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GREAT-GRANDMOTHER’'S GARDEN.

By Mary J. Jacques

Come into Great-grandmother’s garden, my dcars:
The Sunfiowevs are nocidiiig and beckoning away,
The Balsams are smilingly drying their tears,
And fair Morning-Glorics are greeting the day.

How puré is the brcath of the old-fashioncd Pinks!

How modest the face of the Lady’s Dcught!
Sweet-William his ann with Miss Lavender’s lnks,

And whispers, “ | dreain of you morn, noon, and night.’

The Dahlia looks on with a qucenly repose,
Unheeding the Coxcomb’s impcrtinent sighs,

And fierce Tiger-Lily an angry look tlirows
At Bacheloi-'s Button, who praises her cyes.

The red Prince’s Feather waves heavy and slow
By Marigolds rich as the Crown of a king;

The Larkspiiv the Inimming-bird sways to and fro;
Abovc thein the Hollyhoclcs lazily su’ing.

Come, Foui-o’-Clocks, wake from your long morning napl
The late China Asters will soon be astir;

The Sweet Pea has ordcred a simple groen cap —
W hich the Poppy pronoiinces too cominon for her.

There 's Southcrnwood. Safiion, and long Stiipéd Grass;
The palé Thiinble-Berries, and Swcct-lirier bush;

An odor of Catnip floats by as we pass —
Be carefiill fior Grandmamma’s Chainomilc crush.

Come into Great-grandinothcr’'s gardcn, my dcars:
The Sunflowcrs are nodding and beckoning away------
Ahi the truc Grandma’s garden is gonc years and years —
We have only a make-believe garden to-day.

No.



THE TINKHAM

BROTHERS'

TIDE-MILL.’

By J. T. Trowbridge.
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Chapter XX IV .

WHAT HAPPF.NI-D THAT DAY.

THE chiWren had ljcen gonc about thvce hours,
whe-n thcelr mother, sitting at hcr window, which
looked toward Tammosct village, noticed an im-
usual number of boys Iluu-rying down tlie
toward thc river.

Reaccting that Lt.wasthc fii-st of May, and piob-
ably a holiday in thc schools, shc thought little of
thc circumstancc, until she saw groups of men aiso
eoing in the same dircction. Shc thcn hobbled
to thc front pare of thc house, where she could gct
a vie\v of thc bridgc.

It was tluonged with people, and more werc
Corning from both ways- from Dcmp ord as wcl
as Tammosct; some stoppmg on thc bndgc and
looking off toward thc mul, whilc others climbed
over thc rails at cach cnd, ran down thc shorcs,
and disappcarcd undcr the high bank by wh.ch
the vicw of tlic rifcr below was shut off fioin thc
house. . .

At the same time, thc kitchcn girl bogan to cali.

” Mi-s- Ti)ikham ! Mis. Tinkham ! M hat are
all thcse people doing out here by thc mili?”

The widow hobbled to anothcr window, and saw
an amazmg sight.

tered the yard

load

Neithcr boy fior man had en-

in thc regular way; but thc upper
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a n k was now alive with youngsters scrambling «p
from below. Some threw themselyes on the tur
and sat with thcir backs toward tbe house and lur
Icgs imnging down thc slopc. Others stood he-
hind them or looked about for better positions
dozen br more got into thc great willow, whcte
lhcy fillod the seats or leaned upon thc bramJw o
All appeared cager to witness some great spccuicie
taking place below. "

The mother of thc Tinkhams Icnew vcry i'cll
what that was. “ O myboys! W
exclaimed, “ why are yon not here ?” and wu! out
ivaitincr to cover hcr fecble shoulders and
hair, she hobbled out of thc house

She hearcl suppressed cries of;

Look n
vou '”

“ Thcre comes thc oid lady, and < '
Lment saw the faces of thc intruders all turncfl
hcr way. Thcrc was much n
thcm ; and the next momecent cveryboy was niRut)
gazing down the slopc again.

“ What docs this mean? What are yo
for?” shc criccl, approaching thc nearest

“w ¢ just wantcd to scc the fun. wast
ning responsc.

“ What fun?” shc demandcd, sharply.

“ Toscc thodam tore away; for that s ™
are doing,” somcbody answored, in a loud,
voicc from thc uillow.

“ Is that Dick Dushec?”

AU righb.. rescrvcd.



“Yes, that’'s Dick; he told us we could come
up here."

“ He would n't have dared show his face if my
sons were at home !'” said the widow. *“ | should
think he might be in Ijetter business, and the rcst
ofyou, too! Makc room forme, will you? Whosc
ground is this, y'ours or mine ?”

The loungers on the turfliad not ofiered to move
out of her way, but the lively movemciu ofa crutch
among their elbows and cars made tliem scattcr,
and she stood on the top of the bank.

This is what she saw; both shores of the rivcr
swarmed with spectators, boys and men, and
even women and giris here and there. The plat-
form at the cérner of the mili was black witli the
crowd. There were boats, also, hcld against the cur-
lent by young men aboard, probably Argonauts.
In the midst of all, the center of attraction, stood a
line of stout laborers leg-dccp in the water, with
picks and iron bars demolishing the dam.

The work had cvidently but just begun. The
first planks were yielding to stiirdy blows. There
ivas little aoise besidc; no loud talking, for
sliouting of commaiids. Never disorderly
crowd so orderly and wcll behai'ed. There were
even policemen prescnt— Dempford men in blue
<iiats on one shore, and Tammoset men in gray on
tlie other— keeping the peace. The whole thing
h.id been thoroughly planncd and organized beforc-
liand, as the local neivspaper boastfully informed
its readers on both sidcs of the river, in its ncxt
issue.

I he crippled woman, supported on her crutches
at the summit of the high bank, her gray hcad
b.ire— a strange, pathctic figure — called aloud to
lile laborers to desist from their work of destruc-
tion. Notone of them hccdcd her: but all other
eycs were turncd upward, whilc her voice con-
linucd to ring out, tremulous yet clcar, entreating
ytt commanding:

“ Must | stand licrc alone, and scc my property
dcstroyed ? Is there not one who will take m\-
part, and stop this lawless procecding? Are you
all on the sidc of injusticc and bruto forcé ?”

There was a brief silence; tlicn a Dempford
man in bluc — our oid acquaintance, in fact—
made answer from the oppositc shore:

‘It is nota lawless procoeding, madam. You
were duly notified that the clam must be removed.
As you have not done it yourself, the peoplc have
taken it in hand.”

The people who do it, or witness it ivithout
protcst, are a mob! The only law thcy have on
u'eir sido is mob law, and thcy know it. There is
noother law that can touch my poor little property

| see grave-looking men in this crowd, men
' ono doubtcali thcmselves respcctablc citizens.

ivas

Are they aware that, by their presence, if not by
their acts, they are making war on a defenselcss
ivoman and her absent children? Wcll for you,
well for you all,” cricd the widow, lifting a crutch
and shaking it passionately over the heads of the
crowd, “ that my boys are not here to-day ! You,
breaking the dam there, and jou assisting by look-
ing on, would not be where you are! But you
chose a safe time for your brave dccd !'”

She stoppcd to subduc the passion that was
sweliing in her voice; thcn, as nobody answered
her, and as the planks and stakcs were still giving
wa>' beforc the picks and bars, she went on:

“ If this dam, which wc have a right to maintain,
— for I have taken legal counsel on the subject,
and I know,— if it troublcs you, why don’'t you go
to work like honorable men and get rid of jt? 1
hear that some of you, who aro not Argonauts,
have yet subscribed largo sums toward building
the club-houso. W hy have n’'t you subscribed
somcthing toward abating this nuisance you com-
plain of? A fcw hundrcd dollars would have
bought off the prcvious owncr ; or my boys would
have come to any just agrecmcnt with you. But,
ah 1” she cried, scornfully, “ this is not the popu-
lar side ! You can wcll afford to givc inoney for a
now boat-houso; but one poor woman’s mill-dam,
that is in the way of a few plcasme-boats, must be
ruthlessly dcstro>ed ! Oh, what men you are !”

Nobody answered her again. BuE, if thcrc were
not in that asscmblage of two or lhree hundrcd
people, young and oki, a fcw hcarts that felt and
lemembered long afterward her thrilling words
and the tears that now carne streaming down her
clieeks, it was a pitiless mob indeed.

“ lhavc had my say,” she added,
you will do as you pieasc.”

Her checks still wet with unwiped tears, she
stood in silencc and saw the work of demolition
procced.

The planks and stakes, as thcy were broken
away, were sent floating down the strcam; and
soon not a vcstige of the dam remaincd visible.
Thc cnd of the platform, ivith the fish-way attnched,
was Icft hanging in the air. The laboréis secmed
to think their work done, and started to wade
asliore.

Then a little fcllowabout the sizo ofW eb Foote,
standing in one of the boats, swung his hat and
called for thrce checrs. The spectators responded,
though not veiy heartily, their feeling of triumph
being sadly clulled by the sight of the palé face
and feeblc form supported by crutches on the
bank.

But now there was a singular moveinent on the
farther shore:

A  man with

“and now

coarse, sandy featurcs of vast



—\

ji’<
IIn

territorial dimensions, who had beon watching the
show with manifest satisfaction, said something in
a low voice to somebody clse, who whispercd it to
a third person, who in tura ran to the cdgc of the
bank and called to the men wading ashove :

“ Go back! Thcrc’'s one thing you ’'ve for-
gotten !'”

“ W hat 's that, Milt?” asked the littlc Coramo-
dorc from his boat. ., .

“ The mud-sill!” said Biizrow, for it was indeed
our araiablc fricnd, the cow-sraiter’s son. ‘‘Dushce
says tliey can rebuild the dam withoiit any trouble
if we leavc the mud-sill.”

“ Is that so, Dushee ?” cried Web Foote, m a
loud voice.

“ Certainly it is/’ Dushee replied m a much
lowcr tone, after some hesitation.

Evcn he must have folt the iguominy of npenly
giviug counsclfor the dcstruction of a dam he had
formerly had to deferid, and which he had dis-
honestly passed into other hands. Perhaps, aUo,
his oid hatred of the Argonauts madc the situation
awkward for him. But his present hatred of the
brothers he had wronged outweighed other con-
sidcrations, andhcspokc out:

‘m Theyhavc only to drivc new stakes and nail
on fresh boards. Biit rip up the mud-sill and
spilin’s, and they can’t rebuild in the present State
of high water.”

” That 's so !” exclaimcd Buzrow. “ Up with
the mud-silll”

So the men went back into the water, and with
their picks and bars attackcd the long strip of
timber which, with what Dushee called tlie “ spil-

in>s_” — sharpencd boards driven down sevcral fect
into the river-bcd,— had served to kcep the water
and those pionecis of the tvater, the eels, from find-
ing their way under the dam.

It was the hardest part of their job. The spilmgs
had bccn driven to stay; and they wcrc nailcd to
the sill. The to|3s of some of thoin brokc off,
howevcr, whilo the oid, nisty nails in the rcst gave
way ; thcn up carne the heavy, water-soaked tim-
ber, onc end firet, and, slowly lifted and swung
around, scarcely floating, went down the strong
currcnt after the stakes and planks.

So muclt the Tinkltam boys had gaincd by
making one superfluous eneray.

CH.aPTER XXV.

TO RESCUK THE MUD-SII.L.

AFTER the funeral, Mart and Lutc stoppcd to do
some business in town, while Letty and the threc
yoiingcr brothers hastcned to take the fimt tiain
for Tammoset.

“ 1 've the strangest fceling,” Letty said, “ that
soinething isn’t right with Mother."”

“ 1 don’'t sce what can have happcncd to hev,”
replied Rush. “ But I can’t help feeling skittish
about the dam.”

Staiting to walk home from Tammoset station,
they were surpriscd to meet a number of people
Corning up the road, who gave them curious, cx-
cited loolts. They hunied on, mccting more and
more ; and, passing the brow of the hill, saw two
scatterecl throngs moving slowly up both shores of
the river, convcrging at the bridge, and from therc
strearaing off thinly, in groups and pairs, toward
Tammoset and Dcmpford.

“The dam! the dam!” exclaimcd the boys,
making a sudden onward rush.

AH was over whcu they reached home. The
last of the youngsters was siipping from the trec
down the bank, on the summit of which the widoiv
still stood, with gray head uncovered, proppcd
upon her crutches.

“ Mother ! Mother !” Rush exclaimcd, springiiig
to hev side bcforc the rcst.  “ What isit?”

She was vcry palé, but quite calm now, until liis
coming causcd her emotions to surge up again.

“ You see what has becn done,” she said, point-
ing at the spotwhcrc the dam had bcen.

He gave a savage cry of grief and rage.

“ There's nothing to be said,” she contmued,
checking a sob, “ but much to be done. Wherc
are the boys?” .

“ They are Corning in a later train. Oh . «c\-
claimcd Rush, his face in a spasm of fury and
pain, “ if we had only been here !”

“ It'swell you wcrc not. Better suffer wrong,
than to have killecl some one, or havc ljecn killcd
yourselves. For I am sure onc of thcse two tliiiigs
uould have happcned !”

“ Something would havc happened!” said
Rush. “ Oh! tothink you were here alone ! "lou
saw it all ?”

“ lsaw it all 1”

And do you know who did it?”
Ilow could 1? Therc were only two faces 1
cver saw beforc— the Dushees.”

Dick had alrcady been discovcred as he tumbled

down the slopc at sight of the boys; and Knpert
and Rodman had becn for giving nim

“

“

chaso and
throwing him into the river.

“ Was the oid reprébate here looking on?’ de-
manded Rush.

“ He was not only looking on, but you owe i
him that the mud-sill was torn up.”

The wrong secmed loo great to bear. "5
strugglcd with his burstmg heart for a momcnt,
then said : .

“ Ncver mind ! this is n’t the end ! Bring



dothes-line, boys ! wc 'll save wliat we can.
help Mother into the house !’

Letty, whom the boys had outrun, had now
come up, and was clinging to her mother’s side.
Rush left them, and hurried down the path to thc
lower story of the mili, whcre he met our oid ac-
quaintance, the gray-coated Tammosct policeman.

The policeman smiled — not at all like onc
caught in bad business, but rathcr as if he had
been engaged in some praiseworthy action,

“ 1 think,” he said, “ you will find your property
has bccn carcfully protccted. | have n’t allowed
anybody to go into thc mili, or to damagc any-
thing.”

Rush regarded him wilh wrathful amazement.

“ Perhaps you expect some rcward from us?”

“ 1 don’t ask it,” replied the man in gray, bow-
ing complacently, with a look which implied that
arcward would not be unwelcome. “ 1 have only
done my duty. The dam had to go, you knoiv.
We 've seen the last ofthat.”

Letty,

“ The last of it?” cchocd Rush, with angry
scorn.

“The last of it! ” the man in gray rcpcatcd,
[tositively. “ An injunction will be appiied for at

once, to prevent you from rcbullding it.”

“Why did n't you have the mili torn away,
too?” said Rush. ‘* Don’'t you see it projccts
uveiity feet into the river? It may be in the way
of some nice little pleasurc skiff, some time !”

He did not wait to hear the man’s reply to this
lierce sarcasm, but, having bent into a hook-likc
shape thc end of a long iron rod which he found
in the ljack shop, he hastcncd with it down the
river, accompanicd by Riipcrt with a pole and
Kodman with thc clothes-line.

I'ncy descricd thc mud-sill lodged in a bcend,
and some Argonauts in a boat poking onc cnd of
it, as if to set it afloat again.

“ Let that timber alone! ”

Rush sent his volee before him, whiie rimning
with fiill specd. The Argonauts pokedand piilled
with thcir oars harder than ever.

* 1 warn you 1” he shoutcd.
longs to me !”

As they did not dcsist, but scemed hastcning to
gct the sill out of rcach from the shore, he caught
up astone weighing thrce or four poimds, and, run-
uing up within hiirling distancc, flung it with all
his inight.

It struck thc boat betwecn wind and uater, ulth
a crash and a splash which sent the Argonauts
paddling off in a Inirry. Rupe and Rod, following
along the shorc, Ict fiy smaller stoncs, onc of which
fcll into the boat, wliile another svent rvhizzing over
t'vo swiftly ducking heads.
robbers ! cowards!”

“ That timber bc-

“Thieves! Rush shouted.

having first thrown the hook-like end of his rod
over the timber, “ You do your clirty work in the
niglit-time, or wlien only women are at homc, but
you run from two or thrcc boys! Come back here
if you want)'our boat smashed 1”

“ Wc 've nothing to do with you,” a big-voiced
Argonaut shouted back. “ Oui- business was with
the dam.”

* My business is with thc dam, too!” cried
Rush. ‘1 know you, Milt Buzrow; and if | see
you touch onc of tirése planks by thc shorc down
yonder, 1| 'lIl follow and stone your boat all the
way to Dempford !'”

lluzrow exhibited his courage by bellowing back
some hcavy threat; but for some reason he and
his fellow-Argonauts did not think it worth their
while to meddle with any of thc drift-wood.

Rush called to his Irrothers, and with tireir help
soon had thc timber hauled alongsidc thc bank.

“Wc wont try to gct it home now,” he said.
“ The tide will turn in a little while and help us.
Stay here and hold on to it, while 1 go and borro'v
Mr. Rumney’s boat.”

He hurried back up the river to the bridge,
crossed over, and found thc farmcr walkingleisurely
toward his barn. Rush did his brcathless errand.

‘My boat? What do you want it for?” Mr.
Rumney replied, good-naturedly.

“ Does it make any difference what 1 want it
for?” Rush askcd rathcr sharply, thinking his
rustic neiglibor was also iir sympathy with the
enemy.

“Wall, mabby!” said the farmcr. “ If you
want it for any ordinary parpdse, 1 say you can
takc it. But if you want it to save your timbers
and put back your dam ”

“ That ’'s just what | want it for 1” said Rush,
with headlong frankncss.

“ In that case, | don’'t carc to stir up thc prej-
udice of the Arguc-nois agin’me. So lsha'n’tsay
yon can take it. Butscc here!” thc farmeradded,
confidentially, as Rush was turning away in furious
disgust; “ if anybody shoiild come and takc the
boat without leavc, and ncver say 1 Ict 'cm, they
would n't be prosecutcd. They 'll find the oars be-
hind thc hcn-housc.”

“ Thank you,” said Rush.

“ Don’t thank me, for 1 don’'tknow notliin’about
it, you kno'v. |’'ve seen how you boys liave bccn
trcated, and I should n't blame ye if you took any
boat you could lay hands on.”

The farmcr was entering his barn.
turned back and addcd;

* Or anything cisc, for that matter. By the
way, did you know the Argue-nots are preparing
to build a platform around the sido of their boat-
housc ? They 've got the posts and lumijer on the

But he now
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spot. Don’t tell anybody | said that to you,
neithcr!”

“ 1 don’t see what that is to us,” Rush rcplicd.
“ Though they rob us of our dam, we can’t go and
stcal their stuffin retuin.”

“ Of course not,” said the farmer, with a broaci
and somewhat significant smile. “ Of course not.’
And he cntcred the barn.

“ He tlinks wc can destroy their property
as they liavc destroyed
ours,” thouglit Rush, as
be walkcd slowly back to
the road. “ And | am
mad enough to! |
should like to put a n
keg of powder im-
dertheirboat-housc,
and blow il to
the moon ! Or
sink the Com-
modore’s yacht
in the deep-
est part of the
lake!”

"THE BIIIDCE WAS THHONGED WITH PEOPLE."

For the first time in his life he felt how revengc-
ful, how despcratcly ivickcd, even an hoiicst, well-
meaning boy could be when fired by wrong. He
wanted to go that night, and, by the hclp of a
match and a fcw shavings, send the ncsv boat-
house roaring up into the sky in a wild cloud of
smokc and flame.

But he had a steadfast, pnident nature, which
hclped him to putall such evil fancies quickly out
of his mind. Beside, he had something else to
think of now.

He had notwished to be secn going directly Irom
Mr. Rumney’s barn to the boat. He thercfore
walked back to the bridge; tlien, appearmg sud-
clenly to changc his mind, he leaped the fencc, rar.
to the hen-house for the oars, and a minute later

might have been secn
pushing off in the boat
and rowing rapidly
down the river.

Chapter XXVI.
THAT EVENING.

Rush had taken his
younger brothers on
board, met the turning
tide, and recovcrecd
much of the floatin;;
deiris,— picking up tlw
stakes and smaller
pieccs, and driving or
towing the planks with tlic
slowly backing curren!,
when Mart and Lute aJi-
pearcd, hurrying down lo
ward the shore.
On reachinghome and leariv
ing what had happened, thiv
had made a hasty changc nf
clothing, and Mart had put on
what they called the “ Duslire
dug-outs”— a pair of enormoiis
vubbcr boots, inherited from
the former owner, and uscd.
ISL':'jECOTFH“E”EEA:;_EMDL' hitherto, chiefly in working

about the dam in high water.
They carne up to the hips, and, having been (g
signed for much stouter limbs, they made the lank
Martin look, as he waded into the river, as if he
were walking in a pair of churns.

Not a word of the great disaster; but Mart sim-
ply said, “ You ’'re doing well, boys!” in quijct
toncs of approval, which it always did the yaungcr
ones good to hear.

No languagc, as Lutc said afterward, wouici
have done any sort of j-j-justice to the occasion.
So, inslcad of wastingbreath ovcr the injurythcy
had reccived, thcy set earnestly abo.ut rcpairing it

The cnd of the clothes-line was passccl on from
Mart wading in the river to Lute on the shore; an
boat and planks were towcd back to the miu-
Thcre the fragments of the dam were hcaped on



the bank, and the mud-sill was also hauled up out
of the water.

Bits of the spilings rcmained nailcd to the side
of the sill here and there. Buj they wcrc few and
small, the nails, when it was wrenched away, liav-
ing in most cases broken, or becn drawn through
the soft boards — a fact which Liite observcd with
kcen intcrest.

“ What are the spilings?" Rod inquired.

Mart, who believed in explaining things to
maquiring young minds, explained accordingly —
ihe more willingly now, because he wanted the
younger boys to undersland the sort of work in
which they might be required to assist.

“ In building a dam of this kind, the firstthing
put in place is the mud-sill, laid levcl across the
nv-er-bed. Then all along by that, on the up-
.mtream side, they drive a row of boards, set
dosely edge to edge, the tops Icft eveu witli tlie
top of the sill, and nailcd fast to it. Those are the
spilings, and they help hold the sill in place.”

“ Except when p-p-partics come and i-r-rip it
out,” suggested Luto, still studyingandcxamining.

“The spilmgs are mainly iisefui,” Mart went
lili, “ to keep other parties, likc muskrats and eels,
fium working under tlie dam. Eels are a kind of
.hrgue-nots; they claim a right of way, and when
ilicy can’t wriggle through or over, they try to
burrois' beneath.”

“ One little hole in the b-b-bed of the river,”
said Lute, “ the water makes it bigger, and the
iirst you know there’s no b-b-bottom to your
dam.”

Mart then explained that the stakes were driven
on the down-stream side of the sill, and that the
boards of tite superstructure rested on the edge of
ii-nmning lengthwise with the timber, and nailcd
to the stakes. The sill also served as a floor for
llic flash-boards to shut down on. All ishich the
younger boys had some notion of beforc, and were
to know prctty thoroughly by experiencc in futurc.

" Lucky for us the spilings were drivcn deep
andhalfrottcn,” said Lutc. “ If they had n'tbeen,
thcy’cl have p-p-pullcd up, | believe ivc can gct
the iinid-sill back and mako 'em do for a t-t-time.”

We could, ifthe tops of so many had n’t bcen
broken,” said Mart, “ It will be hard fitting the
picces.”

“We nced n't fit the pieces,” said Lute,
an i-d-d-dea.”

As Lute’s ideas were always worth listening to,
iho othcrs listcned intcntly.

Dig a trench,” he said, “ and sink the mud-sill
right inches. That will cover the broken p-p-parts
of the spilmgs, and the raggcd cnds left sticking
"P over :t wont do any hurt.”

Capital!” Rush exclaimcd.

“1've

“ The row of

spilings will guide us in digging the trench and
replacing the sill,”

Mart said nothing, but walked with a pcculiarly
earncst, expectant look, straight into the river, and
began to feel his way among the spilings with his
clumsy boots.

“ | believe you 're right, Lutc !” he said. “ Ifit
was a time of low water, we could do it at chlj tide
without any trouble.”

The tide was but just coming up now, and yet,
owing to spring rains, the water whcrc he stood
was ncarly two feet deep.

“It's abad-workingjob,” saidRush, “ with only-
one pair of Dushee’s dug-outs among us! The
water is awfully coid yet. | wish it was later in the
season.”

“ We can build a temporary dam, just a light
fencc to kecp the most of tlie water off, while
we 're at w-w-work,” suggested Lute.

“ Ifwe had boards cnough,” said Mart.

“ Picnty of b-b-boards.”

“ 1 don't see that. These oid planks are so-
split and Isroken that only a few will do to use
again. And though we have looked out for hav-
ing boards enough on hand to rebuild the dam,
we have n’'t enough for a temporary dam at the
same time.”

“ Plenty of b-b-boards,” Lutc repeatcd, confi-
dently. “ Rip the siding off the shcds.”

“ So we can!” exclaimed Rush. “ And put it
back again when the tcmpoi-ai-y dam comes away.”"

But Mart raised objections.

“The oid dam,” he said, “ was fifty feet long.
The mili projects into the river twcnty feet. That
makes something like scventy feet from bank to-
bank. And the temporary dam would have to be
threc or four boards high, to kcep the water from-
pouring over.”

“ ] don't propose to bitikl from bank to bank,’’
Lute explained. *“ | would start the temporary
dam at the cérner of the mili, just above the per-
manent onc, and rim it across a little diagonally,
to glve us room lo work betwcen them.”

“ But the water will come tcaiing
know ! ” said Rush.

“ Yes, it will b-b-bothcr us.
with more boards, and relieve the pressurc by
ietting it through the mill-sluice. That's one ad-
vantage of starting the temporary dam at the
corner of the mili. It wont take long to drive
stakes and string it across.”

Still Mart objectcd, beiicvingthat the temporary
dam would cause more trouble than it would save,
and preferring to work in the water.

The difficulties in the way of cithcr plan were
formidable enough. Tlic brothers wcrc still argu-
ing the question, when Letty carne to tell them

under, |
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that, for their mother’s sakc, they must come in to
their suppcr, which had bcen a long while waitmg.

“ Well,” said Mart, “ it’s so late wc cant do
much more, as | see; and we can talk over plans
in thc house as well as here.”

The suppcr-table conversation, that cvening,
was wonderfully cheerful and quiet, considermg
the circumstances. The uTong which had been
done them knit more closely the sympath.cs of
mother and children ; they werc never bcforc so
United, hardly evcr so happy. The spints of the
young mcn had visen to meet the emcrgcncy;
their hearts had grown great.

“ The more | think of it,” said the widow, with
glistening eycs, “ the more thankful I am that you
were not at homec this afternoon. Ifyou had been,
wc should not be sitting here together now, all safe
and well, with clear consciences and sound limus —
I am sure we should not!” .

“ lam frightened when 1think what might liavc
happened!” said Letty. “ What if onc of you
had been hurt, as | know you would have been,
before the dam could cver have been torn out.

“ We should n't have looked on with our hands

our p-p-pockcts,” said Lute, soaking a crust of
dry toast in his chocolate. Thatisn’tthe T-t-tmk-
ham style.” . s

“ Or supposc you had hurt soraebody elsc.
said fhc mother; “ perhaps fatally, and were now
in iail, with the terrible prospect of a mal Oh .
how much belter wc can afford to lose a little of
our property. or even all, and begin the world
again with clean hands. W e have suffereda great
wrong, but that is better liian to have done even a
little wrong. W e wont complain of Providencc as
long as our hopc and strength and lovc remani,
and wc are left to one another.”

“ 1 don’t know what makcs me so glad!” ex-
clairaed Letty. “ I never was so proud of my
brothers. I,never felt so sure that they would
come out all right at last!”

“ It’s no use giving in to t-t-trifies,” said Lute.
“Wc mean to have our dam again, and k-k-keep
it, next time.”

“We'vebcen prcttyindulgent totlic Argonauts,
said Mart. ‘‘W¢c 've allpwecl them two chances at
,5_or.c whcnwc were aslecp and onc when we
were away, That’'s about enough. Now let’cm
look out{ Piece of gingerbread, picase, LeCt)".”

“ How long will it take to rebuild the dam?”

Letty asked, as slie passed the dish.

Mart was cxplaining that it would depend upon
circumstances, when Rush spokc up;

“ That reminds me of what the policeman said—
some nonsense about an injunction being appiied
for at once, to prevent our rebiiilding it.
can’t, can they?”

“ Say it again,” replied Mart. He paused, hold-
ing the gingerbread he was about to break, and
linencd seriously while Rush repcatcd the officer’s
words. “ 1 don’'texactly like that!” lie drawled.

“ Is there anything in it? ” cried Rush, in a tone
ofalarm. ,

“ 1 doii't know, but that’'s very likely their
game. Now the dam is torn mvay, the coiirt mav
possibly clap on an injunction to prevent our rc-
butding it. Then we may have to wait for a long
course of law to decide the matter. 1 don’t kntnv
about it; and while we are waitiiig to consult Mi.
Keep, thcir tvap may be spning.
on the safe side.”

“ W hat is the safe side ?” Rush inquircd.

“ An injunction,” said Mart, “ is a writ to pr,.-
hibit your doing somclhing which somebody ctnii-
plains will damage public or private interes'.-.
Now, suppose, before such a wnt is issued, tlie
thing is done? That 'swhat 1 cali thc safe side

They

I prefcr to be

for us.” .

“ You mean to rebuild the dam before we aie
ordcrcd not to rebuild it! ” said Rush. “ Bu: uin
we? The order may come to-morrow movning.

“ Yes, or a notice that it lias bcen appiied fur-
Thcn the rebiiilding would be at our own cost and
peril. Boys,” said Mart, starting up, “ wc have nt
a minute to lose !'”

“ No,” said Lute! “ There’ll be a inooii. c
must w-w-work to-night!”

The brotlicrs were on their feet in a momen ,
eagcr, even to the youngcst, to begin thctrenicn-
dous taskof circumventing thc enomies of thc danr
Amidst the sudden clattcr of chaii-s and ciamm ui
voices, the moUicr uttered hcr remonstrancc.

“ Oh, bovs,” she said, “ rest. to-mght ami do
your work to-morrow ! That will be better, m

""“ No, Mother !” replied Mart, with a quietbngh
“ To-morrow may be too late. Mc 'll woi' e

niglit, and rest when our work is done.”

(To be coniinneilL}



FLOWERS FOR THE BRAVE
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IHow TOMMY WENT TO JAIL

BY Kate

It was a hot moming in early June. The sun
shone brightly, the grass «’asveiy grecn, and the
saucy little dandelions looked likc dots of gold
thickly sprinkled on the grass. It was all vevy
bright and vcry pleasant, but Tommy got vcry
tirecl of it all; so he thought he would go and scc
Carry Young, ivho lived just across the church
lawn’and the jail-)'ard, and in a housc that was
really part of the jail, for her father was the
county shecviff.

So off he trudged,— a prctty little boy of ftvc
years, with blue eyes and yellow curls, wcaring a
brown Holland dress, with a straw hat plantcd on
the back of his hcad,— a pailful of dandelions in
onc hand, and a wooden shovel in the other. He
had a tussle with the latch of the gate, but at last
he got out, and as soon as he had tugged up to the
top of the church lawn, he saw Carry in the jail-

yard, and he ran ovcr, calling to her. She was

B

Foot,

very glad to see him, and they playcd together for
a iong time, till Carry said she was tired aivl
hot, and was going into the office to get cool. So
they both went indoors. Tommy had never bcen
in there beforc, becaiise his motbcr had alwa)s
said that he might play outdoors with Carry, bul
must not go into the bouse. But, this time,
had somehow forgottcn that injunction.

The office was a quccr room, with two door?
that went outdoors, and two doors that weiit in-
doors, and two more doors that were not doors ai
all, but iron gates. Tommy went and looked
through one of the gates, and thought it was tlu-
funniest place that he ever saw in his life, for Choix
Was a long, long cntry and big ivindows on one side.
and on the other many other iron gates — mil'
they were little ones, not nearly so big as the one
he was looking through. He pressed his face
against the bars, and wondercd what it was all
for. When he turned around, Carry had goiie,
and Mr. Young was just scating lumself.

“ Would like to go inside, Tommy?”

u

you sial
Mr. Young.

“ Yes, sir,” said Tommy.

So Mr. Young took down a big bunch ofkc;i
and opened the gatc, and Tommy went in, and
Mr. Young swung tlic big gatc together behind
him and locked it 'vith a great janglmg of ke)".
Then Tommy was scared, and he puckered up jns
forehead and mouth, and big tears carne mto Ins
cyes. Mr. Young was ivatching to see '™at -le
would do, and seeing the tears, said, “Oh . 11
let you out whencvcr you want to como.”

Thcn Tommy felt comfortcd, and concltukd
that he would go on and scc what sort of a place
he had got into — for this little boy was vcry cmi-
ous, and always wanted to find out aboutthings or
himself. So fio walkcd on to the first
and there he saw a vcry little rnotn with a bed and
a chair in it, and on the bccl was a man "
secmed to be sound asiccp.

>0
Tommy looked al
him for a little whilc, but he did n't spoak to lum,
becausc he felt surc he must have a heackchc, o
some illncss, to be Iving down in the day-timc.
mamma had hcadaches, and then nobody cvcr
spokc to her; so he went on to the ncxt gatc.
There sat a man Icaning forward, hts evos fix-
on the floor, and he was thinking so harcl that ii
did n’t hear Tommy at all as he carne sol > P
and stood still beforc him. The man had as
of red cap on his head, and a long red dressiOc



gown, with a cord and tassel around the middic.

Tommy looked at him very harcl, and then
thought to himscif, “ He’s as nice as my papa,
and | guess he’s a prince; they wcar long red

gowns and things.”

The man sat vcry still, and Tommy looked at
him for what sccmed a long, long time, and tiren
he said, “ Gocd-morning, sir.”

The man started so that Tommy jumped too,
and dropped his shovel on the floor. But he need
not have bccn scared, for tire man liad a pleasant
face and a pleasant, kind voice, and, aflcr looking
at'Tommy for a minute with vcry wide opon eycs,
he said; “ Why, how did you get in here, and how
do you do ?”

“1I'm very well,” said Tommy.
me come in. | play with Carry.”
“ Oh, you do!” said the man.
play? And what’s \our fiame ?”

“ Oh, lots o’ things. Carry and me has planted
a garden. My fiame's Tommy. W hat’s yoiirs?”

“ Mine?” said the man. “ Well, | have n’t any
just now.”

Tliey chatted on for a minute or two, and then
Tommy said: “ Let me in there, I want to sit

“ Mr. Young let

* What do you

down.”

A quccr look carne over thc man’s face.
c.an't open the door,” he said.
ihe floor.”

“Why can’t you open
looked vcry much piizzled.

'“Becausc it's locked, and | have n’'t got thc
key,” said the man; and then he said, half to
hiinself, “ Wish | had.”

“ 1’1l get the key,” and Tommy turned to go
back to the big gatc.

No, no,” said thc man, in a quick, sharp way,
sind Tommy looked at him, and was lialf scared
again. But by the next minute the man looked
as pleasant as he had at first, and so Tommy sat
down mi the floor in front of the gate, with his
legs crossed in front, his little pail of fading dandc-
lioiis on one side and his wooden shovel on the
otlicr, and, with alittle dimplcd hand on each kncc,
preparccl to have a nice talk — for Tommy was a
'mery sociable boy.

He looked at tlic man vcry intcntly for a
minute, and thcn he said, with a solenin look in
his big blue eycs, “ llave you been naughty ?”

The qgiioer look carne into the man’s face again,
and he said, “ W hat makcs you think so ?”

'“Cause once | was naughty and my mamma
shut me up ail alone in the nui-sery, and | did n’t
have a nice door like this. | had a big, harcl door,
and I could n't see out at all, and | did n't like it.
Have you becn naughty — say?”

“ Well,”said the man, “ yes; P m afraid | have.”

“
“ You sit down on

it?” And Tommy

“Wont you be good if they’ll let you out?”
And Tommy looked very serious.

The man looked at Tommy. He looked at
him so hard that Tommy could only stare irack at
him, wondering what made him look so, and then
the man said slowiy, “ I don’t know.”

“ Oh, yes, you’ll be good. Now, say you'll
be good, an’ then you 'll wcait- to be good, an’
)ou can come out,” said Tommy, and he shook
his head so that thc yellow curls on cither side
waved to and fro. The man did n’'t answer, and
Tommy wcnt on. “ Now, you see, when my
mamma shut ine up | was an aivfnl bad boy,
'‘cause 1 bit Ellcn onc day 'cause she rvould n't
bring up and put on my shoes, an’ my tnamma she
sat down by thc door, an’ she said if |1'd say
really |1 uvas going to be good | would be good, an’
so 1 said rcaUy | was, an’ she opened the door an’
I carne out, an’ I 'm a real good boy now. Now,
yau say you 'll be good really, an’ then 1'll go tcll
my mamma, an’ shc 'll open the door.”

Just then a man carne up, and, openingatiny
little door in tire gatc, handed the man a piate
with something on it.

The man took it and put it on the floor.
some ?” he said.

* No, thank you,” said Tommy, looking scorn-
fully at the plato. “ That docs n't look good like
whatwe have. Don’t you have chicken? We 'rc
going to have chicken to-day. | saw 'em when |
cai'nc out,”

* No; they don’t have chicken here,” said thc
man, and he piishecl away tire plato with his foot,
as if he did n’t like thc look of it.

“ Wcli, now, you 're going to be good, are n’t
you ?” and Tommy put on his most coaxing and
winning air.

The man satvery stiil, and thcn he suddenly put
his hand through thc bars: *“ Yes,” he said, “ I
guess | am going to be good. Shake hands on it.”

Tommy jumpccl up in such a hurry that he
spilled all the clandelions, and put his little hand
in thc man’s big one, and put up his lips fora
kiss, and when thc man had Kkissecl him, Tommy
said, “ Now ril go and tcll my mamma, an’ shc’ll
let you out.” Then he pickcd up his pail and
shovel, and said, “ I guess | don’t want thosc
flowcrs. There 's lots out in our yarcl,” and then
he stood still a minute loiking at thc man, who
was looking straight at him. Presently Tommy
oponed his cyes and mouth wide. “ W hy!” he
said, “ you aint going to cry— you're too big.
Mamma says Pin too big to cry.”

* No,” said the man; “ I’'m notgoing to cry.”
And yet Tommy was siirc that big tears werc jn his
cyes. The man putout hishand. “ Shake hands,”
he said, “ and come again some day.”

“ Have
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“Why, yes!” said Tommy ; “ but they’ll let
you out now ‘cause you're goin’ to be good. 1l
teH’'cm. Good-bye. t1u come back right off.”
And so he went away to the big gatc, passing the
room where the man had been aslcep. But he
was sitting up thcn. “ Good-morning,” said
Tommy, stopping a minute. The man hfted a
sullen, cross face, and said, in a vcry cross voice,
“ Get out with you!” and Tommy, fairly scared
this time, ran to the gatecrying; “ Oh, let me out!
quick! let me out!” And Mr. Young let him
out, and, before he could lock the gate again,
Tommy was running home across the garden just
as fast as his legs could carry him, and he nevcr
stoppcd until he got safely inside the kitchen-door.

And thcn he was busy with his dinner, and so
busy after his dinner— for he went to the circus—
that he quite forgot about his visit and the poor
man that was locked up, until he was going to bed ;
thenhesaid, “ Oh ! Mamma, they have such funny
little beds in the jail; and, Mamma, | forgot to tell
you, tlicre 's a man therc,— an’ he says he 'll be
really good,— an’ wont you let him come out
now?”

Tommy’s mother looked very much surpriscd,
and said, “ Why, where /,<iw you bcen, my little
boy?”

So, although Tommy was very slecpy, he told
about his visit to the man. After Tommy had
finished his story, his mother hcld him vcry~tight
in her arms for a minute, and then said, “ But,
Tommy, you know | said you must n't go into
Carry's house.”

“ Well, 1forgot,” said Tommy — “ | truly cUd,
and lwont go any more ; only, Mamma, do let him
out, '‘cause he ’'s goin’ to be good.” Tommy was
very, very sleepy, but he found time to wondcr,
before lie fairly went off into dream-land, why his
mother’s eyes and mouth looked so qucer when
she leaned over and kissed him good-night.

“ Just like crying,” he thought, and, the next
minute, was fast asleep. And at about the same time
Mr. Young stood talking to the man in the jail.

“ So you had a visitor this moming ?”

“ Yes,” said the man, “ and | spent the bcst
half'hour with that little fellow that I 've had since
1 took up my lodgings in this hole.”

“ Well, good-night,” said Mr. Young, and he
went on.

The man thrcw himsclf on his bcd, but not to
sleep; he tosscd resticssly all night long, and
through the long, narrow window opposite the door
of his cell the very same stars looked in upon him
that looked in on little Tommy, sound asleep in his
crib. fie lay fiat on his back, with parted lips and
rosy chccks, one fat arm thrown over his head
and onc extended along his side, with his fingers

thrust out of the bars of his crib, that he might put
out his hancl to find his mother’s if he should wake
in the niglit.

A day or two after Tommy’s visit to the jail, the
man, with whom he had talked so innocently, and
who called himself Williams, was taken to the
court-room for trial. Tlicre was little to be said
in his dcfcnse, and the evidence against him
was strong. He
was found guilty
of robbing a
safe, and so the
jiidge sentenced
him to fivcyears
at hard labor in
the Statc-prison
at Charlestown,
Mass. He was
taken there at
once and put to
work.

Now, this man
had never work-
cd in all his life.
His father was
a rich man, and
had, for years,
given him plen-
ty of money to
spcnd. But he
got into bad
company, part-
ly because he al-
ways had plen-
ty of money in
his pocket, and
when he fell in-
to bad company his father rcfuscd to give him
any more money, and turned him outof his hoibc.
And he had learncd to think it easier to steal than
to work; and onc night he, with sevcral other
mon, vobbed a safe; and that was the way he got
into prison.

He suffcred dreadfully when he was shut up and
madc to work hard, and never allowcd to walk out
cxcept in the dreary prison-yard. He tried vci\
hard to escape, but he and all the other pnsoners
were too closely watchcd fur that; and so after
awhilc he gave up trying to get away, aiul workeiJ
faithfully, partly because he was happicr when he
was very busy, and partly because he won tlie
good-will of all the prison officers liy so clomg.
and O0lICC in awhile obtaincd little favors
them, such as a little longcr walk In the yaid on
Sundays, and, after awhilc, work that was ciisiet
for him to do.

So two years went by, and onc bright smnm

“HE HALTEU WITH HIS KAKD ON THB
LC>CK."



day one of his fellow-prisoners carne to him and
told him of a plot among them which, if success-
fiilly carried out, would give him and several more
the liberty they so longed for. But to carry out
the proposed plot it was absolutely necessary to
kill one of the prison ofhcers; then they would take
his keys, and, before the alarm could be givcn, gct
safely away.

What a temptation it was to Williams! He
wanted so much to get out to breathe the free,
fresh air again, for somehow the air even in the
prison-yard did not seem fresh to him, and he was
only there for such a little whilc every day. But
to kill the turnkey '— That was a drcadful thing to
think of even I— And yet there was no other way
to get out, and he would be free— yes, he niould.
So he agreed to the plan, and the last night carne.
At thc cell three doors below the one occupied by
Williams the keeper was to be stabbed, and ihen
'vithin an hour twelve men would be free again.

It had been a very, very warra day; thc air was
ciése and heavy and sultry.

Williams lay on his bed, thinking “ It is the
last night,” when he heard the turnkey coming
down thc corridor on his cvening round oflocking
doors.

Every step took him nearer to dcath. Wa.illiams
knew it, eleven other men knew it, and he knew
that these men would if they could kill the man
who should even offer to betray them. But tlic
keeper carne on, whistling a tune as he walked.
The tune was commonplace enough, and worn
threadbaie byendless repetition in singing, whist-
ling, and organ-grinding— only thc cid tune of
“My Mary Ann”; but it savcd hislife.

For, as the keeper carne whistling on, Williams
listened, and then noiselessly sprang off his bed,
uhile great drops of perspiration gathered on his
forchead, although he no longer felt thc hcat, but
seemed to have grorvn suddenly ice-coid.

He saw once more a little face looking in bctwcen
the bars of his ccll-door, and heard a sweet young
voice that said, “ Well, you're going to be good
now ?”

Why did he think of that little iniiocent face
just at that moment? Because on that day when

Tommy had been to see him, and just after he had
passed out of sight, with his yellow curls and
big hat and faded dandelions, an organ-grinder
in the Street had siopped and playcd that tune,
and he had heai'd it very faintly— but clearly
enough to forever associate it with Tommy and
his visit.

“ Going to be good?” Yes, he had said he was
“ going to be good.” And yet that vcry night he
was going to be liad— aye, woise than he had ever
bcen 1

Tommy’'s little face grew more and more plain
before his eyes. “ Going to be good — going to
be good now ” sccmed to be shouted in the air
as Williams stood Icaning against thc wall of his
cell. The keeper carne on; he was thc next ceil
but one above — at the next— at Williams’s own;
in a second lie would be gone — it would be too
late. lio liad alriady shut llic bulL and lunied the
key, when Williams, standing in thc shadow, with
his finger on his lips, whispeied, *“ Stop 17 He did
not daré to sliow himself at the grating, but again
he whispered “ Stop 17 The keeper heard, and
halted with his hand on thc lock, bcnding his head
slightiy to listen, while Williams, tremblingly and
halfunder hisbreath, told him all the triith. Thcn,
as the low whisper ceased, the keeper stared wildly
for a moment, but, recovering hiinself, said aloud,
in careless tones, “ 1 'll get it for you,” and with a
quiet, steady step walked back the way hehadcome.

There ivas nothing strange in that, for he often
went back for a book or to attcnd to some question
of a prisoncr, as it was his last round for thc niglu;
and so thc mcn, larthcr down the hall, who were in
the plotthought nothing ofit, and waited. But when
he carne back there was a tread of many feet, and he
had brought a strong guard with him. The eleven
men were putinsolitary confinemcnt, and Williams
received from the governor of thc prison his inost
hcarty thanks. W ithin a month he was pardoned
out and once more free, and he really did bccome
a good man- He wcnt away to a foreign country,
where no one knew his story, and from that day to
this he has led a perfectly upright life. And this
is what carne of Tommy’s visit to thc jail; and thc
story is a true one.
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THE STORY OF ROBIN

By MAUR.ICF.

Chapter IV.

THE SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM HOLDS A GRF.AT
ARCHERY MEETING.

AS THE days flcw past, the happy yeomen of the
egreenwood spent most of the timo in hunting.
They roved through the shady forests, with theii
mstrong bows in their hands, killing many fine dccr
and a great number of bivds. Their bowstrings
twanged musically at evcry shot, and their feath-
ecred arrows fairly whistled through the air.

Meantimc, the Sheriff of Nottinghara issued a
proclamation inviting all the good bowraen of tlic
mcountry to incet on his ficld for a grand day of
target-shooting. He offcrcd as the principal prizc
a silvei- arrow, fcathcred and pointed with gold.
Hearing of this, Robin Hood callcd his men
togcther, and badc them get ready to attend the
emecting and contcst for the splendid prizc. This
dcughted the jolly yeomen, and they at once set
to selecting their bcst bows and arrows, and their
:gayest hoods and kirtlcs for the occasion. Nor did
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they fail to practice atthe distances tobe shot, su as
to be able to do thcraselves credit at the match.

It must have bcen a pleasing sight when Robin
and his men set out for Nottingham. The com-
pany numbered onc hundrcd and forty strong and
comcly fellows, the bcst arclicrs in the world, al!
dressed in uniforms of grecn, and bearing bons of
yellow yew that sbone in the sun like gold. | bey
wei-c confident of success, and sang mcrry ball.ids
of Ufe in the greenwood as they inarclicd along.

When they reachcd Nottingham, they fouod a
broad, Icvel field set with rows of butts onc huiiclrcd
yards apart. Against thcse butts, or w.ills of sud,
were placed the inarks at which the archers »cie
to shott. The proud Sheriff was therc siipcrm-
tcnding the procecdings, surroundcd by a large
number of his boldest followcrs and laest " O"""-'I"

Robin and his yeomen marchcd into the fie (,
rclying upon tlic Blieriff’s oaih for protection from
harm.

The bugles soundcd gayly, calling the archcis
their places to begin the mecrry contcst. Uo«=
began to bcnd, and bowstrings to ring, and ar-

« Copyright, i8Sj, by Mourice Thompson.



rows to fly, well aimecl at the shining white willow
wands which served for the marks. Robin Hood’s
veiy best archerswere five in number : Little John,
Much, Gilbert of the white hand, Reynold, and
Scathelock. They beat eveiy bowman on tlie
field, save Robin himself, who split tlie wand at
every shot. The Sheriff stood by the butt at which
Robin aimed, and watched his shooting
with admiration and amazement. The
stalwart archcr’s arm was as stcady as
a rock, and his cye as sure and kccn as
an eagle’'s. When he would raise his
bow to shoot, every one would pause to
note his movements. Steadily he would

clraw back the cord
of his powerful ycw
bowuntilthefcather -

ofhisarrowtouched «obik hood ana nis >eh
the tip of his right RBruuE in cne castie

ear, then an instant’s pause for aim, and, with
a “twang,” away would fly the whizzing ar-
rou-, to strike the very center of the mark a
hundred yards away! No one could compare
"mith him. He uon the silvcr arrow, which lie
receivcd from the hand of the Sheriff.

m tras now growing late, and Robin called his
wmpany together to depart for the greenwood,
when suddenly horns began to blow on all sldes,
Wdthe Sheriffand his villainous followcrs attacked
our yeomen, with intent to Idll or capture them all.
An arrow struck Little John in the knce, wounding

un scvcrcly,

‘Treason! Tieason !” cried Robin Hood,
8 aking his bow at the treacherous Sheriff. “ You
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have broken your oath to me! When | had you
in my powcr | did not thus treat you! 1fcd you
and let you go. i have depended on your oath
and your honor, and you have proven false. Shame
upon you !”

By this time, all Robin’s men had formed in
a body and began retreating toward the forest,
showcring their arrows upon their enemies as they
went. Little John could not
walk— hcwassolnirt— and
was about to fall into the
' ' Sheriff's hands,
] when Much, the

miller’s powcrful
son, pickcd him
up and carried
him, occasionally
putting him donn
to launchanarrow
at the pursuers.

The Sheriff was cletcrmined
to take Robin Hood, dead or
alive. He roused all his men
and followed closely. The good
yeomen were gi-eatly outnum-
bered, and there was danger of
their spcnding all their arrows.

W hile Robin was thus sorely

pressed, he suddenly carne in sight of a strong
castle shuatcd in the edge of the forest- This
was the home of the knight to whom Robin liad
lent the four hundrcd pounds. He was called Sir
Richard at the Lea. The gentle and honorable
knight was glad to do Robin and his men a good
turn, so he took thcm into his castle and closcd
the gates, and woiild not let the Sheriff in. The
latter tried lo take the castle by siege : but, find-
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ing llris impossLble, be withdrew his men and went
off to appcal to thc King.

In thc meantime, Robin and h.s merry mcn re
turned to the greenwood, after receivmg bountiful
kindncss from the grateful kmght.

About this time Edwavd 1, had succeedcd Heni>
I11. on the throne of England, and .t wns o lum
that the proud Shcriff went to appeal. The Ring
aid tha? in a short time he should be commg
up to Nottmgham, when he would capture both
Robin v ood anda the knightSir Richard atthe Le

The Sheriff was very angry when, on fctuinmg
from his interview w.th the Kmg, he lound that
Robin Mood and his mcn had agam takcn to the

greenwood, imt he dared not do anythmg until he

was sure of success. So he set about watchmg fbr

a chance to take Sir Richard at the Lea by s«
prisc, which he succeeded 111 doing one da> when
fhe kiiight was out liawkiiig. He ordered his men
to bind poor Sir Richard upon a and so
took him in disgrace along the streets of Nottmg-
ham But Sir RicharcVs wife hastencd mto thc
greenwood, and inforraed Robin Hood of what had
befallcn her liusband. Then Robin blew his liugle,
and his sevenscorc of yeomcn hastcned to gather
around him. They were eager to rcscue the gen-
tle knight, whom they greatly loved. They bent
their tough yewbows, and fiUed thc,r baldncs w.th
arrows. The greenwood cchoed with the mur-
mur of thcirvoices and the sounds of their prepara”™
tions for the coming attack.

Chaptek. \".
THE FIGHT AT NOrfINGHAM.

THE proud Sheriff rodé along the streets of
Nottingham, his trumpcters blowmg their trum-
pets in sign of Giumph, because he had captured
the gentle knight, Sir Richard at thc Lea, and
the King’'s archers rodé along with h.m, treating
the poor, bound prisoncr with great cruelty and

A"ANow, if I could gct Robin Hood.” said thc
Sheriff, “ | should be happy.”

Scarcely liad he spoken, when there carne tlic
sound of more than sevenscorc bowstnngs twang-
ing at once, and immecdiately a flight of ariows
alén”-thc Street struck down a number ofliis mcn.
Turning about, he smv Robin Hood and his com-
nany charging down upon him with loud cries.

The Sheriff, thoiigh dislionorable and mecaii,
was not a coward. He clrcw Iris sword, and forth-
with prcparcd to attack Robin Hood.

“ Stop 1” cried Robin, drawing liis bow;

stop
and spcak with me.

W hat did thc King say when
you went to him ?"’

(June,

But the proud Sheriff did not deign to answer
him, fAor to stop when he bade him. Fl°unshmg
his sword he still advanced. And thcn it was that
Robin Hood let fly an arrow, killmg lum on the

"‘"The gentle knight was soon released frotn his
bonds, and went with Robin and his men to dwcll
in thc gveenwood, until such time as it should be
safe for him to return to his castle. He was given
a liow and arrows, and was taught all the ways of
the merry forest yeomen.

The huiuing season came on, and the sevui-
scorc archcm, with Robin and the gentle kmght,
roamod from grove to grovc and made great
slaughter of the deer. They feasted under the
greenwood trec, and had a merry time; liu they
never forgot to help and protect the poor, When-
ever they heard of a husbandman who wm op-
prcssed by thc rich, they went to him, and gavc
him money and gifts of venison.

Meantime, King Edward came to Nottingham
with a strong company ofbrave kniglits and finckK
equipped soldiers. He was very an”y when he
found that liis Sheriff had bcen k.llcd; whcrefo.v
he at once confiscatod the estates and goods of thc
gentle knight, and bcgan scouring the woods 10
capture Robin and his men. In the wood cal
Plompton Park, he discovered that his deer bad
nearly all been slain by the merry bowmon. T s
doubied his wrath, and he offered to g.ve al thc
gentle knight's land to whocver would smie un
the head of Sir Richard at the Lea and brm. k
toliim, But thc presence ofthc
ham could not frighten Robin, fior could the K ,
and all his troops keep the yeomen from U.llimg e
deer, the pheasants, and the other game m tlie
forest and strcams. . .,

Edward I. was not, in Robin Hood s estimatim ,
a bad king, The oiitlaw liad licen dcsirou>, ot
making a friend of him evcr since he had come to
thc throne - a friendship which liad been
by thc Abbot of Saint Mary’s and the Shcrifi
Nottingham. On the other liaiu!, Edward ¢
great admiror of bravcry, and h.oked kp"™
mowess and exploits of Robin and h.s men throa,h
tlic rosy mists of a fervid imagmation.

It was not long before the Kmg and tlic m.isie
yeoman mct in the greenwood under m ost ro.na tc
k-cumstanccs, as wc shall see in a later chaiuu.

Chapter VI.

ROIIN HOOD and THE CLOUTED BEGGAR.
Robin Hood sometimes did wrong, and ai

times, as is usually thc case with tliose who

fully misbehave, he received evil in return.
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Onc day, he met a strange-looldng beggai- in the
road. The fellow was covered with many thick-
ncsscs of rags, or clouts; in fact, his cloak was so
patchcd and repatchod that, in its thinnest part, it
was more than twcnty-fold. His hat was really
three hats put togcther so as to fanii onc heavy
covering for his head. He carried a sack of meal
swinging from hisneck by a leather strap, fastened
by a strong buckle.

It was near night-fall when Robin stepped outof
the woods, and called to the beggar to stop and
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aside your ragged oid cloak and offer no further
resistance. Untie your sack, and let me see what
is in it, and, if you makc any noise, | will see
what cffect a broad-licaded arrow can have on a
bcggar’s bidé!”

But the beggar only grinncd at the outlaw, and
very quictly said:

“You 'd better let me alone. | 'in not afraid of
your ljent stick and little pointed shafts, which are
only fit for pudding-skewers. If you oifer me any
harm, 1'll baste you till you 'll be glad to letme go.”

THE CLOUTEU EJIOCAK fiETS TUR DETTRIf OK U'ITLE JOJIH AND ACATIIELOCN.

talk awhile with him, But the cloutcd tramp |3aid
no hced to his words, and walkcd right on as if be
had iKit henrd.

“ Stop when | spcak to yon!” cricd Robin,
gvo'ving angry.

“ 1 wont do it,” responded the beggar, quite
lioldly. * It is some distancc to whcrc | lodge, and

I don’t carc to miss my suppcr.”

“ Lend me some money,” jecringly cried Robin.

I must have supper, too.”

‘'ml 've no money for you,” responded the beg-
gar, gruffly. “ You are as young as 1, and you seem
lazy and good-foi'-nothing. If you wait for your
su]3per till 1 givc you money to buy it, you 'll be
apt to fast the rest of the ycar !”

This last speech made Robin very angry.

“If you havc but one farthing,” he exclaimed,

1'll take it from you. So you may as well lay

Robin at once flcw into a towering passion, and
bent his bow to shocit the beggar; but, before he
could dvaw an aiTOw, the cloutcd trnmp struck at
hiin ivith his oak staff and knockcd his bow into
splinters. Robin drew his sword; but, before he
could use it, the beggar struck his sword hand,
disabling it, and knocking the weapon away. Poor
Robin was in a bad fix. The sturdy vagrant now
fell upon him, all dcfenscless as he was, and bc-
laborcd him mightily. He basted his head, his
sliouldcrs, his back, his legs- till at last Robin fell
down scnselcss.

“ O fie! stand up, man! Don’t lie down to
slccp this time o’ day! Wait till you get my
inoney, and then go to your tavcrn and be
merry!” shoiited the beggar, in derision ; and
lhinking Robin was dead, he trudged on his way,
not caring a whit for what he had done.



Shonly after, Little John, Much, and Scathe-
lock carne up to where Robin lay. He was raoan-
ing and writHing, the blood flowing freely from hts
basted head, They poured coid water on his face,
chafed his hands, and finally rcstored him to con-

“Ah!” he exclaimed with a deep sigh

, “Inever
before was so thrashed.

It is forty years that
have wandered in the greenwood, but no man evor

so mauled my back as has that beggar whorn you
see trudging away up the hill yonder. 1 did not
think he could do me any harm, but he took hts
pikestaff and bcat me so that 1 fear I never shal
be well again. If you love me, you will run and
catch him and fetch him back to me. But bcware
of his staff; get hold of it first, or he ’ll pound the
life out of all of you.”

‘* Never fear,” said Little John;
and | will take him,
careofyou.”

So the two scized theirbowsand ran after the beg
ear,who was leisurely pursuinghis way over the dis-
tant hill. They did not go along the road, howevcr,
but took a route through the woods, and, running
very fast, got ahead of their victim and hid on each
side of the road. When the beggar carne on they
sprangout, Little John catching hold of his staff and
Scathelock holding a drawn daggerbefote hisbre”t.

“ Give up your staff, or 1’1l slay you on the
spot!” cricd Scathelock.

The beggar let go his staff, which Little John
stuck in the ground hard by.

* Don't kill me !'”
voice.

“ Scathelock
Much may stay and take

cried the beggar in awhlnmg
“ I never did you harm.”

“ You have nearly killed our master, who lies
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back yonder by the road,” exclaimed Little John.
Come along with us, that he may give you your

sentencel”
“ Now,”

said the beggar, assuming a different
tone

“ 1 know you are honest fellok-s, and do not
wish to harm me for acting in self-defcnse. Ifyou
will let me go, 1will give you a hundred pounds in
good money which 1 have in my bag. .

To this proposition Little John and Scathelock
acreod. Itwas a wicked thing; for they mtended
to get his money and then take him all the same.
So they hade him count out the money.

The beggar took off his cloak and spread it upon
the o-round. Then he unslung his meal-l)ag and
put it in the middle of the cloak. Little John and
Scathelock drew cibése, to sce him count out the
good money. As they did so, the ljeggar thrust
lis two hands luto the bag, and takmg up a lot of
meal in each he daslied it into the eyes nf Lntic
John and Scathelock. They were biImded so that
they could do nothing but dance about and rub
their faces. The beggar quickly seized bis stat
and began thrashing them ternbly. He rappcci
them over the head, he basted their backs, he
ljelabored their broad shouldcrs till
resounded with the heavy blows.

As soon as they could escape, Little John anci
Scathelock took to their heels and ran,

It was with great shame that they returned tu
Robin and reported the result of their adventure
The cnieflaughed atthem, and they all threc fclt
their hearts that they had got no more than ttiei
had deserved. They had broken their rules iii
attacking a poor man, and had been soi.ndly pun-
ished in turn.

the woods

T/ 6e coHUmud.)

AN ARGUMENT.

By Kaxharine R. McDowell.

SAiIDTed;

“ 1 've brought my father’s boots-

He wants to havc them mendecl.”
The cobbler laid aside his awl
And to the boy attended.

‘Vot vill he haf?”

the cobbler asked —

* Are dey half-solt to be?”

‘ Half-soled ?” said Ted, with wondcring eyes-
* Half-soled? Why, let me see.”

He stood in thought, and then ere long,
W ith brightening face, began :

I do not think so, sir, because
He 's called a whok-soulcd man!"
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Skyville is very up and very down;
in fact, thcre is nothing but ups
and downs in thc village
Around about it, hills
arise on hills, with the
result that thc sky al-
ways seems a trifle
smaller in Skyville
than anywhero else.

W here so
many hills
are, hollows

mustbe; and in a long and
crookcd hollow to thc north-
ward ofthe village lies thc lake— a
clear, deep, winding-in-and-out shect
of water, nearly two miles long, and at
no point more tlian a furlong or two wide.

An oid highway runs along the hcight
about fifty fcct abovc the lakc. From this
highway three streets struggle down the
long hill villagc-ward, until sharply met by the
next hill going up.

In the farm-house on the highway,— oid and
wide and strong, and fianked by barns, storc-
houses, corn-crib, and. windmill,-lived Farmcr

Morehouse.

[June,

He was the oid inhabitant of the region;

all the houses to the right of him and to thc

left of him were new, and the long streets

going down into the village were new,

with new houses, and nearly every house

with ncw-comers in it: for Skyville was

growing — growing very fast, the local

newspapers claiming five hundred
families in less than a year.

The oid Morehouse homestead had

sheltered more than forty rogucs

in its day, but thc fort;

rogucs liad resolved

theraselves into for-

ty good cltizcna,

and only onc

spccimen oi

the roguisb

raccwaslcfi.

inOraAr:;

bella, aged

ten and :i

half, and

new

grand-
daughtcr

of ti"-
oid bi-
habitaiK-
I<jow (ka
Arabella ".ts
a quaint lidk

maiclcn, with ai‘o”-

derfully strong affcctinu

for Alta Maud, a Ilcsscr
maiclcn, who livecl in onc o
the new houses on onc of tk

MAIT-I'"

new streets.

Ora Arabella and Alta Mai.cl were, in realk'-
not even cousins. but they always said (eithc.
or thc other) “ We are Baptist sistcrs.” ‘"is 'u”
odcl relationship arése one Sunday,
children werc mere infants, in a cliurch m

"o



of Hartford, through the rite of baptism; and as
they grew older they laid claim to each other, and
told the children and their teacher, when they
moved to Skyville, “ We are sisters.”

* Wliy don’tyou live together, then ?” they were
asked. Their invariable reply, “ 'Cause we are
Sfiptis/ sistsrs,” mystified and awed the children,
while it great-ly pleased the teacher.

1 regret to write it, but the spirit of reverence
was so slight in the young Skyvillains that they
shoitened the naracs Ora Arabella Morehouscand
Alta Maud W hittlesey to Ora Bap and Alta Bap.
“ Bap ! Bap !” new-comcrs would question, when
they first hcard this queer appellation. “ That is
a new fiame in this region. Where did the Baps
come from ?”

Now, Ora had a snug little fortune, all her own,
that had been left to her by her father, and her
grandfathcr was her guardian. Ora herselfwould
have divided every penny she had with herBaptist
sister: for the W hittlescys had met with sore mis-
fortune, losing thercby all their posscssions. The
family had come to Skyville to begin life anew.
The father and three sons worked in a great mili.
Even the mothcr and Alta Maud helped by taking
'i'Ork home from the mili to do, by which they
coukl add sometimes seventy-five cents and some-
iimcs a dollar a day toward paying for the bright
new house that had been built for them by onc of
the mill-owners. The Whittlescys were fired by
but one ambition — to get the house paid for.
Everything was going on prosperously to that
ond; the house was nearly paid for, when----—--
But 1 must wait a little, to tell what did happen.

Grandfather Morehousc intended to lae very wise
and very cconomical with Ora’s moncy; but he
had a way, common with grandparents, of indulg-
ing the little cIf almost to the extent of her wishes.

One day in June, Ora made known her wish for
a buat. It must be just large enough, but none
too big, to hold her Baptist sister and herself; it
must be \'ery light blue, ivith a gold edge, and one
car must have a blue blade, and onc a golden

blade, both with white handies, and “ Ora ” was
to be put in gold Icttcrs on the bluc blade, and
" _Alta” in silver Icttcrs on the gold blade. “ And

‘'mrandpa,” she added, “ the fiame of the boat is to
be ‘The Baptist Sistei-s.””
“ Ora,” said Mr, Morehouse, “
what the boys will cali your boat?”
“ ‘The Bap, ofcourse,” said Ora ; “ but we don’t
care. not a bit, ifonly that we have the boat.”
‘And you rcally think I am going to ordcr such
a grandioso affair for you ?— do you, chilcl ? Have
you any idea of the cnst of a gcw-gaw like that ?”
“1 don’t know what granciiosc means exactly,
Grandpa, but look here,” and the child tugged out

do you know

ofa small pocket in her dress a catalogue from a
boat-building cstablishmcnt, profusely illustrated
with cuts of boats, and containing glowing descrip-
tions of the same.

“ Here 's my boat! Just fifty dollars, Grandpa,
only, maybe, 't would be a little more with the
gold painting on it. | found this up by the boat-
house 011 the lake. 1suppose it was lostby some
of the gcntlomen who carne up from New York to
fish.”

Grandpa Morehouse put the little book into his
pocket and walked off toward the big corn-field,
without saying another rvord.

That was in June. The fiftconth of July was
Ora’s eleventh birthday. Vacation bogan on tlie
Saturday before “ The Fourth,” so that thcrc had
been aljout two weeks of it when the time carne.

Alta was at work in the morning of that day out
under a quince-bush— the only thing about the
new house that gave shade; and that was there
rather by accident than through any care or fore-
sight of the W hittlescys.

Ora went in search of Alta, and bcgged her to
come out and play.

“ You mils¢, come,” she said,

“ But my work !'” replied Alta. “ 1'm trying
so haid to earn fifty cents to-day. | shall lia\e
earned thirty when 1 have finishcd this card.”

“ It’s too bad you have to do it at all; and just
to-day, Alta — come away foi' to-day, and stay with
me to dinner. Where is your mothcr? Lei me
ask her,” pleadcd Ora.

“No I'no!” cried Alta. “ Pieascdon’c say onc
word about it. Come back here, and | will tell you
something. On Saturday, Papa is going to makc a

paymecnt on this house, and we have all [5een try-
ing, as hard as we can, to make up two hundrcd
dollars. Father and the boys were counting it all
up, and thcy wanted ten dollars more. Mother
and 1 never said one word, but wec mcantall the time
to siirprise thcm by having a tcn-dollar bili ready
for thcm that day. uGon’tyou scc?— And wc can’t
do it without working every minute ?”

“ Rcally?” exclaimed Ora, with sudden cnthu-
siasm. “ W hat is the use of birthdays when houscs
are to be paid for? Give me a thimble and let me
help. 1 can sew on buttons.”

* 1 have only this thimble. Ora, and Mother’s is
a great dcal too large for you.”

“ Then, 1l run up home and fctch mine, and
sew with you,” said Ora.

As the one young girl spcd upthe hill, the other
onc never liftcd her cyes from her w'ork, but
steadily sewcd button after button on the white
cards, until she had fastened six dozcn of thcm in
place. “ Dear me!” she sighcd atlast. “ Piete
| have been working away— two dozen on a card,



six cards to a gross, and all for four cents. It
iakes seven thoiisand fivc hundred stitches to eam
one dallar! But we must n't give up, and we
shall have such a good time when we hand the
money over to Father and the boys.”

Alta did not see Ora come tearing down the hill,
her hair flying, her collar loose, her face fair®
glowing with some new excitement, but she did
hear her voice crying joyously:

liOh, come — come home with me ! It’s come .
It's come !”

“ W hat's come ?” questioned Alta.

Oh, my boat, my boat! And, Alta Whittle-
sey, 1 say vou are to come this minute and see it!
Hei-c ! Grandpa gave me this, and you are going
to have it to help make out. See? Catchic!”
And a big silver dollar jingled among the buttons.
“ 1 never even stopped to take one look at the
boat; did n't want to see it till you did. Come,
come T Ora was dancing up and down, and
iust bubbling over with the joy of anticipation

“ Oral!” cricd Alta, “ 1 sha'n’t take
money— your biithday gift.”

“Yes, you will,” afhrmed Ora; and the contro-
versy went on until it was finally decided by Ora,
who impetuoiisly flung the silver dollar into the
well, saying, "Now, it may stay there until some-
body needs it cnough to go down and get it.”

Ten minutes later, the Baptist sisters were hur-
rying up the height, hand in hand, to see the new
boat It had arrived during the time of Ora’s first
visit to Alta, and the child’s unexpected return
for a thimljle (which was uttcrly forgotten) disap-
pointcd Mr. Morchouse, who wished Ora to
havc her first sight of the boat after it had been
launchcd. It had been brought in an ox-cart up
the hills from the railroad station in the vauey.
When the two girls reached tlic farm-housc, ox-
cart, boat, and all had gone on to tlic lake.

It was but tu’o minutes’ run down the hill to the
lake’s cdgc, and so on to the place where the boat
lay. It «-as rcady for the final shovc that sent it
into the water, and they were in time to see it go,
and to behold. in golden Ictters on
svords. “ The Baptist Sisters”— a fiame that had
puzzled the boat-makcrs greatly. Ora was so
plcased and glad that she seized her Grandfathers
hand and kissed it. ,

Mr Morehousc rcniarked that, if Ora and Alta
were sisters, why, then, they must both be his
grandchildren, whereupon Alta seized his other
hand and kissed that. Then it was suddenly
discQvered that Che bonny blue boat, with the
golden-bladecl oars, could not be used that aftcr-
noon, because it leaked a little, and must stay m
the water a day or two until the seams closed.

After that, Alta and Ora decided to spend the

“

your

its stern, the

afternoon in the boat-house, sewing on buttons.
The afternoon was warni and bright and lovely;
the lake was lightly stirred by the breeze that carne
over it, and busy young hands made haste to earn
the pennies, until, suddenly, from the depths of
the village below, carne up to them the screech of
the great brass-mill whistle, followed by the sound
of the clock-shop gong; and then all the lesser
steam-tongues and bcll-tongues of the town were
set agoing, to tell that six o’clock had come.

Alta and Ora went home to tea, and, after that,
they met once more just as the sun was sinking
and the shadows had scttled down on the lake,
They had come to say good-night, and to take onc
more look at the graceful blue boat rocking itself
to sleep— home-sick, perhaps, but still
itself into the shadows of night.

“ It's too bad, Ora, and | feel vcry sorry about
it,” said Alta, at the farm-house gate, “ that 1|
have n't done one single thing to make it pleasant
for you to-day.”

“ Oh, yes, you have,” said Ora. “ You hav.
given me the pleasure of planting a silver mine 1l
a well, as well as of earning a few penmes for yon.

W as n’t it fourtecn cents 1 eamed to-day ?
wait until I am of age,

rocking

You
and then see what 1 wil,

“ Just ten years!” laughed Alta.
may be marricd before then. 1 don’t think 1 hiul
better wait, do you ? Good-night. It looks .-
though we were going to have a thunder-showci.
I must hurry home.” And the Baptist sistov-
kissed each other good-night— Alta passing untti
the creaking blades of the windmill, and tn.i
entering the oid farm-house door, with a vagm .
lumi~ry feeling in her heart for a real sister, vli"
could stay all night and every night wiih her,

Grandraother Morehousc and Aunt Matilda h."a
becn making butter that afternoon. They were
sitting in the gloaming on the veranda overlook-
ing the lake, and watching the gathering clouds m
the west, when Ora went in search of them.

“ It will be a dark night,” said Mrs. MorehouAC_

“ It looks ugly,” said Miss Matilda. “ We «ill

“ Why, you

Thev went in and closed the doors. MeanwhiU,
up from the great brass-mill had come Mr Wha-
tlesoy and his sons. This was Friday night, aun
on the morroiv the payment was to be ma<c.
After suppcr was over, Mrs. Whittlesey and A a
sat down to count over their weck’s f .
W liittlcsey read the raorning paper, lhe )
went upstairs, having said good-night, anc
housc was very still.

There were ten houses on that fifteenlh J
on one of the strcets leading down from the a
liouse to the village. Eight of the houses had barn



belonging to them. The Whittleseys lived in
tbe third house. In the ten bouses were forty-
six persons, at the very moment that Ora and her
Aunt Matilda, standing by awindow looking down
upon the lake, saw it become, as it were, a sea of
fire. Suddenly, it was “ liftcd up and opened out

m mountain waves of fiame,” that rollcd into sound
-'«nawful sound— ten thousand sounds; and thcn
tle hnuse seemed caught up — was caught up into
ame and wind and wave, and dashcd into frag-
kicnts. Oid, oid elm-trccs liad their hearts torn

into shreds as fine as hair, and their branches
braided together like the strands of a cable.
Farmer Morehouse came to himselfin the midst
of his pig-pen; Mrs. Morehouse was found under
a feather-bed, unharmed; Miss Matilda returned
to consciousness across the field, in thc midst of up-

turned trees;
while Ora Ara-
bella and the
windmill were
found togeth-
er— Ora all in
onc piece, thc
windmill in fragments. AIll were drenched. It
was as though thc lake had passed over them and
gone on down the hill.

Intense darkness came after thc flame, and then
pcrfcct pcace. It was so still— not a pulse in the
air — that one could carry lightcd lamps orcanclles
anywhcrc. Ncighbors, appallcd by the sound of
wind and wavc. carne huirying to the scene. And
such a scenc as it was! Not onc entire articlc of
furniturc; not onc unbroken bit of crockcry ; not
one door in all thc house but lay shattcrcd on thc
ground. The great stone chimncy, the mighty
framc of onk, lay biirst asundcr and hclplcss ; thc
very stoncs of the oid cellar were looscned from thc
foundation.

As, ene by one, the members of thc family gath-
ered in sorry pligbt, dripping fragments of gar-
ments clinging to them, conscious only of the glad
fact that they were saved alive, the news bcgan to

5I'CH A SCEKIJ AS IT WAS*

»



be brought up the hill that Peter Brown’s house
was gone - and the widow Blim’s- and the Wh t-
tlese”~s'; and then up came W ill W h.ttksey wuh
the astonishing news that there wasnt a house
lefton the strcet, fior a barn, fiorahorse, fior a cow,
fior anything but a few stumps of trees; ihe foto
had been blown out of the
Uilled, he believed ; he could assure Oia that Alta
was all right, anyhow.
Suchanight asitwas! skyviile had seen he
hills above it wrapped in flame and liad heard the
Sclone-s awful voice, and it hurried to the scene m
the dead stillness of the July mght, to offer aid and
sympathy to the suddenly houseless famffies.

W hile tho Morehouse group was still

clmgi ¢
toeether,

the women wceping convulsively, and
Mr Morehouse and the farm-raen anxious to see
what had become of the cattlc, a cunous sound
smothered and unrcal, crept through a mass of
hTv iiear bv- Vigorous hands sought out me
source, and found that a cow lay beneath. Beiiig
releascd, the crcaiure gotup and walked away mto
the corn-field, with no fence to hmder.

Only three personsout of the forty-s.x that were
within the ten liouses had received serious mjuiy-
Wonderful, indeed, had been the escapes.

Ora and Alta went to different parts of the town
to sleep that night, and did not meet imtil the next
morning. It was very early, not more than lialf-
past three in ilic July dawn, when the owners of
the late houses were astir on the preniises, seekmg
out whatever of valué the wreck raiglit have in
keeping for thcm. sucn a sight as it was! Look-
ing up the hill from below, there was nothmg to
be seen but eighiccn piles of what appeared lo be
firewood. jou -

Ora and Alta were up before five, and, both
hurrying at once to the scene of the tornado, they
met at the foot of the hill. They ruslied together
and kissed each other, Alta gaspmg, Isnt it
just awful?” and Ora crying, “ What s/mll we
do?"’

“ 1 would n't mind so much about the house
and the money that was to be paid to-day,

and
everything,” whimpercd .Alta, *“

if it was not for
Mamma.”
“ What
anxiuusly. ,
“ Why did ii't you hear?” said
back her tears with difficulty.

,jor.
is the niattcr with her? asked Ora,

Alta, keeping
“ She went out too
near the seeding-macliine, and it fell on her and
cut her drcadfully. Dr. Carson has her all wrapped
up in bandages, and says she must n’'t m°vc for
ever so long. But everybody has been so kind to
take US in and give us everything we "fd , that

I don’'t feel nearly so bad about it as |

dicl at
first.

And, Ora Morehouse, dofi'i tell anybody, but

iust look at my foot. 1 would n't tell of it,

cause
the others had so raanyhurts.”

Alta sat down
beside a great pile of hay by the roads.de and

drew off her boot. Her stockmg was stiff with
blood, and her foot black and swollen, as she held
it up to tlie gaze of Ora.

“You shall come with me up to Deacon Piatts
this very minute, and Aunt Matilda will do it up
for you. You oughtn't to take a single step Oll

advised Ora.
Helio, there !

it,”
“ You, Alta! Did you sayo tku
foot out of the tornado?” asked Tommy CAadc.

suddenly making his appearance from around tIK

“ Are n't vou asharaed of yourself, Tommy?
cried Ora. “ To make fun of us, just because your
house was left!”

“ Well,” said Tommy, “ our barn was nt Icit,
anyhow, for this is all there is of it— this lot of
hay. And, if you 'll believe it, a carpet that fias
tight down on Polly Oreen’s sitmig-room floor
went right through on the very tip-top of the or-
nado; and where do you suppose it is now.

“ Where is it?” questioned Alta and Ora, in the
same breath. .. ,

“ Assure as 1 live and breathe, girls, that Lir-
pet is wrapped around John Stone’s chimnci. a
mile and a half over the hills across yonder.

AU ,
Alta W hittlesey, your foot did get a bang.
went on. v ol

“ Did you see the wind coming ?asked Oi.i
AN°™ Neijt Corning !” laughcd the boy. “ I I'cird

it aftcr it had gonc. 1jus: looked out, and eiei)-

thing was all fire; the air was burning up,
then things went bang!— bang *— bang ¢
quick as that, and it was all ovcr; and a nunutc
Mterward it was so still that you’d hayo timu 1
the whole world had fainted away. Tell
how rw got out, girls?

Ova could n't rcmcmbcr anything about
nll that Alta knew was that she saw the fire, and,
thinking that the house had been struck b> Ig
nin-, she caught hold of the door-knob w »c
out!and the next slie knew she was on the giny»”"
by John Knox’s house. “ And,” said she,
time | tried to get up off the ground, the
knocked me down again.”

“1'ni mighty glad we did nt any o
killed,” remarkcd Tommy.

a tliov

o,
“ Can I help you an>
W here were you gomg?”

, m--prhinc
“ 1 was going to see if 1 could n tfind s

to save for Moduier,” said Alta,

boys staid up all night, hopmg to find tlic

we had in tho house as soon as it was lig

1'm going now to see if it is jinete.

The money was not found. Boa'



stones, fragments of furniture— all were turned
uver, but nowhere could be seen the long pocket-
book, containing one hundred and ninety doUars.

Alta’s tears carne quickly as the two girls went
into the cellar. Therc lay little heaps of straw-
licrries and raspberries and blackberries, amid
broken glass, rings of rubber, and tops of cans.

“Poor Mamma !” sobbed Alta. “ She workcd
so hard over these, and— and ”

But Alta’s “ and ” never carne to anything more,
for, with an exclamation of delighted surprise, Ora
ran up from the cellar and to Mr. W hittlesey, with
the news, “ I know where there is some money !”

Alta checked her tcars and ran after her, only
to find that Ora had thought of the silver dollar
she had thrown into the well on the day before.

“That dollar will stay there” was the reply which
Ora received, and the search went on until iiear

uoon. It was in vain. A few silver spoons were
recovered, and other articles of small vnlue. The
long pocket-book had cvidenily gone abroad on
the wings of the wind. The next day, the town
of Skyville called a meeting of its citizcns, and a
generous sum was raised for tlie present help of
the farailics that had lost
everything they owned.

It was a mournful sight,
as the days went on, to
see one and
another of
the liome-

less ones still going over tlie ground, lioping to
find something that once had belongecl to the oid
home.

Farmcr Morehousc gathered up the fragments
from his grounds and began to build anew. He



was not dependent on the bounty of his neighbors.
Mrs. W hittlesey’s wounds were slowly healing,
while the brass-mill was again the scene of the
labors of her husband and sons, when, one day,
Ora, Alta, and Tommy Glade chanced to mect
on the hill. ,

“Tommy,” said Alta, “ did you ever go down
a well?” -

“ Lots on 'em 1” answered Tommy. Usecl to
keep a board-seat in a well to hidc on when 1
did n't want to go to school.”

“Tommy,” continued Alta, “ 1 know where
there is a well with a silver dollar in it.”

“ Wish 1 did,” responded Tommy.

“ 1’1l give you a quarter out of it, if you 'll go
down and find it,” said Alta.

“ Is itvery deep? The water, | mean. Don't
care nothing 'bout how deep the well is,” said lhe
bov, in a reflcctive tone.

“ It is n't very deep,” said Alta; “ not more
than— | guess— aboutfifteen feet. We can drop a
string down and find out.”

The three children experimented with stnngs
and nails, and were assured that the water was too
deep fot Tommy Glade to enter. Then Ora started
off for a neighboring house and came back with a
looking-glass, and presently the reflected rays of
the sun illumined the depths. The well-curb hav-
ing been blown away, the opening was covered
with boards. Removing these, and sitting as closc
to the opening as she dared, Alta looked for the
silver dollar. Ora held the glass,
joincd in the search. -0

“ Don’t see nothing of it,” said Tommy, m dis-

and Tommy

triist.  “ Don’t bclieve it’s in there.”

“Tommy! Tommy !” cried Alta. “ Ora ! hold
it still— right there!” and Alta pcered once
more, and then she jumped up and said: “ Tommy,

1 guess Father and the boys will have to come to
find it. You can go so much faster than | can.
Wont you picase run to the mili, as quick as you
can, and tell Father I wanthim right away, and the
boys, too. You may have the whole of thc silver
doilar, when it is found, if you will.”

“ Guess they wont leave work for that," said

my. v <

‘* Father will come right away if | send for him,
said Alta, with dignity.

Tommy ran down the hill.

As soon as he was out of hearing. Alta threw her
arms around Ora and began to laugh just as hard
as she could laugh, crying out; “ Did you see it.
It’s there! It's there!™ and then she giggled so
that Ora, outof patience, exclaimed ; “ You goose !
Of course it’s there. Did n't 1throw it in there
myvself?” . u .
[t’s the pocket-book with the money m ti that

vi mean,” giggled Alta. “ 1'H hold the glass and
let you look; it lies on a stone cidse to this side
ofthewell.” . .,

Ora pcered through the depth and through the
water, and presently fancied she saw somethmg
long, and the least bit like a wallet of her grand-
father’s, lying there.

The time seemed long, and yet it was not hlteen
minutes ere three figures, followed by Tomrav.
were seen coming up the hill.

Alta and Ora, laughing together, ran down to
meet them. n ,

“1It's my lucky dollar,” shouted Ora, “ thr.t
did it!”

“ Papa,” said Alta, “ I’'ve found the money!

“When— where?” was the cry.

“ In the well. The pocket-book is in thc well.
| 've seen it, and Ora ’s seen it, and it’s there!'

Mr. Whittlesey looked, and the boys looked, and
each and every one had to admit that it certaiiily
was the long pocket-book, and that the strap that
fastened it was in place.

In less than halfan hour the money, thorouglily
water-soaked but legible, was in the hands of us
;wner; and it was a happy sight for the Whittle-
seys, soon after, to watch the row of bilis drying in
front of a bed of coals, between the proud and-
irons that hcld the line to which the * grcen-
backs ” were pinned. Before the Skyville bank
closed, at thrce o’clock, it was placed to the cudit
of the man from whom the house had been pur-
chased. s

“Now, my boys,” said Mr. W hittlesey,

AC

will begin the world with free hands._ We owc no
man any money. Let us be happy.”
The next evcning, the great brass-mill bcmg

closed, and all Skyville settling down for a good
August night’s rest, just as the moon carne up.mo
illuminatcd the lake, inquiry was made at thc han
clersons’, where the W hittlesey family had taken
refute, for Mr. W hittlesey.

“ Papa isn’'t here, Mr. Pratt,”
was sitting near the door-way.

“ And you are thc little girl who he
money in the well, they tell me,” said Mr. Iratl,
smiling kindly upon her.

“ Yes, sir,” said Alta.

“ Wcli, my dear,” said he, “
taking very good care of this little bundR t.Il >
father comes in, and thcn givmg it nght to hmi
Don’t lay it down anywhcre and lose it.

Mr. Pratt wrotc a few words with a penc‘l
wrapper of the parcel, and, giving itto Alta, w
away At the gate he turnedback,
“ Now, be careful.”

“ Yes, sir,” said Alta. iruiitle-

The twilight was quite gone when Mr. M

said Alta, who

foun.

and said,



sey returned. Alta had staid awake with the little
parcel under her pillow, waiting for his step in the
next room.

“ Alta has something that was left for you,” said
his wife.

“Papa! Papa!” cried Alta, running into the
i-oom in her long white night-gown, and holding
forth the parcel toward the lamp. “ What does he
mean? | read it, but I don’'t know.”

OUR

By Marian a.

Thi,; teacher sat in her silent hall,
Her flanee o’er the playground straying,
And marveled much that the children all
Had suddenly ceased their plajing.

No frowning faces her cye surveyed,
Or gesture of childisli passion,

But eager groups in the oid trees’ shade,
Dcbating in merry fashion.

Tlwir roguish whispers bctrayed full soon
pLnnings for romp and riot;
'le she, in the languor of sultry June,
Longed only for rcst and quiet.

Mr. Whittlesey took the packagc, and, holding it
under the lamp, read aloud these words:

W hen Godtook thathouse away, | had an interesl
Cali and see me to-morrow.
*A. L. Pratt.”

“My Friend:
m itthat!l don't want to give up.

Tlie parcel being opened disclosed one hundred
and ninety dollars, with which sum the W hittleseys,
happiest of the blown-out families of Skyville,
began the world anew.

PICNIC.

Atkinson.

The picnic, promised for pleasant May,
Had been hindered by wind and weathei,
So now, to battlc 'gainst more dclay,
They were piitting their heads iogether.

A laughing phalanx at length inpoureci,
Bravc with the noon-tide hour,

Tin she thought of the Liliputian horde,
W ith Giilliver in their powecr.

No flash of sabers, or roar of guns,
As this enemy took position ;

Théir “ arms” were loving, not warlike oiies>
And kisses their ammunition;



(June,

For a brilliant sunset we longcd all day,
They asked that the streets of the quaint oid town

) ) Till we voted oid Phcebus lazy,

Should be changed for the hills so airy; And weather prophets we bored, till they
The school-room carpet for mosses brown, Ueclared we would set them crazy.

Red-cupped for the elf and fairy !

But morn carne, rosy and fair and sweet,

The cool, deep shade of the fragrant wood, And soon was the air resoundmg

June skies in their azure splendor, W ith joyous voices and restless feet.
Were lures that won her to pliant mood, And frolLc and mirth abounding.

As well as their plcadings tender.

The Street secmed brightened with shirdng eyes,
Over ridc, and weather, and fcast, each one As the boys and each beammg
Spent sagest consideration; Brought baskets, hiding some sweet surpn
For the joy that’s next to the day’s own fun Like bees, with thciv honcy ladcn
Is the bustle of preparation.



Ayuntamiento de Madrid



lim

In rustic State carne the great farin wain,
Whose ampie arms, used to holding
Sweet-scented hay and the golden graln,

Were a richer freight enfolding.

The laughing teacher bewildered grew
In the inidst of the blithe young faces.

As the floating raiment— pink, white, and blue
Carne crowding to fiU the spaces.

To the doors and Windows the neighbors flew,
To view the new illustration

Of the puzzlcd oid dame and her crowded shoe,
And to laugh at the situation.

An inner cluster of wee ones sweet
She placed with the girls in ordcr,

W hile our gallant boys, with their danng feet,
Perched, jubilant, round the border.

A gay procession, we moved along —
Our rausic a laughing chorus;

Till the hills reéchoed our woodland song,
And waved grcen banners o’er us.

we went where a clear spring bubbled through,

wLArfAriL”
And the wings oi birds were whirnng.

W e chased stray butterflies through the trees,
Then hunled the hill-sides over;

For Fortune’s pet is the first who sees
The magical four-leaved clover.

Late coronation of May-day’s queen
W e held then, in pomp and glory,
And a swecter sovereign was never seen,
Or read of, in song or story.

Her wreatb was woven by fingers deft;
W ith fairest of buds we crowned her;

(June,

Her rustic throne, by a gnarled oid tree,

W e had forined with some crimson draping;
And there each subject bent loyal knee,

A kiss from the small hand taking.

But even butterflies honey sip,
And courtiers have hungry hours;
And a queen’s own delicate, dainty lip
Is not above sweets and sours.

So a chosen band spread the damask fair,
The goodly hampers untying;

And fragrant coffee perfumed the air,
W ith scents of the woodland vying.

The noontide cali was a welcome sound;
And gay little lads and lasses

Carne quickly trooping the cloth around,
To sit on the fringing grasses.

For once, rcality secmed more sweet
Than fondest anticipation;

As sauces dainty, calces, puddings, mcat,
Showed oddest conglomeration !

our wo”n
Or went m tac wrong

The verbal tangle | can’t depict;
The fun waxed wilder and faster,

To culminate when the teacher strict
Said “ Dear” to the drawing-master!

Then some went swinging, some played croquet.
W liile others oid sports were trying,

And through Copenhagen’s wild mazes they
Went swiftly, merfily flying.

But the brightest day must sink in the wesi,
And shadows must cover the clover.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A DRUMMER-BOY.

15y Harry M.

N'iITwould seem >utpropei- Uiat some explanalion of
Ilie rc-appearance of tlie “ Recollcclions of a Drummer-
lloy"in these columiis should lie made, the ivriierdcsires
to say thal, upon tlie conclusién of lile fonncr series, .so
many leUers from different seciions of the couniry having
icen received by the editors oi St. Niciioi.as,as well as
I'y die writer, expressing regret at the too early eoii-
clu‘ion of the series, and urgemly pressing that tlicy be
iinlher coiitinued if possible, it has been dccided to yield

kindty dctnands of many ap|)reejatjve veaders.
here will, thercfore, .ippear In ihese summer ntim-
Oers of St. NI1C1101.AS .such addilional chapters of his

FIRST DAYS IN CAMP.
Our first camp was locatcd on the oiitskirts of
arrisburg, Pa., and was called “ Camp Curtin.”

h was so named in honor of Govcrnor Andrew G.

j-urtin, ihe great war Govcrnor of the State of
ci'nsylvania, who was regardecl by ihe soldicrs of

State with ai\ entluisiasm secoiul only to that
wt 1which they, in coinmon with all the troops of

VOL. X.—38.

Kieffer.

personalrecollections of army life as iheDrummer-Boy’s
second ruramage through his diary, and second inquiry
into his niemory of the stirring scenes of twenty years
ago, havc afforded. There will be no repetition of
cvents alrcady rebear.scd, albeit the gi-ound will be a
lime traversed from enlistment wel-nigh to
muster-out. The new chai>ters, while obsen-itig the
proper seqticnce of cvents as given in those which have
alrcady appeared.will be found,on exaniination, to fonn
a more or less continuous series by themselves. Itis
hoped that they may prove as intcresting as did the
formecr series to the many rcadcrs of Sr, Nichoi.as.

second

the Northern States, grectccl the iame of Abraham
I-incoli).

Camp Curtin was not properly a camp of in-
struction. It was rathcr a rcndezvous for the
different companies which had becn recriiited in
various paits of the State. Hithcr the vohinteers
carne by hundrcds and thousands for the purpose
of being miistcrcd into the servicc, uniforined and
eqiiipped, assigned to regiments, and shipped to
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the front as rap.dly as possible, Only they who
witnessed it can form any idea of the patriot.c
ardor, amounting to a wild enthus.asm,

volnnteering went on m those days. Compames
«-ere often formed, and their muster-rolU fiUed, in
a week, sometimes even in a few days. The con

tagion of enlisting and “ going to the war

was m
thtvcryatmospheie.

You could scarcely accom-
pany a fricnd to a way station on any of the mam
lines of travcl without seemg the

of blue coats at the car-windows and on the plat
forms. Very frequently whole trains were fiUed
with them, speeding away as swift as steam would
carry them to the State cap.Ul. They pomed mto
Harrisburg company by company, usually m citi
zens' clothes, and marched out of the town apin
a week or so later, regiment by regiment, all glon-
ous in bright new uniforms and glistening bayo
nets, transformed in a few days from civ.hans mto
soldiers, and destined for deeds of high endeavor
in many a desperate battle.

Shortly after our arrival in camp, Andy and 1
went to town to buy such articles aswe supposed a
soldicr would be likely to need — a gum blanket, a
iournal, a combination «nifc-fork-and-spoon, and
S0 on to the end of the list. To our crcdjt | have
it to record that we turned a deaf car to the solici-
tations of a certain dealer iu cutlery, who msisKcl
on selling us each a revolver and an ugly-lookmg
bowie-knife, in a red morocco sheath.

“ Shentlemen, shust te ting you vill

you goes into de battle.
shines!

need ven
Ah, see dis kriife, how it
Look at dis Very fine revo fer,

But Moses entreated in vain, while his wife stood
at the street-door looking at a regiment marci-

ing to the depot. weeping as if her heart would

break, and wiping her eyes with the cérner of her
apron from timo to time.

“ Ah, de poor boys !” said she. “ Derc doy go
ao-ain to de great war, away from dere homes and
dere mutters and dere sweethearts. and vives, all
to be kilt in de battle.

Dey will nefcr any more
coomback.

it isso wicked !”

But the drums rattled on, and the crowd on the
sidewalk gazed, and Moses behmd his counter
smiled plcasantly as he cried up his wares and
went on selling bowic-knives and revolvéis to kil

Ah,

men with, while his wife went on weepmg and
lamenting because men would be killed m he
wickcd war, and “ nofcr any more coom back.

The firm of Moses and wife struck us as a very
strange combination of business and sentiment, 1
do not know how many revolvcrs Moses sold, fior
how many tears his good wife shcd; but if she
weptwhenevera regiment marched down Che Street
to the depot, her cyes must have been turned mto
ariver of tears; for the tap of the drum and the

trainp of the men resounded along the streets of
the capital by day and by night, until people grew
so uscd to it that they scarcely noticcd it any
*'"The tide of voluntecring was at the full durmg
those early fall days of 1862, But the day carne
atlcngthwhen the tide began to turn. Vanous
cxpcdients were then resortcd to for the purpose of

stimulating the flagging zeal

of Pennsylvanias
sons.

At first, the tempting bait of large bounties
was presented,— county bounties, city bounties,
State and United States bounties,— some men, to-
ward the Glose of the war, recciving as much as
one thousand dollars, and never smellmg powdei
at that. At last, drafting was of necessity resorted
to and along with this carne all the m.senes of
“ hiring substitutes,” and so making merchand.se

of a Service of which it is the chief glory that it

shall be freo. .
But in the fall of 1862 there had been no draft-

inff vet. and large bounties were unknown

and
unsou"-ht.

Most of us were taken quite by surprisc
whcn,°a few days aftér our aiTival m camp, tlic
County Commissioners carne down for
of paying us each the magnificent sum o fifty dol-
lars; while, at the same time, the United Staic,-
Government agreed to pay us each one bundral
dollars additional-ofwhich, however, only twent; -
five was placed in our hands at once, the remain-
ing seventy-five to be received only by tliosc wha
mi-ht safcly pass through all the unknown dangeis
whTch awaitcd us, and live to be mustcred out
with the regiment three years later.

Well, it was no raattcr then.

W hat cared wc
for bounty ?

It seemed rather a qucstionable pm-
cedure, this offering of money as a ~eward for an

act which, to be a worthy act at all, asks not, and
necds not, the guerdon of gold. We were U so
anxious to enter Che service, that, mstead of look
for any artificial helps in that direct.on, ciu o
concern was lest we might be rejected b> e
examining surgeon and not be admitted to tl.c

soon after our arrival, and before we were
mustered into the service, every man "™s tljnr®
oughly examined by a medical officcr, '"~h>"f
US presented to him, onc by onc, divestcd ofcH k
ne in a large tcnt, where he sharply questicid
u/l-reetlf sound? Eyesgood? Ever had tus,
that, and tlie other disease?” And pmablc

the case of that unfortunate man who,

bad hearing, or defectiva eyesight, Ol so
physical blemisU, was compelled to don h

L s’ clothes again and take the next t.am
"Tfier having been thoroughly examined- wc
were mustcred into the service, and so mac



a peculiar sense, the sons of Unele Sam, As we
now beionged to his family, it was only to be
cxpected that he would next proceed to clothe us.
This he punctually did, a few days after the mtis-
Wec had no little memment when wc were
formed in line, and marched up to

ter.
called out,

t e ijLiartermaster’s department, at one side of the

to draw our uniforms. Therc were so many
men to be uniformcd, and so iitlle time in which to
I' It, that the blue clothes were passed out to us
almost regardlicss of the size and weiglit of the
prospectivc wearer. Kach man reccivcc! a pair of

pantaloons, a coat, cap, overcoat, shoes, blanket,
and underwear, of which latter the shirt was—
well, a revelation to most of us, both as to size,
shape, and material. It was so rough that no
living mortal could wear it, except, perhaps, one
who wished to do pcnance by wearing a hair-shirt.

Mine w.as sent home along with my citizens’
clothes, with the request that it be kcpt as a sort
of heir-loom in the family to excite the wonder of
future gcnerations.

W ith our clothes Ollour arms, we marched back
to our tcnts, and there procceded to put on our



new uniforms. The rcsuit was in the majonty
of cases astonishing. For, as might have been ex
pected, scarcely one man in ten was fittcd. 1lhe
tall men had invarialjly received the short panta-
loons, and presented an appearance, when thcy
emerged from their tcnts, which was equalcdonly
by that of tlic sbort men, who had, t.f course, re-
ceived the long pantaloons. One

the top of his head, while anothcr’s rested on h s
ears. Andy, who was not very tal!, waddlcd fortli
into the company strcet, amid shouts of kughter,
with his pantaloons turned up some six mcbes oi
more from tho bottoms. The laughter was m-
crcascd when he wittily remarked;

“ Unele sani must have got the pattcrns foi Ins
boys’ pantaloons somewhere over inFrance ; for he
scems to have cut them after the style of tlic two
French towns, Toulon and Toulouse.”

“ Helio, fcllows ! What do you thmk of tliis.
Now just look here, once !” exclaimed Pouiter
Donachy, the tallcst man m the compani', as he
carne out of his tcnt in a pair of pantaloons that
were little more than knee-brecches forliini, and
bei~an to parade the Street with a tent-pole for a
musket. " My opinién is tliat Unele Sam muse iie
a little short ofcloth, boys.”

“ Brother Jonathan generally dresses iii tights,
you know.” said some one. .

“ Ah,” said Andy, “ Poincer’s umform reminds
one of what the poet says —

" Mun needsbut lillle Here btinw,
Norneeds that little long !’

“ You'rc rather poor at quoting poetry, Andy,”
answered Pointer. “ Because i need more than a
little here bolow ; | need at least six uiches!

But, by trading off, the big men gradi.ally got
the la’-crc garments .ind the little men the small,
so that in a few days we were preity well siuted.

1 remcmber hearing about one poor follow in
another company, a great, strapping s.x-footcr, who

could not lie siiited. The largest slioe fv.rmshed

by the Government was quite too small. The pooi
fellow tried his best to forcé

liis foot in, but m
vain. His comracles

gathered around liun and
chaffed him unmcrcifully, whereuponhe exclaimed

“ Why, you don’'t think they are all boys that
come to the army, do you ? K man like me necds
a man’s shoes, not a iiaby’s.

There was another poor fellow, a very small man,
who had received a vevy large pair of shoes, and
had not yet been able to effect any exchange. One
day the scrgeant was dnlling the company on tho
facings,— Right face, Left face, Right-about face,
— and, of course, watched his men’s fect closely
to see that they went through Che movements
promptly. Noticing one pair of fcet down the hne

that never budged at the command, the sergeant
rushed up to the possessor of them, with drawn
sword, and in mcnacing tonesdemanded:

“What do you mean by not facing about when
I tell you? 1'll have you put in the guard-house.”

“Why. T did, sergeant!” said the trembl.ng

You did not, sir! Didn’'t I watch your fcet?
Thov never moved an inch.”

“ Whv you see,” said tho poor fehow, ni>
shoes are so liig that thcy don’t turn when | do. |
eo tlirough the motions on tlic inside of Ihcni.

Althiugh Camp Curtin ivas not so mucli a camp
of instruction as a camp of equipment, yet once wc
had receivcd our arms and uniforms wc were all
cagcr to be put on drill.  Even before we had ve-
ceived our uniforms, every cvenmgwc had some
little driling under command of Sergeant Crim-
min-s, who had licen out in the three months
Service. Clothcd in citizens’ dress, and aiincd

with such sticks and polos as we could pick up.
we must

liavc presented a sorry appearance on
parade.

Perhaps tho most comical figure m tlie
linc was that of poor oid Simén Malchorn,
clothcd in a high silk hat, long hnen duster, blin
overalls, and loose slippers, was forcver tlirowir™,
tho linc into confusién by runnrng back to firicl lu®
slippcr, which he had lost in the dust somewhere;
and happy was he ifsome one of the

quietly smuggled it under h.s coat, and kft poor

Simoén to finish the parade in his stockmg fcet.
Awkwaid enough

surc.

in the drill wc all were, to be
Still, we were not quite so stupid as acer .u
recruit, of whom it was related that the dnll-sei gvan
had to take him asidc as an “ awkward squad b
himself, and try to teach him how to maib
time.” But, alas! the poor fellow d.d not know
the difference between his right foot and lus Ilvit,
and consequcntly coukl not follow the ordc,.
“Left' Left!” until the sergeant, dnvcn almos
to desperat.on, lit on the Irappy expedient of ti mg
a wisp of straw on onc foot and a similar wisp ol
hay on tire other, and thcn put the command n
an agricultural shape- *“
Hay.fout, Straw-foot'”

Hay-foot, /'»awfo .V
whereupon, he did c;i ¢
well « for if Iré did not know Iris left foot from
right, he at Icast could tell hay from straw.

One good effect of our ireing detamed m Camp
Curtin for scveral wocks was, that rvc thus ha
opportuirity of fornring the acquamta.rcc of t
other ninc conrpanies witlr which wc wcic
joined iir acommon regimenlal
of tirese ca.rre from the western, and ~omc J
tiro eastcrn part of tire State ; some were ffonr
City, some from inland towns and
some from the wikl lumber regiorrs. Evci>
and class and profession seemed to be rep



There were clerks, farmers, students, railroad men,
iron-workcrs, liimber-mcn, At first, we were all
strangers to one another. The difierent companies,
having as yet no regimental lifc to bincl them to-
gether as a unit, naturally regarded cach other as
forcigncrs rathcr than as members of the same
organization. In consequence of this, there was no
little rivalry between company and company, to-
gether with no cnd of cliaffing and lively banter,
espcciallyaboiit the time of roll-call in thc cvening.
Tlie iames of the men who came from the West
were quite strange, and were a standing soiirce of
amusement to thc ljoys from the East, and vice
versa. Thcn there were certain forms of expres-
sicm peculiar to the differcnt sections from which
the mcn came, which were a long-standing source
"finerriment. Thus, the Philadelphia boys made
ali sport of the boys from the upper tier of countics
because they said, “ | be going dcown to teown,”

and invariably used “ | make out to” for “ I am

going to.” Some of the mcn called every species
of bo.ard, no matter how thin, “ a plank” ; and
every kind of stone, no matter how sniall, “ a
lock.” How thc mcn laughcd one evcning when
a higli wind came up and blew the diist in clouds
all over the camp, and onc of the rural boys was
heard to declare that he “ had a rock in his eye !”

Once we got afield, howevcr, there was devcloped
such a fccling of regimental unity as soon obliter-
atcd whatcver natural aiUagonisms may at first
have existccl between tlie difierent Cum)>anies.
Pcculiarities of speech of course rcmnined, and a
generous and wholesome rivalry never disappeared;
but these were rather a help than ahinderancc : for
in military as in social life gcnerally thcre can be
no true unity without some degrec of diversity___
a principio which is fully recognizecl in our nacional
motto, “E Ph/riins Unnm."

(To be coniiniieeis)

THK PLUCKY

PRINCE.

By May Brvant.

There was a youthful scion

Df a race of tyrant kings,

Who rouseci his fathcr’s anger

By thc way he wasted things.
Quoth thcn thc wrathful inonarch:
Quick from my prescncc flee !

"P.v

Yet turn your heediess ear

To this my stern decrce:

No fish or flesh or fowl

Shail your hungcr’s needs supply,
Nor beast fior worm contribute
To thc clothing which you buy.
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When comes the gloomy night-time,
No oil or vapor light,

No wax or tallow candle,

Shall make the darkness bright.
Nor grains upon the hill-side,

Nor tuberous roots on earth,

Nor fruitful vines, and juicy,
Contribiite to your mirth.

Thou prodigal! Avaunt!
uo, starve upon the plam !
Thou never, nevermore,

Shalt waste my wealth again.”

His son this law of exile
Conned over at his ease;
He has,” he said, “ left to me
The mighty help of trees.”
He gayly snappcd his fingers.
He slammed the palacc door—
Stern monarch, 1 shall flourish
As proudly as beforc’'”

A house he quickly builded;
It all was wondrous fine ;
Of English oak its rafters,
Its floore of Norway pine.
On pillars of palmetto
The cypress-shingled roof,
W ith oaken eaves and gargoyles,
Against the storms was proof.
There curious palm-mattinp
Spread over all the floors,
Dyed crimson with the logwood
From warm Caribbean shores.
Quaint furniture of walniit
And perfumed sandal-wood,
W ith highly polished rosc-wood,
Throughout the mansién stood.
Now,” said this Prince complaisant,
A ball 1 mean to give,
1'll show the King, my father,
How finely I can Uve.”

The night carne on apaco
When the house was light as day,
For candle-niits in sconces
Shed many a golden ray.
Magnolias from the South-land,
Pink applc-blooms from Maine,
All vied with orange-flowers
The subtlcst sense to chain.

The noted guests asscmblcd
Found waiting for them all

PLUCKY

PRINCE.
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A faii-er feast than ever

Graced kingly banquet-hall.

For dishcs, cavved in quccr ways
That haunt the Chinese mind,

Bore nuts and fruits from every land
Familiar to mankind.

Cassava cakes from Java,
The solid plantain’s mcat,
W ith chocolate were proffered,
And maple-sugar sweet.
Fair pomegranates and soutsops,
W ith luscious guava jam,
Stood near the odious durion
From islands near Siam.
Bananas, figs, and lemons,
Dates, cherries, plums, and pears,
All seemed so vCry common
Onc passed them unawares.

Amid this festivo splendor
The Prince received his guests;
In robes of cocoa wovcn
He was superbly drest,
W hile from the crown of laurels
His realm placed on his brow,
Down to his shoes of caoutchouc,
He looked a king, | trow.
Warm welcomcs to my mansion.
'T was thus he met the King —
See what a man you made me
By your coid banishing!”

A genial smilc illumined
The monarch and his train.
O Prince! of you I 'm vcry proud-
Comc to my arms agam !”
So spakc the King,
His enterprising son.
And thcn, with jokes and laughter
The banquet was begun.
The couit drank so much eider
They complimcntar)’ grew,
While the King declared the cashe»’
W as tho finest wine

embracing

lie kncw.
To this the Premier ndded,

He hopcd the Prince would grow
Like to the giant banyan,

And Uve long here below.

Then soon the party ended,

The guests all said “ Farewcll,”
And the wonders of the woodlant
They hasteiied home to tell.



SWEPT

AWAY.

By Edward S. Ellis-

Chapter V.
DOWN THE MISSISSIPPI.

There is something indescribably dreadful in
the emotion which comes over us when tlie eartii
trembles and rocks with the earthquake. We are
so acciistomed to look on the ground as a solid and
sure refuge tliat, when it fails us, we feel as though
wewere all “ at sea ” and adrift on a tempest-tossed
occan.

The sensations of Jack, Dollie, and Crab were
something similar wiien the cabin, tiftcr wrenching
itself loose from its foundations, went rocking and
bounding away in the darkness, no one could say
whither. For a few minutes the children did
nothing but cling to the roof, which once or twice
sank almost to a jevel with the water; but when
they bccaine acciistomcd to the situation, they re-
taxed their despcrate hold, spoke to onc another,
and assumed less restrained positions.

Strange to sa\', the housc, from
which was not apparcnt, instcad of keeping an up-
right position, leaned so far to one side that the
roof became almost horizontal, oifering a support
sornething like the floor of the cabin itself.

“ One side ofthe house must be heavier than the
iither,” suggested Jack, when the three had re-
ferred to the curious fact.

“How much of the cabin am afloat?”
Crab.

“ 1 know of no way to tell that, " answered Jack.
" I sce that the stone chimncy has gone, but some
of the lower floor must have bccn left, or the house
would n’'t take such an ocld position.”

“ But will it stay so? ” asked Dollie, anxiously.

ml think so,” said Jack, “ for when a house
«arts on a voyage like this, it is apt to settie at
once to a level — though it may swing over from
catching fast to the trees Heigho!”

't seemed curious, but at that vcry moment
the three felt the tops of trees scraping against
the raft. The swifiness with which they secmed to
glide from under the cabin showed that the house
was going down the river vcry rapidly. The sciap-

sounds followed each other in such rapid suc-
ccssion that they kncw they were passing through
or rathcr over a stretch of forest.

T ic night was so dark that they couid scarcely
*'0 anything, and the weak rays of the lantern

some cause

asked

were of little servicc. They could make out onc
anothcr’s figures, and now and then catch sight of
the busliy and bowing top of a tree, which secmed
co shoot swiftly toward them from out the gloom,
"mhile the cabin waited for its approach.

Thcn again, some of the trees were so tall and
strong, and so far out of the water, that they did
not bow down and allow this floating Juggernaut
to sweep over them.

At such times, the raft would strike the trees
with considerable forcc and swing partly around,
but the ne.xt moment would continuo its Journey
without the Icast slackening of speed.

Therc was much dangcr in passing such places,
foi-, if the building should come in contact with
a particularly largo and strong tree, the sidcs of
the house were hable to be knockcd apart by the
violence of the collision, and the three children
might find themselves clinging to separate pieces
of timber.

The boys tvere good swimmcrs, but Dollie could
not support hcrself a single minute above water
without help.

Great was their relief, tliereforc, when the ob-
structions were all safely passed, and they found
themseh'es in smooth water again. There was
still constant danger, however, of their striking
against some treacherous “ sawyer ” ; but that peril
would continuo to threatcn them till they should
reach the channel of the river, where no such ob-
stnictions existed.

“Jack,” said Crabapple, prcsently, “ ifl are n’t
mistooken, | see a light.”
“ So do 1,” said Dollie, with a promptness which

showed that she also had bcen stiidying the matter

“ Where ?” asked Jack.

“ Off dar,” answered Crab, strctching out his
hand into the gloom.

“ Therc U a light,” said Jack, after a moment’s
scrutiny; “ but it must be a long way off— a
qicarter of a miic, at least.”

“W hat!” exclaimed Crab, in amazcment.
could frow a stone out to whar itam,”

Dollie was of the same bclief, but Jack insisted
that it was all of a quartcr of a mile distant, if not
farthcr. It is very hard to judgc of distances un-
der such circumstances, and, as the parties could
not agree, Jack hallooed across the watcrs, thinking
with reason that, where a light was visible, there.
must be persons near at hand. But though he

“
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shouted and whistlecl, and Crab joined

turault, no responsc came back.

W hilc tlicy werc hailing the unknown parties,
the light suddenly vanislicd from sight, and a
around was darkness again. n

“ No wuse ob hollerin’,” said Crab;
feel so important dcy wont notice us.'

“ We don't know that thcre are any persons
where wc saw the light,” said Jack. “ And if there
werc, remcmber that was a good way off, and tlicy
may not have been able to hear us.

Crab laughcd at this conclusion of Jack’s argu-
inent but made no answer, though he still believcd
that onlv a fcw rods separatcd thcm from thc star-
like point vvhich had vanishcd as unaccountably as
it had first appeared. ,

This curitus fact, more than anythmg elsc, im
pressed them with the vastness of the fiood.
The cvidcnce that others beside thcmselves were
.-float spokc vividly of the cxtent of the ov'ci-flow-
ing watcrs. .

Suddenly thc crow of a chanticleer resoundccl
across the flood.

in the

-n
de folks

Somcwhcre a cock was proclaim-
ing his dcfiance of the elemcnts around him.

A JOUt-Y RAFTPin..— TAKISc;

When one of thcse fowls begins to crow, he gen-
erally repcats his cali scveval times, and this pUick>
fcllow’s voice was heard again and again across thc
dark watcrs until our voyagers wcrc able to l6cate
him, and alniost in a straight linc, several Inmdrccl
yards liclow tlicm.

Thinkin'~ ihat~"thc owner of the bird miglit be
ncar, Jack and Crab shouted again, but with no
more responsc than in the former case.

(GUNB,

“ We kin jist as wcli gib up de shoutin’ busi-
ness,” said Crab, finally,
nuffin back to us.’

The thrce now disposed thcmselves with thc care
of those u’ho expected to make a long stay. The
voof having scttled so that it lay horizontal on the
water, this was comparatively an easy matter, and
could they have felt any assurancc that there would
be no overturning or shifting, they would not have
cunsidered their situation one of especial dongcr.

As nearly as could be told in the darkness, the
roof was some three or four feet aljove the current,
and its bouyancy was sueli that it would have
(loatcd ten times thc weight that now rested on it.

Crabapple Jackson rollcd his clothing into a
compact bimdle and sat down on it to keep it from
bcing Uist, whilc Jack laicl the bag contammg the
provisions ncar thc ccnter of the raft and as far as
possiblc from the water.

“ for nobody wont say

Dollic, who had no extra
garmcnt exccpt a shawl, wrappecl that around hcr
shoulders and placed hcrself closc to her brother,
whorc she meaiu to stay as long as it was possiblc.
The weather remained calni and modérate, liad
it been othcrwise, the himdreds and hundrecls of
people wlio were then afloat on thc Mississip]ii
would have suffered
terribly, and man;-
must have perished.

TMF. Pf.OOD ¢;nOD-NATUNCr>T.Y

lie light am gwinc out1” suddenly exclaimed

A glancc toward tlic lantern was enough to show
he spokc the tnith; the candle which ha< bec'i
placed insidc had burncd so low that littic '
left of it, and thc light of that fragmcnt must soo

“ | thought it miglu have been useful m kccp

ing others from ninning into us,” said Jac



* bul, after all, I don’t know that it would have
been of much account.”

e Do you 'spose,” suggested Crab, ‘‘dat any ob
de cabins will come down faster dan we do, or dat
dey will be cotched in such a Whirlpool dat doy
will run up de Massissipp ?”

* 1'm not afraid of that,” said Jack; “ but if

THE EXHOnTPB.— SEE FAUH 607.

a steamcr should strike the house,
‘miive Us.”

“We must keep awake all de time and watch
i'ut fur dat sort ob bus’'ness,” said Crab, with the
(k'tcrmjnation that he would not closc his eyes
sigain so long as darkness. brooded over the rvaters.

A few minutes later. tho bit of tallow clip burn-
ilig in the lantcrn fiickcrcd up, burned brightly a
fcw seconds, and then coliapsccl into nothingncss-
riie little party, alloat on the loofof the cabin,
and sweeping down the Mississippi, were alone in
ihe starless night, without a i-ay of light to chcer
ilicm.

nothing coukl

Chapteu VI

THE STEAME/It

For several minutes Jack Lawrencc had fancicd
he hcard a series of strange sounds coming across
ihc watei-, They rcsembled the dee|) and rapicl
hrcathing of some huge animal; but it was hard
to tell the dircction whence they carne. Somc-
times thcy secmed to be ciése at hand, then far
away, and he even found himself glancing upward,
as though he expccted to find the answer he sought
in the air abovc him.

but, during the few minutes he spent in trying
to asccrtain the origin of thcsc sounds, he was
conscious that, whatever the unknown something

might be, it was approaching him with the steadi-
ness of a hand moving over the face ofa watch.

Jack was presen Uy able to locate it. While
peering down-stream through the darkness, a light
burst out in the gloom, like the sudden rising of a
star of the first magnituclc. Tho boy, for a single
moment, believed it was a star, but the next in-
stant the truth flashed upon him : it was a stcam-
boat coming up the river.

“ If it was only clay-timc now,” he remarked, as
he announccd his discovcry to Dollie and Crab,
“ they would pick us up.”

“ W hat's to hinder 'em from doing it now?”
asked Crab.

“ A good deal,” said Jack, gravely. "It is so
dark, and the rivcr is running so fast, that thcy
would n't be able to managc a small boat.”

“ W hat's de use ob dar doin’ dat?” inquirccl
Crab. “ Dey can jist slide alongsicle wid de
steamcr itsclfand h’ist us on board.”

“ Not in the night-timc, when there is so much
danger of running us down. Uut,” added Jack,
interrupting himself, and rising to'bis feet in some
alarm, “ she is going to pass very ci6ése to us.
Now is the time the lantern would have been of
some use.”

“Wc kin yell and make ’ein hear us,” sug-
gested Crab; ‘'den you kno'v | kin whistle like do
mVarrior ' when she comes to de wharf for wood.”

Crab, who had also riscn to his feet, brought the
palms of his hands together, and then turned them
partly around, thus iorming a peculiar hollow, with
a small opcning between the thumbs, to which he
placed his thick lips. Then, blowing strongly, he
produced a sound which, when hcard rolling across
the water, resembled very' closely the 'vhistle of a
steam-boat. It was, of course, impossible that
Crab’s whistle should be so loud, ljut the pitch was
precisely that of the whistle of the well-known
e Warrior.” and coukl easily have bccn mistaken
for it-

riie boys, who had riddcn up and down the

Mississippi many times and stud-
ied tho actions pilot,
knew most of signais,
and now X-- utilized

AL AU)NE;

their knowiedge in whistling to the unknown boat
the signal which directed it to turn to the right.
with a view of preventing a collision.



All this time the gleam of the steamer’s lights
was growing rapidly brighter, showing that it was
approaching swiftly. It continued in such a direct
line that tlie boys became seriously alarmed. A
collision appeared certain, and in such an event,
as Jack had truly said, nothing
their raft from dcstruction.

Crabapple whistled harcler than ever, and, as
though to add emphasis to his signais, danced up
and down and back and forth on the roof. The
lights on the stcamer still brightened, the glow
being plainly seen from the top of the smoke-
stacks, which were throwing off sparks in a manner
whicli showccl that she ivas toiling hard to make
her way against tho powerful current. Suddenly,
the puffing of steaiu stopped, the tinkle of a bell
was heard, and the captain, who had finally caught
the signais of Crab, called out in an angry voice.
wrnting to know why the approaching boat had not
her lights displayed.

“Wc have n't any light,”
e our lantern went ”

mYour lantern went out!” roarcd the captain.
growing still more wrathful. “ Have n’t yon got
but one lantern on board your oid hulk? Who
are you, anyway ? Where from? Where bound?”

We ’'re the children of Mr. Archibald Law-
rence,” answered Jack, “ with his servant, Crab
Jackson, and we 're floating down the Mississippi
on the roof of our house.”

“ But | heard the whistle of a stcamer jusc
now "

Crab brokc in with a loud laugh ;

“ Uat ar war me, cap'n; |

could save

callcd back Jack,

blowcd for you
to slew off to de

starboard so dat
we moiight pass
astern ob your
bow.”

As the |3ilot had
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hceded the signal and vcered his boat toward the
channel, the danger of collision, which had been
so iinminent, was now over.

“ Shall we take you aboard?” asked the cap-

tain, whose feelings had undcrgone a change the
instant lie Icarned the truth.

“ If you can, we wish you would,” replied Jack;
“ but can you do it ?”

It will rcadily be imdevstood that such a rcscue as
the captain contcmplated was almost irapossible;
the currcntwassweeping downward with such swift-
ness that a small boat, if it should be lowercd and
sent out, would find it almost beyoncl its power to
stcm the currcnt; and this fact, taken in connec-
tion with the darkness of the night, grcaly addcd
to the difficulty and danger of the undertaking.
if the steamcr should drift down the river with thi
cabin, the boat might pass between them, but even
then the risk would be vcry great.

Yet the rougli-spoken though kind-heartcd cap
tain, ever rcady to venture his own life to save that
of another, pveparccl to make the attempt. Bni
Jack was so strongly of the belicf that they would
thus run greater risks than they incurrcd by sta>
ing where they were, that he called to him :

“ We 're much obliged to you, but we would
soon stay here till morning.”

“ Do you mean that?” called back the captain,
who was not cluitc sure he had heard aright.

“ Thanks, all the same, but we would rathcr
wait till claylight,” replied Jack. “ Good-byc!”

“You're a queer lot,” was the commentary ui
the captain, as the two crafts drifted apart,

“ Dat shows de nccdcessity ob keepin’ awake,
observcd Crab, as he seatcd himsclf on his bundic
ofclothing.

“ It shows that one of us must always be.on Uic
lookout.” said Jack; “ but we must have sleep at
one time or another.”

“Vou may need it, but / don’t,” replied Crab.
in a prcternaturally widc-awake tone.

For a half-hGur more the cabin fioated silcntly on
through the darkness. Dollie still sat closc to her
brother, who prcsently noticed that her head w;«
nodding. He gently lowered it so that it rested
in his lap, and almost immcdiately she sank mio
profound slumbecr.

“ 1 don't know that therc is any need of b.ith
you and me keeping awake at the same time,” said
jack, spcaking to Crab. *“ | feel wakeful, and )ou

may as well gain sleep while you Just what
I cxpected!”

Craljapple Jackson was also in the land ol
drcams.

“ Everything depcncls on me now,”

Jack Lawrencc, at once realizing the situation.
must, indeed, keep my wits about me.”

But in less than half an hour he, too, unused lo
night-watching, and fatigued by the unwonted ox-
citemcnt of the day, had sunk into a sound ana
dreamless sleep.



Vil.

Chapter

BOUND FOR VICKSIiiURU

Hatlitlo ! Hallo-o0-0 !"

The cali was repeated several times, and finally
found its way in a misty and indi”inct manner to
the consciousness of the sleeping Jack Lawrence.

ON THE ROOF

At first he thought it was a dream, and he mui-
tered in his slumber. Then, as his senses grad-
uaily returned, he looked up.

‘“ My gracious ! 1 've been asieep!” he ex-
daimed, gcntly lifting the head of his unconscious
sister from his lap and iaying it on the sack beside
him.

Crab, of course, was still dreaniing, and Jack
shuddcred to think how remiss he himself had
been; they might have gone to destruction for all
his carc of thcm.

“ Hallo-o!” again rang across the water, and
jack, with a suspicion that he had heard thc voice
lieforc, called back:

“ Hallc-o! Where are you ?”

Afloat, off here to the left of you, | supposc,”
answered the voicc. “ Who are you?”

Jack answered the liail as he had done that of
the steamer, and his unknown interlocutor imme-
diately exclaimed:

"Well, now, that 's too bad, for I 'm to blame for
all this.”

“ How do you make that out?” askcd Jack, in
some surprise.

“1'm Colonei Carrolton.” was the reply, “ and
you knoiv | .advised you to wait till to-morrow
before making a movc.”

Yes, but you seo | could n’t wait,” said Jack,
who remcmbcrod the advice but too well.

"Are you all right?” asked the Colonei, who
appeared to be in chcery spirits, despite his dismal
situation.

Jack gave a brief account of what had takcn
place since the flood reached the doors of his
house, and the cffusive Colonei congratulated him
on his good fortune.

“ How are you fixed ?” asked Jack.

“ The same as usual— on a hen-coop,” was the

reply.

“Any other passengcrs ?” asked Jack, with an
irrcprcssible laugh at the ludicrous similarity of
the Cilonel’s aquatic misfortunes.

“ Yes,” said thc Colonei, '‘1’ve got two— a
fighting cock and a lien, and | shall try and take
them through this time.”

“ Our stock isall drowned, I suppose,” continued
Jack. “ Bul where are you going now?”

“ To Vicksburg, ofcourse,” replied the Colonei,
in a very mattcr-of-fact tone. “ Every time after
this that there comes a flood, | expect to go down
thcrc in this stylc. | shall tell my fricnds there
to keep a lookout for a big hen-coop whencvcr the
Mississippi rises; and, when they see onc, they
may make up their mind that I 'm somewherc
about it. Shut up there!”

This last rcmark was addressed to the gamc-

cock, which just thcn essayed a defiant crow —
rudeiy cut short, howevcr, by the Colonei, who
compressed the bird’s neck in such a manner that
thc salute was cxtinguished before it was fairly
bcgun.
m “ | don'tmind oneblast,” explained the Colonei,
“ but, when he starts, he never stops till he has
crowod a dozcn times or more, and | 'm tired
of it.”

“ We heard a rooster some time ago,” said Jack.
“ 1wonder whether it was yours ?”

“ No,” was the reply, “ for I 've shut him off
every time he started, till I think it’s time he be-
gan to feel discouraged. But itseems to rae I’'m
going down-stream faster than you are.”

Such was unduubtedly thc caso — the space be-
tween them was growing pcrccptibly greater every
minute. This svas duc to thc fact that the Colonei
had floated into a swifter current. Then, too, he
was nearer the channcl, though that ivould not have
affccted hisspecd under the prescnt circumstances,
when thc expansiéon of tlic river ivas so pi‘odigious.

The Colonei, ivho had lived
along the liirbulent Missis-
sippi until he was thoroughly
accustomed to its moods, and
who was one of those men who
accepted every event of life
with true philosophy, kept up
a rambling but dicei'ftil inter-
chango of rcmarks with Jack,
until the increasing distance
made conversation too much of
an effort. Then they shouted

a good-bye tocach other, and thc ctiriotis interview
ended.

Jack was so afraid of again falling asieep that
he assumed a standing position, picking up the
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gun and leaning on that, like a hunter absorbed in
medication.

“ 1 never heard of a man who stood up without
any support going to sleep, so 1'in safe so long as
1 don’t sit down,” was the logical conclusién of
the tired boy.

EIAIILINO A STEAMEII.

A few words of explanation are neccssaiT to en-
ablc the readcr to appreciatc the situation of young
Jack Lawrence and his companions at this time.
They were approaching a section of Arkansas
boimded by tho converging W hite and Mississippi
rivers, and which was overflowed not only between
these two mighty strcams, liut for a great distance
on the western bank of the former and the eastcrn
banlc of the latter. The width of the submcrged
lands varicd fvotn ten to a hundred or more miles.
The children were, as you see, rcally afloat on a
vast sea, which was sweeping southwnrd with great
velocity, and bcaring on its surface houscs, cabins,
barns, Imats, trccs, and everything clse of sufficient
buovancy to float.

All around our youthful voyagcrs was cngulfed
in thick dai-kness, The sky was so clouded that
not the first glimmecr of a star for the faintest
glcam of the moon could be seen. Titere was
little air stining, though now and then a cool puff
struck tlic cheek of the lonely watcher. As much
of the water carne from the countvy around the
hcad-waiers of the Mississippi, its coldness lent an
unwontcd cliill to the atmosphere.

Thc surface of thcMississippi was compavativcly
smooth, thouglt now and then something would
produce a whirling cddy in the current, which
would cause the waves to plash against the logs.
But the sensation was as if tlic raft was standing
still on the bosom nftlic mighty expansc of muddy
waters.

Suddenly tlicy were swept into a Whirlpool,
which began swinging the raft around with such
velocity tiiat Jack was grcatly alarmed. It secnicd
as if the building had bccomc a gigantic top,
which spun about imfil the frightencd lad becamc

so dizzy he was forccd to lie down on the roof to
keep from rolling off.

Just as he was on the point of awakening Dollie
and Crab, the floating building swung out of the
W hirlpool and acquired a steadier motion, though
it coiitinued to rcvolve slowly for a considerable
time. .

Jack had been so well shaken up that he was
surc nothing could lull liim to sleep again that
night. But, through fear of losing himself, he
prudently resunicd his tiresomc standing posture,
grasping his gun as if he were prepared to “
boarders.”

Dollie stirred uneasily, and her bvothcr noticed
that she was talking in her sleep. As he stood
ciése to her, listening, lie presently caught the
broken words:

‘eGood-night,

repcl

Mamma— kiss me to sleep—
there — good-night — kiss me, too, Papa ”

Poor giii! In her dreanis she was with her
fatlier and motlier, though one had been in heaveii
many months, and the other "'as hundrcds of miles
disiant, and wholly igiiorant of the perils to which
his children were exposccl in tlicse liours of dark-
ness and wide-spread dcvastation.

Jack sighed dceply as he recalled the sad hoiir
when he had kissed his mother for the last time,
and the eyes which had always looked upon him

A FAMILY OF KuOUR

and Dollie with such fond
ever.

Many a time had iiic bi-avc-souled fellow hvco
over the sorrowfui monicnts, as he did now. and
many a time, when no human eye saw him, the
tears had silcntly trickled down his cheeks. He
gave himself up for a time to the saddcning niem-
orics, and then, with a great clTort, tried to thio"
off the dcprcssing weiglit.

love had faded out for-



SWEPT

Something coid struck the uppermost hand rest-
ing on the gun. It was a drop of rain, and he
started and ionkcd up.

“ If astorm is coming, we shall be in a bad fix,”
he said, remeinbering, with a feelingof tender anx-
icty for his delicate sister, that they had no means
of placing the slightest covering over themselves.

Fortunatcly, howevcr, only a few drops fell.
When the cloud from which they carne had passed
over, Jack drew a deep breath of relief, forhe might
\vell drcad the discomforts and miscries that would
be theirs in case of n fall of rain.

A long distance to tlie eastward, tou~ard the
Mississippi shore, a faint glow was now cliinly
visible, gliding along toward the northward. List-
cning attentively, Jack could faintly hear the throb-
bing noise made l)y the engines of another steamer
which was laboring upward against the flood ; but-
he would not have signaled to it, even had it bccn
within hailing distance.

“ 1 would rather stay where I am until morn-
ing," he thought, watching the glow-worm like
light until it vanished in the darkness. “ There'’s

ijl0 saying whcrc we may strike or what may hap-
pcn to US; but, come what will, it’s the best thing
we can do.”

The boy had no means of telling how long he
liad siept, but he rightiy thought that it must be
now after midnight.

CH.A.PTER V IH

A HAPPV PARTY,

Never did the hours sccm so dismal and long
to Jack Lawrencc as when floating down the Mis-
sissippi on that memorable night, keeping his
lonely watch. Once or twice ho started to pace
back and forth, but his quarters were so narrow
that he found himself in danger of stcpping off;
so he gave up the attempt.

But, with true grit, he never once sat down dur-
ing those long hours. W hile Dollie and Crab wcrc
sleeping as soundly as though in their own beds,
Jack continiietl his lookout for danger.

At last it began to grow lightin the direction of
the .Mississippi shore, and prcsently, to his infinite
relief, the beams of the rising sun illumined the
vast waste of watci-s.

The scenc presented to his gazc was one of deso-
hition indeed. In every direction the turbid ciir-
reiit bounded the horizon. For all he could sce to
tho coutrary, he might have bcen floatingoverthc
waters of the Gulf of México, or even in the vcry
cecnter of the Atlantic itself. Nowhere could his
straining eyc catch the first glimpse of land ; even
the towering bluffs along shore were under water,
and it was impossiblc for Jack to tell whcther he
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was drifting over the real bed of the Mississippi,
or whcthci- he was fifteen or twenty miles from it.
But one thing was certain : he was somewhcre on
the flood, w'hich may have been fifty or a hundred
feet deep under him, and he was being borne he
knew not tvhither.

A long distance to the wcstward was a group of
cabins floating downward togetlier, looking, as Jack
fancied, something like a flock of crows sailing
across the sky. They undoubtedly had once com-

posed a village or town, the

buildings of which had started

for the Gulf with singular

iinanimity. People could be

plainly seen on the roofs. On

onc a number of mules and

cows wcrc grouped, while from

sevcral othei-s smoke was lis-

that the occu- '

igged up some sort

of cooking ar-
rangements.

To the east-
wavd were sixor
eight other cab-
ins, the most of
which had peo-
ple on top— all
negroes. The
nearest house

seemed to havc fully a dozen. A fire was burning,
and while one— a large, fat negress, with a red
handkerchief tied about licr head — w-as preparing
the best breakfast she could under the circum-
stances, the olbem were singing and dancing as
they used to on the oid plantations before the war.

There were musical voices among them, which
carne floating pleasantly across the water, and
altogethcr the scene was a strange one. Between
each verse, a couple of barefooted darkeys, wear-
ing immenscflapping strawhats, danced a “ double-
shuffle ” with tremcndous vigor, while the brethren
and sisters sanu and swayed their bodies by way
of accompaniment even the cook, forget-
ting her culinary duties for the mo-

CRAD S DEVOTIONS,

inent, joiiiing /' in the chorus. It
seemed  as though  there
might be / danger of
thewhole \j,i] h-/ of them
breaking. through
the roof; but it is
dOUbthI DE BAG O PERWISIONS, |f c cn
the certainty of such a catastrophe would llave

chccked tlie negroes when once they were fairly
launchcd upon the flood-tide of their song. The
follliving melody appeared to be one of their
greatcst favorites;
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Yes, on de road to glory,

We 'll tell de happy story,

Keep time unto de marches,
On de road — on de road —
W e ’ll shoiit frough hcaben’s arches—

On de road — whilc on de road.
[Chorus.]

On de road— on de road—

On de road — on de road;



Come, go wid us to heaben,

On de road — on de road —
Dar day shall hab no eben,

On de road, yes, on de road; «
We ’'ll hab a happy mcetin’,

On de road, yes, on de road —
In hcaben’s own camp-meetin’,

On de road— while on de road.
[Chorus.j

Chaptkr IX.
A CHECK.

Jack was looking toward the ncgroes and listen-
ing to their strange and imprcssive singing, when
Crabapple Jackson gave a prodigious yawn, slowly
opened his eyes, raised his head on liis elbow, and
then starcd about him in a confused inanncr for
several minutes. He presently carne to himself
surticiently to inquire:

“ Jack, is dem perwisions dar ?”

"Yes; there 's the bag,” was the reply.

"W all,” continued Crab, "does n't you tink
dat dis am a good time to lighten de weight ob
(lebag?”

“ 1 doii't know but that you are right, Crab,”
responded Jack. “We ’'ll awaken Dollie--—----
Ah ! she has saved us the trouble.”

The little girl was indeed wide-awake. After
( quick glance at her surroundings she recalled
everything, and then, as was always her custom,
howed her head in prayer; seeing which action,
Crab was recalled to his duty and did tire same.
Jack had already, before the others were awake,
invoked the care of his Heavenly Father in the iin-
knoivn perils Chat still awaited them.

Although the water did not look very inviting,
tlie chiklrcn leaned over the edge of the cabin and
washed tbcir faces and hands in the stream, after
wliich they quenched their thirst.

“We 're better off than shipwrecked persons in
one respect,” said Jack, as Dollie began taking the
food from the bag; “ wccan never die from tliirst,
as they often do.”

“ De Massissipp don’t look wery invitin’,” said
Crab, “ and when we fust come from oid Kain-
tuck | war shuah dat | neber could drink it; but
lhab got so now dat I kinder like it.”

“ There 's nothing strange in that,” said Jack,
“ for river-men grow to like it better than anything
else.”

“ 'Ceptin’ whisky,” amcndcd Crab.

"1 mean, better than any other water, even
ehat from the clearest spring,” explaincd Jack-
‘e Hark !~

The singing of the negroes on the nearcst cabin
had stopped some minutes beforc, but now one of
shcm was hcard spcaking in a loud voice.

Looking toward them, the children saw that the
whole party were knecling, whilc one of their
nuinbcr, evidently an exhortcr or preacher, ivas
leading in prayer.

The scene was an impressivc one, and our young
voyagers could not but join thcm in spirit. The
plea of the African was touching in its carnestness
and simplicity. He had a rich, sonorous voice,
'vhich was mellowed and softened in its passage
across the water to their cars.

The negroes must have been hungry, but this
fact did not prevent their leader from making his
petition as long and all-embracing as he was ac-
customed to make it when exhorting his brethren
and sisters in their cabin at home.

Mcantime, the three children began their own
breakfast. Jack found it neccssary to limit the ex-
tent of Crab’s repast, or but little would have been
left for the future.

“ What's de use ob bcin’so partic'lar ?” asked
the disappointcd darkcy. “ Like cnuff dar’ll be
some steamer along to-day and take us off, and den
wc kin get all we want to eat whhout starvin’
oursclves now,”

“ There 's no danger of stai-ving as long as we
can get one meal a day, such as you have just
caten,” said Jack.

“ But don’t you expect to be taken off to-day ?”
asked Dollie, asshe carefully put away the remains
of the meal,

“ 1 hope so,” answered her brother; “ but there
isn’'t any certainty. Don’t you see that the riveris
so widc here that wc can’'tbegin to see eithcrshore?
The flood may stretch out fifty or even a hundred
miles further, for we are not yet out of the lowlands
of Arkansas.”

‘“What’'s dat got to do wid de steam-boat taking
us off?” asked Crab, with some sullenness. He
evidently had no fancy for any theory, however
plausible, that was likely to stand in the way of his
seemingly unappeasabic appctite.

“ A good dcal,” said Jack, decidcdiy. *“ There
are not half enough steaincrs on ihe Mississippi to
cover such a lot of water. Wc¢ ma)- drift :ill ihc
way to New Orleans beforc being picked up.
That wiil take several days, supposing we are not
delayecl by any accident; and what shall we do in
the mcantime ifour provisions givc out?”

“ And then,” added Dollie, whose tender heart
was always remembering others, “ there must be a
good many who have nothing at all to eat, and
we may haré a chance to sharc with them.”

Crab found he was outvoted, and so said no
more, though he looked longingly at the bag
which contained the food, for which he seemed
always to be craving.

Our young friends now observcd that the roof_
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was mucli nearer Illic water than before. This at
first causcd some uneasiness, but thcrc was leally
no occasion for it. A largc part of the cabin be-
neatlt had bcen looscned so that it had come apart
and fioated away, leaving su much less to support

But had nothing save the roof rcmained, that
alone would have sufficed to carry them safely, so
long as no imcxpected danger mterfered.

Suddcnlv, and udthout the least warning, the
raft, which had all along bccn flontmg doivhward
ataswiftand imiform latc of speed, stood still. i he
checkwas so instantaneous and violent that all three
were thrown down, and Crab, who happened to be
on the lower edge, escaped gomg overboard by a
hair’'s-breadth only.

This suelden stoppage causcd the water to stnkc
the uppcr end of the roof witir such forcé that it
boiled and foaraed over the edge, threatenmg to
submerge the wholc structurc.

The little party were for a few minutes ternbly
fvightencd. Unablc to understand what had hap-
penccl and bewildered by the suddenness of the
accident, they at first fearccl that the cnlirc raft
was about to be torn asundcr.

But as nothing of the kind took place, they pres-
ently concliided that something beneath, most
probably the branches of a tree which dicl not
quite rcach the surface, had bccomc entanglcd m
the logs of their raft. This was indeed what hat
happened. For the time, the buildmg was held
as immovably as if seeurcly ticd to a wharf.

(To be contimud.)

(3 UUNE,



A GOOD
Bv KRNIST

I HAVii lately been visiting a gentleman whom |
shoiiid like to tell about. He lives on the banks
ofthe Delaware River, not far from Trcnton, New
Jersey. The place was ihe seat of an oid Cluaker
ileighborhoocl long before the Revolution, and
W ashington's soldiers passed along its roads and
crussed its fields m;my a time. And later, man>'
men who becaine famous, particiilarly as natiiral-
ists, have lived or visitcd tliere.

The Delaware Rivcr below Trcnion is bordered
by very widc flals, known as “ The Mcadows.”
At one place, ftiliy a mile from the river, a long,
stcep bank rises to the Icvel of the farming-lands
behind, and shows the ancient limit of the rivcr-
frcshets. In a beautiful grave on the summit of
lilis blii/T stands the pictures(.]ae olcl home of my
fi'iend, with its group of barns and sunny gardens
about it, and the broatl grain-fields behind. Thus
plcasantly placed for hearing and seeing what goes
mi out-of-doors, this gentleman has taught himself
lo be one of the liest field naturalists in the world.
Uy “ field naturalist” I mean one who finds out the
appearance and habits of plants and animals as
ihcy are when alive and in their own homes, and
who does not contenc himself inerely with reading
"liat others write about them.

I isvery dclightful to m 1k with this gentleman,
and to see how well he is acquainted with the birds
and the four-footed animals of his district, all of
which are under his jealous protection. He has
half a dozcn little “ tracts” within a mile of his
house, each of which is tcnanted by a partly dif-
Rrent class of plants and animals, so that there is
ne\-er any lack of varicty in his studies- The tiiith
nf this will not seein clear to you at first, perhaps,
because you are accustomed to think that, in Ol-der
to Aind any great diversity in outdoorlife, you must
scarcli through gi-cat spaces of coimtry. But :n>'
friend’s farin would show you that a great many
hitic differences are ordinarily overlooked, which,
«lien you come to know them, are seen to be real
ttnd important. And this can be proven in one
place about as well as in another.

For iiistance, it is easy to divide the estale I
am speaking of into four districts, so far as natural
history is conccrned. First, there are the upland
hdds and house-gardens; sccond, the steep hill-
8ide, grown dense with trees and tanglcd shrubbery;
"~zt, the broad, treeless, lowland mcadows; and

VoL X .— 39

MODEL
iNGERSOL.I..

lastiy, the creek, with its still, shadcd waters, marshy
nouks, and flou'cry banks.

Now, whilc there are many trees,
weeds that are common to all these four districts,
it ISalso true that each of the districts has a nuin’
ber of piants and animals that are not to be found
in the others. You woiild not expect to get water-
snakes, muskrats, or any wading birds on the high
fields behind the house, fior do the woodchucks,
quails, and vosper-sparroivs of the hill-top go down
among the sycamores by the creek. One quickly
gets a hint here of the great fact thatany speciesof
animal or plant may be spvead over a whole State,
Ol- half the continent, yet, neverthelcss, be foiiiid
only on that kind of ground which is best siiited to
it. One of the first things a naturalist has to learn,
thercfore, in respect to an animal whose habits he
wishcs tostudy, iswhat sort of surroundings it loves,
and he will be surprised, particularly in the case
of the smaller crcatmes, to learn how carcful ani-
mals are in this inatter, since upon it, as a rule,
depcnds their food and safety- There are certain
snails, forexample, which my fricnd finds in one
cérner of bis farin and never anywherc else. A
pair of Bewick’s wrcns have lived in his wagon-
honse foi- some yeai-s, but they are the only pair in
the 'vholo county. It would be no use for him to
look anywhere than on his bush-grown hill-side
for the worm-eating warbler, the morning warbler,
or the Chat, tliough his gardens up above entice
many other liirds. Similarlj-, if ihe bircl called
the rail decides to make its home on his land, it
will not settlc along the crcck, but in a marshy
part of his meadows. [ might mcntion a large
number of these examples, but these will siiffice.

for more than twenty years iny fricnd has
been diiigently studying this single sgnare mile
around his house. Onc would think he knew it
preuy well by this time, and he does— better, |
believe, than any other squarc mile is known in
the United States. He can tell you, and has
writtcn down, a hundred things about our com-
mon animals which are real news; yet he thinks
that he has only begun, and is fincling out somc-
tliilng more every feiv days.

Here is an instance :

Forty years ago, or more, a small, brightly
spotted turtle was described as living near Phila-
delphia, and two miserable spccimens were scnl

bushes, and



to Professor Agassiz. It was called MUhlonbcrg’s
turtle, and since then not one has bcen seen until
last suinmer. My friend was always on thc lookout,
never failing to pick up or turn over every small
turtle he met on the meadows or along the creck,
and examine whether the marks on its under shell
were those of thc lost species. Finally, one of the
ditches in the meadows was drained off to be le-
paired, and there, within a short distance, were
picked up six Mihlenberg turtics! If you go to
Cambridge, Mass., you can see four of them alive
and healthy to-day. They could easily have gone
out of that ditch into other ditches, and so into
thc creck; but, if they ever did, they have suc-
cceded for twenty years in escaping some pretty
Sharp eyes that would have becn very glad to
see them.

This little incident has a moral for us in two
ways. Onc is, that often lhe apparent rarity of an
animal comes from the fact that we don’'t know
wliere to look for it; and the other, that it takcs
a practiced eye to know it when we have found
it, and to take care that it does n't get lost sight
of again. Practice your methods of observation,
then, without ccasing. You can not make discov-
eries in any other way. And the cultivation of

Trio or Natunalists; "How now?

the habit will be of inestimable advantage to you
in many ways.

This is the merest hint of how, without going
away from home, by always keeping his oyes open,
a man, or a boy or a girl can study, to the great
advantage and enjoyment not only of himself (or
hcrself), but to the help of all the rest of us. |
should like to tcll you how paticntly the naturahst
watches the ways of the wary birds and small game
he lovcs; how those sunfish and shy dartors forgct
that he is looking quietly down through thc still
water, and go on with their daily life as he wants
to witness it; how he drifts silcntly at midnight,
hid in his boat, ciése to the timid heron, and sees
him strikc at his prey; or how, concealed in thc
topmost branches of a Icafy trce, he overlooks the
water-birds drilling their little ones, and smilcs at
the play ofa pair of rare ottei-s, whose noses woulci
not be in sight an instant did they suppose ain
one was looking at them,
all his vigils and

But I can not recoum
ingenious expenments, or tlu
entertaining facts they bring to our knowledgc.
since my object now is only to give you a siiggch-
tion of how much one man may do and leain on
a single farm in the most thickly scttled part .4
the United States.

SU les»! nd « dwati, utlinha.!”



A LITTLE LADY.

By Lizzik L. Gould.

r KNUW a little lady

Who wcars a hat of grcen,

All trimmed with red, red roses,
And a lolackbird on thc bviin,

She ties it down with riblDons,
Under her dimpled chin :
For oftentimes it’s breczy
When shc comes tripping in.

She 'll drop a dainty courtesy,
Perhaps she 'll throw a kiss;
She brings so many hundred
That one she 'll never miss.

With laughing, sunny glances
She comes, her fricnds to greet:
Thcre 's not another maiden

In all the world so sweet !

Her fame? The roses tell you!
"r is in the blackljird’'s tune !
This siniling little lady

Is just our own dear Junei

ON THE REFUGE SANDS.

By Fu.t.vK K. .SVocKTO-N'".

rcfuge,” said Rob
rocks for those

inhospitable
ragged
the sea, and bare sands for those

‘*Rather an
Clinton, with
'viio come from
from the iand.”

Yet it is when we are among ragged
and bare sands,” said Mrs. Kustacc, who stood by
onn, “ that we want a lefugc, you wise boy. And
tlicre is the house, whicli is tire real rcfuge.”

"l was n't thinking of the house,” said Rob;

but perhaps, on a stonny night, it might be
cttei than thc rocks and sands, though at pres-
‘int 1 don’t think so. But Mr. Eustacé is calling

a laugh— *

rocks

WS lie and thc girls have regularly gone into
tcfugc on thc piazza.”
The Eustace party, which now found jtself in a

oncly ‘House of Rcfuge ” for shipwrecked sailors

on the Atlantic coast of Florida, consistcd of Mr.
and Mrs. Eu.stace, thcir nephcw Phil, with his two
sistcrs, and Rob Clinton, ITiiTs school-fellow and
best friend. They were taking a trip down thc
Indian River in two sail-boats, and the captain
and owner of ilie larger of these two boats the
“ Wanda” —had sciccted this place as a very
suitablc spot at which to moor their craft and pass
thc night. For a hundred miles or more thc party
had heard the mar and moan of thc occan on fihe
other side of the narroiv strip of land which sepa-
rates the ludian River from the Atlantic, But,
until now, they had not crossed thc barricr. Here
the high bank of sand and rock on which the
“ House of Rcfuge” stood was so narrow one
could aimnst throw a .stone from the quiet waters



ul the river into the roaring surf on the other

side.

The kecper of the Kefuge, a young man iiameci
Norman, who, with his wife and child, lived in this
lonely house, met the visitors with a glad welcome.
He had little to offer thcm save tlie shade of the
broad piazza which fronted on the ocean: but this
was all the)’ wanted, and, on his part, it was de-
lightfiil to him to see again some human bemgs
from the outside world.

Our part)’ remained on tlie beach \intil long
after sunset. Mr. Eustaco was not strong, and he
sat upon the warin sand; but Mrs. Eustace and
the girls, with Rob and Phil, wandctecl about
among the great twisted and jaggcd rocks, at tlic
foot of which the waves rollcd and tumbled. The
imceasing roar of the incoming surf, the splendors
of the setting sun rcflectcd on the castern sk\’, the
CTieat pehcans swooplng along oi‘cr the crests of
the breakei-s, and the far-stretching ocean itsclf,
made a scene so grand and imprcssive that our
ftiencls could not bear to tear themselves awai”™
Darkness had almost set in. and the good-naturcd
captain of the "W anda” had thrce times callctl
them to supper before ihei- would leavc the beach.

In the evening, by Nonnan’s
carne up to the house and sat in "hat he
called his parlor, a large, bare room, furmshecl
with a desk and some rickety chairs and stools.
This house had once been a life-saving station.
Norman told them, but it was now simpl)' a place
of refuge and sheltcr for sailors and other sbi|>-
wrecked persons who might be cast upon this
bcach- Above and below, at clistances of a few
miles apart, sign-boards were set up on the bcach,
on which were painted, in two or thrce languages,
directions by which the House of Rcfugc migln be
found. In the second story of the long, low build-
ing were a number of small beds, and the (/ovein-
ment kcpt here always a goodh’ supply of hard
bread and salted meats.

In the boat-housc down there.” said Norman,
are two lifc-boats. 'J'hey are of no use noiv, as |
am the onlv man at this place. AIll | can do is lo
take care of any poor fellowswho are lucky enough
to get themselves ashore from a wreck- But it
is n't often wc have wrecks on this coast, and if it
was n't for a huntct or fishcrman now and then,
and the people on board the su|3ply-ship when that
comes along, we should be pretty hard up fnr
company.”

W hen our friends went down to their boat,
about nine o’clock, thcy found that the air had
<rrown colder and that a strong wind was biowing
from the sea. The boats lay under the lee of the
land, but their occupants were a good deal rockcd
that night, for the wind grew stronger and strongcr.

invitation, thcy

IJUKB,

In the morning, Captain Silas told the party that
he expected to tic up at this place all da)-, rheie
was a big storm coming up, and tho Indian River
in a gale was no place for a top-hcav)- boat hkc the
" Wanda.”

After breakfast, everybody went over to the beacli.
Thcerc, for the first time in their lives, they saw a
real storm at sea. It did not rain, but the sky was
full of scudding clouds, the water was m wild
commotion, and tho waves dashed l.igh over the
rocks on which the )'Oung people had stood thv
evening beforc. Tlie wind and tho spray soon
obliged Mr- and Mrs. Eustace and the girls to gi.
into tlic house, where they watched the siorni)
scene from tlie "indows. But Phil and Rob pul
on their heavy coats, and remained upon the beach
Rob was a tall v-oung fellow, with a full chcst, and
I3ig miiscles on his arms. He "as fond of Isase
ball and boating, and delighted in athletic sport-
and outdior life. Phil was of slightcr build. and.
though healthy and active, had distinguishcd Inni-
self much more in the stud)- of the dassics an.l
mathematics than in boyish gamos and exei-
cises. Still, it must not be supposcd that, becau.w
he did not exccl in these latter pursuits, he did nut
carc to do so. Like many another bo)- of spiril, lie
"eas just as anxious to perform those mani)' dcetl.
10 which he "-as little used, and whicli were nnc
expected of him at all, as to be thought proficicni
in his studies, For instance, it would give him .is
much pride and pleasurc to successfully sml a boil
in a stiff breezc rus to work out the hardcst problnn
in clifferential calcuUis. Me was of a quid dispo-
silion, and had had liltlc opportunity of engagiug
in what are called manly exercises. But he had a
manly spirit, and often envicd Rob tlie dash and
courage that carried him at once into the froni ni
cver\- sport and adventure. Rola frcciuently took
the tiller of the “ Mary,” the smaller boat on wlucli
the boys generally sailed, when Joe Miles, ilw
ijoatman. was biisy foru-ard. Phil, too, "-ould lia-e
hkcd nothing better than to take his turn at siver-
ing, but somehow ji had never occurrcd to J<w »'
ask him. and Phil " as too sensitive to offer luf
serv-ices; still, he could not help feeling a little sore
that Joe should never think of him as a persmi
who could steer a ljoat.

The storm continued, the wind ¢row ing Stronger
as tire dar- progressed, and finally even tho 1)0)S
were glad to take sheltcr in the house. Aljout nnon

Norman callcd the whole party out on the i'oidi.
"Look out thcrc!”

tossing waves,

he cried, pointing ovcr llw
Piainly in sight for an mstant.
then lost behind the heaving billows, then up again
in view, was secn the hull of a large vcssel, appar-
cntiy two or thrce miles from shore,

"She was a threc-masted schooner,” shou e
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Norman, “ but she 's a no-mastcd one now. She
is driving before the wind right on shore !”

“ Do you think there is anybody in her?”
cried Mi-s. Eustace.

“ 1 reckoii so,” answered Norman. “ She
scems all right, except tliat licr masts are gone.
(he storm is worse out at sea than it is here. 1
rcckon we 're only on the edge of it.”

W ill she be driven on thcse rocks? ” .asked Mr,
I'.iistace, tlie noise of tlie surf making it necessar}-
lo shoiit the words into Norman’s ear.

“ Can’t say,” .answered the kccper. “She’s
'llore likely to come in a mile or two below here.”

“ And what will you do then?” asked Rob,
cagerly.

”1'l1 go down and help all I can,” returned
Norman.

‘'mAnd we ’'ll go with )ou I” cried both ilic bov.s
'ugethcr,

Mr. Eustace and the girls now went into the
liiHise, but Mrs. Eustace, well wrappcd up, rc-
'«ained on the porch with the boys and Norman,
"here Silas, the captain ofthe “ Wanda,” with the
colored man, his assistant, and Joe Miles, soon
mincd them.

The \s'ilid now shifted, blowing more direetly
i'oiti the cast, and tlie men predictcd tliat the ves-
sri would come ashore closc to the house.

“ Shall you gct out a boat ?” asked Rob.

If she comes in here thcrc wont be any need
o boats,” Norman answered. “ She ’lidrive right
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up on the rocks in front of us. The water is deep
enough, a clozcn yards fi-om low-tidc mark, to float
a big ship at any time. Sbc 'll come closc in, if
she comes at all.”

“ Then what she has got to do,” said Silas,
to drop her anchois as soon as she gets in sound-
ings. If they hold uhcre the water is deep enough,
she may be all right yet.”

On carne the dismasted vcssol, tossing, pitching,
and rolling, and making almost directli- toward the
Housc of Refuge.

“ She is American,” said Norman. Except
these words, no one spoke, ljut with i-apidly
beating hearts all stood and watched the incom-
ing and hclplcss vesscl. The captain of the
schooner cviclently saw his only chance of safety,
for, when apparently but a few hundred yards
from shore, a man ivas seen to ihrow a lead, and
\ery soon afterward tu'o anchors u'‘cnt don-n, one
at the bow and one at the stern.

Now carnea moment of intense anxicty. Would
the anchoi-s hold ?

On caine the vesscl. “ She 's got to let out
cable!” said Norman, and in a few moments her
shoieuard comsc was ai-restcd. She rolled and
pitched, but carne 110 nearer the dreadful rocks.

“ They 'rc holdin’ !” cricd Silas, as he waved
liis hat above his head, and if it had not bcen for the
noise of the surf his voice could have bcen heard
on board nf the vessel, uliere many men could be
seen about the decks.

is



But there 's no knowin’ how long they 'll hold,’
said Norman. “ Thcm breakers ate givin’ them
an awful strain.”

“ Is n't there any way of saving those people .
cried Mr. Eustace, coming out in ¢

“ Shc 'd be all right if she could hold out till
the storm is over,” said Silas.

“ But if one of them anchors or hawsets gives
way,” said Norman, “ the other wont hold her
and she 'll come smashing nght on to these rocks .
W hat thc people on tliat vcssel ought to do is to gct
on shorc as soon as they can;

bul there’'s not a
boat on hcr davits.

Shc ’'s been cauglit in some
sort of a cyclono, and everN'thing has bcen swopt

Can't you go out in one of these boats and
take the people off ?” said Mr. Eustace.

1 'l go out in the small boat,” said Norman,

if these men will help me;

“ and thcn, if we can
bring some of the crew ashore, we can man the big
lifc-boat and take them all off, if there is time and
the boats don’t capsize.”

1 would go with you in a moment,

said
Eustace, “ if I was strong enough to puli an oar.”
Everybody was now on the piazza, and the

general excitemeiU was so great that eicn the giris
did not secm to notice the ficrce wind and the
spray which every minute or two swcpt in from the
sea The men on the vessel, apparently to thc
number of fifteen or twenty, iveve scattcred about
the deck, holding on to parts of thc wreck, and all
anxiously gazing toward shore. Now and then one
of thcm waved a handkcrchief or a cap. It w-as
very likely that, secing the boat-house and the
larger building, they judged that this ivas a lif*sav-
ing station,— perhaps some of them knew that it
used tobe such,— and they, doubtless, wondcrecl
why the boat had notalrcady putout to their rescuc.

“ If you three men,” said Norman, addressing
Silas, Joe Miles, and the negro Torn, “ will each
take an oar, and one of these young gentlemen
will steer, we 'll get out the little boat, and puli to
the schooner.” -

“Wc 11 go,” said Silas, speakmg for himsell
and the other two, “ but | reckon these young
men 'll be afraid to venturc out in a sea like that.”

“ Afraid!” cried both boys in a breath. And
then Rob added, “ There isnodangerof our being
afraid, is there, Phil ?”

“ Well then, if one of you ’'ll go,” said Norman,
wc are all right.” And he hurriedlylcd thc way
to the boat-housc.

Mr. Eustace and the girls retircd into the house ;
but Mrs. Eustace, filled with the excitement of the
moment, drew her shawl around her head, and
followed the men. It did not take long to run thc
small boat out of the ljoat-house, and over the
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smooth sand to the water’s edge;

thcn the men
buckled on thcir

life-prescrvers, four oars were
quickly put aboard, the row-locks fixed, the rucl-
der shipped, and she was ready to launch.

“ Now, which ofyou is going? ” cned Norman.

Phil said not a word, i5ut his eyes sparkled.

“ Can’'twc both go? ” asked Rob. n

“ No,” said Silas, who stood nearest, “ there s
no need of two, and the other one would just takc
up thc room of a man from the wreck. The boat
is small enough, anyway.”

“ Come, hurry up!” cried Norméan, who had
taken hold of the side of the boat, “ and make up
your minds which of you is goin’. Itis enough to
make you afraid, I know; but one ofyou promised
to go, and you ’rc in for it now !
you, and we 'll run her out!”

The men now stood, two on cach side of thc
boat, ready to push her out behind thc next oiit-
going breakcr.

Jurap m, one ol

Just at this moment there carne
through the storm the first sound that had been
Ircard from thc ship. It might have been thc
scream of a bird or an animal, but it soundcd
wonderfully like the cry of a child.

“ There is a woman on board,” groaned Mrs.
Eustace. Shc saw thc fluttcr of her dvess.

W hatcver this cry was, it scemcd to scnd
thrill through every person on thc beach. The
men, who had alrcady pulled the boat out so fu
that thc tvater dashed about thcir legs whcnever .i
wave carne in. turned around and looked angnl;
at tire boys. Phil made a step toward the boat;
then he stoppcd, and looked at Rol5.

There was nothing in the world that would havt
given Philsuch intense delight as to go out in tluu
boat, and help rescue the crcw of the disabled ship.
No hero of chivalry had a braver sptnt than he.
No knighthad ever desircd more carnestly to plungc
into the battle tlian he desircd to steer that boai.

Rob's blood was boiling. For the first time in
his I.fc he had bcen looked upon as a coward, and
the injustice of the thing stung h.m to the hcart
Such an advcnture was something that su.ted lum
exactly, mind and body. In thc exc.tement ol the
moment he had no more fear of those wild wavcs
than of the ripphng watcrs of a pond.

He, too, made a step toward thc boat, and
Phil looked up at him their eyes mct. Rol) knc'i
exactly how Phil felt. He saw that he was trcm-
I,ling with fiercc desire to go in thc boat, and yet lu
knew the boy would never push himself forvan
to a place to which he thought he had no nght-

The storm of undefined emotions which w
bcen raging within Rob now suddenly ceasc
He spoke to Phil, but bis voice was hoarsc an
unnatural.

“ Get in,” he said.



“ Do you mean it?” cried Phil, with a quick flush
upon his face.

Rob nodded; and ina moment Pliil jlad secured
a cork belt about his waist and was in the stern of
the boat. A wave rose beneath the boat, waist-
deep into the water ran the men, and thcn they
clambered in and seized the oars.

“ 1 thought the big fcllow would 'a’ gone,” mut-
tcred Joe Miles. And that was all that was said.

Rob stood and watched the boat as eight strong
arms pulled it away in the very face of the in-
roUing breakers. Then his legs seemed to grow
weak beneath him. He fclt he had given up the
only chance he would ever have of doing the thing
that of all things in the world he would most like
todo. He sank upon his kiiees on the sand, and
put his hands before his face. The water washed
up dose to him, and the spray dashed over him,
Init he did not notice anything of this.

Presently he fclt a touch upon his shouldcr.
Ho looked up, and saw Mrs. Eustace standing over
him. In an instant Rob sprang to his feet.

“ Mrs. Eustace,” he cried, with glowing face,

!'was n’t afraid !”

The lady took the boy’s hand in both of hers.
emRob,” she said, “ | never had a brother; but, if
I could llave onc, 1| should like him to be a fellow
just like you. You need n't tell me anything about
it. | know why you did it.”

Now carne Mr. Eustace and the girls hun-ying
10 the spot. They had been astonished to see
Phil going off in the boat.

“1 had thought,” said Mr. Eustace
m'that you would go. You are so much
liad stronger than he is.”

“ He can stecr as well as | can,” said Rob, with
an attempt at a laugh.

Phil’s sisters turned their tearful and reproachful
eyes on Rob, and Mr. Eustace was about to speak,
when his ivife interruptcd him.

“ Come here,” she said, “ and you girls too.
i "ant to speak with you.” And she took them
eipart.

In halfan hour the boat returned, bringing threc
raen of the crew and the captain’s ivife and baby,
Phil still proudly sitting in the stern and stccring,
The little boat was run upon the sand, and the
seven men hurriecl to the boat-house and brought
out the largor life-boat. In ten minutes it was
afloat, six men at the oars, and Captain Silas at
the helm. Bcforc sundown every living being, and
some Uf the clothing and propcrty of the crew, had
been safely brought to shore.

The storm continued all night, and, bcforc
raorning, the hawscrs of the schooner parted, and
she was driven ashore a short distance below the

miouse of Refuge. She «'as bcatcn to pieces on

to Rob,
largcr

the rocks, and when daylight appeared the beach for
half a mile was strewn with her broken timbers and
the flour-bairels which formed a part of licr cargo.

Phil was the hero of the occasion, for cvcrybody
agrccd that no fewer than four men could havc
rowcd that first boat out to the wreck; and it
would have been hard and doubtful work for them
without some one to stcer. Mr, Eustace and the
girls thoroughly understood the whole affair, but
they were no less proud of Phil. After all, he liad
gone out in the boat.

As for the captain of the wrecked schooner,
which was an American vessel, bound from Balti-
more to the West Indics, his gratitude and that of
his wife was so great that poor modest Phil longed
most carnestly for the galo to subsitie, so that the
sail-boats might continuo their journey. But the
wind, though much abatcd, was still so high tliat
the pnidont Captain Silas saiv that he would have
to remain at his present moorings until the next
day, and the younger mcmbcrs of our partv
found occupation enough in watching and assist-
ing the efforts of the rescued crew to save the
boxes and barréis that the sea liad thrown, OI-
ivas throwing, on the sands and among tile rocks.

The next moming broke bright and clear, with
a frcsh but modérate breeze, and, after breakfast,’
tho “ Wanda” and the “ Mary” wcrc made ready to
continué their trip down the river. Just bcforc the
largcr boat, on which the whole party was then
assembled, had cast loose from the little picr, the
captain of the wrecked vessel carne on board. He
hcld in his hand a scarf-pin, sunnouiited by an
ancient golden coin or medal.

“ | have n't much of valué,” he said, “ but this
is a curious Moorish coin which 1 got in Madrid,
and 1 want to give it to the nolile boy who carne
tlirough the storm to help save me and mine.”
And, handing the scarf-pin to Phil, he turned and
stepped ashore.

That afternoon, wlicii the two sail-boats were
many miles from the Housc of Refttge, Rob was
sitting at the open end of the cabin of tlic
“ Wanda,” ivriting in his journal on the little fold-
ing shelf which served as a tablc. Pliil and the
girls were on the other boat, and Mr. Eustace was
taking a nap. Presently Mrs. Eustace ardse from
the cam|3-stoo! on wliich she had bcen sitting, and
went up to Rob. She took from her pocket a
silver fruit-knifc, which she laid nn the note-book
before him.

“1 have n’t much of valué,” she said, “ but 1
want to give this to the noble boy wlio did n't go
through the storm to save anybody,”

Captain Silas had been watching this little sccnc
from the stern. “ I 'vc becn thinkin’that that might
be about the rights of it,” he said, with a smile.



FOR A GREAT MANY NEDS.

By Eva L. Carson.

W hen Ned was a baby— oh, ages ago!

(AVell, that is, a mattet of six years or so)
There once was a wonderful talking.

From upstairs and down-stairs every one ran,

When Mamma callcd:

“Come, Susan! Look.
Mary Ann!
The most wonderful thing since tho world
beganl
Oh, look 1 Come ! Sec!
.Yiddic is "
THE

Bv I. N-

Close by the river, at the foot of a dismal Street,
stands a big shed, in «hich cightccn familics eat
and sleep. It is a quartcr of New York where
decent people are seldom seen. On every stdc
there are shanties and rookcrics, and the aii- is
heavy with sickening smells from slaughtcr-houses.
Din is eveiywherc: a foul ooze of garbagc and
standing water in the gutter ; solid laycrs of dust
in dark entries which are nevei- scratched by a
broom; hoaps of unclean straw servmg foi' pillou
and bed in the closets which ave kno'vn as bed-
rooms; and thick coatings of grimc. ancient and
modern, on tho liands and faces of tire children
swarming aljout the door-ways, as well as in the
slireds, tatters, and pntclies wilh which they are
scantily clothcd. The midsummcr sun heats up
the piles pf refuse until thcy steam witii foul
vapors, whicli are caught up b> ihc Windows; and
when the doors leading into the halls are opened
for a draught of fresli air, thcrc is a stifling sensc
of closencss and dampncss. which niakes the
babics snecze .and the mothcrs cough. The long
wooden building, with its tlirec fioors and rickety
staircases, is so unstcady and tottering that onc
w-lio watchcs it in the noontime heat of a July da)’
fairly liokls his breath, expeeting to hear a sudden
crasii and to see its raggcd roof and dingy nalls
fall to pieces, disappearing in a cloud of clust-

That ugly shed is known as “ The Barracks.”
Rubbish heap though it be, it contains within its
patchcd and slimy shell eighteen homes, witli as

But to-day a more wonderful thing yon may see,
For now a bold youngster callcd Ned climbs a

tree,
IMlays at isall, tag, or shinney (and ljeats at all
three),
And is ever in mischief and riot.

And when this astonishing thing the folks spy,

To one and anotlicr thcy wond'ringh’ cry,

W'lale amazc at such accident filis every eye:
" What a marvell Hen''s A alsitUuggniet’
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man)’ as sixt\- children. Cn each of its three
floors there are six familics, and no household has
more than two rooms, one of them being barcl)
larger than a closct, and as dark as night even in
the day-ume. In those two rooms the cookiii;;
and washing for the family are done, and at nigh'
the father, mother, and sometimes as many as si-
or eight children, have to sleep cidse together. like
sardincs in a box.

“ The Barracks” is one of the tenemcnt housc-
where the children of Ihc poor live all the ycai
round- Itis a long vay from that dismal looker;
to Cheri'v strcet, on the Kast sidc, where as mam
as one hundred and twenty familics are lodged ju
" (iotham Coiirt.” once one of the most hideous
tenemcnt houses in the city, but now greatly iiu-
Di'oved. Between those two landmarks, and from
onc end of Manhattan Island to tlie other, ihcrv
ave tencments of all kinds and grades for half a
million or more poor people. Among them are
many well-kcpt mechanics’ floors, where tho lialls
are scrubbed once a week and the children oftcner,
and where there are carpets, pictiires, casv-chaii-s,
and many signs nf thrift and comfort. But there
are also thousands of checricss and comfortle-s
homes, where the poor Icad lives ofmiscry and want

-rcar tenemcnts where the sunlightcan not enter,
vickct)- garrcts as dark as a pocket, dam]) cellai-s
and foul stablc-lofts, where a I)reatli of fresh air can
never come, let the winds blow as tlio\' ma\.

The children in these tenemcnt houses always
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"hcL'ks and hollow oyes tell
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with  six or
more children
" hosc food is
1 few cents’
‘orth of liver
Itlay, Some-
limesthercare
vruel bruises
in thcir hag-

gard, sickly faces,
bearing witness of

a fathcr's intcmpecr-
ance or a inother’s
ungovernable tem-
Often thcrc is thc
look of weariness
which comes from the
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there is strength to bcar
another their looks bclie
children who have been cheatcd out of their
childhood In their rags, patdies, and everlasting
smudgc, tltey are the little oid men and the little
oid women of the tenement world.

The childhood which accords with their years, if

thcm-  In onc way or
their age. Thej' are
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not with their faces, can not be pcrmanently restored
to them, for poverty is their ljirthright, and every
season brings with it privations and misery. But
if they can be helped to be cliildren for two weeks
in the ycar, the memorics of their holiday and the
renewcd health which it givcs to them will make
them younger as well as healthier and happicr.
If, when the scorching midsummer sun falls with a
wliite glare upon tho thin roofs and flimsy walls of
their tenement homes, the children can be taken
out of the narrow closets where they sleep, and the
steaming gutters where thcy swarm like big black
flies, and set down in the center of the childrcn’s
play-ground, which is the country, a new glow will
be kindlecl in their checks, and thcy will be the
children thcy were meant to be— not little oid
men and little oid women-

Now, this is the work of what is called “ The
Tribune I'rcsh-Air Fund.” People who are rich
or have modérate means furnish the monej' for the
childrcn’s traveling expenses, sending it to "The
Tribune” newspaper. Last summer there were
more than fifteen hundred generous persons, many
of them children themselves, who gave moncy for
this purpose, the contributions amounting to $21,-

556.91. W ith this sum, 5599 of the poor children
of New York were taken into the country, givcn a
holiday of two weeks, and carried back to their
tenement homes. W hilc their traveling expenses
were paid by the contributors to the Fund, the
children were the invited guests of farmcrs and
other hospitable people living in the country. Dur-
ing the spring, seventy-five public raeetings were
held in as many villages in New York, Connccticut,
New Jersey, Massachusctts, Vermont, and other
States, and arrangements were made with com-
mittees and clergymen in as many other localitics;
and wlicn tlie kind-heartcd entcrtaincrs in the
country were ready to reccive them, the children
were sent out from the city in largo companies,
and distributed among tire villages. The farmers’
wives never kne'v whom to expect, although they
always had timely noticc as tohow many were com-
ing and when to meet tho little visitors at the railway
station. The children in setting out on their journey
did not know where thcy were to spend their fort-
night’s vacation, but sooner or later they founcl
themselves scparated from their traveling compaii-
ions and trundling in a farmer's wagén over a coiin-
try road toward what was to be for a few happ>
days their home; and although they had to tell
their fiames and their ages when théy reached the
farm-housc, and everything was strange and new te
them, they always found a motherly woman bus-
tling about and trying to make thcm feel at home
Tire manager of the Fresh-Air Fund is Willard
Parsons, a bachelor clergyman, who has adoptccl
the poor children of New York for his own. Hale
and hearty, with a ruddy face and an eye twinkhng
with good humor, he has a heart brimful of
kindness for neglectcd children, and the encrgy of
twenty raen. He it was who dcvised this simple
and effectivc plan of entcrtaining in the country
the poorest of poor children living in New York
and Brooklyn. The experiment was tried six years
ago, when he had a country parish in Pennsylvani.a.
and now he is making this the business of his life.
His work has already been crowned with succcss.
The first year, sixty children were taken into ffie
country. Last year, 6000 children had an outmg
in green fields and pastures new. It is a charity
as popular as it is beautiful, for every heart is
touched by the sorrowsof neglccted childhoocl-
The children are selccted by those who spcad
their lives inworking for and among the poor. Last
year, Mr. Parsons was assisted by more than h>o
lumtlred physicians, clergymen, city missionancs,
Biblc-readers, and tcachcrs, and use was made of
the principal benevolent socicties and charitabc
institutions, the design being to extend aicl onl)
to those who rcquired and dcserved it. All that
was asked of the mothers or friends was that the



children under their charge should lie clcan when
they started. Now, in teneinent houses, water sel-
dom runs above the firet and second floors. Fami-
lies living in the remaining floors have to carry
water upstairs in pails, and consequently use it
sparingly. The children are not encouraged to
keep themselves clean from day to day and week
to week, so that something besidcs a surface
wasliing is required when they are prepared for
their summer travels. They have to be stcamed,
scrapcd, scrubbcd. and shaken; and as their
mothers either will not or do not know how to be
thoroiigh in this process of renovation, the work is
sometimes done at mission-houscs and institutions.
The transformations wroughtby soap and water are
often startling. One of the little girls at the Five
Points, who did not recollect ever having had a
bath in tlic course of her short carccr, caught a
glimpse of her small selfin a fragment of looking-
glass, and gave expression to her emotions in the ex-
clamation ; “ Oh !l 'se been born again, just like
Evc!” In this way, some of the ugliest children
uf the Street are gradually bleached into coincliness
and deccnc)’, and ivlien they are clean, perhaps for
the fimt time in their lives, they are arrayed in
new clothes provided liy the institutions. Oftcn
maternal pridc, wlien the child is washed and
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dressed at home, produces a faded ribbon or a bit
ofcheap fineiy. When these finisliing touches are
aeglected, the dresses of the girls are carefull)’
n'‘oncd, and the boys’ raggcd and thread-bare suits
are neatly patchcd and sponged. So clean and
tidy are they, as with cager, excited faces they set
out on their lioliday journey, that it is often hard
for liystandcrs to believe that these are indeed ihc
children of the poor. But tliey are the poorest cif

poor children, and are carefully sclected by those
who know them and how they live.

One of the largest parties sent out last summer
left the city on the afternoon of July 5tli. For an
hour liefore the steamer’s paddles began to move,
troops of from twenty lo forty children, conducted
by Mr. Parsons’s volunteer aicls, had bccn filing
across the wharf; and, when the last svhistle was
blown, four hundred and seventy little travclcrs
wcrc niustered in tlic cabins and on the dccks.
Each child wore a badgc, and canned either a liun-
dle of clothes or a carpet-bag, much tlie worse foi
wear; but there the common pointsof resemblance
ciided and variety began. Thcrc were all sorts,
sizes, ages, and tempers. Thcrc were veterans in
holiday travel, who, liaving had an outing the pre-
vious >ear, knew all about it and were ready to
abasli tlicir companions with tlieii' superior wisdom.
Therc were shy little toddlcrs, to uhom this was a
terribly new experiencc, and who seemed to be
uncertain whcther they would find any place like
a bed in that great cinder-mill of a stcamer, or
any person like a mother in the wonderful country
whither they were going; and appai'cntlythis fcel-
ing was shared liy a few of tlic mothers thcra-
selves, who clung to the little ones with sobs and
kisses, unwilling to let them go, even for two short
weeks, although they knew it would be for the
best. Thcn therc werce tall, awkward girls, pain-
fiilly conscious of the fact that they were svcaring
their best clothes ; wide-awakc boys bent upon cx-
ploring the hold and mounting to tlie wheel-
housc; timid figures coweiing silcntly in corners
where they would not be observed ; boklcr spiiits
elbowing their way through thelhrongand mak-
ing all manner of racket; and wistful little faces,
which seemed to liave been waiting for a day’s
pleasure from their birtli, and to liavo found it, at
last, this mcrry day. It was a strangel)' assorted
conipan)' of sad and joyous, listlcss and active,
dull and intelligent, sickly and vigorous boys and
girls. Every face was glowing with anticipations
of happiness. Every little figure was quivcring
willi excitement. ‘‘Is this the country?” piped a
sweet voice, before the stearaer had fairly swung
out of her dock and headcd up-stream, Not yet,
little one; for, see, yonder is “ The Barracks”
showing its dirty face among the slaughter-pens,
and higlicr up are tho hovels of “ ShaiUy-town.”
But have patience, for the country is coming soon!

W hat a wonderful voyage that was! How the
children romped, sang, and scrcamed as the stcamer
glidcd by the dingy picrs, and grcen banks and
tall trees camc into view ! How quickly the
lunches were whippcd out and pocketed iii tliosc
hungry mouths! How many bcwildering sights
thcrc were for those tcnemcnt eyes — vessels drift-



ing by, trains whizziiig in thc distance, and, at
last, real moimtains towering abovc them! _How
imwilling they werc to be put to bed. and when
they were once tucked in and thc madcaps had
becn cautioned to hold thcir tongiies, how quickly
they ail were sound asieep, the girls in the cabin
and the i)oys forward ! What a scramble there
was when thc first iircliin riil5iiecl his eVes and
foimd out that it was morning, and that lie was on
a steam-boat ivith 469 otiior cliildren, and not in
a ci6se, stuffy tenement house ! What a famnus
breakfast they had, when the boat landcd at Troy

and kind-hcartccl Shcpard Tappcn led them into
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a great looin. wlierc there were sci'cn long tables,
witli coid meats, liot biscuits, cookies, oranges,
and a glass of milk at each piate ! And thcn carne
what was to most of them a first ridc on a railway
train. Seven cars packcd witli cliildrcn bowled
along thi'Ough Saratoga and Ticonderoga toward
thc villages on the west shorc of Lakc Champlaiu,
where tlie farmers were waiting at the stations for
ilie expected gucsts. .\nd now, little onc, whosc
voicc piped so sweetly opposite “ The Bairacks.”
this is tlie country ; and it is thc real country, with
fiow-ers and bcrries, with farms and cows and cliick-
ens, with woods and squirrcls, with tumbling bronks
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and pickcrel pools, and with great mountain masscs
looming up in the distance!

This was thc lirst of the holiday journeys. As
the season advanced, parties of children were sent
out in rajiid succcssion, sometimes as many
eight starting in a single day. From June
mid-Septcmber the children ivcrc cntertained
as many as one hundred and sixty villages in
the Mohawk Vallci-, among the Catskills and
the Berkshire hills, on the Connecticut and the
Sound, in New Jersey closc at hand, and as far
away as Bcnnington and the Adirondack woods.
The avcrage distancc traveled by each child
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going and returning was 360 miles, and thc man-
ager ofthc Fund has made thc interesting calciila-
tion that thc aggregatc number of miles traversed
by the cliildren would have cnabled thcm, if tlic\'
could have gone on a straight line, onc starting
where another left off, to go around the "orld
meighty-five timos !

W hether thc children tnivelcd by boat, train.
stage, whether they went north, casi, or west, tlic\
had a cominon destination. That destinatkin ™as
the country. Those who had been sent out ni
previoiis seasons knew what to expect. lo tlic
others it was a vague but glittoring idea. " What



is it like, anyway?” was a serious little maiden’s
eager question on the cars between tho great depot
and Harlem bridge, when her chance acquaintance
on tlie opposite seat was boasting that she had
been there twice beforc on the poor children’s
excursions. “ Oh ! thcrc ’s co"s,” was the quick
responsc ; “ and then thcrc 's apple-trees and big
inountains and chickens and kind folks : and
there 's big rooms to sleep in, and there 's aiways
lots to eat, when they blows the liorn; and thev
blo'vs it frequent!” This crude bit of dcscrip-
tion appealed to the imagination of the de-
mure little giicstioner, who had never seen eitlicr
grass or trees outside City Hall Park, She opened
her cyes vcry wicle, and bobbed up and down on
tho cushioncd seat after the manncr of little peo-
ple "ho are in a statc of ccstatic cxpectancy.
Some of tire ljoys, who had been taken to tlie
ctuiUry early in Jul\', when the applcs were green
and unripc, might have left them out nf the
summary of country delights. “ Don’'t talk to
me,” said one of thcsc experienceci boy-travelcrs
on one of the rivcr boats, “ about apples as grows
on trees. Uid n't | climb a tree and bite into 'em
as soon as 1 got there? and was irt tliey sour
though! Just give me a good sweet applo as grows
in a barrcl in town !” But if the applcs were not
always ripe, tire berries were; and if the mount-
ains were sometimes only hills, the country was
always a cool and shady place— a land of cow’s
milk and the milk of human kindness, a land of
plenty.

The children generall)’ reacliccl the farm-houscs
in the evening, and were too tirecl to do more
than stuff their small selves at supper and tiren
crawl into their beds. In the morning they found
thcmsehes in large, airy chamijers. \'cry dif-
ferent fioin the ciése closets in which thcy ivere
accustomed to sleep in torvn ; and their becis
were so soft and coniforlable that thcy would have
been late to breakfast, if curiosity had not tempted
thcm to bestir themselves and find out what sort
of place tire country icaly was. The barn-yard
was always the first objcct of intercst, and if thcrc
were children in the farmer’s family, they would
take charge of tlieir little visitors from the city
tenemcnts, laughing merrily at their oxclamations
of ljcwildcrment. A Dbrown-faceci country girl.
in a sensible sun-bonnct and jjlain frock, woulcl
show a gi'oup of shy and awkward city girls, in
fantastic, macle-over, and patched-together attiie,
how to fcccl the chickens, the youngcst child liang-
ingback half-afraicl, and being thrown into a flutter
of exeittment «'heneler a roostei' croued or a
vigorous hen flappetl her wings. At the other cnd
of the barn-yard a sturdy country lad would givc
a puny tenement boy a first lcsson in milking,

.and bursting

smiling at his pupil’s ctread of the cow’s hind feet,
into a mar when the iittle voice
would ask: “ 1say, mistcr, is she milk all the way
through ?"

The visitors invariably found out at breakfast
that country milk was something very different
from tenement milk. It was neither blue. thin, for
watcry, but fresh and lach. “ It ’'s more like good
bread and butter tiian milk 1 ” said one pale-faccd
little invalid, who found it to be, indeed, Isoth meat
and drink. Many of the children. however, were
unaljlc to cnjuy it during tlic first few days, being
accustomed to diluted milk. “ It’'s too strongl”
they would exclaim, and tlien look wistfully at the
teapot: foi thc children of the poor are invariably
given what tlieir mothers tcrm “ inesses oftea ” in
the tencments. Country milk soon found
to tlieir hcarts as ivell as to tlieir stoinachs, and
long liefore the vacation ended they were ready to
take it whenever it was offered to them. Indeed,
if some of the wayside storics are to be crcdited,
their cducation in this rcs|ioct was complelcd on
thec first day’s journey- At Albany, for example,
'vliere a pai-ty was cntertained at a largo restaurant,
eighty quarts of milk were drunk by ciglity-six
children in fifteen minutcs-

Before the first breakfast carne to an end, thc
waifs of the New York streets were like membei's
of the farmer’s household, and from tliat moment
until it was lime to go back to thc city they were
contcntcd and liappy. The number of genuine
cases of homec-sickness among tlie six thousand
cliildren taken into thc country last year could be
counCed on the lingors of a single hand, The be-
wildering pleasures of country life, Ilic flush of
hcalth folluwing the cliange of air and dict, and the
unwcaried attentions of those who were ciuertain-
ing them, coinbined to makc this fortnight the
liappiest ever known in those iiare, neglectcd lives.

The boys naturally tooic to tlie ivatcr iikc so
many Ncwfoundland puppies. W herevcr there
ivei'e brooks and quict pools tlicy wci'e to be secn,
at any hour of thc day, fishing, swimming, and
wading. One bright-eyed little sportsman, «'lio
liad provicled liimself 'vith two formidalilc bean-
shootej-s, gravely asked his liost if the woods back
of thc barn weic “ ganiy.” All the boys took an
intense intercst in the farm dogs, the wooclcliucks,
and gray squirreis, and even thc tiny fielcl-inice
and trec-toads. Riding horses bareback to thc
wateriiig trougli was estcemecl one of the highest
privilcges ; liut what a ncwsboy described as " thc
boss fun of all ” was driving a load of liay. When
thc big couiitryman gave him the long whip and
diiected him to start up the oxcn for tlic liarn,
whilc the little ones on the hay-cart were cying
liini enviously, it was decidedly the most impoitant

its wav



moment of that ne'vsboy’s life, no matter how
many dreadful murders and startling fires he had
cried in the streets of New York.

The boys were always saying queer things, which
convulscd the jolly farincrs with laughter. “ VVho
watered those plants last night?” asked a little

fellow at Guilforcl, catching a first glimpse of dew
on the grass. “ My eyc ! what big lemons !” was
an exclamation called out by squashes in the
carden. “ 1say! who owns all the robins round
here?” was another amusing question. At Olcl
Lyme, an urchin could not rcpress liis astoiiishnient
when he saw a man digging potatocs in tlic field.
“ Have n’'t you any barréis in your cellar?” he
asked, contemptuously. “ Why do you kccp 'cm
stowed away in the ground that way ?”

The gii-Is outnumbered the bo>'s two to one,
the farmers’ wives having a dccided prefcrcnce for
them. Tlicy were more domestic in their tastos,
liut as happy in tlicir quict way as their noisier and
moro venturcsomc brothers. They were inteicstcd
in the work of ihc dairy and the other houschold
occupations; they were nevcr tired of playmg
croquet in tlic front yard; they gathered wild
flowers in tlie woods, and clapped their hands with
dcliglit whencver they found a ground-sparrow’s
nest in the mcadow ; and tlicy went berrying every
day, always contriving to fill themselves with wild
strawberries, or lilucberries, even if they did n<it
liave Icisure to heap up their liaskcts.

Some of the smallcr girls took their rag-dolls with

them into the country, and were happiest when
they could play by themselves in some shady
place. Onc little maidcn near Esscx was not dis-
tressed ivlicn she found that she had no playmates
in the house. She had her doli, and that was
company enough. She chose a shcltered corner

of tlic front yard as her nursery, and every moi'n-
ing went out to sing her doUy to sleep, her favorite
lullabs- being a popular religious hymn.
tlic road

Across
lived a country lad of her own age, «hn
at once began to annoy her by rcpeating her imisic
in a high key, with iiumerous variations. For two
days she paid no lieed to licr troublcsome neigli-
bor. On the third, her blood was rouscd. Sli?
propped up her doli against a post of the fence,
marched across tlie road with flashing eyes, and
cufied her audiencc of one boy about the cars.
“ Now, just sce here!” she exclaimed. “ I cairic
here for two wccks’ fun, and 1 mean to have it1”
The boy fled riotously, and the moral cffect of
the dcmonstration was marked. The stuvdi’ little
maidcn was suffcred to havc her fun in peace .ind
quict imtil it was time for licr tii return to the cibx

The farmers, surprisetl by tlic intelligeiicc .ind
good manners of their guests, and moved to com-
passion by tlic storics of city life which were told,
bestirred thcraselves to fill the cup of htilida)

pleasure until it slioukl be brimming over. They
purchased hammocks, croquet sets, sometimes
even velocipcdes, for the use of the children. Long

drivcs over country roads were arrangecl for them;



fishing parties were formcd, and river and lake ex-
cursions were planned; luncheon was often served
in thc woods; and on the sea-board they were
takcn to clam-bakes and allowed to bathe in tlie

surf. In many instances, all the families entertain-
ing children in thc same village united in a com-
bination picnic in the woods, with a bountifiil

luncheon supplied from thc kitchens of thc farm-
houses, and ice-cream served from tbe country
hotel. At one village on the edge of the Adiron-
dack wilclemcss, seventy-five children were enter-
tained in this way; and at Whitney’s Point there
was an ice-ci-eam festival.

At Mapie Grovc, near Bennington, where Mr.
Trennr W. Park (by whosc rccent death the poor
children of New York liavc lost a most generous
friend) cntertained several largo parties, the chil-
dren found what was to them an earthly paradise.
An old-fashioned farm-house, witli piazzas on tlircc
sides, stood in the center ofa park of one hundred
and seventy-two acres. A gvavcll>- path led from
the portei’s lodge to the poich ; a crystal spriiig, a
ljubbling brook, a rustic bridgc, and a suinmer-
liouse were to be found under the maples and
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pines; and in the background was a great orchard
"ith a vista of meaduw and woodland. A inatron
and several scrvants were placed in chargc of the

house ; a physician kept his eye upon thc children ;
there was a cabinet organ for use in Sunday serv-
ices in the large parlo)-; and in September great
fires of pine logs blazed in the open fire-places, and
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storics werc rcad or told to the children in thc long
evcnings. Happy days were these for the little
ones of the tenemcnts! Not only the happiest
they had evcr known in their ineager, neglected
lives, but sometimes thc only happy days.

Rut they wcrc days that were niimbcred — one
to fouvtcen ! As thc day for the return to the city
drew nigh, faces would lengtlien and siglis and
groans would be heard. *“ Must wc go, rain or
shine ?” the lioys would ask; and it was evident
fi'om thcir manner tliat tlicy woidcl gladly take the
risk of a brisk tornado or a dolugc of rain, if the
methodical Mr. Parsons’s arrangemcnts could be
upset and their stay in the country be prolonged
for a weck. But never a tornado fior a deluge
intcrvencd in their behaif. Rain or shine, the
wagén would drive up to the door, the muslin bags
stuffed with prescnts fot the folks at home would
be stolved away unclcr thc seats, and the children
would be forccd to say good-bye to their kind
enteitainci-s, thc smallcst ones sometimes sobbing
as if their hearts would break. Waving handker-
chiefs and hats to those left behind, they would
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crancthc.r necks at the fii-st turn in the road lo ages of pop-corn and bags of butternuts, baskets
get a last glimpse of their country paradise ; and offresh cggs and strawberries, bundlcs of clothing,

1A i
o ombd

A niG LOAD,
healtli, their httle hcads stored uith piecious nicm- rctraced, and wlien they arrived at the wliarf or
es, and their arms loaded with plitnder— pack- dcpot in Now York, what exclamations fell from
VOL. X.— 40.



the lips of those who met them to take thcm back
to mission-school, asylum, or tenementi Palé,
sickly faces had grown as brown as russet apples.
The lean, hungry look'had gone. Sad, wisttul
faces had lapsed into content. The hollow-eyed,
listless maiden, who had explained to her hostess
on her first morning in thc country that she never
could cat any breakfast at nhom e, because there
were six of thcm in two rooms and she had to
sleep on a mattress ciése by thc cooking-stove,
carne back plump, rosy, and chcevful. Some ol
the children seemed to have nearly doubled their
weight. The sick bables, thc ncrvous chil-
‘drcn who had been in the hospital for
months, and many an exhausted, care-
worn mother, who had been sent
away becausc physicians had said
that their Uves depended upon
their having the country air, re-
turned wondcrfully improved in
hcalth. They were all at home
again, many of them entirely
reclothed, every onc stronger,
freshcr, and happier. The
children’s vacation was over.

Some of the good people in
thc country were glad that it
was over. There was thc staid
deacon, who was sorely disap-
pointed when the boy and
girl at his house beggcd to
be excused from going to
church onc Sunday, and
greatly horrified to find,
at the ciése of the serv
ice, that they had
taken advantage of
the occasion to in-
vade the pig-pen
with a pot of black
paint, and touchup
every ear and tail
in a new litter of
little pigs. He was
glad to have such
mischievous chil-
clren go back to town. Then there were a few
weary farmecrs’ wives, who had listcned too credu-
lously to lhc exaggerated accounts given by thc
children of their city homes, and bccome painfully
opprcssed with the thought that thcy were being

imposed upon.
were rare.

But these instances of dissatisfaction
As arule, the children’s conduct was
excellent and their dcparturc was viewcd with keen
regret. Here and there a child was adopted by a
farmer’s family, or given a home for six months
or a year, and often the vacations were prolonged
a second or even a third fortnight at the request
of the entertainers. The pathos of neglectcd child-
hood softened many a heart. There was the moth-
erly little maiden who, accustomed to looking after
her ague brother, discovered on the second day
that he had shed a button, and sedately produced
from the depths of her pocket a large pill-

box labeled, “ For Johnny.

every hour.”

Take onc
Tho hourly dose was
only a button, which she proceeded
with great carnestness to sew on
his iacket,butthe child’s thought-
fuincss and sweetness touched
the sympathics of every mcni-
ber of the household- In nian\
ways the children transplantcd
from back alleys to green fields
have exerted a good influence
upon those who were gcner-
ously contributing to their
pleasurc.

As for the little ones theni-
selves, they were always sorry
to have their vacation over, but
thcy consoled themselves with
the reflection that what had
happened once might happtn
again. They were right, for tliis
is surely one of those works
of mercy which appeal to every
heart in town or country, and
which will flourish year aftcr
year.

" Whatdo you think Heavcn
will be like ?” asked a teacher
in one of the city missnui-
schools during thc autumn-

“ Oh, lknow! 1 know I'
exclaimed thc smartest girl
in the class, her face brighteii-

ing with a look of deliglu,— * It will he like tlie
country ! Perhaps she liad seemed thanklcss ana
indifferent whilc she was there, but the coun-
try remained her mind, a blessed and rcstful
thought.



A BEAUTIFUL CHARITY,

By Marcarkt Johnson.

A DISTANT TATTER OK DANCING PEI-I.

A SUMMER morning, cool and fair;

A whisper soft in the sunny air,
And a sound of rippiing laughter,

A distant pattcr of dancing feet;

A chorus of eager voices sweet,
And a happy siience after.

A motley, mcrry crowd of youth,
With garments raggcd and worn, forsooth,
But never a stcp that lingers.
Lads and lasses in laughing hands,
Babics that hold to guiding hands,
With clinging, anxious fingers.



in.
Faces merry, or grave, or sact,
Lit up with expectation glad —

W here are the children going?
Away from dust, and noise, and heat,
The bustling city’s narrow Street,

W ith crowded life o’erflowing.

V.

Under the wonderful blue sky,

The mighty arms of tree-tops high,
In groen woods arching over;

W here spicy perfumes lightly stray,

In breezy meadows of new-mown hay,
And aekls of piirple clover.

On sandy shores beside the sea,
W hcre roll the tides incessantly,
And dancing ripples glisten ;

V.

To sunny fields of daisied grass,

Where cool the fitful breezes pass
Above the blossoms leaning.

W hcre, far from walls and boundaries,

W ith birds and butterflies and bees,
They leatn the summer’s meaning.

W here whispcring shells repeat thc tale
The ocean thunders in the gale,
To rosv eavs that listen.

VII.

Sorrowful, wistful, patient eyes
Crow bright with rapturous surpnsc,
Or soft with happy wonder,
And checks as whitc as the winter snmvf
tlossom in tints of brown and rose,
The summer sunshine imder.



VIH,

Wise Mother Earth to sad young hcarts
Her choicest gifts of all imparts,
Their careiul thoughts begiiiling;
She breathes her secrets in their ears—
Their eyes forgec the smart of tears,
And catch the trick of smiling.

IX.

They learn sweet lessons, day by day,
W hile speed the is'ingéd hours away,
In gray and golden weather;

XI.

A distant patter of dancing feet,
A chorus of happy voiccs sweet,
Amid the summer splendor.
Glad voices, riso through all the land!
Reach out, each little sunburncd hand,
In greeting warm and tender,

They find, in flower or bird or tree,
Faint gleams of the beautiful mystery
That clasps thc world together.

Perchance some serious, childish eyes,
Uplifted to the starlit skies,

Read there a strange, new story;
And dimly see thc Love that holds
The round world safe, and o’er it folds

The mantle of His glory.

X1,

To those whosc thoughtfiil hcarts and truc

Have ligluencd lovingly, for you,
Your poverty’s infliction;

And on each helpful .spirit be

For this— the lovely charity —
The chiidrcn’s benediction !



WORK AND PLAY

SILK-CULTURE
Bv C. M.

Boys like to know what boys can do. Let me
tell you what a few Philadelphia boys havc clone.
“ The Boys’ Silk-Culture Association of America
has a large room ovor a cérner store in Phila-
delphia. You might suppose from the filame that
it is a large company. But it has only five mem-
bevs These members, however, are so active and
dcvoted that thev have made their cnterpnse not

only successful but well «xnown "throughout the

country. .

Hearing that they were glad to sce vi

sitovs, we
called.

In the shop-window some of the boys
work was displayed — a frame of light wood, with
silk-worms feeding on mulberry leaves, some co-
coons in jars, and othcrs in the little paper cones
where thev liad been spun. Tlicre was, aso, a
pamphlet for sale at tiventy-five cents, wliicli had
on its cover the modest statement, “ Compilcd by
the Boys’ Silk-Culture Association of America.

W ¢ were quite disappiuintcd on being told that
the “ Association” was out at the park gathering
mulberry leaves; but wc were all the more curious
to see it All Association that would travel two or
three miles to tlie park to gather fresh leaves for
its silk-worms must be worth seeing.

So we callcd again, and this time were fortinate
enough to see the President of the Association
himself, a bright-looking boy of about fourteeri
years, who showed us the vai-ious apparatuses, and
explained cvervthing very politcly.

The center of the room was occupied by a large
stand of about five tiers of trays, made of light
wooden framcs, with a net-n-ork of twine tacked on
them. , , 1

“ They were not hard to make, but they took a
tremenclous Icit of tacks,” said our informant.

Here lav sheets of paper coverccl with the httle
grayish eggs, not as big as a pin-head. On some
the eggs had hatclicd, and the little brown worms
were already feeding on the leaves which the boys
had chopped fine for them. Each paper liad tlie
date of the liatching marked on it, so as not to gct
worms of different ages raixed.

“ This isa very late broocl,” explained the young
silk-culturist, “ Itis a lot of eggs we sent to Pans
for in a hurry, because wc bad more ordets for eggs
than we could fill from our own raising, and they

were delayed.”
“ So you boys

have dealings with onreign
 See also the arlicb oii “ Silk.Culture fot Boys and

YOUNG FOLK. VI,

ASSOCIATIONS.*

St. Denvs.

biisiness houses?” wc inquired. Do VOU corres-
pond in Frcnch or English?”
“In English,” was the reply.
sent orders to Japan, too. We never have any
trouble about the language. | suppose the houses
from which we order have persons in thc.r employ
who understand English, The Frcnch eggs are
the best; but the French are carelcss in makuig
up their packages. When we send for an ouncc
ofeggSjwc don't want oid wings and legs of mullis
and bits of leaves mixcd up with them. Not long
ago | wrote to ask what they mcant by sendmg
US such light weight. They replied that it was
‘French weight,” And that was all the satisfaction

“ And we havc

! gV(\J/té suggested that it must be a new denomina
tionof French weight that had not got iiito tlu-
tables yet; “ Several hundred moth wings aml
legs make one ouncc of silk-worm eggs.

He laughed, and proceeded to show us some
full-gi-OM-n worms that were preparing to spin.
Picking one up gently, he showed us its legs and
eyes and brcathing-holes; explained about the i,.-
visible little spinnerets on each side of its mouth,
and aftenvard showed us a chrysahs and a motil,
so asto give us a clear idea of the inscct from uic
be"inning to the very end of its existence.

Then he showed us his jars of cocoons,
hke fresh pea-nuts, and the twists of recled si ,
softer, fincr, and more shining than the most bcaii-
tiful golden hair, and a piece of satin, witli me
initials “ B. S. C. A.” embroidercd on
-'e'our own make.”

It svas intcresting to watch the caterpillars e
ing. In the last stage they are smooth and "im-
ish and two or three inches long. W e fancict
could actually hear them chewing,
greedily. wo

“ No,” explained the young President; tiu
onh' tho crackiing of the leaves as they are pulled
ovc'r cach other. But they are great glultons.
They seem to eat all the time. No matter lio"
early 1 am up, 1 find them at their breakfast, anu
leave them catingat night.”

it m silk o:

«

they ate so

“ Do they never sleep? ” we naturally askc
hearing this. ,

‘1 never saw them at it. And, by the
leaves disappear during the mght, 1
they take much time for sleep even then.

J-
But

Girls,” in St. Niciiolas fotJanunry. 1683. pago « 5



can sleep enough in their cocoons. Now see them
crowding together in the cérner of the tray, They
will do that, no matter how often we separate
them. | suppose they are like people. When onc
finds something good, the othei-s flock around to
share it.”

Here a worm in the ccnter of thc tray stood up
on its tai! and waved its head from side to side.

“ What does that mean?” we asked. “ Is he
tired of cating at last?”

“ Yes; he isready tospinnow,” and theboy care-
fully dropped the worm into a paper cone, where
it at once began to spin its delicate threads and
fasten them onihe paper. “ Some people let thcm
spin on twigs,” he added, “ but we like the cones
better. W ¢ made them in the evcnings last winter.”

Sure enough. There were piles of the little
paper cones neatly stacked on a shelf.

A worm now tumbled over the side of a tray.
The boy stooped to pick it up and rcplaee it. He
was gentle, even with a worm.

“ Every cocoon couiits for something,” he said.
“We can’'t aRbid to lose even ono,”

At one side of the room stood the reel which the
boys had invented and made themscives.

“ You wont find a reel like that anywhere elsc,”
s.iidthe President, with pardonable pride. “ When
I planned that I had never seen a silk-reel. Of
course, | knew thc principie, and workcd according
to tliat. And 1got a carpentcr to make the wheel,
l)ut the rest we did oiirselves. It works veiy well,
too. W e sand-paper the part thc silk is wound 011
every time we use it.”

1 hen he showecl us the very first silk they had
reelecl, and a specimen of thc later reeiings, which
an cxpert had pronoiinced equal to Che best.

The boys had also experimented with Chemicals,
and had dyed some of their silk in bright colors.

In the comer stood what looked like an oid
spinning-wheel.

“That 's a twisting-machine,” he explained.
"A gentleman who visited our place gave it to us
lo twist our silk on.”

“Why, really, you do cverything here
wcave,” we could not help rcmarking.

“ Yes,” said he, “ and we are not going to stop
till we learn weaving, too.”

“ It looks as if you were going to make it a
business for life,” we continued, inquisitivciy.

but

“ ldon’t know about that,” said thc boy ; “ but
e like to do thoroughly anything 1 undcrtake.”
“ How long have you been intercsted in silk-

wnrms?” we next askcd.
“ About thrcc years,” he replied.
lsuppose,” we continued, “ it keeps you busy
only in the spring, whilc thc worms are fceding?”
No,” said he ; “ wc can always find something

to do. We made ali our own apparatus, and we
rcad all the books we can find about silk-culture.

Then our cnrrespondence is pretty large. People
writc to US from all parts of the country.”
“ | supposc boys who are intercsted in silk-

raising write to you?” we inquired.

“ Yes; boys, and grown people, too.”

“ Probably they think you are head-quarters for
information,” wc rejoined, with a smile.

“ | suppose so,” he answered, laughing.

“ Do you find your interest in your silk-worms
interfcres with your studics? ” we asked.

“ I never let it,” was his reply. “ When
schooi, | attend to my Icssons; and when | am here,
| attcnd to my silk-worms. | always kccp them
separate. We give the worms enough leavcs in the
morning to keep them busy till we get back.”

Who could help admiring such a spirit!

“ But, between them, don’t they keep you too
closely confined for j'our hcaltli ?” we could not
help inquiring, with natural anxiety,

“ Oh,” said he, “ you know wc have to walk out
to the park for thc mulbcrry leaves. That gives
USeplenty of exercise. It is inconvenient rais-
ing silk-worms in thc city, where we are so far
fiom the mulberry-trccs; but we have a brancli
cstablishment in New Jersey, where the trees are
right on the place. Two of thc boys livc there,
and we communicate by mail.”

“ How is it you have so few members?” we
pursued.

“ The Association was only cstablished for the
mutual information and help of boys who are in-
terestcd in silk-raising,” he rejoined. “ There is
no money to lie made by joining. Every boy has
to do his own u'ork and earn his oivh money.”

“ How is the money to be made ?” we askcd,

“ We sclleggs and cocoons,” said he, “ and give
Icssons in the business; and wc take in reeling.
Before long we shall have reeled silk to scll. But
we make the most money on the eggs.”

W e here pickcd up thc little pamphiet published
by the Association, which our young friend, with
innate refinement, had not shown to us, lcsC it
might have the appearance of asking us to buy it.
W e piirchascd acopy asa soiivenir, and after inscrib-
ing our fames in the visitors’ book, took our leave.

Soon after, we were plcased to read in thc col-
umns of a i"hiladclphia daily, in an account of the
trades’ procession at the time of thc Ri-centennial
in October, 1882, thc following item :

I'm in

The Boys’ Silk-Culture Association nextappeared with a wagén
ingcniously arranged wilh a good display of cocoons, silk, ele. A
partof a mulbcrry tree, on which silk-womis feed, was also slicwn,
together wilh a reeling machine, with which the boys rcclod silk as
lhc wagén passed over the line of procession. This Association was
started a few years ago by four school-boys, who,
been greatly successful in thcir vcninre.”

it is s.aid, h.a\e



ONE, TWO, THREE!

By M. J.

Auvftt'

Onc, two, three!

The rid-dle tell to me.
The moon a-float is the bon-ny boat,

The SLin-set is the sea.

One, two, three!

A bon-ny boat | see.
A sil-ver boat, and all a-fioat,

Up-on a ros-y sea.



“WINKY, BLINKY.”

By M. H. B.

WiNKv, blinky, niddy, nod !
Father is fishing off Cape
Cod.
Winky, blinky, sleepy eyes,
Mother is making apple
fliSeL A m pies.

Cuddle, cuddle, the wind ’s in the trees!
Brother is sailing over the seas.

Niddy, noddy, up and down,

Sister is making a velvet gown.

Winky, blinky, can not rise,

W hat s the matter with baby’s eyes?
Winky, blinky, ere, cri. creep,

Baby has gone away to sleep.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

W k will open our June meeting this time, my
hcarcrs, with this wise little song, wvitten for us by
our friend Jcssie McGregor:

iF words
W ere birds,
And swiftly flcw
From tips
Of lips
Owned, dcar, by you;
Would they,
To-day,
Be hawks and crows?
Or blue.
And true,
And sweet? Who knows?

Let’'s play
To-day

W e choose the best;
Birds bluc
And true,

W ith dove-likc breast:
'T is queer,
My dear,

We never knew
That words,
Like birds,

Had wings and flew !

mSee St. Nicholas for June,

A SLOW COACH.

T he Deacon must have some very clever friends.
1 heard him repeating what he called “ a good
thing” the other day, adding very quietly,
“ Franklinsaidit.” The "good thing” was this:
“ Laziness travels so slow that Poverty soon over-
takes him.”

Ifany of you happen to meet this Mr. Franklin,
1 ’d like to hear from him again.

"CONNECT ME WITH THE WOODS, PLEASE!"

Y our Jack has been much intercsted of late in
tlie telephone, that wonderful instrument which
St. Nicholas has explained to you so clearly.*
I say “ soclearly,” not because 1 know how clearly,
but because the children of the Red School-house
seemed tounderstand the Little School-ma’amwhen
she made the remark. Yes; 1've heard them all
talking, and talking, and talking about the tele-
phonc, and how tlie instrument and its wives
enable folk to hear each otlicr's voice when miles
and miles apari. and how all you have to do is to
say: “ Connect me with sucli or sucli a party.
picase!” and straightway that person shouts
" Halloo ! ” at you out of tho telephonc’s trumpet,
hcld ciése to your car, and how you shoui
“ Halloo !” back, and then enter into conversatioii
with that person, just as if she, or he, or it (if it
a telephone operator at thc central station) wer;
right at your clbow.

And the thing has grown so amazingly!— ini-
provcd, | shiujd say. At first, persons could talk
from one Street to another, or across a fe«- fields
or a little stream like the Britisli Channel; bul
latcly thcy have been talking from New York u
Cleveland, and at greatcr distanccs, perliaps ; and
now, as a final touch, what do you think thcy
find they could do with the telephone if tlun-
wished ? W hy, thcy think that in time thcy could
make it connect city folk, in their own ugly brid:
houscs, with the woods and the streams of the

country! Makc them hear thc very winds tiuil
sigh in the trees |

Imagine itl Frogs croaking, by request, m
city parlors; forest birds singing to ordcr m

lawyers’ offices; brooks babbling at elegaiit din-
ner parties. / can’t imagine it, being, you scc,
only a Jack-in-the-pulpit. But Deacon Creen and
the Little School-ma’am iraagined it the other day.
and they cnjoyed it amazingly.

WHY NOT, INDEED?

Lest some of you very, very wise and knowiiig
big chicks should think the Deacon and thc Lude
School-ma’am expect too much of the telcplmnc. 1 1i
just give yon hcro a p.-iragrapli that landed on ni)
pulpit one day- It carne from an English publica-
tion of good repute, 1 'm told :

A shcr! time ago, whilc Mr. N. C. W anh, manager oftl>e M."*-
land Telephone Company, Oallipolis, thio, U. S., wai coaver-mo
by icicphone wUh Major H. B. Hooncr, of Pomercy, Ohin,

iwenty miles away, he was surprised lo hear the croaking oi rvg

and songs of wild birds vcry distinclly. The telephone “ire i>

1878, p. 549.— [Ed.



i89.]

known to pass ihroiigh some dense woods on its course, and che ex-
pbnation is that some loosejointin the wire acted as & mlcrophone,
and taking up che woodltmd sounds, iransmilted them to the tele*
phone ai ilic end of the hne. The accident shows thai it would be
possible to have wild-wood music broughi into the heartof the city
every moming along with fresh n>itk and flowers.”

LOOK OUT FOft THE MOTH!

W hy is this srailing little girl sitting here, my
chicks ? She can’t be waiting to go out for a
walk, because, you scc, she has on thin shoes and
a summer dress. If these are suitable, then the
warm muff and the great feathers are sadly out of
place. W hat, thcn, isshe doing? Who is she?

1’1l tell you who and what she is. She ’'s a text.
Now, do you understand? No ? Well, then, you
shall hear further. She is illuslrating a fact.

You must know that it is very early June, and
the little giil’'s motlier (who should liavc attended
to the inaitcr carlicr) is packing her wintcr clothes
and curtains and what-not away for the summer,
so that the moth now flying about may not lay
eggs in them. For these eggs in time would hatch
into tiny larvae, or worms, that would eat the
fabrics and make unsighth' holes in them.

Furthcrmore, you mustknow tliat there are many
kinds of moth. Some kinds attack feathers, some
attack furs, some attack woolens, some attack car-
pets, and some, 1 am told, do not trouble any
of these things. The history of these various
motlis is vcry intcresting, ljut | can not tell it here.
It would take too long. And thatis why tlic little
girl, with her muff and licr fcatheis and her

JACK-IN-THE-PUX-PIT.

635
woolcn cushion, is sitting in your midst. She
says; “ Study the moth, and you'll know more

to-morrow th.an you do to-day.”

THE MOON IN A NEW LIGHT.

I HAVE noticed a siightlyconsequcntial air about
the moon of late, a sort of set-iip manner, so to
spcak, and | have been somewhat at a loss to
account for it,— for the silvery little lady always
has been as modest and simple-mindcd a moon as
one could wish to see,— but to-day | havc found
out the cause. She has developed a new talcnt.

Yes, the Little School-ma’am says— and it must
be true— that there are now such things as lunar
photographs, or photographs taken by moonlight!
Think of that! Not likenesses of persons, but of
places, lovely hills, lakes and streams and meadows.

And the pictures are lovely, they say— soft, low,
and rich in effect, liesides being clcar and well de-
flned. Well, welll That beats anything your Jack
has lieard of for a long time. Quite a new ficld for
the moon, isn’tit? lsuppose in this case the fact of
her finding out this new powcr late in life will make
but little difference. “ Latc” and “ early ” are syn-
onymous tcrms with the lieavenly bodies, 1'm told.

Would n’t it be too bad, now, if the moon has
known all this time that she could make nearly as
good photographs as the sim, if somebody only
would givc her a chance? | can’t imagine a more
trying situation.

Come to think of it, have n't you often noticed
how, at night, she sometimes winds her way in and
out among the clouds as if she were searching for
something ? | have, often. What ifit 's a camera
she 's been looking for all thcse years ?

OH, THAT PUG.

Now, I love dogs, and honor them. A dog is
a noble animal; and a piig dog, while it can not
cxactly be called noble, may still be a confiding
friend. But w-hat do you say, my chicks, to this
new's:

Ou, Dear Jack-in-thb-Pulpjt; I musi scnd you ihese Iwo
paragraphft, which cante from two cliflcrcnt |[»apers, Mamma found
one, and | found the otlicr:

Canino fasliiuns In Paris are gnidcd by as slrict niles ae iho.se for
liuinan bcinp. Thus, no poodle bcionging to a Cislilonablc mistrcss
mustwear tKc metal bracelet which rcplnccs the collaron ihc right
fool, but the tiny ring must aluay? cncircle tlie left paw jiisl above
the fringcd tuft which ornamcnt* ihe ankic. If “ Musiachc” is
black, his bracelet should be silver, but if liis shaven coat is snowy
white, Kgolden circlet is more becoming

A young lady emercd a ptomlIneni cngraver's ihe other day. witli
an order for the engraver vo fiimish her with a hundred visiting
cards for “ ‘Bijou/ No. --—- Kast Fifty-seventh Street.” The
fashion for engravcd vlisiting cards for pet dogs has cought like
wildfire. The ladies say I|l's ao pretty and so novel; besidcs, it
gives the dog's maid (many ofthe pets have a speciul attendant) an
addilional duty iii keeping up calling Ilsts and rcception days.

Do sholv these to ihc boys and girls, dear Jack
frtend,

Your young
Mamib G- .

THAT OTHER FELLOW WHO WANTED AN ANSWER

W ill find it, 1 am tokl, in this
Box.

inontli's Lctter-



THE LETTER-BOX,

CONTRIBUTORS at* respectf.illy informed tha>, between

he examined ae ehe office of St. Nicholas-

ihe ut of June and the .51b of Sepiem"r, m~uscripK can not ccnveniently
Consegqiiently, those who desire to favor the magaeine with

contributions will please posipone sending their MSS. until after the lasPnamed date

W e are obliged ta poscpone (o ihe Jiily number ihe roport <prom-
ised for this month) conccrningthecom poftitions received in answer to

oar offer made in ibs Aprilissoe. The numberofihese composUions

sene in has greatly exceeded our cxpeciaiions, making It impos-
sible lo examine ihem all in time for this niiniber. Thcrc are siill
several hundred to be read, butwe shall print next monih ihe best

composilion on each of thc two subjecisr “ A Shark in Sight" rmd
“ Robcrt Burns,”™ togeiher with a Roll of Honor containing ihe

fiames of ihose who .shall have ttimosi won in thecompeiition.

As IHE four compisition subjeccs for this month, wc prcsent ihe
following:

The Muwi'H of R oses

Straw Hats— W ho Makes Them?

My Lt'CK AS A Sportsman.

The Mosquito — Its Uses akp Abuses.

M r. Ford’s admirable ardele in this number on “ ThcTribune
Fresh-air Fand” can not fail to enlist the interest and sympaihies
of all our readers In the bencficcntwork which he describes. And
there Is perhaps no charity more descrving and practical than this
of giving a fonnight in the country, with all fis altendant blcssings
ofjoy, rest, and new lifc lo the neglected poor children of thc city
“The New York Tribune ” rccclves and credits
subscriptions lo the Fund, whether large or small, and last yearihe
fames of many boys and girls appeared «n ihe lists of donaiions.
Indeed, this, like the “ Childrcn’s Garfield Fund,” is a charity to
which the subscriptions of young folk are cspecially fitting

lencmecnt house;?.

Answess to “ T hat Fellijw,”

A OREAT many of our young readers have tricd lo answer that
fiercc-lotiking animal who staiks across pago 395 of thc M arch num-
ber of S*r. Nichilas asking for a filame, and declaring that he fis
“not to be trifled wkh,” He would be furious, indeed, if he wcrc to
hear the scores ofiltles that our correspondcnts have given him,

W emust stand'bravely between thc savage fellow and all thosc
who have mlsiaken hisfiame,bul the following " answcrcr.”™,” though
uotexactly correct, inay approach him,we think, with safety:

Eddie Chencvcrt— Annie B, Harter— Mabcl Milhouse— E. Hunt
— Caricion RadcUffe— Harry Kellogg.

Mciiniimc, wc take pleasure in showing, one and all, a correct
description ofthé animal taken from “ CasseU’s Natural Hisiory.”

“The Lono*Tailed Tiger-Cat.

“ This iitic-known form—the *Oceloid Leopard,’ as it Issome*
timescalled — was discovcrcd by Prince Maximilian of Neiiwled, in
brasil, where i inhablts thc great foresis, and is often killed for the
sake ofits beautiful fur. In coloritlIsnotunlike ihc Oceloi, in size
it is Inferior 10 Ti, and its longitudinaUy elongated spots are nellher
so large Aiorso well maiked. It Is chiefly disiinguished from other
forms by its long bushy lail and its big .«taring eyes, It is conslder-
ably smaller than thc preccding species (r>. che ‘pampas cat’), the
body being about twcnty-scven inche.”? long, the tail fourieen."”

Philadelphia, 1883.
Dear St.Nicholasr In Mr, Forbes’s article, on page 347 (March
number), he uses lurld in referencc to crimson cloud®. and Mr
I''owbridge say», on pagc 354. Mart showcd his “ lurid brows.*
ine of these is ccrlalnly incorrcct. Yours truly, Clara T. P.

W arsaw, N. y., Feb., 2883.
D rar St. Nicholas: | received my magazine to-day. 1 have
laken ihe St. Nich. eversince 1876. |Ithas been gtven to me every

ycarby one of my brothers. 1 never have written to you before,
and presume you wish something had happened to me before 1did

now; but I am threatencd wUh “ quinry,” and am ralhcr hard up

forsomething lo do. So I went lo work at yourlirsi puzzle, In
hopesitisriglu, I will tcll you thc way | read ir, * . *
Yours truly, Jultia G.

Dear St. Nichoi.as: “ Bob's Wecndcrfiil Bicydc,” in the Aphl

number, is something like a case 1 know of, bui the boy (his natne
was Chatlie), instead of proving Kimsclf a genius as 130b " did by
making a bicycle, thoughthe would try one already made. At first
he iricd riding a cari*wheel, but itwent too fast,orhewcnt too slow:
anyway, he did n’t ride it bul once. And then he trled a mnd-
stonc. | don’t know what happened then, bul he did n’t feclv "
wcli for the next fcw days, and | have n’t heard him meiilion " bi-
cycle” since, | am foiirteen years oid. | scndy algebra, philos*
ophy, and lots of other things, cspeclally miachief.

Youre truly, Sadjb C.

Mentén, Dec. 22, 1882.
Editors of St. Nicholas: My father has a very curious cat
and cow- My brother has seen il.e cal lying, between thc cow’«
horns, and thc cow will stay perfecily still, as If she liked it; and
my brother has seen the cow lapping the cat, as If she thought u
was a calf. and Ukcd 10 do it, Yours truly,
Paul Williams (aged 9 years).

Savankah, March 8(h
Dear St. Nicholas: | saw in your March number ihal ym
wecrc surprised to hear that the little girl in San Francisco, twelve
years oid, neversaw a «now-fall. W hy, 1 am fifteen yeais oid, and |
have neverseen onc, and nelther has my brother, who is twenty
W ith much lovc to you, | remain W. '1l. H.

W e are now bcginning to be surprilsed, dear W, T, H., at thc
goodly number of St, Nicholas readers who have ncvcr seen a
snow-fall. Bcsidcs the little California girl and vyiuirsclf, there I*
at least, onc other, as tlie following letcer shows. And we can not
help wondering whcihe thc many ihoiisands of people In the
iropics, lo whom snow is only a natne for a thing they have ncvtr
seen, share Minnie V.’s idea that It " fcllin and would b»//
people when falUng ou them,™

Lowelu Mass.
Deak St. Nicholas: Please allnw me to say to Miss Annic
Keiller, before | ciése thi« letter, that | have thc advantage of her. |
was bornand raised In San Francisco, and had never sccii any snow
until thib winter when I ctxme lo Lowell. | always had an idea that
snow fell in Ulilc ckunks, the size of my finger,judging froin che
suow | had sccn in pictures, and thought it would httrt people when

falling on thcm. Jiidge of my pleasant surprise when 1 saw real
snow T Talliflg sosoftly and noi«elessly.
Yourstruly, and an revofi’, MiNNte v

Wrt gladly prini thc following letter,and see much lo commend m
the suggcsiion made. W ho will be the firstof ouryoung readers v
respoud lo it with some sample rhymcs?

Dear St. Nicholas: May | venture 10 saggcst an idea to yn'i
which might, If itshould strike you favorably,'ho made lo combine
both inscructlon and amusement? | have long wjshed thatsome en*
lerprwing M other Goose could be found in this gencration wno
wrauilki WMURDkadsy k. put some facts in jinglijig riryme.. ho
of US cvcr forgeis the doggerel of his babynood, wiih its rca-:mu*
yellow pictures? W hen | see how easily thefic stick fast in thc
memorics of my children, and how much drilling a little gcography
and history rcquire (especlally dates and numbers), | mourn ntinc
wa«te of memo~n. s

How many of us recall al once the number of days In each monin

without mentally rchcarsing: “ Thirlydays hath-September, cic.«



And | forone am always indebiedto ihcoldrhyme; “ Fjrst WUliam
ihc Norman, then WiHiam, hi5 son/*and thc resi, for niy kncnvl-
cdge of the succession of the Engllsli sovereigns. One of Mothcr
Goose’s rhymes says;

“The King of Franca, with twenty thousand men,
M arched up thc hill,and then marched down again!"

No child ever forgets his number, or that the king was French.

I think if St. Nicholas would suggest some such idea in Us
pages, and ask the young people for contribiitions, a good deal
of Am. as well as bcnefit, might come of it. Cerwinly, there i
enough that is odd and siraoge fin hiscory to furnish material
cgnal m that ofthe most grotesque and tragic M otherCoose rhyme,
and if illustrated by some of your briglu artlsfs, | think the result
of thisplan mightbe both uscful and eniertaining.

Youre very truly, Marv T. Sbecomb.

Is n’t thisgood, youngfriends, fora ninc-ycaroid poei? Thanks,
M astcr Willie, and we ’l) printit with pleasure:

The Deer,

Who roameth In the wintry wlind”®
Tlie dccr,
Whom doth the hound piirsuc?
The dccr.
No doubt he often feeis foriom
W hen sianled by the hunter’s hom —
The tiinid fallow-dcer.

That creatiire beaurilul and inild,—
The deer,—
W ilh eyes so large, and brown, and soft,—
The deer,—

O hounds and hunters, leave your prcy?
Let him pursue his woodland way —
‘Jhe pretty iallow-deer,
W ii.uE Gauneit (ninc years oid).

Dear St. Nichola.s; 1 send yon the following charadc. It is
notoriginal, but 1 neverhave seen itin print:
M y~nrf, bcloved by ancient dame,
W ithin my next, from ancient countries c.ime:
Oh, fragranc ‘ivhaU, of which cach forms a part,
Thou art not sclence, but INOU teachest art.
A nswey.— Tea*chest.
Did you ever hear, dear St. Nicholas, of a certain tcachets*

conveniion where each teacherwas given a pretty memento — a ilny

tw-chest, suitablo for a waich-charm, whtch tore thc words Tu

iifices? Yourreaders who are studying Lalin will scc thec “kc.
Your constant reader, J. W T.,JU.

AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION,— TWENTV-SEVENTII
REPOKT.

WITHOUT siopping lo refute ihe carelcss error of tliosc who think
that in winter “ there are no specimens to be found,” let us all
fnake ihe most of these bright May and June days, when Nature is

lavish with lier richest tte.-isurcs. Probably the greaiesi obstaclc
UMhe young iiatumiisi has been che difficully in naming his speci*
tilens. Is it nota ihous.'ind limcsrcpcated story thata boy bcglns
u*makc a collection of minerah or plants, and aftcra few weeks of
diligcnce and cnihusiasm finds his shelves coverecl with a confused
m:is8 01 unknown stones and flowers, dcsp.airs of atlalning exact
I'iiowlcdgc or orderly arrangcment, and pnaently sufTers his dusiy
mincrals to bccome dispersad, and luii neglectcd plafiis to be butned
urbroken? And, certamly, it is no Ughilask defindely to analyzc
eilher mineml or planl. To do this requircs a wider and more pre*
cise knowiedge of languagc, and a fiuer training of mind and eye,
man most young people posse-s. It is a work that, fortunalcly,
'nay be brgcly left for riper years.

Rutwhat we all can d<is lo find our specimens .tnd siudy them,
Wecan setin our note-books the date and the locality of eacli. Wc

wmec our de.scripifons in our mvn using thc best
Jertns of our own vocabiilary. We can test in our nwu way
weight, color, clasticity, clearncss, crystal-shapc, and
If by chance or frien<lly ald we learn tlie fiame of a

ianguage,

narclno«:s,
*nsibility.

specimen, we can in our text*book, dictionary,
and cncydopedia, and compare the technlcal characicrlsiics there
given with our own simpler and leas accuraic dcscription, We
."hall soon be able to make the broader dUtiiKtions, and to recogniae
at a glance many forms ofquariz, limesione, and jron. It iswcll to

remcmber that the nnme is not by any means the most important

.ecudy aboul le

fact about a specimen. Bul it js a very neccssary thing to lcarn;
and, as we said In the beginning, it js most discouraging ’iiot to
For lhis reason we are peculiarly gmtcfiil to thc gcntlc-
recently oftéred us thcir Services jn thc matter of

know it.
men who have
determining for us the flames of our refractor/ pebbles, fcrns, and
beetles, It is now possible for each of us to procccd niieiligently
and wilh saiisfaction, even f slowly. W ith thc new ofiers of aid
this month, which we thankfully accept, we have a specialisi lo help
us in nearly cvcry deparimentknown to the A, A.

“ 1 shall be happy lo answer queslions in the Orniihological linc.

“James de B, Adiiott, Gecrmantown, Pa.”

“ 1 will help you out in anything that pertains to thc microfepi*
doptcra, including Fyralida, Torirkiiia, Tmcidtr, and Pterophor.
and my son, H. L. Fernajd, wiili me, will an.swer giiesilon.«
on ihe Hevu”~era. C.H. Ferkald,
“ Prof. Nar. Hist., Maine State Collego, Orono, Me.”

“1 will undertake 10 answer guestions referrlng to Pacific Coast
(U. S.) Molluac.'i, and also most of the land and fresh*wa(ei shells
of N. A- 1 am aUo willingto excliange wilhany wliu have dcsirable
specimens.

“Harrv E. Dore, 521 Clay st,, San Francisco, Cal.”

“State School, W estfield, Mass.
“In response to your cali for a miIneralogist to idcntify specU
mens ihai mcmbers of the A. A. may collccl, | beg to olTbr my Serv-
ices. as faras my time may admit. F. W, staerneb,
“ l.ate Mineralogist W ard's Nat. Se. EstablLshment,
Rochester, N. Y.”

“ W aterville, M aine, March 20,1883.

“ 1 read with much inieicsi the account of the Agasslr Associa-
tion in last St. Nicholas. |Ic is a work that has my hcariiesc
sympathy, and 1 would Hkc jt to have also what little cotlperatiun |
may be able 10 render. | shall bohappy 10.insiver giiestion.s relat-
ing to the mineralogy of Mainc (Jkas- B. W ilson,

“ Instructor Nat.Se., Coiby UoiversUy."”

Normalt

“Department or Aoriculture, f
“ Divisién of Ehtomoloov, W ashington, D. C 3
“ 1 chanced to pick up a number of St, Nicholas ihis cvcn-
ing, and leamed for the firtl time ofthe A. A., and saw evidences of
lis ~od work. | also noilced your cali for an cntomolo”si, .nnd
desire 10offer my serviceji. Owurfncilides here foridentifying species
in the great poup ofinsects are exccpiionally good, .ind 1 should be
very glad if 1 could hclp any boy or girl in fiis or her studies in ihis
direction. Letana O. Howard ’

W c add thc following Department directions for sending jnsccis;

“ All inquines about Insects, injurlous orotherwise, should be ac-
companied by specimens, the more thc better. Such vpccimeii.s, if
dead, should be packcd jn some soft material, as cotton or wool,
and incloscd in some stouc liii or wooden box. They wilj come by
iiiail foronc cent per uuncc. Insects should kevek de inclosihi)
LOOSE IN THE LETTER. Whcnever possible, larva: (/, e. grubs,
eatcrpillnrs, maggots, etc.) should be packed alive in sume tI~t tjn
box,— thc tighicr ilic better, as air-holesarenotnccdcd,— along with
a supply ol their approprlaic food suihelenc to last them on thclr
jtnimcy: otherwisc, they genernlly dic on the road and shrivclup.
Send ns full an account as possible ofthc habits ofthcinscct respcct-
INg whichyou dchirc Information : for cxamplc, what plant or plants

whether it dcstroys thc leavcs, tlic buds, tjic twig.%, orthc

stem; holvlong it ha'? been known coyou; whatamountofdamagc
it has done, etc, Such particular.? are often not only of high scien-
lific iiueresl, bul of great practical iinporlance, in sending soft

inseccs or larv.-u that have been Kkilled 111 alcohol, tlicy should be
packed jn cotton satiiraiod wiih alcohol. In sending pbined or
mounred insccis, always pin thcm securely Ina box lo be inclosed
in a larger box. the spaccbetween the two boxes to be packed with
some soft or clastlc material, to prevent too violcnt jarring. Pack-
AGPS SHON.D UP? MARKRD WITH THE NAML OPTHE srKDER,”

“Nat, Sc. Diip’t, Wrils Coliivge, Aurora, N.Y,

“ My class in Bot.Tny are vcry anxious to inakc a substandal addi-
lion 10 our herbarium 6y their fi'uu exeriions. To this cnd thcy
propose collccling a number of .«cis (each to include at Icast 100
spocics), ch-iractcnstic of this *lower lake regién.' 'J'he.se thcy hopc
lo exchange for corrcspondling sets— cast, wesi, north, andsoiith— of
thc flora of m.Any localitics. O fcourse only field, swamp, and forest
spccimens, nono cultivaced, will beincUidcd, and thcy wish justsuch
in retum. Can you not put in moiioii ihc machincry ofyour very
admirable A. A, and help us 10 arrange for such general cxchanges?
W e will collect through thc cntirc sunmier, and have our sets ready



for dislrihution by Oct. 15. | «m'l say,justhere, ihatitwiU giye me
great pleasure 10 determine and elassify any botanical speciinras

K x k 51° FalKa.,*™

IThis proposition of Prof. French seems to us one ofthe very best
and most practicable pUms posable. No Chapter.or meinber who is
botanically inclmed, should by any means fail ofseiaing this rate op-
portunity ofseonring a fine colleolion. We snggesM n addttion, that
I)le Chapters be not content with colleciing a single set for ihis ex-
change, butthat several be made at once, which
diificnlIL

is scarcely more
These can thcn be exchanged with other Chapters. and

thus scores of e.xcellent herbariuras be built up in an exceedingly

cheap and pleasant way.)
"LSUORATORY AXD ENGINEERING OPFtCE,
South Pittsburg, Tennessee.

“ To observecortectlyand coregislecaccurately is a.greaier ediica-
lion than to acquite ibe artificial Systems ofanalysus m halfa dozen
branches of science As a test ofhow much is obtainable fiom the
Chapteisin the wayofdirect observacion as opposed 10 mere book
lamin' ” I will ask all who will to observe what they can about the
srowth, flowering. and seeding ofthe geranium ~\inljPelarMOniiim

and reporttome by the isth ofoctobecr. Geraniuras are
evervwhere. In this plant are some interesting details, which ace
not in the books. 'We will soe how many ofthem they can catch.

* As faras | can oommand time, | am at the service ofthe A. A.

“ Wm. M. Bowron. [F. (., b.j

[Prof. Bowron can not fail to pique the curiosity ofourboys and
girls; and, unless we ace mistaken, many of.them wiU dikover how
the geranium scatters its seed, and — butwe must n't anticipate.)

Nklv Chapters.

No. Netnu. Members. SecreUiry's Address.
m Rockland,Me. (A).. 5..Miss CrKeT. Cilley.

" Hamilion, Ohio (A) Ed. M .-Trabet, Box >98.
414456 Saco,Me. (B). 7..Miss Helen Monigomery,
447 Chittenango,N.Y . (A) Ch-A-Jenkins
448« *Washington, D. C. (G).. . 6..Miss IsabeUa McFwland.

! [Will ihe Sec.;lease send/un ruidressf\

Richinond, Va. w.fi..'?2. 0. English, 707 E~t
rrankim .
250 Fitchburg, Mass. (D).. 8..G. F. Wiittemore.
43> Sydney Mines, C. B. (A) 4..Miss M. T.Brown, B ~h
5% Burlington, Vt. (A). 4 -H. B.Shaw, as3S. Union
453 Oswego. N.Y. (A) 7. W. A. Burr.
Asa Rochester, N.Y. (B)... 8..Miss Mary E

[This Chapter of DeafM utos is specially welcome 10 the A. A.)

Exchanoes.

lisects and minerals.—Ernesi Stephaii, Pine City, Minnesota
Iceland spar, for fussiis.—E. R. Heitshu, Lancaster, Pa.
Pelrified shells (Spirifcr radiala), for a inale and femalc Sllk-
worm moth.—E R."Lamed, 2546 S. Uearbora si., Chicago
Electric and chemical appaialus ($3), for muieials.—Rcnneth
Hartley, Fort Scoit,
CorresfKindencc,
Chariesst., NewOrlcans, La. c- a o tr
Southern woods, sea-shells, and minorais.— Isaac Ford, 1823 Vine
Si., Philadelphia. . . - s
Mistlctoc from Kencucky, and red hematite from Balboii, bpain,
forarmy worm, Us «ggs or larvse,—Wm. W. MilU, Readmg, Pa.
Gold ore and amclhyst. Wrice for parliciilats.— R, J. Wood, 134
lackson st, Jackson, Mich s
W oods, ergs, minerals.—W infred H. Tnmblc, Princcton, 111
Insccts, woods, pelrified wood, for fossils and minerals.—A. A.
Cranc, Auska, Minn, _ n s vr s
Silver ore — Dr. Jos. A. Sliles (Scc. Ch. 306), Belmoim Nye Co.,
Nevada.

R epokts from Chapters.

Jamaica Plain (184) Im&becn studying ihc formaiion ofice, and
sends good drawings.—Newcon Upper Falls (25?) I» ~
cteasedinierest in the work, making mdwidual collcchboits,—Wwh*
ingcon D C {109) has been siodymg the brain ol me dog. |Ihe
specimen was prepared by Robcrt fiigelow, according to Giacomm s
rnethod The b«dn is first soaked for about a week in a saturaied
soluiion of zinc chloride. On the second day the mcm ~"es are
removed. |Itisthen put in alcohol forat least a week. Then it is
sc™ed io glycerine, in which itfioats, uniil it sinks to a levcl with

the fluid. The surplus glycerine is then w”~hed off, the brom 1Is
dried and varnished and placed on a picce of gbss. Ihe Cliapier
has also examined algse under the mtcroscope, and dctected the
erains of chlorophyl. Animakula have been studied, and the fol-
fowins facts reported; The skin of the whalc is insensible, for bar-
naclcs grow upon il  The flesh of the whale is red and coarse-
168, Buffalo C, is pcospering. All Buf&lo Chapters meet togethei
once a monih.-oi, BufEdo A, has at_leagth bonghi a very fine
microscope, for which it has been working u year~d a half. It is
an “Imnroved National Binocular,” and cost, with two objectives,
$1,7. Cora Freeman, Sec. (Acceptourcongratulations.J—W M.
Paiterson, Sec. Chicago G, sends a good arucle on the Pnh-ui.
which he finds to be a batiachian, with a iiakcd, slimy skin, abouta
foot long, half an inch in diameter, palc flesh color, and wilh bnght
crimson branchial tufts. It is found only in the sublerranean ~tem
oi some caves in Eucope, espccially in the Adeisberg cave in Carni-
ola Its food consists ofaquatic wonns, insects, ana moMuscs,*-3?4,
Brookiyn, now numbers 15, and jsaboui to buy a ten-dolinr~binct.
— Germaniowi> B fis prosperoua, and wishes lo know wneihcr any
fossil anim &is are found in coal,

NCrt'ES

ilX) IVater

W hat becomes of tht water Ulies when
ihrough blooming?

By observatlon, we find that the closed lily
sinks m an upright position, and disposes ofité long stem by coilm>;
itaround Afidaround on ihe botloni ofthe river.

JOSJE M. Hoi'KiNS, Ch. 256,

t beeile
[Yes.]

(16) Beetie. h a v e
hom. Isitihe fetnalc?

like the P/iaucus, excepting the

(17) S.uikcs' £s-yj.—W e found some garter-snakes’ eggs whik
digging bail. Two of them broke, and we saw the young smakes
which were alivc.

(18) Pollcn.— k% nearly as | can determine, the pollen grain me
N .isturtium is a triangular prism. lean ihink of no other way-

exnlaining the shapes which appear under the glass. | show ii-
principal appearancesal A, B,and C, allofthem bcing very common

3 . C.

ZEX

Figures A>, B', and C representwhat | imagine must be the rc.il
shapes ofthe outlines shown ai A B C:

A B '

(10) Liavet.— Some ycnrs the nsh
some years the oak leaves firsi.

leaves before the nnk aml
Svivia A. Mo*

(20f Pahfkem us.-1 have found ihUtova on oak, elm, will av.
and bitch; PromcUua on ash, cherry,and lilac: Cfcm/ig on ap) le,
maple, and wlillow. Px»"-

(21) SUip e/-/Y ani!s.-W e broughthomesome locust bwns, and
weresurpnsedonenightti find them a”“eep. Atsunret.the «
aithe top ofthe stalk began to ciése. The oMy way | can iHus".
the cloang process is to join the two h.inds by comraencingm ¢
ivrist, and place each finger against the coiresponding
oiher hand, as we do when praying. W ill some one tell
causesa ycllow spoton hawthom leaves ? A Beadex.

Those of our members who nvail themselves of the acrvice' nf
the specialisis mcntioned in this and the two previoiis numbCTs"
St Niciiolas must romember the dircctions for corresponocnc
If any members are studying in any department in
which no specialist has yet volunteered assistanoe, they will piea
communicaio with the President of the A. A.

Any person may join
St.

altcady given.

the Association,
but
havc nolices ofexchange meniioned here.

Address all Communications, e-m pl piestioas iu the severa -«

wheiher a auBsoioer

Nicholas or not; those who are not membens can n

parlmcuts, to the President,

Mari.an H. Ballaed,

Principal of Lcnnx Ac.ndemy, Lcnox, Mass.



THE RIDDLE-BOX,

CMARAPI:.

In silence sweet the morning broke:

The air was stil), *mid beech and oak,

Till che song of myJini rose high and clear,
And waked from sleep a stanled deer,

Who bounded off wiih eager feet

The brightly dawnjng day lo greei.

As ncar ihe edge of the wood he came,

He crossed the path of a rustic dame,

W ho tied my second beneath hcr chin

As she cheeriiy called the cattie in.

By a disCant pool wilh boughs o’criopped
Tlie timid animal, lisienlng, stopped.

Ah! then with sure® unemng aim,

A deadiy arruiv swiftly came

Frotn the hand of a marksman steady and true,
As With eagle eye che siong lie drew —

One of a baud of outlawed men,

Ofcourage tried and warlike ken;

W ith lavNHcss freedom and greed of gold
They followed my whoU, a chieftain boid, m, s.
IJGZAO.

Each of the words describcd contains four letfcrs. The rlgzags,
bcginning ot the upper lefi*hand comer, will spdl thc iame of a
great refotmer who was bom on the lyth ofJune,

1. A Chinese vessel. 3. A harbor. 3. A conttnuous pain. 4.
Nine inches. 5. A monk’s hood or habit. 6. A drink made of
water and honey, 7. The principal body of a tree or plant 3.

Amusement. 9. Habitual food. to. A small horse m.
DIAMOND.
o In Tuesday. Red ochre, 3. Jeopardy, 4. A period of
relilnous awakening. 5. A great Greek tragic poei, boro 481 u. c-
‘Nsiribuied. 7. Loaded. 8. Allured. 9. In Tucsday.

"ALCIGIAUES."*

TItIPLE ACItO?*TIC.
I 2 3

4 5 6

Rbadino Across: From 1 to 3. a kind of collar: from 4 to 6, a
gifl’s iame: from 7 1o 9, the sun; from 10 10 12, a measure

Reading Downward: From 1 to 10, foundation; from 3 lo 11,
an image; from 3 lo 13, a sphere.

I*rom 2 to 20 and from 3 to 22, when read

uaine.

in connecdon, namc a

Gitubrt i

PROIJUE.SSIVI5 ANA«KAMS.

Ineach ofthe following sentcnecs thc omitted words are formed of
tile same letters transposed. Morcovcr, che omiticd letters of one
sentence may be found by adding one IcMct to thc omlited letters o™
lhe prec”ing scntcnce.

1 Thisis * puzzle.

2. The * * commonly called the Aar, falls
above Basic.

3. We¢ + * * told thatDr. * =«
~mong the physicians of our » =« *

Into the Rhine

of Edinburgh, is famous
for trendng dheases of ihe

4 | have just the pamphiet by our
uiend.
S« W hich was the more unforianacc— Major or

Mioch * » «

. dAswe * e« « * o " the city, we lenmed how the mayor,

1 10 « » o ' - himselfto oneparty, had ~ -«
* the contemptofall good ciuzens.

? The dcan, weury ofthe liirmoil of London, * « «» -« »

«Otthc quietof his ' c p w

NrMERICIAL ENIGMA.

1 AM composed of fifiy letters, and am two lines from one of

"engfeljiw s poems,

3='4)-3-7 is resembling. My 39-16-26-42-50-4« is amare*
WL My 9-21-15-23-S0-40-41-24 is thc directlon in which most
«migrants iravel. Uy 22-4c”io is river of .Scotland. My

47-37-2-38 is to unite, My 17-46-36-5 is in the highesi degccu.
My 14-4-28-19 aro what all dociors like. My 6-37-20-11 was
the vulnerable poinl of Achillcs, My 28-35-45-33 is dumh, My
29-33-17 is a ptirpose. My 39- 35—J'«—x is bcinc in health. My
31-49-48 is a horned animal round lii South Amea. My 24-13-
8-36 is to throw, My 6-16-44-50-30 is a sweei, ihjck fluid.

© HAU."

PICTCKE rUZZIiE.

The answer to che abovc puzzle lsa four«line stanza. The first
and third lines are written out; the .second and fourlh hncs are each
rcpresenied as a rcbus.  The first and second linos rliyino, as do also
che third and fourth.

EA.-iY .-IVNCOPATIONS.

1. SVNCcopATE a domcsilc animal, and leave an ardele of clothing,
2. Syncopate brief, and Icavc a plcce of Icad. 3. Syncépate 10
strike, and leavc iocation. 4. Syncopaic lo puff, and leave pariof a
boat. 5 Syncopate a royal pcrsonagc, and leave cosi. 6. Synco-
|iaie immense, and leavc a large tank. 7, Syncopate a oouise, and
save a wand. 8, Syncopate a part of thc Isody, and leavc a stag.

9. Syncopate destruccion, and leave tu basten. 20. Syncopate a
rcai>on, and leave a covering or sheaih. G. s. uavter.
QITNCIINX.
ACROS.s: 2. To brulse. 2. ijftcn on the brcakfast-tablc. 3.
Clamorous. 4. A perch. 5. A combat Diaconai.s, rvading up-

ward from left lo right. beglnning ai the upper left.hand Cérner; 2.
In miiiiny. 2. A muadow, 3. Amphibious anlmals. 4. Uncven.
5. To augmeni. 6. In mutiny, pycie



. IJEfMiltAI’'UIO Al. 1IOCIt.ca. AW X.
NiivEJ. woki>s«iiaue.

n»riN e each of tho iialicized gioups

of wordc bj one word.
-When

righlly gue*sed, and placed one below another in che ordcr
friven these wiU lorm a word*squar&.
I walked out in o ka/y and saw w  coAo
ihi,ig. who was volj~r oJF. pieking ternes to rat
knowing they were poiaonous, and afterward said to myself

tven
he sometimes makes mislakis.
OUTLINE I'rZZI-E
Centbals (reading downward): Aneminent EnglLsh siatesman.
Across* i A ranee of mounlains in the Umted States. 2. A
Donion of'the BritishIsles. 3. A country of EuroM. 4. A moum.
ain of Crece. 5. In United States. 6. A town of Braail, smialed
on the Ticte river. 7- A river of Europe flowmg mio the Mecliter-
raneanSea. 8. A city of Spain. 9' A~ '“'rty s
EASV DOUKLE CBOSS-TVOK» ESIURA.
Make the above diagram wilhoui removing ihc pencil from the
d wichoutgoing ovcrany Une rwice, -
paper, M v firstb are In jewcl nnd jacinth:
My seconds in parchase and buy:
My thitds aro in doughiiul and cruller;
. . . . My fourths are in flutter and ny.
ACBOSS-1 Sluggish. a. Open to view. 3. A famous epic pocin. If you look through the words | have given
4, Narrallves 5. Mnrhs made by blow a hiSlkal You may see the two answers quite clcar;
TInwNW AiiD- ’I In ossistance. 2. A word ofdental. 3. A DiBlicai A couple of words ol but four Ictlers each —
charamr 4 tO lease. s- To set the fooE 6. A piale of baked
chatacter.~#rarn 8 A famUiar abbreviauon. 9. Li assisUDM. They ate two pleasant months of the year
clay- 7-

ANSWEES TO PUZZLES IN THE MAY NUMBER.

“Word SyncOPations. i-De-cid-e. a. T-win-ed. 3-J2"
Proverb Rebus. A tooland his money are soon paried. 4 Rc-war-d. 5. Str-etch-ing. 6. N-car-esL 7. Be-long-ing.
R hos'? . pl Aeress. |. > Dove. 2. Htve. 3- Mere Li-mitc-d. 9. Re-call-ed. 10. F-or-eign. 11. S-cold-ing. t-.
Name. I1. i- Reel. 2- Deal. 3- *e
Pi  The robin, thc forerunner of the spnng, A gEelh' Cross. Upper Square.; i. Star a. Tare. 3. Anv 4
The blucbird wilh its jocund carobng, Resl Lcft-hand Sqiiare; 1. Pair. 2. Abbe. 3- .4- R«
The resiles.? swsdloivs building in the caves, SralSquare: .. Rest. 2 Ella. 3-S'™ - 4. -In~- Righl-hancj
The golden bulterciips, the giass, the leaves, SA"amt ? Tarc. 2. Adit. 3. Rien. 4. Et"«- Lowor Sq.m.e:
The hlacs tossing in the winds of May, | Tare. 2- Acid 3. R'tle- 4- E4
All welcome this majestic boliday. Fan Puzzle, From 14to 2, overlap 15 »0 3, outpour, 16 ti* 6,
Lonzfellow, "Lady Wentwarth. Linc oh«erve' 17 10 s, ouistep; 18 lo d, Otranto; 19 lo 7, Uttom.m
SVNCOBATIONS. W isconsint A Sc-Warr

to 8 ofF-hand: 21 to 9, oatragc; *2 10 10, officer: 23 to 1**
4. S-C-old. S. B-O-at. 6. K-N-it. ?+ Ro-S-m- 8. Pa-in- 9- 5

ti 12, outpist; 25 ti .3, ofense.” From 2 .0 13, prepondetate.
¥,.N-e. Charape. Masén. ) ) ,d NoVvBL Crosa-word Knigma. May*day. ~
DOUBLE ACROSTIC- Primal*, maypolei Patkiotic Pi. How sleep ibe brave, who smk to rest,
words; t. MockinG. 2. ArabiA. 3-YmR. 4. P»L. j-O sceolA.

Byoll thcit counny s wjshe? nlcst!

W hen Spiing, with dewy fingcrs co d,
A'm A~ holog.ca'T nus.erical Erica A lit.le .ha. a righteous Returns to deck their h.-klloived mould,
man 4ath is bet.er than the riches of many wicked She there simil dress a swcetcr sod

. ) . Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. ATd'n
*'ninr block Puzzle. Eemove i, and move 4up, 7 up. 8 '«ffi S Diamond, c 2. Cam- 3. Camcl 4> Camelia. 5-
4 down 6 left, 9up 5right. 8right, 7down, 5 left, 9 left, 5 "P, 8 rtght, Lin(get). 7- A.
7 right, 6 down, 4 down, and replace i-
‘tE

;JURCHNus.BE.twere reeeived, m olaleforacknow *

rom raui i.cchc— mwoi-iivw w.

Answers TO all tmb Blake— Two Suhscribers—* AlciDiaaes = j@Pfig ang Birdie—J» 1lj ¢
r. H. Davis-.E. F. L .-“A P«. G*;der, Jr. A~ Jack-Molly and M artyr-“ Miltiades Charles J. Durbrow-Uam J
son- Cari. E. To 1 °"Ad*i?20yntry* Anhur Gride- “ Mamaand Bac Franclsw Is B

ild-J-ouisR - Cus!er M adclemc Viiltcc— lown ana i-OtmTy n X X rlimr. ? -Panr><

Chis. H. Wright, 4-V in and Henrv,1 1 Fm. 1. b.. 2 - pajience,” 4-M nry E. Baker, 4 -~ - |r
Noves 6 — Livingston Ham,4— Hefen L, M .wan.i I-. H. © " r ..IH i* Crofi 7— Daisy Taiman, 1— Ignoramus

Stilcs A, Torrance, "m rS /e Z VM?iél’9. "The numeréis denote tho nimber ofpuzzles solved.
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