizing her, had given her a loaf of such nice
bread ! The remembrance of this came to her now
like a flash, as she pulled her cloak over her
shoulders. If her sister should seo her now!— but
she had no time to think; she must hurry, before
oid Sandro should be back. She hastily moved
toward the place, when a voice stayed her— the
voice of a lady, talking English to a young man.
She saw them look, as she turned suddenly, and
stopped, as if caught in a guilty act. “ English !
an American lady talking English !” Theresa said
to herself. The lady saw Tlieresa start, and saw
her worn and anxious face, as she stopped before
her suddenly.

““What can 1 do for you ?” sho asked, after a
moment. “ You know me, perhaps?”

“ Oh, no,” said Theresa. “ | was startlcd when
| heard some onc speaking English. It is so long
since | have heard any English words. | talk it
indeed, with my little boy, but it is long since 1
have heard it in the Street.”

“And lam an American, too, as you are,” said
the lady, ‘*and | was talking English with MY boy,
though he is a grown-up one.”

The young man seemed eager to go on, as if



annoyed that his mother should be talking m this
crowded place ivith a woman in such a shabby
waterproof. But his mother was not to be hurned
away There was something in Thercsa’s face that
attracted her. Shc felt that there must be some
deep misery hidden beneath its sad expression.

“ What can | do for you? WiH younotletme
send one of those oranges to your little American
boy?” she asked suddenly, as an orange-peddler
iostled against thc party still blockmg the way.

Thcresa’s face lightcd up, and she could not help
involuntarily glancing toward the bread-vender
sitting on thc steps chatting with his friends, still
J'ith his iray of rolls on hisknce.
saw the glance.

“ Heve, Frank, take my work, shc said, as slic
drew some knitting out of a ljasket-bag she hdd ;
“ 1 am going to send a lunch to the little Amciicau
bov ” In a few minutes shc had filled thc bagwith
rolls and oranges, and handed it to Theresa, who
was standing watching her quick motions with
distended eycs. As Theresa took the basket, shc
scarcely seemed to see from whom shc reccived it.
“ It is a little breakfast for your boy, from your
American friend,” said thc lady, rousinghci.

Theresa took thc basket mechanically, but ber
cves were wandering. She seemed suddenly to
become conscious of the sky — of the sunliglit
sparkling in thc glitteving w'atcrs of the fouiuain
Then she looked absently into the face of her kmd
friend and cxclaimed: “ Indeed, thc Church of
Christis in Romo ! Thank you, dcar lady.
hoping for help, but almost in vain.
saved my boy from starving 1”

She then hurried away as though every moment
were prccious. The streets had never seemed to
her so crowded before. How everybody pushed
against her — the chiidren. the scveaming men and
boys with their warcs, and the beggars crowdmg
one on another. She clutched the basket with a
fevevish gvasp, lost slie should lose any of its
precious contents. At last shc reached the house,
and hastened up thc stairs, so bvcathless that shc
had to sit a few mnmecnts on the top step to rccover
herself and so absorbed in thought that she did
not hear thc voices of licr new friend and thc

talking below. When a little recovercd,
slic opened tho door quietly.

There was Maso, wide aivake, and his lace
beamcd with delight as she liftcd up the basket
in silcnt answer to his silcnt question. For both
of them kiiew- thc>- must be quiet, so as not to
rousc Luigi. T ' 1

As Theresa drew near to thc bed, Luigi hall
oiicned his eycs, and smiled to see her hy his sidc,
and then turned over to go to slcep agam. He
knew her— he was better 1

Her new friend

I was
You have

“ Yes, Maso,” she said in low tones to the boy,
“ bread’for you, and oranges for Papa’'s parched
mouth when he wakecs.”

“ lwill be very careful,” said Maso, as he eagerly
took the oranges and the rolls from the basket,
coimting them onc by one. '« Yon shall have your
sharc, Mamma; and oh 1 we can make them last
such a long time.”

The door was partly open, and fora few moments
Theresa did not see that thc kind lady was stand-
ing there.

“*Will you lot me come in?” shc asked at last.
in a soft tone, that she might not wake the sleepci-.
‘1 have sent my boy to bring you something more
substantial for your breakfast. We followed you,
but you carne so fast that we could hardly trace
vou. You were so palé, too, as you stood there.
that 1 thought you were rcady to faint, and | have
told Frank to bring also a tlask of wine.”

It was necded u'hen it camc. The excitement of
jov for poor Theresa was hard to bear, after all her
struggle with herself, and slic necded the bread as
well as Maso. Herkind friend know how to admiii-
istcr the food she brought. Theresa’s little story
was told plainly enough by the haré room in which
shc was found, and by thc sick man at her side,
and her own appcarance showed how long shc liad
hci-self been deprived of food. The kind lady did
all she could for her tlicii. Later in the day, she
carne with a proposition that seemed at first to
come too suddenly to Theresa.

She would like lo take little Maso directly to me
Home — thc Gould Memorial Home. W hat this was
— wliat it meant — Theresa did not know, and how
could she partivith Maso ? Buther new friend tod
allherplan: that, as soon as possible, Liiigi should
be moved away out into thc fresh air,— to Albano,
to Frascati— somewherc where there mightbe hope
of his recovery,-and meanwhile Maso should be
taken to the Home.

“ And it is a homc— a real home,” snc went on.
turning to Maso. “ Mrs. Gould planned it for a
liome, full of little broliicrs and sisters, happy " in
their play and lessons, wlim sit down to dinner
almost before they are hungry, and sleep m clcan,
4uft beds at night.”

Little Maso’s eycs bcamcd as he listencd.

“Yes,” thcir new friend continued, “ the clu-
dren havc thcir soup every day, and rice, or niac
caroni, or beans. Mostof them grow fat and rosy
because they havc enough to eat. The\ ca
lessons every day, and the oidor ones are taug
to print. And they have the love without whicn
chiidren can not be good and happy.”

“ Oh, take my boy in 17 cried Theresa. un.
take him to this Home, and then | shall be re
work— shall Iré strongcr to do it when 1 know th



he, at least, is not starving! Ah, it would brcak
my poor inothcr’s heart if she knew what we have
suffered! But he has been so patient! And who
is Mrs. Gould? May | see her? May 1 thank
her? Ah ! how could she know that thei'e are little
children whom their mothers iNOuld care for, if
they could, but that they, too, have no home?”

“ Alas !” said her kind friend, “ our dear Mrs.
Gould is no longer living, save as she lives in this
kind work of hers. She had resided fov many years
in Rome, and seeing how much helpless povcrty
iherc was, and how the poor children suffered, her
lieart was moved for them.”

« And could 1learn to print?” exclaimed Maso,
who had followed every word with cagerness.
< Oh! let me go there now, if Mamma can come to
sce me! .l want to lcarn to help her. | >vantlo
be made fightsmart"

“ Ah, it is American y'ou lalk with y'our little
bo)',” said the lady, as she turned to Theresa,
who was srailing at Maso’s words. “ But | knew
you to be an American before you spoke.”

“Yes, he is a Yankce boy,” said Theresa,
“We cali him Tommy at horac; but his father
always called him Maso, and it has secmed moi'c
natural hcrc.  And | don’t know why, but some-
tlhng in y'our voicc made rnc knois' you to be an
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American, and that was why | slirank at the
thought Uf an American seeing me bcgging.”

Theresa had told already the wholc story of that
day.

“You looked so palc and sad,” said the lady,
“ 1 could not help following you.”

“ Ah, indeed ! | must have been a beggar with
mv looks,” said Theresa, with tears in her eyes.
“ But you will help me find work, will you not?
I might have found work, perhaps, but i could not
speak the hmguage; and | was so anxious for
Luigi that | was scarccly fit to undertake anything,
But I can work — you will Ici me ? And ifitis a
home for Maso, it must be best for him. Food
for my boy! Ah!! 1 have often had to put him to
bed to make him forget his himger. Yes, food
and a good home fnr my poor, starving boy !”

This little boy, born in New York, the son of
an American mother, rescued from star\'ation,
was indeed taken to the Gould Home, whcrc he is
being taught to be, as he asked, “ right smart.”

Mrs. Gould little thought, ivhcn she planned
a home for “ foreign” waifs, that she would be
able to givc Chiistian help to the poor American
mother who found hci-self dcstitute in the Eternal
City, under the shadow of St. Pctcr’s.
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-WHOOP-EEI'-HOW |

By An

YFARS ago, when liidians and licars tvere plen-
tifii! in California and white men were not, on
my way to San Francisco 1 was ndmg through
what werc known as the tule marshes, bordermg
Ilhc San Joaquin River near its mouth. Those
were davs before railroads, steam-boats, or even
ordinarv sailing vcssels, when journeys of four
0- five hundred miles wci-e made on horscback
— swimming streams when you carne t-, them,
or “ canoeing” them when they werc very widc.
and leading your Imrse from the stern of the
“ dtig-out.” ,

I was to cross the San Joaquin m th.s lattei
fashion, and was approaching the iToint fiom
which travelers shouted to the Ind.an fc.Tyman
on the opposite shore, and called liim over m his
cranky craft. - X

Thé sun uf a briiliant sumraer’s day was sctting
behind me, and his dar.zling rays, already ncary

FRIGHTENED THE BEARS,

O1d Californian.

level witlv tire tops of the bushes that spvang
up by the horse-path, lit up the tall, sturOy
trunks of tim forest trees tliat stvetched far to iiiy
vight. 1 was about breaking the silencc of tic
vast solitudes by shouting with all my tunti",
“ Whoop-ee !'” which was the ferry-call, and hao
just turned my horse’s head toward the riven
tenk, ivhen two i”ears, «hiclr had come dovn
from the woods for thcir evening dnnk, and Ila®
been concealcd from my view by the ben< «
the road and the tall bushes, suddenly appc.irea
not tivemy ,taces in front,
in the middlc of the road. Now, horees

bears about as much as do little children vdi"
have heard nurses’ blorics of them; so, no so.ne
had the beast on which | was ridmg caught «
glimpse of the great, shaggy mtruders, tha

lave a snort of surprise, and wh.v ed so sudd

k his tracks that | went oi'ev his sidc, saving

scratchmg for r/ots



myself from a tumble only by clutching the high
pommel of my California saddle and holding
on for dear life. Back up the road scampcred
my flying steed, while 1 clung like a Camanche
to his flanks. Kighting myself in the saddle,
however, | brought the heavy Spanish bit to bear,
and soon reincd in the frightened animal. | had
imich difficulty in making him face about, but the
great, jingling spurs which we wore in those days
merc very pcrsuasive, and, though with fear and
trembling, the poor horse, puffing like a locumo-
live, began to retrace his stops.

IVe had gone hack oitly a few yards when wc
saw the bears again, and, despite my own and the
horsc’s nervousness, J burst out laughing at their
eomieal appearance. They had been as much
iVightened, probably, as we, but seeing our cow
«irdly flight, had taken courago and trotted up the
load after us, until they carne into the full glare
of the sun ; and therc they both stood, motionlcss,
on thcir hind legs, sido b)' sido, each shading his
eyes with his right paw and ap]jarcntly transfixcd
with wonder and annizement. Horses they were
familiar with, because the plains of the Sanjoaquin
"crc covered with roving hands of wild horses;

Qiff- -hdX'pixxi

Indians they had occasionally seen and put to
flight; but what that white-faced object, with the
blue shirt and colored handkerchief around his
neck, was, must have been to them, just then,
the one absorbing inquiry of the bear intellect,
for they were ccrtainly taking tlieir first look at
a white man. The left paw of each hung by
his side, limp and nervclcss; and, under ihe
paw which deftly and with a most ludicrous effcct
shadcd the visién, the little, wide-open, piggish
eyes were, in thcir puzzled expression, irresistibly
comical.

I had no gun witli rae, and 1 don’t think 1 should
have used it if | had had onc; but 1 bethought me
of the ferry-call, and yclied, “ Whoop-ee !” at the
top of my lungs. That brokc the spell and inter-
rupted thcir gaze at the same moment, and two
more frightened bcavs never got down from their
hind legs and took to the woods.

The ludian ferry-man across the river gave me
the answering shout, “ Hy-yar!” and | shouted
“ Whoop-ee ! ” again. | heard the bushes clash
and snap and brcak, as those two utterly aston-
ishcd bears burst madly through them in their
flight. 1 did not cali thcm back.



WORK AND PLAY FOR YOUNG FOLK.

V.

A PAPER BOAT.

By Dr Cost Smith.

ONM OF THR AOVANTAGRS OF A I'AFiR IH)aT.

UURING mylast summer’s vacation among the
lakes of Central New York, | resolved lo make,
if possible, a paper boat wliich should lie easy to
row or paddlc, light enough to be carned short dis-
tances with comparativo ease, and, at the same
time, safe and even durable if managed with
reasonablc care.

A short dcscription of this boat, and tbc manner
in which it was made, may bo interesting.

Itwas to be twelve feet long. The first thmg
was to make a frame-work (Fig. 1— page 465),
which to stietch the paper. A board about a foot
wide, an inch thick, and eleven feet six inchcs m
length, was taken as a sort of kcel, or backbone,

and was cuttapering, for,about a third of its Icngl».
toward eacit end, and ljcveled on the undcr edj,
(A, Fig. 2). The cross-boavds (B, B, I'ig. 2) u
next sawcd from a pinc plank one inch m thick-

ness. These n-erc shaped, as sliown ljy Ng
tinrtecn iiiches wide by twenty-six long,
away in the centcr to avoid useless wcight. 1nt.

wcre fastened cross-wisc to the bottom-board, as
sbown in Figs, i and 2, with long, stout scvc«s,
as to divide thc kecl into three neaily equa! p.u”™
Thcn the stem and stern pieces (C, C, Fig-2) "
added. Thcsc were of green elm, scrcwed to
bottom-board, and bent, as shown 11 ‘S' !
mcans of a string or wire. fastened to a iiail d



into the liottom. 1 used elm because 1 found it
tougher, and less apt to be broken in bending than
any other wood at hand, and pieferred the green
wood because, on drwng, Lt would retain, to a
considerable extent, thc shape into which 1t had
been bent.  For gunwalcs (a, a, Fig. 3), | pro-
ciired, at a carrla?e factory, somelll%ht strips of
asii, about twelve feetin length, aninch and a lialf
wide, and three-eightlis of an inch thick. They
were nailed to the cross-boards and fastened to the
end-pieces (C, C) in notches, by several wraﬂpmgs
ofannealed jron wire (as shown In Fig. 3), although
copper would havc been better, because less apt to
rust when exposcd to dampness. For fastening
the gunwales to the cross-boards, | used nails
instead of screws, because they are
not so apt to loosen and come out.
The ribs, which consistcd of long,
flender switclies of osier willow, wcrc
next P_ut in, but, before doing this,
iwo stiips ofwood (i, b, Fig. 3) sim-
ilar to the gunwalcs were bent and
placed as in Fig. 3. They were only
used temporariiy as a quide in f)ut-
ling in the ribs, and were not last- \
ciied, the elasticity of thc wood Iscing
sufficient to cause them to retain their
l'osition. The osiers averaged a little
more than half an inch in thickness
at the Iar%cr end, and were cut,
stripped of Teaves and bark, and put
in place while quite green and fresh.
They were attached to the bottom-
Ixiard by means of shingle-nails
tiriven through holes which had been
previously made in them with an awl,
then bent down until they touched
the strips of ash (v, b, FI%. 3), and
finally cut off even with the top of
the gunwales, and notched at the end
tii receive them (1, Fig. 4). Betwecn thc cross-
boards, the i'ibs wcre placed at intei-vals of two
or three inchcs, while in other parts they wcre
as much as five or six inchcs apart. The ”HS
having all been fastened in place, as described,
the loosc strlﬁs of ash (v, b, Fig. 3) were with-
drawn,_and_the frame-work appeared somcwliat
as in Fig. i. In order to make all firm, and to
prtvent the ribs from chan%mg position, as they
tere very apt to do, | bougnt some split caite, or
lattan, such as is used for making chaii-loottoms,
mi afier soaking it in water for a short time, to
rendor it soft and jjliablc, wound it tightly around
t e gunwalcs and ribs where they joincd, and also
mtcnvove it among the ribs in other places, wind-
{nfg It about tlicm ‘here and there, and forming an
‘fegiilar net-work over the wholc frame. Osiers
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are probably as %ood as anything for the ribs, but
no oubttmgs of some other trees, such as hazel,
or perhaps birch, might answer very well. For
the ribs near the middlc of the boat, twigs five or
six_fect long were rcquired, and it belnﬂ] rather
difiicult to get thesc of sufficient thickness through-
out, I used, in several cases, two twigs for one rib,
fastening the butts side by side on the bottom-
board, and the sm.aller ends to the gunwales, as
before described. In, d|7|ng, the raftan became
very tiglit, and thc twigs hard and stiff.

The frame-work ivas now complete, and ready
to be c<ivered. For this purpose | bought about
eighteen ?{ards of very strong wrapping-paper. It
was of a light crcam color, smooth on the surfacc,

FIG. 3

and very tougli, but ncither stiff fior very thick;
and, being made in long rolls, it could be obtained
ofalmost any length dcsired, Itwas only about a
yard ulde, so that it rccluii-cd two breadths to
reach around the frame in the widcst part. | cut
enough off the roll to cover the frame, and soakcd
it for a fc'v minutes in water, i then turned thc
frame upside down and fastened thc edges of thc
two strips of paper to it, by lapping them carefully
oni the undcr sidc of thc bottom-board and tacking
them to it, so that thc paper hung down Iooselg on
all sides. Ttwas then trimmed, lapped, and doubled
over as smoothly as possible at thc cnds of the
f)-ame. and hckl in jslacc by means of small clamps.

Ion? the edges it was drawn tight, trimmed, and
doubled down over thc gunwale, wherc it n'as firmly
held by slipping the strips of ash (b, b) just inside



of the gunwales into notches which had been cut

at the ends of the cross-boards. The shnnkage

caused Iw the drying would stretch the papcr, thus

fastened, tightly ovcr the fraine-work. As soon as

thoroughly dry, it was varmshed, inside and out,

with asphaltum varnish thinncd with tuvpcjine,

and as soon as that had soaked in, a second coa.

of the same vavnish was applicd, but wiJ less tur-

pentinc; and, finally, the iaps or jomts of the papei

were covered with pieces of mushn stuck on with

the unthinned varnish. The loose stnps of ash
were now removed, and another la>cr o

Uper was put on, ancl fastened along the edge J

the boat by rcplacing the strips as before. When

the papcr was dry, the Laps were covered with mus-

lin as had bcen done with the firstcovoring and the

whole outside of the boat was varmshed several

times, until it presented

a smooth, shining sur-

face. | then took somc

of the split rattan, and,

after wctting it, wound

it firmly around both

gunwale and inside strip,

passing it through small

holes punched in the

paper just below the

gunwale, until the inside

and outside strips were

bound together into onc

strong gunwale. Apiece

of dil-cloth was then put

into the boat, bctween

the cross-boards, and

tacked to the bottom-

board. This was intend-

ed to protect the bottom

of the boat, for which
purpose it answered vcry
well.

In this way a canoe
was constvucted which
seemcd, at first, a suc-
ccss; being light, per-
fectly water-tight, and
much steaclicr in the
water than | had antici- e 1 .
pated; but in a few days | “vas disappointed at
finding that it was bccommg leaky, the mush
having loosened at some of the jomts. After scv-
eral unsuccessful attempts to stop léate jp-
arately, 1 covered the whole boat with unbkacte
muslin, sewcd at the ends and tackj Jong the
eunwales, Itwas then tightened by shrmkmg. and
finally received tbree coats of a mixture of vj-
nish and paint. This stopped the leak.ng cntirely,
and added but little to eiihcr tlie weight or cost.

Although, since receiving this last coating, it is
not, strictly speaking, a “ paper boat,” 1 continué
to cali it so, because there is still twice as much
paper as cloth in its composition®

A double-bladed paddlc (D, Fig. 5) was at Jst
used to propel it, and answered the purpoj, but
was found to be awkward, the lioat bemg rjher too
wide. It was afterward riggecl with wooden, and
finally with iron, rowlocte (B, B, B, Fig. 5) an
liMit oars. | also put in several extra thwarts or
cross-sticks, fore and aft, and made a movable
seat {A, Fig. 5)- With these improveinents it is so
satisfaciory that | have since made no changcs.

The lake on whicli, as before stated, my summer
was passed, is one of the largest in tlie eastem
portion of the group. Most of them are J-
uated within short distanccs of each other. About

FIO. §.

three miles and a half (m astrajk line) eJ of
our lake is a smaller onc, surrounded bylngli li L&
It is a very picturcsquc shcet of water, abouncUni
in fish, water-fowl, immense frogs,

able mosquitocs. Having seen this n
distance, and not knowing much about it, ejep
byhearsay, I thought I would tramp across

with my canoe and explore it for myself; btii a.
should have to can-y blaiikets and prov.jnsJ
sides my boat, and travcl, by the shortest road,



least five miles, over a very hilly country, I liesi-
tated for some time about attempting it. At last,
however, one beautiful morning in the early part
of Septemlser, | started, having got together my
Isaggage the night before. The boat was launched,
and my *“ traps” were stowed carefully away in
convenicnt places in the i)ow and stern. My out-
fit consisted of two India-rul)l3cr blankets, a large
ariny blanket, a doublc-barreled gun, ammuiiition
sufficient for twenty shots, cotton, arsenic, knife
and scissors (for removing and prcscrving theskins
Uf birds, in case | shouid slioot any), provisions
for two or three days, cup, sketch-book, soap,
towel, and other necessary articles. For carrying
the boat, | also took a sort of yoke (C, Fig. 5),
wliich brings all the weiglit upon the shoulders,
and in that way lightens the labor. Betiveen me
and the shortest “ portage” lay some four and
a half miles of water. This was perfectly plain
sailing, or rather rowing, but, as | had been over
the same route several times l)efore, it was not
very interesting. After landing, tying the hu-ger
articles, such as blankets and oars, mside the
canoe, and putting the smaller ones into the
pockots of my shooting-coat, I took a short rest,
then shouldercd my boat, and started on the road.
It was shortly after noon; the mercuiy ranged
among the nineties, and the first half of the way
«as all uphill. By the time | had gone two miles,
| began to think that | had undcrtaken a rather
difficult and uncomfortable task; but, encouraged
by the constant assurancc of the boys and farm-
crs along the road that it was “jcst on ahead,”
| persevered. Passing through one or two small
luimlets, | arrived, about sunset, at the foot of the
little lakc, which lay quietly sleeping, without a
ripplc Oll its surface, suirounded l)y high hills,
«liich seemed like immense giants silently watching
over its slumbers. The twilight decpened, and by
the timo | had arrangcd my things, and launched
niy boat (for I liad decided to camp aljout half a
niile fiom the foot of the lake), the moon was
foining brightly. It was a beautiful night. The
sky was perfectly free from clouds, and the air
clear and delightfiilly cool after the broiling heat
of the day that had just passed. As | rowed
«iloiig, slowly, in order to avoid striking against
stiimps and snags, the intense silence was brokcn,
at intervals, by the deep bcllowing of some yellow-
throated frog among the rccds, or by the shrill
chirping of the crickets in the fields beyond. At
hmes, a pcrch or pickerel, basking in the moon-
'gbt, ncar the surface of the water, alarmed by

boat’s approach, would tum suddenly down-
'vaid, causing a sliglit ripplo to break under the
«ery bows; or farther ahead, the track of a
swimniiiTg mink or muskrat would be marked by

a flickering Une of silver light. A strange, fasci-
nating weirdness seemed to enhancc the beauty of
the scene.

Coming to a good camping-place, the canoe was
unloaded, liftcd from the water, turned over, and
propped up on one side with the oars; then, sprcad-
ing my blankets imderncath, 1 turned in and slcpt
till morning. | awoke and brcakfasted early, iii-
tending to row to the other sidc of the lake, but,
in turning over the boat, one of the rowlocks
(which were then of wood) was broken. Having
no means of successfully repairing the injury, this
was at first rather discouraging; but, launching the
canoe, | paddled about half a milo to a small
village on the east shore, where, after a short
search, | found a carpcnter, who very kindly lent
me the necessary tools, and even allowed me to
take them away to the shore. | have frequently
noticed, in wandering aliout in this way, the kind-
nessof the people in the country districts. | wore
an old sti-aw hat, a dirty brown shooting-coat, a
pair of disreputable-looking blue pants with an
immense tear in onc knce, and shoes which had
quite forgotten the sensation of being blacked.
But in spite of this costume, which «-as too un-
couth for anybody exccpt, perhaps, a very iinam-
bitious tramp, and although a perfect stranger,
wherever | ivent every onc received me «'ith the
same kindness. After mending the rowlock, |
returned tlie toois, shovcd off, and rowed to the
head of the lake (which is about five miles in
length), fishing with a spoon-hook as | went, and
catching a fair string of pcrch and pickerel. By
this time a strong wind was blowing from the foot
of the lakc, and the waves were rolling so high as

to make rowing difficult. | therefore landed and
waited, knowing that in an hour or so it would
Isecome calmer. | built a tire, and when it had

burnt low, dressed two of the smaller fish, rolled
them in largo green leavcs, and, laying them
among the hot coals, covered them ovei'. Fish
cooked in this way are excellent, if they are first
split open to the backbone from beneath, and
well salted and buttered mside. But, unfortii-
nately, | had no sait. Afier dinner, | sat down
under a tree on the sliore, and amused mysclf,
until the wind slackencd, by watching the gulls fly-
ing about over the «-ater, and noting the methods
of a solitary kingfisher, which sat fishing on an old
tree-trunk near by.

| returned to the foot of the lake, and ate sup-
per, which consisted of a pickerel with salt (for |
liad begged some at a farm-housc since my last
mcal), and some roast corn, bcsides what 1 had
brought from home. | slept under the boat as
before, but not very comfortably; for during the
first pa)'t of the night the mosquitoes were very



numcrous and persevermg, and toward

when they disappeaved, it became so rauch cooler
that | had some difficulty in keeping warm. Just
before daylight, as | lay about half asleep, | was
aroused suddenly by thc uhisthng of

3 flock of ducks, which, judging from the sound,
must have passed directly over the spot where |
was lying. 1 kicked otT tlic blankets, graspcd m>
gun, and crawled out into the frosty air; but,

S5TAKTINO ON

although | straincd my eycs in all directions, 1
could sec nothing on account of the darkness.

waited a few minutes with thc hope that more
might follow, but al last gave it up, roHed myseh
in the blankets, aud went to sleep- When | again
awoke it was broad dayliglu, but, owmg to thc
cloudlness of thc sky, thc sun Imd not made
its appearancc. Two woodchucks wcre fecdmg
Ol1 a hill-side some two hundred yards away, rising
on their hind feet at times to reconnoitcr ; a song-
sparrow, in spite of the dreariness of the weather,
was singing chccrfully in a thicket ncar by,
while out on thc lake ducks and other aciuatic
birds could be seen, fcedmg a few minutes m
one place, then changing to another, with short.
restless flights. They seemed so wild that 1 made
no attcmpt to shoot them, although | bagged a
grebe which incautiously allowed me an excdlent

chagce forg shot.
JT@mthc tw fall nf tcmpev.iture,

of ,my ostackv of plo-
visions, 1 cietcrinmcu .u gv

v P i tove'mc c
no difficulty in finding some one {0 d?lve me over,
boat and all, for a very reasonablc pnce.

The
hoi-se was soon liitchcd to a light dcmocrat™
wagoén, and drivcn to the lake, where my  traps

had becn previously arranged. W hilc ciigaged in
loading, an oid fanner who carne along stopped

aud examincd the boat carefully, and then, turn-
ine with a most comical expression of amazemcnt
on his face, exclaimed:

“Wall, I swan, if it amt
made o' paper !”

The nine miles that lay between
US and home were soon traversed, and | got back,

after my two days and nights of “ roughing .t,
coinparatively good order.

The time selected for my cvuise was not a very
good one; my bed was not so comfortablc, for

m

CRUISC IN A PATEN BOAT.

medis so good, as they would havc bcen at honn.
wherc | miglu have staid, rcading a book, swmgiii.u
in thc hammock, or doing nothing. But notwit i-
standing all this, 1 enjoycd the tnp, although !
suppose most boys would be unable to understand
how anv sane pcvson could have taken tt iinle.s
constraincd by the most dire necessity. Althougti
1 saw notbing extraordinary, tlie fish, birds, p aii r
and animals wcrc all interesting to me; while die
new scenevy and thc novelty of the ent.rc s.tuation
were very plcasing fiir a cliangc.

During tho three monlhs that 1 have used my
boat, 1 llave often landed it, througli heavy breakcts,
Oll a very stony shore, besides runmng it agamst
a fair iiumbcr of submerged snags and stones,
sometimes with considerable fovcc, but,
its lightncss and toughncss, it never received tlie
slightest injury. 1 have been out
hclL'y seas, and havc found it much castcr to man
age at such times tlinn a heavier boat,
p.tolel .0 hish wa.=, jto »
occasionaiiy, umuaD N Ta- 1,.
bgats with 'loW sides &prerdencs s difficulty. -
thc sidcs of my canoc are only twelve or h
inches high at the lowcst part, | dont thm ~
surpiising that a little water should gct ove
hcavy sea. When not in use, 1 L
boat oiit-of-doors, tuming it bottom up, an |



ting a block of wood, or some other object, under
cach end, to keep it off the ground.

The approximate cost of the materials used in
the construction of the canoe was as follos\s:

Varnish, 5 qts

'8 yds
Cloth, 8 ya/s

Boitom*board
Gunwales..
Cross*boawi!?

..a0

Split rattan
Nails, .scrcws, wire, etc

The paddie that | used at first cost little or
nothing, but the oars and iron rowlocks were made
to order for four doilars.

Since the foregoing article was written, 1 have
had a second season’s experiencc with this curious
boat, and bclieve more firmly than ever in its con-
venience and practicability. It has provcd strong

B UTT
By Mary N,

“ Button, button, who has the button ?” asked
a glovc that had been dropped on the toilct-table,

“1Vc gotit,” answered Jimmy’sjacket. “ Uve
several huttons, in fact.”

“ No,” put in thecloset-door, “ 1 have it myself;
the ciii-penter gave it to me."

“1 had a dozen or so,”
r.ither down at the hcel.

And | have a hundred or more,” yawned the
jsy-chair, “ but they don’t button anything; they
clon't belong tn the working class.”

Here’'s a bachelor’s button,” remarked a vase
of tlowers on the biireau.

There’s a button-wood tree in the garden ”

said a boot. looking

”»

you all grew

S e
"“1 know better than that,” poutcd the closet-
wl'L earth,
ere afl the precious metais are found. It's a

Pwr relation of theirs.”

and durable; and has been used for fishing, shoot-
ing, and ordinal)- boating, being equally scrvice-
able in either case. Perhaps the best evidence in
its favor is the fact that thcre are at present, in the
yillagc where it was made, somc eight or ten boats,
in most respects like the one dcscribecl, all of
which, with the exception of one or two which
were carelessly constructed, have been cntirely
satisfactory, and no accidents have happencd.
riie builders were all boys, most of them quite
young. and some of the best boats were made by
the younger boys. The most popukir model seems
to be a shailow, sharp-pointcd canoe, propelled
with a double-bladed paddie ; the principal objec-
tion already mciitioned— that of shipping water
in a heavy sea— being effcctually obviated by a
light decking forc and aft.

Like all light boats they must, of course, be
carefully managed ; but I considcr them quite
as safe as a lound-bottomcd, wooden boat of the
same size.

O N S .

Prescott.

“ And we,” added a pair of ivorv sleeve-buttons,
“ we grew in the iand of the white elcphant. We
were carved from the tusks of the leader, who
tlireaded the junglas and swam the rivers at the
head of his troops.”

My buttons,” said tho glove, “ were nearly re-
lated to the gem which Cleopatra dissolved for
Antony. They were mother-of-pearl, grown in
the Shell of the pearl oyster, for which divcrs risk
their lives.”

“ That's something of a fish story,” thought
Jiinmy’s jacket. “ My buttons are only glass; but
glass is sometimes made of sand, and who knows
but their atoms may have been swept down to the
sea-shorc from * farthest India? ’”

“ And 1,” whispered the bachclor’s button, “ 1
sprang from a tiny sced, with all mysplendorof
blue and purple wings, like the Afrite from the jar
which the fishcrman found on the beach. Itisa
miracle hovi' | was p.ackcd away there !”



JACK -

T his, of a tn.th, | always note.

And shape my course ihereby.

Tliat Naiure has never on overcoat

I'o keep Uer furto'vs dry.

3nd how shooltl the hills he cln.hed with graiti
m The vales wilh dowcrs be crowiied
Biit for the Chain of tho silver rain

mrhut draws thero out of the ground

..There 's time for the night os well as the morn,

For the dark os the shtning sky
The grain of ihe ccm and the fiower unborn
Have Tighss as well as |

moths and falling water-

the glcam of " ateri.

too, that

the same way, an
UJP»TM' iered Xnti'cs fo,.b.

philisophevb?

JACK’'S LITTLE PAPABLE.

e -p u 1 pict
even know thathe was a pvisoncr, and that all the
fu [T
"iri* U 58S, o, af n.j«,

vn kM w think WC children are somcwhat like
ihat httic Lnary-bird W e all reason from onr
'now ifanv onc of my youngsters knovra exacdy
whatT mean! or even ~guesscs at it, let h.m nse
and

explain

THAT CLOUDY SATURDAY!
’d I/

SSSil?l|E »

e Satnrdav

focm Tws

thi-oughout more

in the ycar.

».AK JACXIn VoiMold™y,
,aid that there is only

the day. 1 bate wiachcd the
H» rndit irncts™'® !..+¢pg Jgh dig n..!

,.-eb. 6, 1883~ ~

.ht.tc at all
S i s t & A firine tird Sal oo
Your fficnd,
ARUNOTOK, N. Y., Feb. 7. 'fl-
pg,sR InCkl iif~"erb t-
“I's

tw skatingh.r thatday had to be glven np, w= deoided to
the ncsi wsck.

wiiho.ii onc ray oF sunlight.

-'~M'gat!; X jit tt'iearonw hichthesundoos.

A GIRL WHO NEVER SAW A SNOW-BALLI

BEFORE we say goocl-byc tO this Saturday 5u|>-

inXtirhe~i:8SS on~ 1P X IlcrrifhrrU rn|bnckuv.;I

THE DEACON’'S LETTER.

| BONT kowwhy, J*
not ciuitc natural
t s

~
mmr
ST -riicvc secnicd

SvsS';oi” “ tk



usual in his dignifted air, It was n’t exactly bom-
baslic; and yet— well, I may have imagincd it all.
Or, maybe, the letter,— ah, yes! | actually came
near forgetting it — perhaps the letter will explain.
Here itis:

Philadelphi.a, Jan. 30, 1883.
short time a”o we came across an ex-
planmion of the word bombast, and seeine your quescion in the
st. Nichows, | thought | wouid write and tell yon what | know
about It. The oid nieanlng of the verb bombast was to inflate, and
lite noun meant coiton used to stuif out clothes,

An oid writcr, jn abook about plants, calis the coiton plant the
bombast tree; and another queer oid book, called “ Anatomic of
Abuse.s/' tells of doiibleis * slufléd with four, or five, or six pounds
ofbombasi, at least,”

Dear Deacon Creen : A

It gradually became appUed toa certain kind of writing,
and an ofd linglislx writcr says:

" The sijunds are fine and smooth, the sense Is full and
strong—
Xot bem Caskti with words, voin

ilut such as may conteni the pcrfect man

ticklish ears to fccd,
to read."”

dearDcacon Oreen, wc all Ukc you so much, and
have made a greatmany speciilnilons as to whatyou look
Hke! imagine vnti ar® jn«ia little Ukc what Pnnce H:d
alled Palscaff,— “A sweet creatureof bombasi,"— bulnot
ii ihc present meaning oftheword. Oh,no! My brather
Ved says he likes to think ofyou as being fat and jolly,

lut, whether ihtck or thin, 1 hope you will long con-
tinué 10 tvritc for the St, Nichol-\s.
I am your iaithful rcader,

Xow,

Gi_\ncke M cC.

THE WASPAS GYMNASTICS.
Wtnli.i> ever you think,
~'O1l dear litde chicks,
In wliat wfty a wasp
To ihe window srieles?

I 1l tell you just how:
1 watched him myself,
And sat still, closc I>y.
On the window-sheli.

He open.s his mouih,
And, what do you chink?

He pues out hib longue,
And, quick as a wink.

He lifts up his Icg
And gives jt ii /AXY/
And dcars,
To the window stick)

he can

L. E. r>.

This may be coiTCCt cnough as poetry—
viiur Jack does n’'t prctcnd to be ajudgc
en that point— but, when itcomes to/acts,
he has the birds and the Dcacon and the
I-itflc School-ma’am to back him tvhcn he
3«ys that wasps generally hokl on to glass
as flies do— that is, by the aid of the little
aisks with ivhicli thcir fcet are supplicd.
Surac say that thcsc disks act as suckcrs;
others, that they secrete a sticky fluid ; —
huh in either case, it is to these disks
that wasps and flics oi\e thcir power of climliing
'viilulow-pancsandwalkingon the ceiingwithliacte
aowinvard. The Deacon says he knows that wasps

'Y?' 'teat, and that, like man\’ other rcspect-
'tno insccts, they keep thcir bodies and their
t'Jis as clean as possible; and he suggests that

L E. D. saw was the performance of the

~ ttiifot, as other insects are known to cleanse

eii legs and antennic after the mamicr descriijed
‘t' the last Uf these verses.

ONE

HL'NORED AND
ULOSSOMS ON A SINGLE STALK.

A REMARKASBLE LiLy .

The Little School-ma’am has heard ofa re
markable lily, and has handeci your Jack this
extract from a letter written by a gentleman who
sccms to know all about the wondcrful flowcr:

“There i. a remarkalile lily, popularly known as ihe ‘Easter
Lily of Bermuda, which Is supposed to have bcen brought many
10 Bermuda from ‘the Cape,” by Gov. Lefroy, onc of
earllur governors, and which is now grown h\ grcat
is mucli soughi after for

Kaster, ihis

year® ago
liermuda's
(Hiantirics upon those
the of thcir parish

lovely i.slands. It

decoraiion churchcs af and at

FOKTV.rivk

their of bloom,
the air Is heavily Indeii
with their delightful per-
Tliis lily Is notcd for the frecdom with which itblooms often
wliich secras

sca*;on

SIDE AND TOP OF SINGLE BUOSSOM.

fume.
prikliicirg tweniy or ihirty flowcrs mi a single sulk,

to Us, ncciisromcd to S$€eINY only three or fmir, a very litree
ntiniber; but nnl long ago a rcniarkable specinicn was sont
on here from Bennuda, having one hundred and forly-fivc pcr-
fect buds ani! blossoins, nearly .-di of which were in full bin.itn
at one time. The stalk, which was abmit one inch wide and
two hcoatl, was thickly clothcd with narrow, dark-green lIcaves
for tts entire length (.abont futir feeil- Sirrmoiirting this were
gronped lhickiy the snow-whitc, trtirapet-shapcd blossoms, a mass

<ifsnowy white."
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TURKEY-COCK.

Y oung Mr. Tur-key-Cock carne out
« of the barn one fine morn-ing. He shook

out his feath-ers and stretched his ncck. and then see-mg

i-ny Ht-Ue chick-e,s f

3. .p proud ly lite ato “ o0”1d "eY «:

egg-ahel. ofdy .he day he-
wmgs. The lit-tle tmngs

fore, were fnght-ened, an n
who spread her wmgs o-ver thenu
cock. who had nev-er be-fore «*"T-po-="ed that a ny

AN t~n-ished the young tur-kcy-

“1 won-der if 1 could make a ny-timg e - qui-et-ly
looked a-round the barn-yard and saw a n

o-ver to it, with his feath-ers ly-mg smooth. H e~calf looke™ p,

turned a-way and rubbed a fly o its sicc w n

rushed drum-ming
swelled up his feath-ers, an”™ gave

then jumpcd

" i side wise and took an-oth-cr look,
o jlUa. - i L

and then shook
head, kicked up its heels, cut two or three

fun-ny cap-ers, and ran a-way.

Now the tur-key was proud m-dee”
for he had fright-cned the calf, wluch
was big-ger than he. So he looked al)OU
to find some oth-er creat-ure to try

trick up-on. At last he saw a horse

\% e t;n he flew down and walked qui-et-ly to-wan.
NN aSTL " .ob-blmg .d drum~”~m, ~ "He hor.
which L not seen him com-ing, gal-loped a-way m a fnght.



“Ah!” thought Mr. Tur-key, “ 1 can scare ev-ery-thing! What fun
it is!” Just then a long, shrill whis-tle was heard, and an en-gine
carne a-long on the oth-er side of the
mead-ow, draw-ing a train of ears. Mr.
Tur-key knew noth-ing a-bout trains or’
rail-roads, and he looked hard at the
en-gine.

“That can be noth-ing but a ver-y big,
black sort of a horse,” thought he. “ I will
go o-ver there and wait for it to come back
a-gain.” So he strut-ted a-cross the fieid,
think-ing all the time what a splen-did bird
he was, since ev-ery-body was a-fraid of

4., him. He walked a-long the rail-road track, all
read-y to run at the black i-ron horse when it
should come. He had
not long to wait.
The whis-tle
was heard, and he puffed him-
self up and ran at the great
black thing as it carne whizz-
ing a-long. Did the en-gine
run a-way? Yes, but it car-ried Mr. Tur-key with it, which was more than
he had bar-gained for. A great wind seemed to sweep him up on a big

black thing, and he was car-ried a-long at a ter-ri-ble rate un-til a
bell rang, and the train stopped at a sta-tion, and a man shout-ed;
“Hel-lo ! look at that tur-key on the cow-catch-er !”

Mr. Tur-key got safe-ly home, but, to the lat-
est day of his life, he ~ nev-er a-gain tried to

fright-en e-ven chick-en.

—\



THE EETTER-BOX.

ANOTHER COMPOSITION OFFER.

A SHARK IN

INSTEAU to,

“ A Shark

subitos to

THE BIHTHILACE OF KUDEHT DGRUS

Some ofourboy-rcadcrs who ore lovers of Noturo! His.ory «iil be
interesled i., these two lettcrs rcbriog to an arl.ck wh.ch wec piM .ed

last October:

MORB ABOLT TME PICIS,

Chelterham P. o. Pa. Oct. a, .880

21 diri~Pic"aod* hiri2o%mrwhic?ibrauth™ 1

Se v”™ "“,oncou« thcory that the sn.aller American woodpechera

l«ckcr-anbM 51, in a very poet.cal way, by dr.nk.ng the aap

‘w | fcei'"«y duty, as alcverof birds, to ahsoh.tely contradict thit

in Sight” and “ The B.rthplacc of Robecrt

sight!’

T/\/\

ceeding 750 words in length, wnttcn ami
composed entirely by a boy or girl

un-
dcr

16 ycars of age, and rcceivcd at tius
office before April 15*. shall be pnnKU,
with thc picture to which it was written, in
thc June numbcf of ST. Nichola$, and
paid for at tho rato of $5.00 a printcd paqc.
The composition for the second pictmc
may be cniutled simply “ Robcrt Burns.
If desived. ,
Those who dcsire thc return of thcir com-
positions, if unsuccessful, should ‘10"~ 1"
to that clTcct when scndmg us then MSm,
and should inclosc sufficient postagc for itic

purpose.

whole thcory; and the a.nhor ccténly n~ «
intobelieving sochAfallacy .r he had c.er c« "

of the siomach of any woodveckcr, whici w . i
him of the fact that all the «f Or the strncturc of -h*

CsnniX "w m ,ld overdtjow "AAAn

z whiédp~rckS' fanky ?2 .i. i»'h"vV " an'd ifj<

cther trees. appic-lrees paiiic.ilariy , bi.t if anj lc «ll



ins«cts, larva;, and «ggs, which, if aUowed to remain in ihe ttcc,
~oNid cerlainly injure Ti, and in lime desiroy it uiterly.

1 hope none of the readers of St. Nicholas have bccn led (or
rather inisled) into believing ihac a bird formed prccmincnily for the
<lcstmcifon of insecu should subsLst upun, or even dcink, the saj) of
nny irec. If any one has been so misled, | would rcfct hini lo the
v.Ticings of Wiison (in his desciiprion of che downy woodpeeker),
Suciall (in his description of the same), or to the large workofBalrd,
iirewsicT,and l.awrence (vol, I1., p. 51a), all ofwhom have studied
ihe matier much more fully than

Youre truly,

Wm. J.
M. TiiOMMfm's Reply.

Dbar St. Nicholasi Mr. Haines is ihe onc who is ml.staken.
1le refers to books and tongues: | refertotho acta of the bird (Rkus
iritis), as | have seen ihein wilh my own eyes. But Mr, Haines
i.in consolé himself that be errs in good company. Ale.vander
Wllson, cnrioiisly enough, falls into tTie misiake of asserting that
the downy Woodpeckcr (Rkus pubcscens) is ihe bird that borcs the
Tiiig%o of pila in the holes of our apple trees, when, in fact, k is_ihc
ji.llow*bellied woodpeckcr (Picus varhis) ihac does li, The
h.iiry woodpeckct \Pkns vlUosus) and the downy woodpeckcr
<~'kfts fuiescens) never peck it green, healthy wood, as ihev
liiil che insccts, lar'se, and eggs upon which they fecd In dead,
ti' aying wood. The picus of which my paper ircaied (Pkus
it'ius) is the truc “ sap-sucker. He pccks gixen svoo<i, and
lirefers a fier/ecily henlthy tree, which is full ofsap. | have haci my
ov.*, within three feet of this bir<l when it was drinklng from i< pit«
1 llave carefully noted its hables, for fifteen years, jn ihe wuods, from
l.cJina ti» Michigan, and | ¢uotu | am fiof mistaken, and that Mr,
1(line» and his teachers are mistaken. | donotdeny that theycllow-
U iicd woodpecker (Pkus varius) enes insects, larva», and inscct
I do assertthnt k drinks sapoiit jf the pus k makes. The rcd-
Ucilied 'voodpecker (Pkus 0r>t»//«<<|')occasionalIydKnks sap,— this I
h.i'eseen itdo from the troughs in a maple orchard or ** sugar*camp,”’
—b.it it does not peck green wood. The great ivory*beflied wood*
pciiker is tlic only woodpecker (saie the ycllow-bclhed woodpecker)
iha i hovc ever seen pecking green wood, and then it was done 10
re»Hi a holinw where wingod anfis werc lodged. Tlie brighi*eyed
li 'v.n.*jiders of St. nicHoLAs can, if they live In the country, saiisfy
diu.imelves on this subject this winter, rus foliows: Take a good
opuja-glass and go walch in any groveof cedar trees until you find
my bird (i“kus varius) siiting bdow bi« ring of piis. Train your
gl;us upen him, and paciently observe blni delicately dipping his
I%ill iiuo ihc litile wclls of arotnatic juice. Yon can’cbe misraken ;
he hnd.s no _insccls ihere: the wood is green and sound; the pit™
are full of liguid— he fis drinking his néctar! | h.ivc soen one of
birds siny for three or four wecks, almost conscantly every day,
im >n' tree, where it had pecked twenty or ihlrcy pus. Conld It
gei viiough insects out of these plis to keep it ulive so long? The
woiintU it had made in the tree kept bicediug and it kept drinking,
ihai WOS all! Why does it take lo the cedar trees in very coid
wc.iilicr? Because the cedar's bicod does not freeze. Why dnc.s
il j'cck in green, healthy wood if it is hiiniing for insecLs? Picus is
no full: he knctvs what is good ! Mr. Haines might as wcll look
inii» lien KrankUn’s books for a true accountof the lelephone, as to
look into Wilon*s or Audnbon’s or ISaird*s books icr fiii the factsof
natitrc. One must use one’s own eyes and ears, If | see a bird
drink sap, see the .same thing over a thousand limes, musi I rcfuse
ii>>|)c|icve my senses because Wilson did not happen lo record ihe

fact7
, Ihcii Mr. hlames is again misiaken [f he thinks our parllcular
plctu eais corn, | might safely offcr hiin a jutwi'stosie, OF some

ur great prize, for every grain of corn he will ever find m ihe
«oule fI Fllrsblé y g

>1aINB5.

iisfin, in bis cagcmess lo contcst the snp*drinking iheory, says
*1 hubird pecks iGsholesonly fii ihcaulumn nnd winter, and mostoiten
oT the south and wcsi sidcs of ihe iree*boles.” Thesouin and west
wdcsnfirees are the tvitr/u sidcs, and there the irees bleed inosifrecly
when puactured- But Wilsoii, lifinself, assertsthat the birds clioosc
irees in which to peck their pits, and yet he tlaiiks
incy .ire after wonns, cic., etc., and he is quite suie it is Pkuspu-
«KC'ijthai does the work. He i®wrong all around! 1 could fill
br. .Vichélas wiih facts in proofof my bird’s tippUnghabit. 1 may
nriic (MICMoOre glaring €rror in wi.sou's acconnt of this picus: He
1l .issociaiei wilh the downy and the hairy woodpcckcers, which
iwitaie. Pkus varitts, as lie flames ii, is a lonely bird, cunously
«>liiary in fis habits, e.vcept in the maung season. It never, at any
Hm?{ lplace, or season, ‘‘associaies with” tlic oihcr Uiile woo<I-
CCKErs.

In ‘fill anntber particular Mr. Haines is wrong. He says: “ The
«mciurc uf the tongue alone would overthrow at once the above
lalL”y, for what use could a sap-drinking bkd have for a longiie

n t o the woodpecker family?” Now, let me answer
The rcd-heodctl woodpecker (Picus eryfhrocephulus) and the
g7Ni”“n win~cd woodpecker (Pictis auratns) live nioslly on herrles
*e*3 tViins find grain 111 siunmer and aiiiumn. What use have they
j <I®'voodpecker tongue, according to Mr. Haincs? In fact, the
~NInsr-named species have almost ceased lo pcck wood al all for
not Icfi rhe counlry because ific woods have been

“t uf)wn. as the ivory-bllled and pileaied spccics have; huthave

adaptcd themscives lo the new euvironmeiu, eating cherries, bcrries
upples, com, and seeds.

Again, the red*liealied species ls an expert fly-catchcr, and may
be seen taking insecLs on the wing as deftiy as a pcwec: but what
use hasa fly*catclier fora woodpe”~er’s wedgc-shapcd bili— accord-
ing to Mr, "Haines? Again, the/’Ar/if anratns borcs in the ground
for gmbs and worms, just as ihe woodcock does— why is n'tits bill
like a woodcock’s?

The fact is, boys, Mr, Haines might as tvcll icllyou that a red*
headed woodpecker does n't eat ripe mulbcrries because iis bill is
wedge-shaped, as to tell you that a Picus ixirius does n't drink
sap because iis tongue has barbs on It! M,\L'RICE T?iomi*son.

Wb made space in tlic December I.cttcr-Box for some samples of
the hearty and chcering ictivrs about St. N iciiaLas that come
pouring in upon us Uke a tlde, and wc can not rcfrain from print-
ingafevv more here We wisli we could print them all, but we
have the more reason t*; be grateful to the hostsof our fticndly cor-
respondems because thcir wclcome compliments do not dccrease in
number or hcanincss, despite our fnabiliiy to make room fur more
than a very few outof tlie mass.

This time, we shall hcail tbe ILst with this appreclative and kindly
greetiiig from a father:

PHQIiNixvii.t.F., Pa., I>ec. x6, 1882.

Dn.AK Editorr: « » ¢ « Allow me lo atid ihat our Uitlc
daughter, too, belongs to thal great anny of IUlle people lo whom
S Nicikh.ar has become a dear old friend and companion, as well
as an instniclor and educalor. Fullof impaticnce and cxpectation,
she always looks forward to ihe appearance of ihe new number, and
does iioi mind 10 take the long walk ro tlic bookstorc as often as
thrcc limes a week, about the time it is due, and great Ls her disnp.
pointmcnl when she returns home without it

Pcrniit US to do whai no doubt many parems have done before
us: to expre.«s toyou, and all ibose iiuerested in the publicadon of
this excellent periodical, our full appreclarion of, and sincere thanks
for, the noble and successful eflbris you are making lo instruci, eda-
cate, and entcrtain our cliildren.

Wilh the highest regards from Mrs, L. and myself, I remain

Vour <jbedienr servant, M, G. L.

And fior Icss encouraging is this cordial and Interesting leiter from

an “ idantl home” in thcbcaiuiful l.ake Erfe:

December 6, 1882.

Deai? St. Nicholar: 1 do not Uve in ihe” piney woods” of
Florida, fior at an Indian fronller*po.st, as some of your cliarming
little readers do, but dwecll wiili five small boy.s, on an bland in the
miildle of Lake Kric,

My urchins range from baby In llie crib to Hugh, a leii-yenr-old,
buteach and all of the five, in varied fashion, wcicome joyfully the
monihly coming of St. N icuo1as to ourisland home

Would that tnc power In pen or pcncli werc mine to give to your
chaste, chcerful pciges piclures of and omung lhe.se grapc-growing
islands of the West, wlicre suminer Ungers jonger and Jack Frost
arrives Inter than ai any likc laxlude on all ibis broad contlnentof
ours. The waiers, heatcd ~ ihe summer's sun, retain their laicnt
hcat, and this heat. given ofTas cooler days crcep on, sorteas the nir
and preserves for 'vccks <ntr fiowers and gardcn-planis in naitve
grecanes.®, when fhr soulh of the Ohio the louch of winicr is upon
tile land. ~ ~

Parclon the digrcssion, and pennit me. as liy first inlenuon, i
ibank you mosi hcarlily for ihe puré plct"sure and solid leaching
which you, as ihe “ Great School-ma’am,” ai-c giving 10 thou.sands
thmughout lilis world of ours, my own lltile flock among ihe grow-
lag number.

I have but lo add that we ave Canadlan.s, liviag al the exiremc
Southern polntofthe New Dominion; but I l«lieve that glorlous old
Santa Claus kni»ws no Unes of kiTitude or polines.

i beg to remain, dear St, NICHor.AS, for tlic boys and mysclf

Siiicerely and falchfully yours, F. 6. Me.

Next comes this fraak letier from “anoihcrninelccn*year*old

OswECO, Janunry 4, 1883.

Dear 5t, Nicholas: On looking through ihc Lciter*Box of tho
December number of St. Kichoi.as, | find onc lelter wriiien by
{ullc B., 'vho is nineieen years old. 1 am ninelccn al»o, and do n<ost

:cl a bit “ grown up" efiker, and enjoy St. Nichoras immcnsely.
My hrolhcrand | commenced takingil when il fiO'l siarted, and now
my liitle sisler lakes IL She had read the old numbers, which we
have buund, over and over again, and so, whcii Christmas carne, and



Then hereis n hear.y missive frnn. a high-school girl at the other
side of the continent;
San FitANCisco, Dcc. 6, 1882.
l--ry happy that th™e jy"
such a mags”ine as the St
class of the high n

D.An ST. N,cholas:

pleasurc in the St. Nicho-
roads, diere being fivc roads

Irv. ntcrdiuic,
am scventcen

car's OH and Tm'ﬁ]

our ordent readcr and sub?;cnber, ENSE F.

Perhaps Elise and others may notknow ihal St. Nicholas once
describid the cable roads of San Francisco (soe Njcho.as for
November, 1678). and thai, since that art,de was publ.shj a «ble
road has been buLtand is now in opcraiion in the cuy of '-""«SJ’ ,

From tho pile of hcarty letters wniten by dear yonng fnends
between ilie ages of ten and fifieen, we have room for only a hali-
dosen, selected at random. And we shall begin with thts oordtal
greetbg from an Knglish girl:

rACLToN ROAP, Kii.burn,

N. W., U>kdos, England-
Dear St Nicmolas: | am a

lUde girl tving m London, or

FonrVems'agé ~"Paprisronght me home a copy of St. N.ck-

*“T'Sel il~si".:I0O~nn"mfoptnton'~Ar* Donald and Dorothy" and
“"lack~™dji . n j..retimes think 1

shall

h mist bl jolll in America.® If I could pop com on«, and
Ailitrnndv  and have a good coast and some snow-ballmg, 1
fed '~ S ~Uit"hap”y, for onr*snow moltshere as soon as it comes

ni

i1 i should like to be in America on tho Fourth of July and

“*in'ftS~ fshfuS'nU mind living there at all.
St- Nicholas, good-bye. From your lovtng and consian””er,

T Ner iy Jan. 57 @ *
Dear St Nicholas: 1am a ﬁ glf} nine %{'s ; and

never had a magazine of my own befdte last Chrisimas,

aching for ihe March numbet: sn piease hurry it up, an"ob"lge
Your lutle fneiul, "

BitANDENBURO. Meade Co., Kv., Jan. 14. 1883.

Nicholas: | have read you nearly four years. Voii
we?e firti given >0 "te as a Christmas present by my brother: 1

Drar <t

Mars when he relurns is. “ Did Y»"
the answer is “ Yes." all crowd around » ge~”"e 7,7" "N
|vr scnrcciv wail until our lessons aro siudied, to read |t "Ihen
:briSiih/oldest, read alcd. T~ ne«

Wec

onc,“fm rm rV “eudé “ y*Maby btother, two years oid, hails

tiink yourTl'oricf'are just splendid, “ Donald and Dorothy

inonth. T dislike very much to writc compositions, and .t does
seem so hard when | getthe subjects from you.

Volir.s inily,

N‘lu.

Frascati,” Va. Feb. Sr *883.

« i .lie'w'LI™'got
ii a present lo my sister and myself for the whole year.
all tLughi i, such an cxcellent paiicr. Wp cnjoyed

much, lliat the next year they stihscnbcd to it for us.

My " mts

lhisis

&1}&% é:ll ygtar{W have taken it. and 1,hope W?T]vgblflisslj'lhbesfrlbcehl?dlta

h™ X'en"~iiflished”™ Slsfer and 1 both~thought ‘/Donau,
and Dorolhv" a Iwely story, and were very sorry when H endcd™
Whon the St. NicholL comes, she and | tnsh for 11; first we each
Inok at the pictures, and then the one who first gol 1l reads 1. My
luter Ud 1 are two little girb who have lost our doar papa a:d
rramng”~and so we Uve in the country on a large farin

H}z?l%pa;%]aand aunts We to/\e/\pwﬁn

w,* our

of horees;, anﬁo\(\ggbogew BQ

besl. YourconsL-uitreader, l-obinhe Louist tv.

Madison, Wis., Dec. 11, 188a
DUAR St. NiCHOLAS: | am a liitle girl, eleven years of age, and
for the past five years | have been a constant reader of your r.iga-
aid hbk, with many others, that it is the hest.one | .>er
mad. i have léamed many bcautiful p.eces of poeitw -
last week, at the olese of school. H H—
plaint” it is in ihe October number for 1882. Jasis H. U

Last of all, we mnstadd these two leiiers from young w-andcer,,

(or it seems thcir wrilers have, indeed, seen something of the «,.rid;

Fort D. A. Russell, Wy. Ter., Dec. 6, i85:
DnAit St NICHOILA51 1 am a little girl eleven yems oid.

My
E ~atfrsrnod-ihi.: i
r rimfi® Xyo'i;tSm NIcH O A~ .*and™ hr™n
sbmrs Edith and I-im delight to hear the baby sloncs. And

when we Bet through 1 send it to my five cousms m Iré and, vxhn
rovrm A rtldiX .® W.th nmnythanks

am your graieful liide fnend, Aileen May v

Fort Klliot, Texas, Jan. 14. '«h
Dear St. Nichotast You gct so rnany letters from hulo children

1" “NTci™otArins." a  «

of mirs Einme-tah-Botih, the Indian elergyman, was so ~d,
and we liked him very much- The ~h.ppewas arepod Intom
Last vc.ar | was in Europe, and m Switzcriand. 1 was s |
ro «e St- Nichotas agam. li had a diiTetent blue cover .mtsi®
and in Cermany and England it had a “

inanv liulc English childrcn take St.
SIScn ¢o.

a iletmTn
N icholas

und American children buy it over there and all .ha.
buy ii like it very much, ustially. 1 T rnulrtnot secii.
ever did before.-and 1 should feel vem badly if I = 77 b
Papagota Christmas number for roe (6roneof ™Y
ent~and 1 like that ven- much t~. Now | am way

It is a long, long way from the railroad. We

' Notihers,” very bad wind.s, and wc have ~ "7 pP™ ntnlgN\
They were n't very bad, for tho grass was not Iong cntni
had a fire here-a pile of wood took

well, but had rather be at my own g~ clpas.
companies ofsoldiers. We haveahttle

have nine mombers. | hope | will alvmys haj? 7
N,cHoLAs. Good-bye. From your loving Jop

Acre are fact
incr

LfCV C. AnD 0THa,ts.-W = can notdtoct you ,0-'Y P;
of cancelcd or used posiage-sromps, which, so far as we
worthless.

REAPURS of the dover story o

. "Louis's Little JJc/J"
number, will be

interesiod m this extract from a leitc
aiithor selll with hor M S .:

“ The story was siiggested by my 7 s®&rmtWhitc'anl'puR’
monimg, suds whath had Tobkcl imada,
and strong enough |0 be slieed off with a Rmle.
fiilly like the beatcn white» of eggs, and kept its
fcnid to a piate | supposo ,t was lhc forae ‘v~ 7
had been dnvcn through IlAnnel by
woman that made it so huiling. | have seen fimm stanu
a lake-shore after a lieavy galc.

DN

f,., hoiiB®"



The Gould Memorial Home and Schools, mcntloned by Miss
Hale in her story, “Abnc in Rome” (page 460), I5 a beautiful
charlty in Rome, which was begun by Mrs. limily BUss Gould, and
afccr her deaih continued, in her fiame, by a soclety of ladics and

gcnilemen. It is supporied chiefly by the gifts of Amcocan and
Knglish friends, A club of young people in Boston, callcd “ The
lialian Band,” does much 10 help, and other ciiies in this country

also coniain associadons in aid of the Gould Home and Schools.
There are individudis, besides, who gladly give thceighiy dollar.s a
vear necessary to supporl a child in the Home, The insiitution has
been in cxistence about ten years, and usually has Inits cace some
forty chiidren, who receive daily instruciion in needle*work, dress-
niaking, housekeeping, lailoring, shoe*making, etc., beside all che
careand comforts ofa real home, An English lady, Mre, Eldgecombc
Ikiwards, is now the president of the executivc comnritcee which
has thc actual supervisién of the work.

1, M, D.— We can answer your giiestion ourselves. You can
boy or order “ Through the Lookbg-Glass” at any bookstore,
and tlie pricc of thc most popular edition is $1.50.

Hear St, Nicuoi.as: The suggcstion cojiceming the use of
Christmas cards on a screen | have adopted, and modilicd in ihls
wiiy; Taking an oid green baue screen, light bluesilesia (apret*
titr backgrdund than canvas) was tacked over it on onc sidc, and
ihc cards adi~sted by means of a fine sUvcr wire— surgical wire.
Wec made the holcs for the wire with a small awl, The wrong
side of thc screen was finishcd with pink silesia, plaited and
lacked, The whole completed, a pretty plush gimp wa« put Ol
over the tacks, and ihe black*w.ilnut edges of thc original screen
gilded. T*lus was done with a bottie of gilt-paint, and powder
and brnsh (cosling about 50 cents).

It inay secm strange to the boys and girls that a mother, with
three little ones not oid enough lo read, should watch for the
pretiy Sr. Nichoras with avidity. 1 do, however. Have the

meiny readers of thc magazinc ever thought of passing it on to
thusc unable to sec it otherwise? Our copy goes lo a cripplc
in the Hartford Hospital after wc tinish it, and affords a dounlc
ple.iiute. Yours sinccrcly, “ACNT Loto."

AHASSIZ ASSOCIATION.— TWKNTY-FIFTH REPORT

11 gives us great pleasure to note this monih a larger accensién
i'f CNliapcers and new mcmbers than in any onc previoiis report.
Their addresses will he found bclow. We arealso pleascd 10 print
ihc foliowillg very kind response.s to our hint in the Febniarv
tepffti. The first is fruin thc President of the Rochesicr, N, Y..
~n. Hist. Society:

” Vou may refcr to me ~uesiions on parasltcs, infusoria, and pond*
We, The only trouble is ih«ii repUes may be delayed at umes,
owiiig to my fregucni absence from home.

“ Yours iruly,

“ Office German Insurance Co.”

H, F. Atwood,

llic next h from an cnthusiasuc member of itie Oitunawa

Chapter:

“ | has-c had considerable experience with fossiis— have labeled
ific ui»llectiin in a large publlc museum in this cicy. 1 will g);idlv
iiudcriake the ldcntitication of nny spccimens scnt me.

“W. R, LminoN, Otiumwa, lowa.”

«he ihird comes from Professcr Dudlc>', of Cornell Univer.dty:

“ Ith Xca, N. y ., Jan. 20, 1883,
1 havc not yei outgrown iny sympnihy for the youngcr
r will glad!y nnswer their questions so for as time will
W'mijt, and will time for their sakes, evcn wlien 1 am busv,
Jiy «pccial depariment is ccriain parts of Phanogamic and Cryptt*.
among other things, t\\W*g-ynsses./crus, and mosscs.
|shallalways bedeiighted to .serve the boys and girls, even at
iflcDnsicsi momonts. Rissel bt ui.Ev,"

W ituam

His will make the eycs of our young microscopists, fos.sil-linnl-
am! bntanists sparkic with deUght.  But we ctuiiion tlicm that,
»'hen they avail tlienmclves o f these most generous offers, they must
ati~rve tiko invariable rules :
Nuver write fur assistancc on aiiy qucstion until you liave
cxhaustcd all your own means for le.anjing tlic answer.

~ecane;  Always inciése sufficient postage for the return of your
~lso an cnvelope stampcd with a throe-ceiit slamp,
10 ytmi'self; Wc hope tli.it we shall be able before long

W«r sludents in iU departmcnts to equally satisfaciory soiirces

of informaiion. The caliis now particularly urgent for a coinpetent
mineralogist, conchalogist, and cntomologist. ~Mcmbeis oi thc
A. A. will kiiidly cali thcattcniion of their cldcr friends tu this need
ofour Societv, as they may very likcly notread SV. Nichouas.

New Ciiapterr,

ivh, Mtiinbers, SW%ecr€iaty's A<i<ims.

397" Mansfleld Valley, Pa. (A) . 8 .Mr. Prcstlcy.

398. Roscville, N. J. (A) .. .Miss Sara t>arrach, 31 N. 11,
Newark, N. J.

399- New York, N, V, (I) . 4.,~ B. lent, asi E, 30.

40a  Faino, D, T. (A) .6 .Frank Brown.

401, Louisville, Ky. .7. .James Speed, 816 4ih Ave.

10..H. D. Willard,liox 94,

A
402. Ccayuga, N. Y. (A
B ,Clias. Barrow.s, 68 Markeist.

(
A)s- Newark, N. J, ((
A

)

404.  Baraboo, %Vis, (A) .. ,Miss Lora Coffall, Box 1313.

405, Lexington, Ky. (A) é,.fNot furoished.)

406.  Fort Elliot, Texas ~..Thos. Hood.careCapt.Hood.

407, New York, N. Y, 7, A.C. Wecks, 120 Broadway.

408, Hartford, Ct. (Iv) 12..W. H. St. John, xg4 Farm-
ingion Ave.

409. Sag Harbor. N. Y.|A). jo..C. R Sleight.

4»0.  Princcion, I11. (B) .10.,Miss K, hf. Richaidson.

41*.  New Salem, Mass. {A).... xa.,i). F, Carpentcr.

412, Syracuse, N. Y. (B) .8, .B. Burnei Nash.

413' Denver. Col, (C)..... 5, .H.W. Henderson, 454 Cal. su

4x4. New York, N. Y. (K). .6. ,H. Ries, X39W. 49.

4&* Waierbury, Conn. (C). .., 5.,Wm. Carter.

416.  Racinc, WR (A)... .4.J McColman, 926 Main.

' Kcypori, N. J. |A) 6,.Phelps Chcny.
Boston, Mase, (D). x8. Harry C- Sanboni, 49T.aw-

i'cnce Street,

419. Chicago, 111, (M) 8..(5e0, Lyniie, 107 Scdgwick su

420. Hanover, Ind. (4). .8..C. Daiiner.

421.  Petaluma, Cal. fA). .Xg. .Miss Mary Denny,

422.  Brooklyn, N. Y. (Gj 4,.R. C, Avcry, 98 Second PI.

Exchakcbs.

Florida shelJs, for miner.als.— S. A. Howes, Battlc Creek, Mich,

Correspondence in South .and W est and In I?riiish Americadcsired,
with view to exchanges.—H, N, Johnson, Waterbury, Conn.

Common opal, for other minenils.—S. B, Amold, Whipple Bar-
racks, Arizon.a Tcrriiory,

Minerals, fossilb. aoa woods, for furcign, Southern, and Pacific
coast woods.— I.. L. Ixwis, Box 174, Copenh.igcn, N. Y,

Insects and birds’ e~ s, foriiisecis and minerals; send for priiited
list.— E, Ilamilton, Grand Rapids, Mich.

Birds’ egg.s.— Wm. Sicaid, 1404 I. su, N. W., Washington, D. C.

Fossils,—C. R. Eastman, Cedar Rapids, lowa.

The address of Chapter 388 should read as foliows: C. F.
Gettemy, Gaicsburg, IlI,

Attncus Cyniliia cocoons, for cocoons of lo. Luna, Polyphemus,
and Cecropia.—A. C. Week.s, 120 Broadway, N, Y.

Ore.s, for occnn curiosities or insccls.— Lddie Boynion,
Rapids, lowa.

l.)akota grain, pass, and prairie flowers, for sca-shclls or minerals.
—Jesse French, Crand Rapids, Dakota.

Polypliemus, Cccroplo, Promethea.and lo cocoons, for icpidoptcra.
— Fred. A. Brown, Molden, Mass.

Insects and minerals.— Lllllc M. Siephan, Piiie City, Minn.

Pcirified wood, buflalo iceih, for iron pyrites or bulib.stouo.—
Fiank Biown. Fargo, D. T., Box x"dg.

Cocoons of Promcthea nud Cecropm, fcr minerals.— Henry Gilbert,
27 Inman su, Cambridge, Mass.

Celebrated Spanish poison-plnnt, “ Loco,” for sea-shell.s or hirds’
eg”.—Thomas 5, Hood, Fort Elhoi, Texas.

Woods. for pressed ferns from Wcstor South.—Harry G, White,
39 Union st., Taunton, Mas.s.

Chapter 35X, Ea”™i Boston, Mass. HI) has zdmembers, instead of 6.

Robins’ and bluebirds’ eggs.— Helcn Montgonicry, Box 7x3.
-Saco, Maine,

Edelweiss, for pressed auiuinii leaves.—Alice M, (fucrnscy.Ware-
hum, Mass.

T'lieaddress of Chapter 374 should be changctl lo F, E. Cocks,
Sec. Brooklyn E, xa6 Scvenih si.

Colorado minerals, for eggs or Insects.— R. W. Anthony, 796
Welton se,, IVcnver, Col.

Nestand cggs of ycllow-headcd bluckbird, for cggs or insects.—
W. I. Strong, 804 Cal. st, Dcnvcr, Col,

Florida moss, shclW, cocotins,— Box 14, Bcverly, N. J,

C<|rrespondence nn eniomc»logy.— Jolm' P. Gavit, 3 Lafayetie si.
Albany,

Cedar

Penlremltes, for peirilied wood.— Mi.ss Jessic P. Glcnn, Ikiwling
Oiecn, Ky.

Flint, satin slatc, asbestos, serpeniine.— C, Haddon, Jr., 69
Ucmscn st., Brooklyn, N. Y.

Cocoons and chrysatids.— Jas. P. Curtis, 57 Scward Ave,, Auburn,

Agaiixcd wo*)d and minerals.— 1.. Wadsworth, Box *772, Denver,
(‘'nlorado.



Retorts vrom Mbmuers asd Kriends-

Did VOIAever hear of pussy willows in Octohet? 0.
I found a tree with pussy wOlows on

Saco,

. Octobor jth.

Montoomerv.
M aine

Cantén, N. Y., Fch. s, 1883 ,

ont It felt Uke an acorn. Hie blaoK »

thine that sinck out was nnged hke a

coeoon. UfeU outol the chipinunk, and

looked something jike this ;
It was apanngly coletea

hi.

light-oolored hairs.
| took it home and laid ii m a
‘irbutwhin'f"-éa-gdn”5riiltwas gone. ManR Marees
tex, out wiieii ,wti mrasiie’ We ventare to suggest a
apSoffinrrrh-fAHrapparontatticuladons

NORWICH, CoNN.

» the — Recame
rant 1. The larva P’ . feedine in frcedom ou bayberry. Ust
Conn., and are ““" [" “~ho offered a; cents each 7or full-~wn

season a friend

youth bring him 40 as tiie re-
caterpillars, was sa'W'»"" ,

.--tnoanv of three have at least 150 of

siilt of one day s hunt. A c P "y~ known uiitil spnng.
larvm frem ichneumons, and the per cent, that
The larvas siiffer “ " 7 n

p;,0 moth (E.tcks twj~tal:!)
hy me feeding

hickory, and bayhmry.

$RGN caterpilpé‘r'/v\vgs anlifeipnly gr?en,\tending to black, on all food-
plams but hickory and b~berry. on 1
knd third slnge, and were red.

survive 15 small -
were also pletillful l«t

,\'W . Vearson.

ufdelicate legs, whicn ate iirtie often the body will

of ius mouth, which ts a s takcn ihirteen from
break before the. §u§kewa|lat g6." f},“..{ B f@U/SW rin@eirif e~ -

) y

fly. I can notgivey.m >hana” «l ~N14 for some

thn if it has evor bFeII —hrftteas i HS « | atructure,
your amateur entcmologf ts in siuflym

?, biis. . 1he *m7 d, Fiiaria, which is often faund m the

irst a minute'woirn, called )

fly's head or lha °7 ;in,7 7 7 de fread.

‘rhe~ny-

mMd), a sort «f aualogous to staiks of higher growths.

.=

‘p M ttliethU ichea:,and”

Gordius its habit of*nng °, pool, Tis 'Oits
As found wrigglmg lis howevot, in its larval condiiion- It
f«n.eu state and ts free- NM so, how™

W28 of the A. A-.accepld'Sutli POYIsh (llacies asgthat 2 florse-
hair iransforms tiself mio a hair-snake.

PITTSTOWtJ, N. J.
S’'lda”~L'lbounaifan inch long.

We cali thcm

[They are .a, gcnus of Coledptera called tiyn«rVir.

Common
fiame, “ whirllgigs.”'] Vicksduro, Miss-
>-.-e1 , i £ 2TErTim «“"s‘brownra d | think possc8t»es the

u V4
Sill I MmELScA
u n | ]
detecmmcd ‘m=70i"Lied confn

and with. considerable diffi.

cUte?’ Iha"iThey wére overeéme ~Y*'7T?mpTfse~d'em” of mouth

" ~
i Y& U X abdomen I>~e»i«-?"haped, * P any

rizirhl,v'Sing?he

ble, appearance, when angry or alarmed.

IArRIL,

Salt Lake City, Gtah

you of tho organgation hyaé)fwe'r{vg

evcral%? & g’o ilie

een

TTist*haTwe w-in'ted: I ‘on WedfiesTay, Xngus. edflour ofus n.ct

w K ' MriiSy faken'severa! tramps after sp~imens.

(In the
fitrt cie we lhe terminal moraine of a g ac.er,

mfound many rare alphie plants, ="K 7 ;“ £ “*¢¢'7TA";tpfBox 285.
Ho abatemenl of interest.

.We arewerking
with the profits of

“lleidvlid~Tharspecialisis accumpli-h

tb SP a -
“‘i'd«be*eTob¢n some popular science rnonihly
tremt ;Ta popular way, all the namral
.Vrtft/nr/AiMs more lecbnical than I wisn.

cyNxi'i‘ex

(Any one who will recominend a good paper to us, answering ihis
description, will confer a favor.]

IamhappleéTonn ym'Na-al

bﬁgln formed m our
om are vim yout

HJory
%h rS1Jhtqhen WOrk AMANAN

~ A go™ncci

S:~":“ fhelorrdM Educado., has kin”y JjancJ thc co-t .if

fe;vrTfmerunX7id¢:g.">"~hynr~rnn

iboufeieSSY - membNin™ Addred”

. K. GJSN, Boxts

Inslitulion and the Depattmciu of tho Intener.

'Tm t~r.rrth é fossn romams of 800 spedes of Insctt-, and
'"Sie "stus te e ~ through .an
side in dextral and on the | o f f !

central layer is composed of
The shark fa'>"U
the-only vivi«rous Bshcs,

gr™’wTh

Sharks are n«r')'
i~dopendent of Jlien
“Sfo'er'o’'i'm T.rafing'i~toes ravolve*unti. they
«mething, which they twine about.

In concluding this report, we wish to rem.nd the
the prize offered in Feliruary for ihe best cssay

desi” in Nalure. We now fix the date at 'J.ch all «*a>

a-tuciatiu” of
~

reacMis as May .5.

W e hope for >
lers will

bear in mmd Aga.ssizs birjd vy,
Longfellow-s poem on A.;s jo.h “
of Agassis,” are among the most i, -hicli
or racilatio... We hope to Imve full roports of the inaiinct
the day is obscived.

Som'e timo ago we hinted thatwe w. Jed

of all niemhers of the Society, for .

th~ X h of MsV
wio, XTI
s f-

A

R lye ?hnKiSfp"'

- bowevcr. made J
few understood what we meant. We Lfmel
beginning, and shall bo plcased to rece.ve a BAP P ibk.
Chapter,and individual photograpl.sofcmany~"Ann n

W ¢ must reraind new inembers (and
Inclosed, self-uddressed cnvclopc (-ifa-uAe-U. Re-

conditions ol oorrespondence. No answem
ports and Ict.crs should be wtitten on
paper-not foolscap- and on onc sde of the [~ .

H. BALLARN,
Principal of Lenox Acodemy, Lenox, *

pA

Hartan



THE R

Titr central plctuie in the above illusiraiion may be described by
one Word of ten Icticrs. With ibesc Iciicrs words may be formed
dc'cribjng each of ilie smaller piciurcs.

J>0T:ni.E ACROSTIC.

Mv primais spell the Christlan i>ame, and my finais the simame,
Oi a famous novelist,

Chosi-words; 1. GladdencO. 2. Onc-half of a romp, 3. A sea
«sioficaly. 4. A bird similartoa erow. 5. Ptofitable. 6. Toamuse.
7 nireets. “maifubkitiz.”

R15VEKSIBLE WOIIIIS.

I RsAn forward, | am always present: read backward, | never
can be lost.

1, Read forward, | am a recompense; read backward, | am part
wiahureau. j, m.

RIRDLE.

Ruth of die following verses may be answered by words soundine
alike, but spelleddlIfferently;

Covcrod by me

1 he prisoncr bows his head.
His faic is fixed —

His lifc-long doom is read,

Covered with me
E'en duilust things look bright,
A contrast this—e
From darkness into light.
KJ M

icF.ohitxX 1>111<IAlj W Y.7.1.E,
~called my (i) principal tribula*y oj lhc Auiazon scri-
biyD ® county o f Georgia nnd lold him he was a
>icllow, and deservcd to be punished for allowing ihc (3) divis-

IDDLK-BOX

of IVesicm Africa ftuvls im
chegarden. seo’'porlaty
of duna roosiet had spoiled my
Mnsy bed, and tlie Utde (5) cele-
‘braUd ioiun o fJavas were niin-
ing the pinks. (6) A countyof
Georgia showed no (;) cape oh
ii/e Carolifut coasi, but promptly
rcpaired che damage as well as
lio could. 1 ihen sent my (8)
tape of FJorida scrvant to lell
the sobthetic Miss (9) county o f
ldako (x0) couHty of IVest yir-
ginia thnt | had a fine (11)
county o fMississippii*ix\\>i:. He
soon Tciumed, saying she would
be with me as soon as she had
finished practicing a Christmas
(13) coniiiy o f O/do.

At this juncturc my brother,
who was a fainmis hunter, te-
tutned from a htiniing expcdiiion,
with ihc news that he had killed
a (13) to/tniy o f a (14)
cakc [H i>*ifis/i A tncricft, and a
(15) City ofNciv yprk; and had
accidemally shcianeighbor's (16)
counlyofA labama, Aswewcre
bothbccoming (17) o kingdom o f
Ceniral JLuroJtc, we sent word to
ihe (18) couHiyo flllinois to serve
dinner. yi\%s {v*) countyoffdaho
now appearcd,witha (20) country
ofEast Africa on her head, and
an (ai) inkal/Uant of A~kani -
tan thrown over her shotudcre.

Our dinner consisted of (33)
county o fMinnesota soup, n fine
boiled (23) river ofldabo, and a
roasted (24) country of Rurope.
The vegetables were served on
llie finest {25) conniry of Asia.
For dessert wo had (26) county
of Nirw York ice, {37) sea-poyd
city o f 5jpwi\/ grapes, (28) couu-
try <ifSouth A nrerica nucs, and
iasi of all, some delidous (39)
scaforitonjuefA robin coflee.

NINE 1)TA>10>0I>?S.
Toi* Row: I. 1. In quirc- 3. A gleam. 3. One who uses an
agricultiral fmplement. 4, A word Cxprcssing affirmation. 5. In
quirc. 11. 1. In qulre. 2. A sharjj biuw, 3. A sharp instrument.

111- \. Inquire. a. Threc-
4. A sheltered placo.

1. A largo mctnilic vessel.
fonrths ofa small brook.

5. In quire.
3, A large streain-

5. In quirc.

MjDmx Row; !. 3. In quire, 2, Uppermosl. 3. A wandcrer.
4. An inclo.sure. 5. In quire, [Il. i. In gtiire. 3. A wooden vessel.
3. .Agovernor. 4. To entreaL 3. Incluiré. [1l1l. i. In quire. 2

‘i'o bind, 3, A cavalryman. 4. An edible fish. 5. In quire,

Rottom'~iw: 1. 1. In quirc. a. A vchicle. 3. A contestanc.
4. A color. 5. In quirc. Il, x. in giiire. 2. To fold. 3. More
uncommen. 4. To fondlc. 5. In quire. [11l. x. In quite. 2. A
dandy. 3. Aboatinan. 4. A wooden nalU. 5. In quire.

“a. i* OWOER, jr."



PKOVEI IEBTS.

T he answer to the accompanyingUlustra-
tion is an ofl-qaotctl proverb.

MOVEI. ACKOSTIC.

Each ofthewords described oonlains~ven
leiters. When thescare nghily gucwd, and
placed onc below onoiher m the order here
~ven, the first line of letiers will sp™l
firname of a much-loved pcei, and the third
iine ihe naine ofone of his poems.

Caoss-woaos : i. The part
thc wind blows. 2 Very plam. }* Clos™t

ness. 9-A publ.c ccnveyance™. ~la To co«.

Il
Rveve rate si dewersan yb n slomsob,
~yevce gish hitw nossg dan herinlaB ~nb,
PeXsioiibo pono eth Eeaswr sosl heon,
Pilar skcwn erh won, nad si

MISIERICAL. E>TtIMA.

I am composed of fifiy-seven letters, and
am a quotaiion from the «/

Mv ac-a-41-27->3 >5 sqoander. My
LAr-5tl-11-42 isaday of tle weck. My
15 ai-it-44-0-25 is entice. My 34-79“

is a muUitude- ®
Ironoun. My, 8-37.2-* > a s-na’ ho”e.

Mv 3&-32-'5 mf My 52 ib-i9-*
<.-lo is a flcei of armed ships. My 7721
M-fg-23-28 I5 to help o

seattier ableacd My 33-+»-=6-AAr54 w
i fily 14-5-37-47 's sin.
puli with a twist. y A

ANSWERS5 TO PUZZLES IN

"-*mTrw~oi?er<i to-morrow, ~nd so destr” to"day? |5”

the right.hand side of
DotiBLP-AcROSTic. ynma

r-R¢w IT"”d Ttasr” 7.Banan“"”~-a.'unioorN.

"W ArJlv-NcilASf-r. T.ri*une.
4.  Be-wild-er.

» A~ Anatuure o aﬂvamage %sm

Popef\ ) J %)es
R hombuia. ACrOSS; Inert. OverL 3. Encid. )

He-A.r<l

2. R-evon-uo. 3. Ma-lad-y.

7 Pe-T-er, 8, Ha-1"ve- 9- Sk-L-in.

JolmBumetNash

.-Roy U ;T -1Z AlkiaaulJessica,,9.-W L. R .,i-

CHAU-M>E.

W e loaded uwitjirs/ at the sUiion,
W ith barrcis and bairels of Rour;
Tho busy frcight tigent had lold us
The train would IAst in an hour.

We hurried about pretty lively.
And piled up ihe barréis so fast
That.whentlielongiraiii reached thesution,
Uur ti/iat was <iuite rcady
HIA\NATJIA

COIM ALEI) W«K»-Slti:A«E.

One word is concealed in cach sentence.
i. Hal was disconraged, for his
urcs all preved disastrous. a. Shall Percad
or Reginald go for ihe pareci! 3 The lan..
ness of the hour prevented Anna frm
making the cali she had miended. 4
was not espceially entertainmg. 5- All the
thcaters seemed well

"CORNELIA PLIMOEH.

'WO (IKOSS-TVim» ENKihIA".

i My lirstis in sliive, bulnotin viel
Mv second in preve, but not 11 iry,
Myv tliiid in awkward. bul not m sly;
Myv fourth i«in sing, butnot m ciy,
H v fifih is in nacnre, but not ;n sky;
My wliclc holds castles for which we sica

1l1. My firsiis in leopard, but not in cat:
M v second is in thin, but noi in lai.
M v third is in board, but not in slat:
My fourth is in stood, but not in sal;
My fifth is in fly, but not m bat;
Myv sixih in carpet, but not in rtial,
Mv whole is something tn pustic al.

“ SIDNEV AND IDA.," AND ' ELSIE E. |

THE MARCH NUMBER.

R ntra nicnd: z_‘ Toa" 20 fTidd. 4 A
B I i
9. R-olIT. p. Lower Righi-haod Dlamond
PiCTOBIAL Chakadk. Lottcr-Box.
r&- m u[ si K¢ h§gSAAAAM

Two CROss-wiiRt) Enk.mas,

-C.
5 «crene; my
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