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LITTLE
Bv Louisa
Part l.
iF any ons liad asked Johniiy Morris who were
he would have answered :

next to Mother.”
led off from

his best friends,

* The sun and the wind,
little court that
thc city— a noisy
tinkled and omni-
coming

Johnny lived in a

busiest strcets in
bells

long,

one of the
horse-car
biises rumbled all day
from several great depots near by.
a dull place, with only two or three shabby houses
in it, and a high blank wall at thc end.

The people who hurried by were too busy to do
lame boy who'sat in

Street, where

going and
The court was

more than to glance at thec

the sunshine against thc wall, or to guess that
there was a picture gallcry and a circulating
iibrary in thc court. But Johnny had both, and

that he nevcr could be
liis

took such comfort in them
gratcful enough to the wind that brought him
hooks and pictures, ior to thc sun that made it pos-
in the open air, far
fine gallcries

enjoy them
folk enjoy thcir

sible for him to
more tlian richer
and librarles.

somc months before the time this

did to Johnny’'s back
‘Jich made his and
«langed thc lively,
His mother took in fine w.ishing, and workcd hard
to pay doctors’ bilis and fccd and clothc her boy,
longer run crrands, help with thc
go to school. He could only pick

A bad fall,
story begins, something

poor 1lcgs nearly wusclcss,

rosy boy into a palc cripplc.

who could no
heavy tubs, fior

out laces for lier to iron, lie on his bed in pain for

PYRAMUS AND THISBE.
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hours, and, each fair day, hobblc out to sit in a little
ofd cliair between the water-butt and the leaky tin
boiler in which he kept his library.

in spite of povcrty and
blowing

But he was a happy boy,
pain; and the day a great
fi-agments of a gay placard and a dusty newspaper
the court to his fect, was thc beginning of
Johnny. There was a
and other picturcd
the frolicsome

gust carne,

down
good fortune for paticnt
the Street
ljits found their wa)' to him;
"ind liked to rvhisk the papers around the cérner,
and Chase them here and there till they settied

under the chair or flew ivildly over thc wall.

theater in beyond,

for

Faces, animals, people, and big letters, all carne
to checr the bo)', who was nevecr tired of collecting
cutting out the big pict-
with the
smaller in

these waifs and strays;
the wall
the

leavings of
thc scrap-

ures to paste on

mother’'s starch, and

book he made out of stuut brown wrappcrs or
newspapers, when he had read the latter carcfully.
Soon it was a very gay wall, for mother helped,
standing on a chair, to put thc largc pictures up,
when Johnny had covered all the space he could
i'‘cach. The books wcrc laid carefully away in the
boiler, after being smoothly ironed out and named
to suit Johnny's fancy by pasting letters on the
back. This was the circulating library; not
only did the papers whisk about the court to begin
with, but the books they afterward made went the
thcy were worn

for

rounds among thc neighbors till
out.

The oid cobbler next door enjoyed reading the



anccdotes on Sunday when

scamstress

he could
upstairs liked to look over
advertisements ofthe fine things winch she longed

for, and Patsey Flynn, the newsboy, who went by
each day to sell his

not work,
thc palé

papers at the station, often
pausccl to look at the play-bills; for he adored the
theater, and entertained Johnny with descnptions
ofthe splendors there to be bcheld, till
if he had

he felt as
really been, and had known all thc fa-
mous actors, from Buffalo Bill to the great Salvmt.

Now and then, a flock of clirty children would

stray into the court and ask to see the pretty
pictcrs.” Then Johnny was a proud and happy
boy; for, armed with a clothcs-polc,

he pointed
out and evplainod the beautics of his gallery, fcel-
ing that he was a public benefactor when the poor
babics thankcd him warmly, and promlscd to come
again and bring all

the nice papers they could

pLk up. . s s .o

These were Johnny's pleasures ; but he had twn
sonows,— one,a very realone, hisaching back, and
the other, a boyish longing to climb the wall
see what was on the other side;
most wonderful and dclightful
in that dismal

matcs and few comforts.
He amuscd

and
for it seemed a
place to tho poor
child, shut up court, with no pla\-

himself with imagining how it
looked over there, and nearly ever)' night added
some new charm to this unseen country, when his

mother told him fairy tales to get htm to slcep.

He peopled it with the dear oid charactcrs all chil-
dren know and

love. The white cat Chat sat on
the wall was Puss in Boots to him, or Wh.ttmg-
ton’s good friend. Blue Beard’'s wives were hid-
den in thc house

of whose upper Windows
boy could just catch glimpses.

the
Red Riding Hood
met thc wolfin the grove of chestnuts that rustlcd
over there, and Jack’'s Beanstalk grew up just such
a wall as that, he was sure.

But the story he liked best was the
Beauty in the Wood,"
creature

Sleeping
for he was sure some lovely
in that garden, and he

find and play with her.
planted a bean

lived longed to

He actdga ly

in a bit of damp carth bchind the
water-bai-rel, and watched it grow,

strong a ladder as Jack’s.

get in to

hoping for
But the vine grew very
slowly, and Johnny was so impatientthat he prom-
ised Patsey his best book “ for his ownty-dontj’,
if he would climb up and report what was to be
seen in that cnchantcd garden.
* Faix, and | will, thin,”

and up wcnt good-

after laying an oid board over the
hogshead to stand on;

naturcd Pat,

for there were spikes all
along the top of thc wall, and only cats and spar-
rows could walk there. n

Alas for Johnny’'s eager hopes, and alas for Pats

Sunday best’ The board I)roke, and splash went

the climber, with a wild Irish howl that startled

Johnny half out of his wits and brought both Mis.
Morris and the cobbler to the resciie.

After this sad event, Pat kept away for a time in
high dudgeon, and Johnny was more
ever.

loncly than
But'he was a cheery little soul, so he was
grateful for what joys he had, and worked away at
his wall; for the March winds had brought him
many trcasures, and after April
M ay

rains were over,

sunshine made thc court 'varm enough for
him to be out nearly all day.

“1'm so sorry Pat is mad, 'cause he saw this
piece and told me about it, and he 'd

me put up these pictures,”

likc to help
said Johnny to himself,
one breezy morning, as he sat e.xamining a big

poster which the wind had sent flying into his lap
a few minutes before.

The play was Monte Cristo, and the pictures rei>-
resentecl the hero getting out of prison by making
holes in thc wall, among other remarkable per-
formances.

“ This is a ioll)- red onc! Now where will I put
it to show best and not spoil Ihc other bcaiities?’
As he spoke, Johnny turned his chair around
and surveycd his gallery with as much priclc and
satisfaction as if it held all thc ivonclers of art.
It really was quite splendid,
picture shone in the sun :

for every sort of
simpering
parados, labels
tomatoes, yellow pcachcs and
advertisements, and gay bilis

were perfect,

ladies, tvagic

scencs, circus

from tin cans, vos;

purplc plums, funny
of all kinds.

arrangcd with
and the effect was very fine, Johnny thought.

None
but they wecrc

carc.

Presently his eyes wandered from these treasuriv
to thc budding bushcs that noddccl so tantaiizingl;
over the wall. A gi-apc-vinc ran along thc toin
trying to hide thc sharp spikes; lilacs tossed thcu
purple plumos above it, and several tall chcstnui-
rose over all, making green tcnts with their broj
leaves, where spires of blossom began to show likc
candles on a mammoth Christmas tree. Spairows
wci-e chirping gayly evcvywhere; the white cai_
with a fiesh blue bow, basked on thc copiiig d
the wall, the depths of thc ench.antcd
6arden carne a sweet voice singing:

and from

“ And ..he bids yon to como in,
W ilh n dimplc in your chin,
Billy boy, Billy boy.”

Johnny smiled as he listened, and put his fingor
to the little his own chin,
singei- would finish this

dcnt in wishing the

song. But she
never did, though he often heard that, as well as
other childish ditties,

pleasing

sung in the same ga>'voicc,

with bursts of laughter and thc sound of hvely
tripping up and down thc boarded walks.

Johnn)
loiTircd

intensely to know who thc singcr was, o



her music cheered his solitude, and the mysterious
sounds he heard in the garden increased his wondcr
and his longing day by day.

Sometimcs, a man’s voice callcd, “ Fay, where
are you? ” and Johnny was sure “ Fay ” was short
for Fairy, Another voice was often heard talking
in a strange, soft langiiage, fullof cxclamations and
pretty sounds. A little dog barked, and answered
to the Alame Pippo, Canaries caroled, and some
elfish bird scoldcd, scrcameci, and laughcd so like
a human being, that Johnny felt sure that magic of
some sort was at work next door.

A clelicious fragrance was now wafted over the
wall as of flowers, and the poor boy imagined
untold .loveliness behind that cruel wall, as he
tended the dandelions his mother brought him
from the common, when she had time to stop and
gatiier them ; for he loved flowers dearly and tried
to make them out of colored paper, since he could
have no sweeter sort.

Now and then, a soft, rushing sound excited his
curiosity to such a pitch, thatonce he hobbled pain-
fuily xIp the court till he could see into the trees,
and once his eager eyes caught giimpses of a little
creature, all blue and ivhitc and gold, who peeped
out from the green fans and nodded and tried to
toss him a cluster of the chestnut flowers. He
stretched his hands to her with speechlcss delight,
forgetting his crutches, and would have fallen, if
he had not caught by the shutter of a window so
quickly that he gave the poor back a sad wrench;
and when he could look up again, the fairy had
vanished, and nothing was to be secn but the leaves
dancing in the wind.

Johnny dared not try this again for fear of a fall,
and evcry step cost him a pang; buthe never forgot
it, and was thinking of it as he sat staring at the
'vall on that memorable May day.

“ How I should like to peek in and seo just how
it all really looks. It sounds and smells so sum-
lueiy and nice in there. | know it must be splcn-
did- | say, Pussy, can’t you tell a fellow what
\ou see ?”

Johnny laiighed as he spoke, and the white cat
purred politel)-, for she liked the boy who nevcr
threw stones at her fior disturbed her naps. But
Puss could not describe the bcautics of the happy
hunting-grouncl below, and, to consolé himself for
the disappointment, Johnny went back to his ncw
picture.

“ Now, if this man in the play dug his way out
through a wail ten fect thick with a rusty nail and
a broken knifc, 1 don’t see why | could n’'t pick
away one brick and get a peek. It 's all quiet
in there now; here’'s a good place, and nobody
will know, if I stick a picture over the hole. And
FU try it, 1 declare I will 1~

Fired with the idea of acting Monte Cristo on'
a small scale, Johnny caught up tho oid scissors in
his lap, and began to dig out the mortar around a
brick already loosc, and crumbling at the corners.
His mother smiled at his cnergy, thcn sighed and
said, as slie clappcd her laces with a heavy heart;

“ Ah, poor dear, if he only had his health he 'd
make his ivay in the world. But now he s like to
find a blank wall bcfore him whilc he lives, and
none to help him over.”

Puss, in her white boots, sat aloft and looked on,
wise as the cat in the story, but oficred no advice.
The toad who lived behind the water-barrel hoppcd
under the few leaves of the smiggling bean, like
Jack waiting to climb, and just then the noon bells
began toringasif they sang clear and loud, “ Turn
again, Whittington, Lord Mayor ofLondon.”

So, cheered by his friend.s, Johnny scrapcd and
dug vigorously till the oid brick fell out, showing
another behind it. Only pausing to take breath,
he caught up his crutch and gave two or three
heaity pokes, which soon cleared the way and let
the sunsliine stream tlirough, while the wind
tossed the lilacs like triumphal banners, and the
jolly sparrows chirpcd :

* Hail, the conqucring hcro comes !'”

Rather scared by his unexpected success, the boy
sat silent for a moment to scc what would happen.
But all was still, and presently, with a beating heart,
Johnny leaned forward to enjoy the long desired
“ peek.” He could not see much, but that little
inci‘cased his curiosity and delight, for it seemed
like looking into fairyland, after the dust and noise
and dingy houses of the court.

A bed of splendid tulips tossed their gay gar-
meiUs in the middle of a grass-plot; a strange
and brilliant bird sat dressing its feathers on a
golden cage; a little.whitc dog dozcd in the sun,
and on a red carpct under the trees lay the prin-
cess, fast asleep.

“ It’s all right,” said Johnny, with a long sigh
of pleasui-e; “ that’'s the sieeping beauty, sure
enough. There 's the blue gown, the wiiite fur
cloak swecping 'round, the pretty hair, and— yes
— there’s the oid nurse, spinning and nodding,
just as she did in the picture-book Mother got me
when | cried Isecausc | couid n't go to see the play.”

This last discovcry really did bcwilder Johnny,
and make him believe that fairy tales viighi be
true, after all; for how could he know that the
strange woman was an ltalian servant, in her native
drcss, with a distaff in her hand. After pausing a
moment to rub his eyes. he took another look, and
made fresh cliscoveries by twisting his head about.
A basket of oranges stood near the princess, a
stripecl curtain hung from a limb of the tree to
keep the wind off, and several books fluttered thcir



pictured leaves tcmptingly before Johnny’s long-
ing eyes.

“Oh, if I could only go in and eat 'cm and
read 'em and speak to 'em and see all thc spleii-
did things!” thought the poor boy, as he looked
from one delight to another, and fcit shut out

from all. “ I can’'t go and wakc her like the
Prince did, but I do wish she’'d gct up and do
something, now 1 can see. I darcn’'t throw a

stone, it might hit some one, or holler, it might
scare her. Pussy wont help, and the span-ows are
too busy scolding one another. 1know ! I°'ll fly a
kite ovcr, and that will please hcrany way. Don't
belicve she has kites; girls never do.”

Eager to carry out his plan, Johnny tied a long
string to his gayest postcr, and then fastening it to
thc polc with which hc sometimes tishcd in the
watcr-cask, held it up to catch thc fresh breezes
blowing down thc court. His good friend, the wind,
soon caught thc idea, and with a strong breath
sent the red papcr wliisking over the wall, to hang
a moment on the trees and then drop among
the tulips, where its frantic strugglcs to escape
waked the dog and set him to racing and barking,
as Johnny hurriedly let the string go and pul liis
eye to his pcep-hole.

The eyes of the princess were wide open now,
and she clapped her hands when Pippo brought
the gay picture for lier to sec; while the oid woman,
with a long yawn, went away, carrying hcr distaff,
like a gun, ovcr her shoulder.

“ Shelikcsit! I 'm so glad. Wish 1 had somc
more to send over. This will come off; I 'll poke
it through, and may be she will see it.”

Very much cxcited, Johnny recklcssly tore from
the wall his most chcrished picture, a gay flowcr-
piccc, just put up, and fokling it, hc thrust it
through thc hole and waited to see what followed.

Nothing but a rustle, a bark, and a queer croak
from the splendid bird, which set the canaries to
trilling swectly.

“ She don’'t see; may be she will hear,” said
Johnny, and he began to whistlc like a mocking-
bird, for tliis was his one accomplishmecnt, and he
was proud of it.

Presently he heard a funny burst of laughter
from the parrot, and then the voice said:

“ No, Polly, you can’'t sing like that bird. 1
wonder whcre he is? Among the bushes ovcr
thcre, | think. Come, Pippo, let us go and find
him.”

“ Now she 's coming!” and Johnny grew red in
thc face trying to give his best trills and chirrups.

Nearer and nearer came thc steps, the lilacs
rustled as if shakcn, and presently the roll of paper
vanishcd. A pause, and then the little voice ex-

claimed, in a tono of great surprise:

W hy, there's a hole! 1 never saw it before.
Oh i I can see the Street. How nice ! How nice 1”
Shc likes the hole ! I wonder if she will like

me,” and, emboldened by thcse various successes,

Johnny took another peep. This was the most
delicious one of all, for he looked right into a great
blue eye, with glimpscs of golden hairabovc, a ittlc
round nose in the middle, and red lips below. It
was like a fiash of sunshine, and Jolmny winked,
as if dazzled ; for tlie eye sparkled, thc nose sniffed
daintily, and the pretty mouth broke into a laugh
as the voice cried out delightedly ;

* 1SCO some one ! Who are you? Come and
tell me i”

“1'm Johnny Morris,” answcred the boy, quite
trembling with pleasurc.

“ Did you make this nice hole ?”

I just pokcd a brick, and it fell out.”
Papa wont mind. |Is that your bird ?”

“ No, it’s me. | whisllcd.”

“1t's vcry pretty. Do it again,” commanded
the voice, as if used to givc ordcrs.

Johnny obeycd, and when hc paused, out of
breath,a small hand came through thc hole, grasp-
ing as many lilies of thc vallcy as it could liold, and
thc princess graciously exprcssed hcr plcasure by
saying, “ I like itj you shalldo itagain, by and by.
Here are some flotvers for you. Now we will talk.
Are you a nice boy ?”

This was a poser, and Johnny answered meekly,

with his nose luxuriously buried in the lovely

flowers:
“ Not vecry— 1'm lame— 1 can’t play like other
fellers.”

"Porverino! " sighcd the little voice, full of pity;
and, in a moment, thrcc red-and-yellow tulijis fell at
Johnny’s fcct, making him fecl as if he really had
slipped into fahy-land through that delightful hole.

“ Oh, thank you! Aren’t they just elcgant! |
never see such beauties,” stammercd the poor boy,
grasping his treasures as if he fcared they might
vanish away.

“ You shall have as many as you likc. Nanna
will scold, but Papa wont mind. Tell me more.
W hat do you do over thcre?” asked the child,
eagerly.

Nothing but paste pictures and makc books,
when | clon't ache too bad. | used to help Mother,
but I got hurt, and | can’'t do much now,” aii-
swercd tlic boy, asliaincd to mcntion how man)’
laces he patiently pickcd or clappcd, since it was
all hc could do to help.

“ If you like pictures, you shall come and see
mino some day. | du a great many- Papa shows
me how. His are splendid. Do you draw, oi
paint yours? ”

Il only cut 'em out of papers and stick 'em on



this wall, or put 'em in scrap-books. I can't clraw,
and | have n'tgot no paints,”

“You should say ‘have n’t any paints.’
if I like you, I will

Do you want it?”

answcred Johnny,

I will
come and see you some day, and
let you have my oid paint-box.

“ Guess I do!”
“ 1 think 1 shall like you, so I’ll bring it when 1
come. Do you achc much ?”

Have to lay down all

“ Awfully, sometimcs.
day, and can’'t dn a thing.”

“ Do you cry ?”

“No 1

“ 1 knenv

I 'm too big for that. | whistlc.”
I shall like

impetuous voice, with

you, because you are

brave !'” cricd the its pretty

and orange carne tumbling

through the if the
longed to do something to help the
I do love ’'etn, bnt Mother
and Johnny took one dc-

accent; then an

new acquaintance

hole, as
“ache.”
“ Isn't that a rouser !

can’'t afford 'cm often,”

iicious tasto on the spot.

“ Then | shall
at home, much rmer than these.
see our garden there!”

W e have loads
Ah, v-oii should

give you many-

“Where do live?” Johnny ventured to

ask, for there was a homesick sound to the voice

you

as it said those last words.
“In Rome. Here we only stay a year, while
Papa arranges his affairs; then we goback, and 1|
ain happy.”
“ 1 should think you'd be happy m there. It
looks real splendid to me, and longing
I could come out,”

like better to be

I 've bccn
to see it ever since

“It's a dull
where it 's always warm, aud people are more beau-
Krtynu beautiful? ”

place to me. I

tifui than here.

“ W hat
poor Johnny was so
stammecr with a laugh :

qucer questions she does ask!” and

perplexed he could only
Boys don’t carc for looks,”

like pretty pcrsons,”

“ 1 guess not.
I'cep, and let me see. 1
commandcd the voice.

“ Don’'t she order 'round,” thought Johnny, as

bo obeyed. But he liked it, and showed such a

smiling face at the pcep-hole,
was pleascd to say, after a long look at him:
“No, you are not beautiful, but your eyes are
bright, don't mind
the freclcles on your
I think you are good; |

that Princess Fay

and you look pleasant; so |

nose and the wliiteness of

\'our face- am sorry for
you, and 1 shall Icnd you a book to read when the
pain comes.”

“ 1 could n't wait for that if |
lovc so to read!” and Johnny
delight at the thought o'fa new book, for he

had a book, I do
laughed out from
sheer
seldom got onc, being too poor to buy ihem, and

too helpless to enjoy the free liijraries of Ihc city.

“ Then you shall have it how,” ana there was
another quick rush in the garden, followed by the
appearauce of a fat little book, slowly pushcd

through the hole in the wall.
You will
Keep it

“ 1 his is the only one that will pass.
like Hans Andcrsen’s fairy tales, | know.

as long as you pleasc. I have many more.”

“You 're so good! I wish I had something
for you,” said the boy, quite overedme by this
sweet friendliness.

“Let me see one of your books. They will

be new to me. I ’'m tired of all mine.”

Quick as a flash, off went the cover of the oid
boiler, and out carne half a dozen of Johnny’s
ljcst Works, to be crammed through the wall, witli
the earnest request:

'em all; they 'rc not good for much, but

I1'll do some pi-etticr

“ Kecp
they 're the best
ones as soon as | can fiad more nice pictures and

I ’'ve got.

pieccs.”

“ They look very interesting, I
shall go and i-cad them notv, and then come and
talk again- Addio, Giovanni."

“ Good-byc, Miss.”

rhus ended the first interview of little Pyramus
the hole in the wall, while
moonshine with her

thank you. I

and Thisbe through
Puss sat up above and playee!
yellow eyes.

{To be concluded.)
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THE ROSY SAIL.

By Celia T haxter.

Over the level, sparkling sand,
All through the goldcn aftcrnoon,
The sisters wandered hand in hand

To hear the winds and waters croon.

The waves sang low, the waves sang sweet,
W ith inellow inurmur full and deep;
The ocean glitteied in the heat,
The warm wind brcathcd like one asleep.

The white gull shone in depths of blue,
On airy pinions floating wide;

And slowly, slowly clo'vhward drew,
W ith lapsing soft, thc ebbing tide.

Silently westward sank the sun;
A whisper skimmed the broad expanse;
The ripples hastened one by one

Along the sand to lcap and dance.

The eider spoke : “ 'T is late, Janet;
The lengthoning shadows deeper grow,
The reddening sun will soon have set;

Come, dearest sister, let us go.”

The youngcr answered; “ Look, Louise,
How )'onder far-off, idlc sail,

Rose-flushcd, is filling with the breeze.
Stay,— W atch it take the loitering gale.”

Thcy paused to watclt the rosy sail,
W hile fondly the caressing air

Kissed their bright chceks and foreheads palé.

And lingcred in thcir lovely hair.

The great sun touchcd thc occan’s run.
“Ah, come, Janet, we must not waitl
The cliffs are looming tall and grim;

Come, dear Janet, we stay too late.”

As speeds the slcnder, swift beach-bird,
Homeward thcy turned along the shore;

W hat was the boding sound they heard?
The rapid tide had turned before!

The lazy tide that ebbed so slow,
Returning, hurried fast as fate.

And barred the way they strove to go
W ith breathless haste— alas, too late!

O sister, fly! But reach the ledge

W e clambered down, and we are safe!”
Ripples grew waves along the edge;

The rousing sea began to chafe;

A trampling as of myriad feet
Heavily charging up the land |
They shuddcred,— there was no retrcat,-

Straight rock-walls rose on either hand.

The friendly ledge they could not reach
Afar was tossing plumos of spray ;
The billows swallowed up the bcach,

Like monsters coid in dreadful play.

Ah, me! with what a diffcrent voice
The sea raved, that had sung so soft!
A rush, a roar of deafeuing noise,

And clouds of foam that Icaped aloft.

At the cliff's foot, upon the sands,
The sisters stood; no help was nigh;
The bieakers stretched white, eager hands

To drag them roughly down to die.

‘rhey clung about each other cidse;

The wind, grown wild, blcw thcir rich hair

This way and that; the waters rose;

They waited mute in still despair.

Sudden, the elder’s voice rang clcar;
“ Janet, Janet! the rosy sail!
This way 't is coming, near, more near!”

In thc dim twilight, glimmering palé,

They called aloud across the sea,
A high, sweet, piercing clarién scream!
The boatmen hcard— “ W hat can it be?

Some mermaid shrieking, or a drcam ?

Again! The sailors turned the prow,
Thcy trimmed the sail, they plied thc oar;
No second to be wasted now!
Down to thc cliff the stout boat borc.

Janet, Janet, keep up your heart!
They'rc coming, dearest, help is near!
Let not the sea tear us apart—

They shout, Janet! they 're almost here,”



The breakers clasped cach
slender waist
W ith cruel arms tliat fiercely
clung,
And diagged tliem down with
hungry liaste,
And forth upon the tumult flung

Each trembling form.— But they
were cast
To their salvation ! Quick as lhouglit,
Breathlcss, from death to life they
passed,

By strong, kind hands securely caught.

And clinging ciése together still
They sailed, with eyes all tcarful-bright,
Till up the coast, from its grccn hill,

Their home sent out its beckoning ligliu



HALCYON DAYS AND HALCYON WAYS.

By De Cost Smith.

W here is thc country boy 'vho does iiot know
the kingfisher, and who has not often watched his

daring fcats and ecccntric ways ; who has not seen

him plunge fearlessly into the vusliing stream, and
heard his brisk rattle echo along
though he is

its banks ? But
commonest and most
fcw pci-sons are sufficiently ob-
servant to be acquainted with the dctails of his life
and habits.

The kingfisher

onc of our

intercsting birds,

family {Akedimda:) is
up of a great many different species, and

made
is scat-
tercd throughout thc world, almost every-ronntry
possessing one or

more representativos. In the

northern United States and in Cafiada, though thc
country is intersected by numerous rivers and
lakes abounding in fish, we have but one species,
the belted kingfisher (CeryU akyon); while near

thc Mexican border the green kingfisher (Cerylc

THE RRLTED KINGtISHrR.

Americana), is occasionally met with, though not
so frcquently as thec species. And it is
chiefly about the belted kingfisher that 1 wish to

former

tell you here.
At the first glance we are struck witli the pecul-
iar form of this bird. The head seemscnormously

large and the feet look ridiculously small in pro-

portion to the wings, tail, and body. But upon
closer investigation we realize how admirably this
apparent disproportion adapts him to his mode

of life ; in fact, were he differently constructed, he
woukl be an utter failurc as a fisherman. The
small, delicate feet enable him to perch secuiely

upon thc slcnder twigs usually found overhanging
the water, or even, as |

tclegraph wire—

once obscrved, upon a
a fcatof balancing which would
impossiblc for

(I have seen tho

have been most birds of his size.

a much smaller bird —
attempt thc same feat, but with very poor siiccess.)
The weight of the kingfisher's head
balance and carry him with greater
his downward, arrow-like

robin —

serves to
swiftness in
plungcs; and the long
bili, with itsrough, sharp eclges, enableshim to hold
fast the slippevy, wriggling minnows which form

The entire length of thc bird
isabout twelve and thvee-quarter inches, of which
the head alone, from the tip of the bili to the end
of the crcst, measures nearly five.
the belt the
irregular markings the are of an
ashy-blue color, darkest about the hcad ; while the
under parts and throat, as also a small
front of the eye, another just beneath
merous narrow bars across thc
tail,

his principal food.

The upper parts,

band or lireast,

across and a few

under wings,
spot m
it, and nu-
under
The
the adiilt male in having the
sides of the body and thc belt flecked and spotted
with a tinge of bright chcstnut.

Although the kingfisher sometimesremainsin thc

side of thc

are of a beautiful white. female and

young diffcr from

Northern States during mild winters, he is usually
only a summer visitor,

about thc first of April;

arriving from thc South
and, feedingas he does
almost exclusively upon various kinds of fish and
crustaceans, he is generally foimd along the banks
of streams, rivers, lakes, salt-water inlets, or wheie-
evcr his food is Like

craft, ho prefers bcing alone.

abundant. most of his
Two are ravcly seen
His favoritc perch is a

branch projectingovor the water

fishing near cach other.

post, stump,

and at times he takes advantagc of the masts and

booms of small boats at anchor.

Upon some such convenicnt object he often sus

for an hour al a time, looking into the water and

watching intently for

linsuspccting minnows tn
approacli the surface, or for a crau-fish, the da«s

of which are

pvojecting from beneath a shelter-
ing stone, to

pcbbles.

emerge and wander about over the
From time to time lie changcs thc posi-
tion of his head, firstto onc side, then to thc other,
and often in so doing tivitches his tail in a ncrvous,
impadont maniier. At

last he sees his chance.



looks steadily at one spot,
chccks

his crcst,
movement forward, but

He lowers
makes a sudden

himself, waits a sccond or two, then with a rapid

swecp dives into the tvater, catches his victim

in his strong

bili, and flies

back to his

post- If tho

captive hap-

pen to be a

mfish of conve-

nient size, the

bird throws

back his head

and swallows it

d-"-'rfi. i'Minediatoly. But

if he has caught

alarge minnow or

a craw-fish, he batters it

into a sufficiently soft

State for swallowing by

striking it repeatedly

against the objcct upon
which he is sitting.

This is not generally
done by downward
bloi«, as one would nat-
urally suppose, but by
strokes from the side,
accompanicd by a sort
oftwirling motion, some-
what as a terrier shakes

rat. After disposing
of his prey he daintily
arranges his feathci-s,
and having uinkcd once

TIELSNOIANED KNS or twice, and  slowly
raiscd and lowered his

crcst with a very satisficd air, he scttles himself

again upon hispcrch and is ready foranotiYer meal.
which to alight are
In many places

objects
always at hand.

Convenient upon

not, however,
shoals cxist at considerable distances from
in othcrs, long stretchc.sofbeach inteiwene between

places of

shore;

the bank and the watcr's edgc; and in
this kind his food is frequently abundant. In
order to gct a good view of the fish
tions, he is obliged to moimt into the air a distance
of about fifty fect, and by a rapid, fluttcring move-
nient of his wings keep himself suspended until
likely victim, when, darting

in such situa-

he has singled out a
down, he sccurcs it, and flies away to the shore.
Often he desccnds to within two or three fect of
tlic water, then riscs again without diving,
probabiy finding before reaching the surface that
At times he plunges

and

he would be unsuccessful,

mto the tvater, but misses his maik altogcther; at

others, after a short struggle, he emerges with
nothing in his bili, the game having wriggled
loose and escaped, even so skillfiil a sportsman as
he, it would sccm, not being entircly cxempt from
the uncertaintics of “ fisheiTnen’s luck.”

In some localities u’hcre the shorcs of the
and rivcrs are stony, minnows are often scarce, and

lakes

the kingfisliers feed almost exclusively on craw-fish.
In picking up these lobster-like animals
from the bottom, they sometimcs strike their bilis
and |

small,

against the stones with considerable forcé;
once obtained a s|)ecimen which had its
mandible worn quite blunt at the point, whilc the
tip af the uppcr one was splintcrcd and broken

lower

for ncarly a quarter of an inch.
had a most re-

W hile sketching

An artist friend of mine once
Idngfisher adventure.

he saw one of these birds
He

markablc
on the shore of a river,
fiying across the water directly toward him.
its approach, expccting every moment to
its course. but, to his astonishment,
to the right fior left,
His hands were filled
He raised his foot to

watched
see itchange
the bird,
carne straight at his face.
with palette and brushcs.
shield himself. “ Thud !'” carne tlic bird against
it, falling to the ground stunncd by the shock; but,
it again took wing and disap-
peared around a the the
snow)- owl (Nyciea scandiaca) is said to alight at
times upon the heads of sportsmcn while they are
the reeds watching fot

swerving neither

recovering quickly,

liend in shore. Now,

crouching quictly among

«IHf. ACSTRALINN KmGFISHBK, OH LAUGIIINO JACKASS.

Mild gcesc and ducks, probabiy mistaking them
for stumps or something of that sort. But to sup-
pose that the kingtishcr may have taken my friend
for a stump would not be complimentary to either

the bird or the artist.



Soon after the arrival of the kingfishers in the
spring, they choose mates and begin ncst-building.
The nest is ratlier

curious, and differs from that

of most liirds in bcing placed under-ground, at thc
cnd of a narrow tunnel
length,

from four to fifteen fcet in

dug into the stcep bank of a stream or

lake, the opening being usually several feet abovc
the water. Both birds work'diligently at thc exca-

vation, which bccomes wider as it deepens, until,

at the end, it islarge enough to contain thc nest
and the young birds. The kingfisher’s cry is said
to resemble the sound of a watchman's
instrument that

rattle (an
use, except in a
raodificd form as a child’s toy), and is heard at all
times ;

is no longer in
but while thc birds are engaged
and caring for their young,
incessantly.

in nesting
it is kept up almost
The eggs, which are generally six in

number, nearly spherical, and bcautifully dear

- --sTr-x

A KINGFISHER ATTACKS AN ARTIST-

and white, are laid, according to somewritcrs, upon

the barc sand at thc end of the burrow, while

others affirm that thcy are prutected by a rudcly
made nest of fcathers, dry grass, and fish-bones.
Toward the latter part of summer, when the
young have left thc nest and are capable of taking
care of themselves, the kingfishers lose to some ex-
tent theirshy watchfuliiess and bccome very fatand
lazy. W hen shot at this scason, the fat will actually
ooze through the shot-holes and spread like oil over

the surface of the water where the bird falls, whilc.

upon removing the skin, the body is found envel-
oped in a coating of fat nearly a quartcr of an inch
in thickness. This great quantity of blubber is,
1 suppose, stored up and kept in reserve, to serve
as a sourcc of supply during thc faminc of the late
autumn, when many of the streams are frozen, and
also during the fatiguing southward migration.
According to thc ancients, thc kingfisher, called

in (lreelc, Halcyon, or ¢'/v-uciv (from thc sea,
and v.iwv, brooding upon), was so namcd from
Halcyone, a-daughter of .iiolus, and the wife of
Ccyx. The story gocs that Ceyx was drowncd

while on his way to consult the Oracle, and that, in
a dream that night, Halcyone was informcd of the
fate of her husband. Next morning, as she wan-
dered disconsolately upon the shore, she found his
body washed up l)y the waves, and, overeé6me with

grief, threw hcrselfinto the sea. 1 he gods, in ad-

miration of their mutuai affection, changed them

into kingfishers.
The kingfishers were supposed, at that time, to

m ake thcir nests during tho seven days preceding
the wintcr solstice (about Gecember 2ist), and to

lay thcireggs during thc seven days directly follow-

ing it; and it was a popular superstition that tho
sea remained calm and tranquil while the\-
reared their young. And, therefore, these four-
tcen days were called “ halcyon
days,” or days of calm, pleasant
weather. On this account the an-

cients vcgarded the halcyon as a
Symbol of tranquillity, and because

it lived near the water it was consc-

cvated to Thctis, asea-nymph. The
bird about which such wonderful
stories were told was

i)i-obably nothing more
than thc common king-
fisherofEurope (‘Alcedo
ispida), the habits of
which are very mucli
like those of the belted
kingfisher.

New Guinea and some
of the neighboring
are the

isl-
ands home of
several beautiful and curious species, among whidi
are thc exquisitely colorcd long-tailcd kingfishers,
rivaling in their brilliant plumage cven the luim-
ming-birds themselves, while thc “ laughing king-
Alcedogigcis), quite frcquently seen inmen-
is a native of Australia.

is°thc largest of all, and, from

a”cries, The last namcd

its harsh, chattcring

cry, is commonly known by the fiame of “ laugh-
ing jackass.” All of these feed less upon fish
than thc belted kingfisher, and include in thcjr

bili of fare snails, reptiles, bcctles, and insects.
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THK TINKHAM BROTHERS’ TIDE-MILL.*

By J. T. Tuowihilgk.

Chapter XXXIII,

VICTORY.

|rs. Tinkham had bccn awakened
by the boys leaving thc house, and
much of thc noise of the confhct
had reachcd her cars. She was up
and dresscd, with lamp lighted,
waiting in extreme anxiety, when
Rupert camc running into the house.
He was breathless with liaste and excite,
mecent. Before he could tell his neivs, shc
knew itwas good news.
“We 'vc beat’ em off!” he panted. “ Thecy
've hurt thc dam a little. But we don’t care for
that. W e've got one prisoner,— Buzrow, — thc
worst rowdy of’em all 17
Anybody hurt?” was the widow's anxious

inquiry.

“ Nobody on our
from a limb and hit me on the

mind it a bit |

let’'em h.ave about a bushcl

Rod and

side;

leg.

only one stone

glanced

But I did n't

I wcre in the tree, and we

of stones.

Neai'ly all

they fired at us camc too low; we could hear 'cm

strike the trunk under us,

bank.”

“ And your prisoner?”

“ Mart caught him by the
into the mili, and kept him
Thcn he begged like

He and Lute got him
well choked till hc gave up.
but they would n't
in his hat, after

a good

And what do you think we found
we got thc

fcllow ;

lantern lit?

or thurap against thec

lasso ovcr his ncck.

let him off.

A sponge as big as your

head, such as they use for soppingout leaky boats

His hat had dropped off on

Rocket found it.”
Have thc rest gonc away ?” asked the mother.

W e

‘Copyright, x88j, by J. T. Trowbriclg«.

don’t

kiioiv.

All righis rescrvcd.

They may

come

the platform, where

around



again, and try to rescue Buzrow. I must hurry
back, to help fight '’em if they do. The boys are
on the lookout; but they told me to run in and
tell you we 're all safe. Mart has got his lasso
ready to catch anotlier Argonaut, if they give him
a chance.”

“ Are any of /keir side hurt?”

“1 hope so! Buzrow got a jolly choking, any
way. And Rocket thrashcd two with a bean-pole.
And 1| 'll bct our stones hit a few heads and shoul-
ders! Oh, 1 tell you, it's the greatest fun you
ever saw |”

And before she could ask any moro questions,
the wild youngster rushed out again.

Meanwhile, the lantern was placed on the plat-
form, and lighted lamps wcrc set in the Windows

of the threatcned tidc-mill, to shine up and down
the river.

“We may as well let folks know we are at
home and prepared to rcceive company,” said
Mart.

This bold course disconcerted the Argonauts,
who were even then planning an assault, with the
vicw of carrying off the captive. Still they did not
rtive him up; but instead of making a fiercc onset,
they advanced within range of the misty rays, as
if for a parlcy- Rush, posted in shadow, saw them
coming up the Tammoset shore. Mart went out
promptly and demanded what they wanted.

“Wc want the fellow you 'vo got there in the

mili,” said Ned Lufford, halting at a safe distance,
a lit-tle in advance of his comradcs.

“You make a rather cheeky request,” Mart
replied. “W e carne honestly by him,— as the

woman said when she found a frog in the milk,—
and wc mean to kecp him. Not that wc really carc
any more for him than the woman did for the frog;
but she thought he would do to show to the
milkman.”

“ If you wont give him up peaceably,” said Luf-
ford, “ wc will Ijreak in tlic mili and take him by
forcé.”

“That's a trick you're quite welcome to try,”
M art ansivcred, his drawl sounding oddly in con-
trast with the Argonaut’s blustcring tone. “ W e’'ve
handlcd your chali as tenderly as a cat carrics hcr
kittens, so far; but attempt to break doors, and
you'll wake up in a hospital and find something
else broken. Meanwhile, you are respectfully
informod that wc have room for three or four more
quiet and well-bchaved prisoners, and can take 'em,
too, if as many of you shoukl carc to set foot on
our premises |7

Mart stood where a lamp at the window shone
upon his shoulder and side, and the Argonauts
could see that he held something like a coil of
stout cord in his left hand. The mysterious man-

ner of Buzrow’'s headlong plunge into the mili
required no further cxplanation.

“ Do you want anything more?” Mart asked,
after they had remained a few moraents in con-
sultation. “ If not, excuse me if | don’'t waste
any more time in the mere forras of politeness.”

He went laack into the mili, and, after a little
dclay, the Argonauts disappeared behind a clump
of willows.

They still lingered ncar their boat, and presently
had tbe satisfaction of seeing him and Lute come
out on the platform, gct down into the river, and
with stakcs and boards procecd to repaiy the dam
by the light of the lantern.

It was soon patclied. Then tho fiash-boards
were set, and the water bcing shut back, the Tink-
hams, lantern in hand, appeared to be looking for
something in the draining bcd of the stream.
At the same time, the boat was bccoming hopc-
Icssly groundcd.

“1 can’'t stand this any longer!” exclaimed
George Hawkins.

“ Nor I !” said Frank Veais.

And yet the Argonauts did stand itlong enough
to see the brothers pick up two axes and a crow-
bar and heave them in at the mili door.

“Wec ought to have swooped in and stoppcd
that!” said Ncd Lufford.

And now that it was too late, he did make a
fceble movement toward the mili, followed by his
comi-ades. Mart turned and faced tlicm, in the
halo made by the lantern in the drizzling rain.

‘“Stop there I and tell me what you want!”

Hawkins stopped, and finding himself in an
awkward position, said;

“ Take out your flash-boards and give us water,
so we can float our boat.”

“ That's an humble and not very um-easonable
request,” Mart replicd. “ W e’'ve taken out our
flash-boards for you, with all tlic good nature in the
world, on various occasions, Very likely we shall
do it again, but not at this hour of the night, now
or any time. W e’ll give you water, though, iii
another way.”

He had rcentered the mili, and the liumble
petitioncrs ivcre wondcring what he meant, w'lien
the water-whcel bogan to splash and turn, and a
scanty stream carne gurgling down toward the
straiided boat.

“ The mili is going !” said the astonished Argo-
nauts.

It was going, indeed, and it continued to go
during tlic remaindcr of the night; the Tink-
hams, with charactcrisCic “ impudcnce” (tho loca!
newspapcr’'s word), having resolved to make the
most of their time whilc guarding their premises

and their prisoner.



Buzrow, seated 011 thc floorwith his back against

Lute's work-biinch, to which he was fast bound

opportunity of seeing how ex-

had an excelleiu
tremcly impudent they wcre.

If you 're b-b-bright,” Lute remarked to him
“jou may pick up a little of our tradc.

pleasantly,
isn’'t interf-f-fcred

It's a very good trade when it
with.”

Buzrow, m his sullcn rage, did not look as if hc

caied to pick up anything but himself just then or

to interfiere ivitli anyljody's trade in future.
The younger boys kept their mother jnfornied
before

of what was going on, and it was not ion-
they annoimced that they had heard the Argonauts

dragging their boat away down the river. Balch
had gone offwith his team long before.
In fact, no rescue was attempted,— a wise dcter-

mination, as Buzrow himself was obliged to adm it

afterward, having seen how dangeroiis it would

have been to attack the brothei-s in their own mili
Dayhghtcame, the tide turned, the mili stopped,

the lights were extinguished, and the Tinkhams

had not only their dam
useful work and a prisoner to show, as a reward for

in good repair, but some
their trouble.

It seemed a great triumph, Yet thc scquel must

be told.
Chapter XXXIV,
THE PRISONER.
A fter congratulations and rcjoicings. and a

delibérate breakfast, Mart and Rush set off in a

slow, diill rain to march the cow-smiter’'s son (his
hands still tied behind him) to Tammoset villase
and the house of Judge Hanks.

it was, they had a
before thcv

Early and rainy as lively fol-
lowmg of yoimgsters at their
reached the door; and Buzrow, who was only tod
to them as a Dempford boaster, was
Turn up your cuffs! ” “ Scratch

(thc nose, by the way, was battk-

heels

‘vell known
greeted with,

>cr nose, M ilt!”
W hat be ye goin’ to do with tliem two
and other

sracared)
chaps?” “ Does your mother know?”
hke soothing remarks.

Ilanks was a conscientious justicc of the
yet hc, too, was linder thc influencc of thc

He wns much

Judge
pcace ;
l'opular prejudice against the dam.
clisturbcd when called from his breakfast-table into
informad of his visitors’ busi-
not refuse to hcar thc com-

his officc-room and
ness. But he could
Plaint against Buzrow.

Untie his hands first,” hc said.
tnc proper way.”

Proceed in

If we catch a marauder destroyiiig our prop-

«ny m the middle of the night, is n’'t tlio proper

way to tie him and take liim before the nearcst

m agistrate?” Mart inquired.

“You have a right to capture him,” Judge
Hanks replied, but you have no right to hold
Untie

him a prisoner any ioiiger than is necessarv
liim 1~
I hate to do it about as badly as the oid miscr
hated to buy hiswife shoes,” Martdryly remarked ;
but we 'll have everytliing proper, judge.”

M anifestly, thc knots were not made to untic
and he used his-knifc. made his formal
complamt, while Buzrow stood by, gloomily rubbing
his wrists. ®

He then

* W hcreabouts in the river do you say he was?”
Judge Hanks stopped writing, to inquire.
“ Not far from the middle, but I sliould think a

little nearer the Tammoset side,” Mart answered.

“ Are you sure?”

“ Well, I 'm not positive as to that. 1 only know
he came to our sidc pretty quick after he was
noosed!”

Buzrow, being asked if he wished to make any

statement, began with the oid hackncyed denimcia-

tion-of thc obstruction in tlie river. The Judge in-

terrupted him,

* On which side of the center of thc
spoken very

river were

you? I wish to know”— this was
significantly— “ which town thc offensc was com -
mitted in. Was it Tammoset or Dempford ?”
Buzrow took the hint. In Dempford,” he an-
swered, stoinly.
Could he swcai- it? He could swear it. ludge

Hanks thcn said:
is uncertain which town the
it was in

I he complainaiit
committed in,
The defcndant
Ifompforcl. Dempford being
district, this Court has no autliority in the case.
is accordingiy dismissed.”

Is this— what you
M art askcd,

offense was but thinks

is positive it was in
in another judicial
It

Tammoset.

cali— thc thing,

“ Aint it a funny kind of

proper

Judge?"”

kuv 2?27
How so?” said thc judge, scvcrcly,

“ if it could be proved

“Why,” Mart explained,
in Tammoset and the

he did the ,ict with onc foot
illustrated his point by
lhe judge'’s

other in Dcnipford,”— he
seltmg two fingers astricle a crack in
1 suppose, you woulc! have jurisdic-
“ while tlie

table, * then,
lifting a finger,—

liavc jurisdiction over the

tioii ovcr onc leg,”—
Dempford court would

comically crooking up finger number

other leg,”"—
two. Funny kind of laiv, Judge, | sliould say !'”
Even lhe Court had to smilc, and thcre was a

broad grin on thc bloud-smcarcd Buzrow counte-

nance, as lhe bearcr, who had, perhaps, the best

reason to laugh of anybody, walked out of tlie door
a frce man.
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The Tinkhams had still further expericnce of the
curiosities of the law when, complaint having been
duly made before a Dempford magistrate, waiTaiU
issued, and offender arrested, they confrontcd him
on the evening set for his cxamination.

Lawyer Snow, cmployed by Buzrow, cross-ex-
amincd Mart.

“ W hich side ofthe river was he on when you
saw and captured him ?”

“ Very near the ccnter,” said Mart; “ but he

says he was on the Dempford side.”

But it turned out that Buzrow did not wish to
sweav at al!, now that he was in a Dempford court
of justice. Consequently, as thcrc was no evidcnce
that he had committed any offense in that town
{the Tinkhams bcing unable to summon any of
his companions as witnesses), thc case was again
dismissed.

Yet the brothers enjoyed a moral, if not a legal,
triumph. Mart had an opportunity to describe
in open court, in the presence of spectators, the
manner in which Buzrow was lassocd and bound.

THE TINKHAMS LEAD BUZROW TO THE HAULS OF JUSTICE.

“ No matterwhat he says. Il want to know what
you say.”

“ He sworc before Juclge Hanks ”

“1 don't care what he swore before Judge
Hanks ! W hich side of the center of the rivcr do
you say he was on ?”

I am willing to take his word in this matter,”
said Mart, “ though, perhaps, I would n’'t in any-
thing else.”

“We want/o/zfword, and no hearsay evidcnce,”
said the lawyer. “ Did n’t you swear, in your com-
plaint made to Judge llanks, that you thought
thc defendant was nearer the Tammoset than the
Dempford shore? Did you or did you not? ”

“ 1did,” said Mart. “ But he swore "

“ No matterwhat he swore there! He v/ill have
a chance to swear here, if ho wislies to.”

how the sponge was found in his )iat, and how he
was marclied into Tammoset village that rainy
morning; which, with other particulars, relatcd in
the oklest brother’'s droll way, covered \vith ridi-
culo thc braggart Buzrow, and did not grcatly hclp
thc causo of thc Argonauts.

One point cspecially scrved to cxtinguish the
boaster’s pretensions.

“ i suppose | ought to have been afraid of his
fists,” Mart said, incidentally, describing thc capt-
uro ; “ for I had heard they were likc his father’s,
and that his father once knockcd down ”

“ Never mind about that!” broke In Lawyer
Snow, amidstan uproar of laughter.

Mart had said enough. Buzrow never liked to
hear the feat of thc paternal fist alludccl to aftcr

that.



Seeing that the pitblic enjoycd a good laugh at
the burly pretender, the local editor had the tact
to print a pretty full report of the trial, which notv
lies bcfore me, filling a pago and a half of Mart’s
scrap-book.

The same number of the paper contained an
advertisement of articlcs found by the Tinkham
brothers:

“The bnal-sponge Mr. tGiurow carried in hh hat. Left on the

premises,

“"Two axes and a crnwbar, picked up in ihe river, Onc ax
badly damaged,
“ Also a bg-chain, fonnd locked about the mud-sll), In good

condition.
“ All which ihe owners can have by calling at the Tinkbara
Lrotlicrs mili, proving property, and paying for this advertisement.”’

Needless to say, the iirticles were ncvcr called
for.

Chai-ter XXX\’.

A BOA'Nl-7UAD (IF GIRLS.

And now the dam got into politics. Crowljar
and log-chain measurcs had so far failed. The
injunction business liad fallen through. Strenuous
but futile efforts had likewise been made, as the
brothers learned, to have it indictcd as a nuisance
by a grand jury.

So now, Tammoset and Dempford were clamor-
ing to have it abolished by statute !

The next clection of representatives to the State
legislature was to turn upon this important ques-
Uon. Al other issues were to be sunk, and no
candidates countenanccd wlio were not pledged to
“some mcasure for promoting the freo navigation
of our beautiful river.”

“ An act defining navigable streams in terms
broad enough to cover our beloved Tammoset is
iihat wec demand, and what wc are bound to have.
Look to it, voters of Tammoset and Dempford !
Who shali carry our banncr the coming year ?”
newspaper furnishcd a good many

The local
paragraphs of this sort, which the Tinkham
brothers read tvith amuscment and cut out for

ihcir scrap-book.

And the tide-mili was still going!

Business was good- The pin-tvhecls, rockct-
sticks, and other woodcn fixturcs were finished
and delivcred to Colé & Company, to be manu-
facturcd into fireworks for the “ Glorious Fourth.”
From dolls’ carriages, the brothers advanced to
faby carriages; and Lutc was inventing an im-
prove(J secd-sower, of which he got a hint while
'vatching the farmers at their work.

The boat was also complcted and
and on a still evening, just at sunset, Lctty. with
'lart and Rush and Rupe, made a trial trip in it
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launchcd ;

on the lake. They floated under tho overhanging
trees; they landed to pick ferns and wild flow-
ers; even Letty tried her liand at the oars; and
all agreed that no better boat ever sailed on a
lovelier sheet of water.

And now, in the fine June weather, the widow
spent many an hour with Letty in the willow-tree,
and enjoyed more than one enchanting row, at
sundown, on river and lake.

The Tinkhams were beginning to be respected.
Mrs. Tinkham went to church in her wheeled
chair, with Lutc and Letty, and the minister
called on her.

“ Perhaps he expected to convert you from the
evil of your ways in maintaining a d-d-dam,” said
Lute.

But the conversién was on the other side. “ I
found her a rcmarkably iiuoiligent, finc-spirited
woman,” the parson was reponed as saying. “As
for the mili question, she is in the right from her
point of vicw. She has a very interesting family.”

Then the wife of a promincnt physician callcd.
“ Partly in the way of business, | suppose,” Mrs.
Tinkham smilingly explained to her children.
“ Wc are naturally looked upon as the doctor’s
possible patients.” -

The mili iroubles had kept the younger children
from entering school. But since the rebuilding of
the dam — admired as a heroic feateven by its ene-
mies— the acquaintance of Rupe and Rod had
been sought by ncighboring boys not in the club.
Their popularity now extended even to Tammoset
viliage, where the capture of Buzrow melted many
hearts.

Then what ji clay it was tvlien Tilly Loring carne
up from Dempford in a boat, at flood tide, with
tiu-ee other giris, stoppcd at the miil, and inquired
(if Rush— tvho wcnt out to them, with joyful trcpi-
clation— if Letty was at home !

Letty was at home. He made the boat fast to
the platform, and steadicd it while they got out.
And what a happy, foolish, blushing boy he was,
m his paper cap, with paint on his hands, which
he awkwardly wiped on his workman’s frock, and
yet did not daré offer, hy way of help, lo onc of
thosc light-footcd, discmbarUing girls!

He was not afraid'of Miss Loring. Oh,
Nor of her friend Sarah Ball, ivhom lie had seen
tvith her once or twice in the city. But there was
something about the other two girls which made
him almost think they rcgardcd him as a joke.

A dizzling visién of one of them had appeared to
him before in that oid mili. How wcll he remem-
bcrcd the charming Sy] Bartland, tvho had brought
her brother’s message | The other was her com-
panion of that day, whom he did not sec, and who
was so piqucri at liaving missed seeing him.

no!



If Rush had known how mucli they had talked
of him and his brothers and their cxploits, and how
nervously eager, yet half afraid, Miss Mollie Kent
had been to mcet him, he would have guessed why
they looked so amusingly conscious of hidden fun,
and hc, too, would have wanted to laugh.

Tilly Loring took her eompanions up the path
over the bank, and then what
little screams and kisses and
joyful cxclamations there
were, as Letty mct thcm at
thc door i

They were not gone long.
They could stay but five min-
utes, they said. But Letty
would not let thcm off so.
Shc took them to the seats
in thc willow-trec, after they
left the housc ; and the
charm of the place orof their
own society was such, that
there they remained for at
least half an hour longer,
making a picture to the eyes
and inusic to the ears of thc
boys behind the open Win-
dows of the mili.

The mili was not going,
and if the brothers had stop-
ped hammering tliey might
have heard cvery word that
was said. They were, indeed,
tempted to listen, when the
talk grow lively and loud on
the subject of thc Argonauts
and thc dam.

“Well,  vow !” exclaimed
Lute, “ that sister of the
late c-c-commodore actually
stands up for 'em !”

“ Was it she who said the most of 'em are good
fellows and want only what is right? ” Mart askcd.
“ W ell! that may be so, but they 've an odd way
of showing it.”

Rush would n’tbelicve it was Miss Bartland who
said it. But Lute was sure.

“ The r-r-rest,” he insisted, “ are all on our
side. | 'm confident they are. | g-g-guess Tilly
has talked 'em ovcr.”

At length, the girls left the tree, and Letty took
thcm into thc mili to appeal to hcr brothers on
sorac point in dispute and to show wherc Buzrow
had been caught.

Once in the mili, tlic)’ became intcrested in
other things. Rush was painting a doll's car-
riage; and Syl Bartland, with the prcttiest arch
smile, asked him to explain how the whccls were

made,— merely to make him talk for Mollic Kcnt,
he halfbelieved.

Thcn some of Liite’'s toys attracted attcntion,
one especially which hc was at work on at the
time.

He called it a water-glass. It was likc a big
tunnel, two feet long, cxcept that thc smaller end

THE IJOAT MAS ALSO COMPLETED AND LAUNCHED."

was shaped to fit a paii' of eyes, and in the large
end a disk of plain glass was fitted. On one side
was a handle.

It was not exactly a t-t-toy, he said, and he w-is
not making it to sell. Itwas for use in examining
ubjccts bcneath the surface of thc water.

“ Plunge thc glass below the r-r-ripplcs and ic-
flections,” he explained, “ then shut out the light
from this other end as you look in, and \ou 'll be
ast-t-tonishcd to find how distinctly you can see
objects at thc b-b-bottom, even of a deep pond.”

“It’'s nothing but a toy, after all,” said Syl
Bartland. “ 1did n't know young men carcd for
toys!”

Shc lauglicd. Lute smiled behind his spectacles,
and said, simply, “ P-p-pcrhaps!” not deemmg k
expedicnt to explain further what the “ toy” was foi-



He had lately hung a little bell under his «'Ork-
bcnch, and had connected with ita copper wire ruii-
ning down under the mili floor, and extending thc
whole length of the mud-sill, in such away tha” any
tampering with the foundatiuns of the dam would
instantly give a signal tinkle. The water-glass
was designed for the occasional rapid examination
of this wire, to see that it remained in place.

A toy, indced ! But whether k was to prove use-
ful or not in providing against thc machinations of
the Argonauts, it was descined scon to serve a
more serious purpose, little suspccled now by the
laughing Syl, or even by Lute himself.

The iDrothers, especially Lute and Rush, were
a little ncrvous under the fire oi thc visitors’ bright
eyes. But their diffidence bccame them well; thcy
could hardly have appcared to better advantage in
swallow-tail coats, at a ball, than they did thcrc in
the mili, with their simple, modest manners, and in
their working-day clothes. What a quaiiit, unprc-
tciiding, noble fcOowwas Mart! Where was there
another boy of seventeen so frank, fresh-looking,
and sensible as Rush? And Lute; how earnest,
sympathetic, and intcresting, with his delightfiil
stammer! How proud Letty was of them all!

“ And these,” said Tilly Loinng, when once
more afloat with her three companions, returning
to Dempford with the ebb, “ these are the mean,
obstinate men who take all the water for their fac-
tory and don’t leave any for the boats! Oh, what
a goose I was!”

A“ But you must admit,” Syl liartland replied,
“ that sometimes when it is low water, thevzfosluit
it off so there is very little left, and that the dam
is in thc way !”

"*1lclon’tcare ifitis!” cricd Mollie Kent, merrily,
as with gloved hand she pullecl her oar. “ I hope
they 'il keep it; and I think it will be fun lo come
up some time, justwc girls, and make them puli

up thcir flash-boards for us ! Will you ?”
“ O Mollie! Mollic! you are incorrigible!”
said Syl. Rut she, too, looked as if she thought

it would be fun.

Chapter XXXVI.
“ IN STRICTEST CONFIDENCE."

Having seen thc girls off, Mart wcnt straight
tn his work-bench and pulled a folded bit of paper
out of a crack.

“ What's that ?” cried Rush.
come from ?”

It carne from a pretty pair of fingers,” Mart
answcred, “ ['m going to scc what it is.”

He imfolded thc paper and read these words,
Pcnciicd in a pretty, school-girl hand :

“ Where did it

" In striciesc confidencc,
the Fourth,”

I-ouk .jul for your dam on tiic night of

He showed it to Lute and Rush, who read it
'vith puzzled surpnsc, wondcring whcther it were
meant for a serious waining or a joke.

“ Which pair of p-p.pretty fingers lIcft it?”
Lute asked. “ I think it was that Miss Kent, and
she is a little b-b-bundle of inischief!”

“ No, it wasn't Miss Kent.”

“ It could n't be that demure Sarah Ball !'” ex-
claimed Rush, Mart shook his head. “ Nor
Tilly 27

“ Nor Tilly ! Guess again,”

“There's only one more guess, and that’s

Miss Bartiand dcfends thc Argonauts;
Rush exclaimed, “ then

absurd.
and if she left it, why,”
I'm sure it’s ajoke 1”7

“ She left it,” replied Mart; “ and if you had
seen the look she gave me at the time, you would
be as sure as | ;im that it’s no joke at all.”

“She’'s d-d-deep!” commentcd Lute,
again the words of warning,

“ Anyhow,” said Mart, “ she’s no light feather
ofa girl, to be blown thiswayand that in heropin-
ions by thc people she happens to be with. To
tell thc truth, I thought all the more of her for
standing up a little stiffly for thc Argonauts, when
Letty and Tilly were abusing 'em.”

“ Well, | forgive her!” said Rush, with a
racliant look at the billot. “ W e’ll act as fit
was no joke, anyway! Thcy must n't catch us
napping on the night of thc Fourth.”

“ Nor any night, for that m-m-matter, 1 've
fancied all along they were getting ready for
something sudden and t-t-tremendous,” said Lute.
“1’'ve an idea!”

“ Something new ?” said Mart.

“ R-r-rather new, 1've been c-c-considering it.
There’s that oid pump-logwe got with Dushec’s

reading

rubbish. We can inakc a c-c-cannon of it.”
“ A cannon !” exclaimed Rush. “ How so >
W hat for?”

“ Plugoneend; putiron b-b-baiuls around the
butt. Then load with sand, to swecp thc d-d-dani,
in case of any v-v-vcry sudden attack.”

“ O Lute 1” said Rush, almost dancing with
delight. “ We'll get it all ready, and fire it off
on thc Fourth to try it!”

“ Are n't you afraid you’ll
Argonauts, or frighten their horscs?” said Mart
with drawling seriousness; but tberc w;is a twinklc
in his eye which bodccl danger to marauders.
“ You 're a reckless fellow, Lute! Let’s go and
look at your log.”

It was, indeed, no falso word of warning which
the brothers had received, This time, thc Hule
commodore had taken the matter in charge; he

hurt some ofthe



had consiilted a raining eiigineer, and with his
help had formed a plan which could hardly fail to
succeed.

There was to be no stealthy attempt at carrying
itout. On the contrary, the Argonauts were to come
down the river in a flect of boats on the night of
the Fourth, making a great noise of singing and
cheering and laughter and splashing of oars;
under cover of which, quick and precise prep-
aration was to be made by scientific hands for
blowing up the dam.

“ That'’s the way to do it!” said Web Foote to
the committee on obstructions, flinging back his
hair.

“ That'’s the way to do it!” one of the said com-
mittee rcpeated to his friend Lew Bartland, one
evening, at the late commodore’s
strictest confidence,” as he declared.

Lew was not pleased with the plot, yet felt him-
self in honor bound not to divulge it, But a part
of theconversationhad been accidentallyoverheard

home,— “ in

b>" onc who had fewer scruples.

Sylvia had learned of her brother to respcct the
attitude of the mill-owncrs. And though she
belicved the Argonauts had a right to the river,
she was equally sure that in their manner of

enforcing that right they had put themselves out-
rageousiy in the wrong. She had not wished to
hear the disclosurc of their latest plot; she had
tried to shut her ears against it. But she had been
compelled to listen to Lt, and it had filled her with
indignation.

“ Can’'t they carry on thcir little war against
those boys— fifty against five,” she said to herseli,
(for the club was now so largc)— “ without getting
help from professional men oiitsidc ? 1 'm ashamcd
ofthem!”

Then carne the opportunity to go up the river
with her friends; and sitting with them in the
willow-tree, hcaring Lctty’'s eloquent story of her
brothers’ wrongs, the impulse scized her to scribblc
those words of ivarning on the blank leaf of a
letter; “ in strictest confidence,” quoting the
Argonautic phrasc. She trembled afterward to
think what she had done. But how could she be
sorry ?

This was on the first. By the fourth, arrange-
ments on both sides, for attack and dcfense, were
as complete as they could be made, while the
Tinkhams remained jgnorant of the details of the
plot, and the Argonauts knew nothing of the alarm-
wire and the wooden cannon loaded with'sand.

(To be coHcluHed.)

THK SQUASH CLASS.

By J.

The Mayfair household were in a State of great
commotion. It was the morning of the first Mon-
day in Septcmbcr, and the day when school was
to begin, after the long summer vacation.

The children had been in high glec halfan hour
bcfore. Their tongucs had made a perfect Babel
uf the house siiice their early waking; school-raates
had been talkcd about, school-seats, school-desks,
school-satchels, and school-gamcs; and when the
last shoe had been buttoned, the last bow tied, they
simultaneously uttered the word “ school-books /"
and rushed in a body to the room wherc, late in
June, they had left thcir manuals in neatly ar-
ranged rows. They stopped short in thcir merry
tumble over cach other; for onc instant there
was ominous silence; thcn a variously pitchcd wail
broke forth, for the shclves which should have held
their books confronted them with staring einptiness.

Thecir helplcssness and indignation took expres-
sion according to their peculiar characters. Ncd

(k Hadhington.

Iticked the dooi-panel, and banged with his pudgy
fists till the sound reechoed through the house.
Mabel began to take the starch out of her clean
whitc apron with her tcars. Gcorgie lay prone oii
the fioor in sullen silence, and Mollie rushed about
exclaiming m shrili, angry tones:

“1t's that good-for-nothing Roxic again! 1'H
just shake her, I willl”

Mamma, followed by three-year oid baby Roxic.
carne up in haste to see what dreadful disturbancc
had ariscn among her litlle folk. At sight of the
little toddlcr, the wrath of the eider children
seemed, if possible, to increasc,

“ We can’t go to school now, you naughty liHt'
thing!” shouted Ned; and Mollic’'s threatemiig
“ Tell uswhcrc they are ! Tell us where they are !’
made the generally pettcd baby-sister nm and
hide for protection in the mother’s skirts.

Plainly, Roxie was the offender. But Mamma
sought to adjust mattcrs, and said calmly:



“ Roxie, where are the books? Think carc-

fvilly, and tell us!”

But the little quivering lips only stammered ;

“ |-Foxie has n't me-mcm-ber!" and all knew at
once that the only thing to be done was to scarch
and scarch until the missing books were found.
So, with Mamma Icading, thc children filed out
gloomilyand began to look in ali dircctions. Up-
stairs and down-stairs they went, Papa and auntics
joining in the general hunt as thc case grew more
mysterious. Ail the rooms were gone through;
ail the passagc-ways investigated ;— little Roxie
accompanying and seeming to enjoy it all, as if it
were some game like “ Hunt the thimble." But
would the books be found
in timo for school! It
grew near the time when
the children shouid be
off, and still the scarch
was unsuccessfiil.

Roxie had mislaid books
before; had been talkcd
to, and even mildly pun-
ished for it. Lest you
shouid think shc did it
maliciously, wewill explain
for her,

Aimosteverychild hasa
mania for playing school-
teachcr, after once begin-
ning to attend school;
and Roxie had bccn seized
with this inaniaearly, She
had never yet been in a
school-room, fior did she
know a single letter ofthe
alphabet. All her conceptioii of study, gathercd
from watching lier brothers anti sisters, consisted
in holding a book in her lap, Inwering hcr face ciése
over it, and swaying her little body back and forth
"'ith a buzzing accompanimcnt of lips and voicc that
was vcry comical to witness. Shc had a pcrfect
crazc for books at the time of our story; and when
the children were out at play their methodicaliy
arranged piles of school-books were often i-uth-
lessly mixed and scattered, so that when they were
again wanted thc woful owners went compiaining
to Mamma over Little MischicPs doings, Somc-
limcs thc missing books wcre found lying open on
different chairs, cach of which Roxie had peopled
'vith a schoiar; sometimes distribuled in thc same
way over the steps of thc hall or cellar stairs, until
there were fears that some onc would be danger-
ously hurt by stumbling over thcm.

But whcre could she have been tcacliing last?
Whecre could thc missing books be, this morning?

he more hopeless the scarch bccamc, the more

aniinated thc searchers grew. School hour came

and passed, and the cxcited children exclaimed
that they never would forgivc Roxie for this
crowning piece of mischief

Papa, whoalso was detained from his office, finally
took the httlc eulprit aside, lifted hcr on his knce,
and tried to help her recollect what seemed to have
slipped out of hcr inemory altogethcr. His cffort
was in vain. Little Roxie fcit the importancc of
thc occasion, and hcr position as the central figure,
and, giving her imagination loose rein, n.amcd
most impossible places: "Neu, 'Ork" (a hundrcd
miles away); “At Auntic F.ni's" (a day’s ridc in

the country); and such likc answcrs. Every part
THE SniiASH CLASS.
of the housc and yard had been searchcd. The

family stood waiting upon every chance word that
fell from lhe child's lips, if possibly any one oi
them might give a clcw; for the books had to be
found; the children would have to go to school in
the afternoon. Some one suggcsted thc barn, and
a rush thither ensued. A row of eggs in regular
ordcr showed that Roxie had bccn drilling scholars
there; but a tliorough search .afforded no trace of
the books.

It was getting near the dinner-hour by this time,
and Maimnu, pausing iii thc search to givc ordcrs
to Bi-idget, chanccd to mecntion “ squashcs” as
among thc things lo be prepared for the meal.
But at the sound of thc word, Roxie instantly (lew
toward the garden, exciaiming, “ My skosh! My
bofifnl skosh!™ They hardly knew why they fol-
lowed her, for squashcs h.id no association with
books; but, reaching the plot in the garden,
each and every one of them was convulsed with
laughter.



The search for thc books was over.

The artist auntie begged that Roxie's garden
school should be left undisturbed till the books
were needed for the afternoon; and, hurrying
to the house, she brought camp-stool, drawing
materials, and an umbrella. At thc dinner table
she presented, for the amusement and appre-
ciation of all, a sketch of Roxic’s squash class,
just as she had left it. The children all voted it

[SePTEMDBR,

should be sent at once to ST. NiCHOLAS, and so
here it is.

As for little Roxie, she estecmed hei-self a hero-
ine instead of a baby in disgrace. And she still
dclights to point out in the picture, for Mamma’s
benefit, the “ skosh” that would n’'t study, the
onc that grew sleepy and would n’t stand straight,
thc onc that wonh! whisper, and the good one
that studied so hard.

DORA.

Bv Helen Hayes.

IT was a dull, dark day, and a short one. The
sun went down bchind thc hills early, leaving a
little cottage, ivhere an oid woman sat knitling,
even more dismal and dark than ithad been before.
Il was notmuch better than ahut, with two or three
rooms, and was wretchedly oid and worn out; and
the oid woman who lived in it was giiite as forlorn.
She was a bent, withered, wrinkled dame, too
mean and milserly to keep herself comfortable.
She had money, but it was hidden away in oid
stockings, and they were hidden in out-of-the-way
places, in crevices and crannics, under oid broken
bowls, Ol- between the layers of her rickety bcd.

The houscwas tumbling down forwant of rcpair;
there was not a chair fior a table in it that did not
necd a leg ; the shelf for dishes had not a cup that
was not cracked fior a piate without a nip out of
it. The pitchers all had broken noses, thc pails
had no handles, the tea-pot was without a spoiit,
and the jron kettlcs were rusty and leaky. But
this did not matter, for no onc ever sharcd thc okl
dame's crusts, and cven beggars thought the place
too ill-looking to stop there and ask alms. Ilhe
neighbors, and nonc were verynear, nevcr crossed
her thrcshold; the only live thing in the hiit besiclcs
hcrself was thc cat. liad it not been for the many
mice and an occasional squirrcl, even the cat could
not have lived thcrc, for she was never fccl by the
oid woman, whose own food was of thc plaincst,
coarscst kind. Once a week, she hobblcd into thc
town for a little tea, a bit of mcat, nnd a small
pail of flour. Upon this. very same dark, dismal
day, she had bought her supplies, and had como
home very wcary ; so she put a stick on thc firc,
hung thc kettle over it, and took up an unfinished
stocking to knit till the water should boil.

Blacker and blackcr grew the sky, and thc rising

wind made the okl shutterscreak and thc oid boards
tremble. Dry leaves whirled in thc air, but they
were the only moving things on thc road.

Click, cUck, went the oid dame’s needles, for she
was used to knitting in the dark, and would not
have lighted a candle for the world : such a useless
expense as that; no, indeed !

The cat yawned and stretched hcrself by the
scanty blazc on the heartb, then drew up and sat
in dignified silence. She seemed to be listening.

There certainly was a sound not made by the
wind! It was not unlike the sobbing of a child.
It carne nearer, then stopped, and a little knock
was heard on thc door.

The clame thought she must have been dreain-
ing; no one ever knocked at that door, so she went
on knitting,— clickcty click, clickety click. The cat
opened her cyes wider and gave a little flourish of
her tail.

Knock, knock ! There it was again |l So tlic
dai-ne shufflcd over to the door, and, poking out
her hcad, cricd;

“Who 's there?”

Me, ma’am,” said a tiny voicc.
And what do you want?”

I'm so hungi-y.”

This is no placo to coi-ne for food;
enough for myself.”

“ But I am very tired.”

“So ai-n 1. And with that thc oid woman
bangccl thc door and carne back to thc fire.

The sobbing began again, and the wind nuittcreci
and growlccl in thc chimney and moancd about
the caves. The cat’s eyes grew grecner, and her
tail lashed about. She drew hcrself up even more
than before ; and then, to the dame’s ulter sur-
prise, thc cat said :

“

“

| have nt



“ You have made a great mistake.”

“How so?” rcturncd the dame, dropping the
knitting, and peering over her glasses, as if it was
their fault she liad not heard aright.

“ You have turned away peace and plenty from
your door,” said the cat, very grandly.

“ Pooh, pooh!” said the oid woman.

“ 1 tell you again, you will rué it,” said the cat.

Are you sure ?” asked the dame, impressed b\-
the cat’s dignified and positive manner.

“ Quite sure,” said the cat; “ she would have
brought you GOLD.”

That magic word made tlie dame start.

“Who would have brought me gold?”
asked.

“ The child.”

“ Who is slic ?”

“ No matter,” said the cat.

“ Is it too late to cali her back ?” inquired the
oid woman anxioiisly, and shuffling again toward
the door.

“ Try,” said the cat.

The dame opencd the door, but the night was
too dark to see anything, In spite of her dcafncss,
however, she thought she heard a cry. She groped
her way in its directioii, and there, croucliing imdcr
a corner of the rickety oid fence, was the self-
same child.

“ Come with me,” said the dame;
ar6se and followed her.

\Vhon they had come back to the house, thcj-
found the cat curled up in a heap, and apparently

The dame muttcred angitly about being
But just

she

and the child

asleep.
so foolish as to listen to what a cat said-
thcn slie heard a low “ Take care!”

R could have come only from the cat, for the
child was warming iis poor little hands before the
tiny blaze, and tho Uettlc had begun to sing.

riten the oid woman took out a candle, lighted
it, and siirvcycd the child.

She was a little creature, tiiin, and half-starved
looking, but her eyes were of the soft blue of wild
violcts, and her hair was yellow as sunshinc.

“ What is your flame ?’’ demanded the dame,
peering at the little girl.

‘T heodoni, or ‘Dora’ as Mamma called me.”

“Where is your mother ?"

“In heaven.”

And you : where did
tite you going ?”

*1'm trying to find Mamma."”

Nothing more could the oid woman draw from
rite sobbing little creature. But her oid, withered
heart began to pain her. Some dim, far-off recol-
jection stirred a faint feeling of pity; something
W the child’s words and wistfulness roused the oid
dame to warm the littie fcct and bathe the little

;0ii come from ; wliere

face, and give the child a taste of food and drink,
and place her beneatii the warm bed-dothes.

The dame rose early next day, and made a
fire wlule the child still slcpt; and as she was
Islowing the cmbers, she was sure the cat, who was
stretching herself in the chimney-corner, said :

“ Be kind! Be careful!”

W hen tlie child awoke and liad risen, she fell
upon her knees and prayed; and the oid dame,
listeniiig, felt a tear trickie down the wrinkles and
fall upon her hand. At once she went to the cup-
board and cut a thick slice of bread; and then
she watched the child eat it, with a new sensation
of pleasure, But the little one, having eaten, carne
and kisscd her, and the poor oid woman sat down
and cried; for no human bcing had so much as
spoken a kind word to her in years. Thcn little
Dora seemed ,sn sorry, that the oid woman dricd
her tears and began the household work; but
Dora bcgged so liard to do a share, and was so
active and handy, that the oid dame just sat down
and simply watched her,

Hithcr and thither went the little girl, like a busy
domestic fairy. She swept the room, she polished
the candiestick-, she wiped the tablc, and foided
the cloth; she fed the cat, and the dame said
nevcr a word in objcction; she filled the kettlc
and rcplenished the fire, and then she sat down
and asked for some knitting, It took the dame’s
misty eyes a long time to find extra needlcs and
yarn; but when she saw how fast Dora’s little
fingei-s made the yarn spin out, and how swiftly
and deftly the stockiug grew, she detennined to
go to the villagc, that very day, and get some more
wool to knit with.

fhis was a wonderful thing for the dame to do,
and, more wonderful still, she sought for one of
the Uld stockings in which she had hiel the money,
and, taking out a goodly coin, she put it in her
pocket and clcparted.

Never liad tlie dame knnum tho sun to shine so
brightly, or her oid limbs to feel so light and ague.
She laughed at the squiiTcls that seemed to chatter
at her from the tree tops, and slic tmttcd on, with
a ncw, strange feeling undcrncath her kerchief.
In the viliage, she bought the yarn, and the shop-
woman gazed in surprise at the changc in her face:
ivlieie liad bccn a gloomy frown was now a merry
twinklc.

Then the oid woman
stuff and a ribbon to match;
opcned his eyes when she asked the price of a
pair of fiwls, and paid for them on the spot, real
live roostcr and hen. And she tied them by the
legs, swung them over her arm, and left the viliage.

As she nearcd the hut, she almost feared to enter.
What if Dora had gone ? W hat if some onc had

liought some prettv blue
and a podltercr



come and lured tlie child away? Where, then,
would have been the use of all this expenditure ?

But Dora had not gone. At thc door, with open
arms, and eager face all sunny with smiles, stood
the child, and the cat bcside her.

They entered the house, and then Dora laughed
and danced and clapped her hands to see the oid
dame stare; for the little hut seemed turned into
abowcr. Boughs and branches of green hid thc
once bare walls and thc broken places; ;ibright fire
burncd on the hearth; the table was set wiUi its
homely appointments, but it had also a pitcher
fillcd with purplc asters and bright red leaves;
a nice little loaf of bread was on the table, too;
tho floor had ljecn swept, and thc kcttlc sang a
mcrrv welcome.

“ Where did you get the loaf, child?" asked
tlie okl woman.

“ 1madcit, Granny, all by niyself, and baked
it in the ashes.

“ Oh I can bake, and | can brew, and 1 can fill the kettle tM ,'"

sang Dora, dancing about, and .holding up her
little skirts; then, catching up the cat, she romped
about till the oid dame shook with laughter.

But when the cock and hen were put upon the
fioor, and their legs untied, Dora was wild with
delight. And away she went to look for something
to make a house for their comfort. Soon she re-
turned with an oid box she had seen out-of-doors,
saying:

“ This will do niccly. Now wc will have fresh
eggs every day ! | will keep them in this, till
you get somebody to make a nice chicken-coop,
(Uranny; and somebody, too, must come with a
hammer and nails and mend things up for us;
and we will make a rag carpct, and you shall have
a new bcd. Oh, it will be so nice !'”

But Granny looked grave and shook her head;
when the cat suddeniy drew up and looked very
solemn, and Granny was sure she hcard a low

“ Take carc!”

But Dora did not hear. She only danced up to
the oid woman and kissed her, took off her shawl
and folded it, and, putting some tea to draw, made
“ Granny ” sit still by Che fire and eat a bit of the
little loaf.

Tho chikl’s kiss again had a strange effect upon
tire dame; it brought tears to thc okl cyes, and
made her willing to do just as Dora wished.

Then the blue stuff for Dora’s drcss and the rib-
bon to match were siiown, and there was another
shout of glce and a dance oi delight, and once
jnorc thc cat was huggcd aud oid Granny kissed.

Never had the dame known such a day. Never

had her oid heart been so gladdened. She
seemed to have become a child again, young and
fresh and happy. And when night sent long
shadows upon the hearth, and the child, after say-
ing her fe'v words of prayer, crept into bcd, the
oid dame knclt down, too, and cried:

* Oh, Lord God! forgive me all
wickedness.”

From that day forward, there was a great change
in the oid hut and its owner. Dirt and untidiness
vanished. Dora knittcd so fast that the oid dame
liad to send her twice a week for yarn, and thc
stockings and mitteiis she made were so strong
and so warm, that every one was glad to buy
them. More chickens were bought, and there
were so many eggs that some had to be sold. A
carpenter carne from the village and mended Che
chairs and tables, and put on a new roof. At
evening, a ruddy light glearaed througli bi'ight
window-panes, and in the morning Dora might be
seen, with pailon arm, going to milk a mcck brown
cow which thc dame had bought. Good, thick,
rich cream was now in the cat’s bowl, and she no
more had to hunt squirrels and mice. A bright-
facecl dock ticked over thc fire-place, white cur-
tains draped the snowy bed, and peace and plcnt;
abode in the oid dame’s home.

Dora gresv tall and strong, and more and more
helpful. The dame sat bcside the fire in spotless
cap, and did nothing but knit. Neighbors and
friends carne in and chatted, and were welcome.
No more the hiingry beggar passed by thc door.
for all who saw Dora knew that pity and kindness
were within her heart. Flowers blossomed in thc
door-way, and vines crept up the door-posts.

The cat grew older and older, and purred oui
her happiness; never again had she spoken in
audible words, but peaco and plenty, ay,
gold, had come to the oid dame’s hearth.

A strange clcrgyman, passing one day, asked
for a draught to quench his thirst. Dora brought
him a brimming glass of sweetest railk.

“Whom shall I thank?” he asked,
glanced at her lovely face.

* My namc is Theodora,” she returned.

“ That means ‘The gi/to fGod,"” said the straii-
ger, revercntiy.

Sometimes, the thought of what she would have
lost that drcary night, had she refused shelter to
thc little sobbing child, woukl come to the oid
dame’s mind ; and then she would sliiver and bend
down to pat the purring pussy. W as it, then, con-
Science or the cat that had spoken? Whichevcr it
was, tlie clame never rcgrettccl opening her cotiago
and her heart to little Tiicodoia.
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TOM. UICK, AND HAIIRY,

Bv D.aniel

T he sun thatbrings perpetual summer to balmy
Southern dimes was shining brightly over the
white houses of Pilatka. Amid the shade trees
along the streets, the golden yallahaltmacks (sour
oranges) hung in bright contrast to the dark and
shining foliagc of their loftier companions. Grace-
ful festoons of gray Spanish moss dvapcd the
boughs of the wild'magnolias, whose sweet fra-
grance, mingling with the scent of many flowers
unknoivn to northern latitudes, perfumes the soft
May air; while along the watcr’'s edge the pres-
encc of myriads of mosqulto-like insects suggested

PBBH INTO THE FOREST ON THE BANKS OF THE OCt-AWAIIA.""

one of the charactcristic discomforts which are
mingled with the attractions of Ufe in Florida.

Tho |[|>erfume-ladcn brecze fanned alike the
cheeks of the sallow sotithcrn plantcv, the sun-
tanned tourist, the swarthy negro, and the wan and
feeblc invalid, as they lazily groupcd themselves
in picturcsque loimging altitudes on the dock to
watch three lively, bustling youths, who u'cre en-
gaged in lioisting the anchor and sctting the sail
uf a small flat-bottomcd boat.

IN FLORIDA.
C. Beakh.

I say, fcllows,” presently called out the tallcst
of the boys, “ it’s a shame to Icave such a chance
for a sketch 1 If those peo|>lc were posing cspe-
cially for a picture, they could not form themselves
into a fincr tablean.”

“ Oh, give US a rest on sketching and take the
tiller 1” rcplied one who answered to the fiame of
Dick. “ There, oid fellow, now let ’'s show that
oid ‘corn-cracker’ down yonder that wc Yankec
boys can sail a boat.”

“Ay! Ay! Dick;— Hard-a-lee!” was the
rcsponse. “ Look out, Torn, or that luggage will
be overboard.”

And with a loud answcring cry of “ Hi-yil” to
the fareivcll chcecr from the group on the landing,
our thrcc héroes, Tom, Dick, and Harry, wcnt
skimming merrily over the coitec-colorcd waters of
the .St. John’s River.

“ Ah I"sighed Harry, whilc tugging at the rude
oar that answcred for a rudder.
the “Nomad’ down here now.”

“ Yes,” answcred Tom; — “ but this scow-
shaped craft can make good time with the wind
astern. There,— make the shcct fast with ahitch.
— that's it. Scc how small the pcople on the
dock look now! The ‘Nomad, ” he continued,
“is a beauty, and no onc can deny that she is just
the boat for a cruisc on Long Island Sound. Yei
this open, flat-bottomed boat posscsses advantagcs
not to be ovcrlooked. Sec ! she draws but a few
incites of water, is as tight as a drum, and wliat
better or more convenient lockcrs could a fellow
ivant for his luggage than the two water-tight coni-
partments in the square bow and stcrn? The
mast can be taken down at plcaburc; and, when
supportcd b>' the two crotchcs that | had made at
Pilatka, fli'ins an excellent ridge-polc for a tcm
made of tlic sail. And last, but not least in your
eyes, Harry, this cnmical little boat is more pict-
urcscjue than the triin )-aclit on board of which w
made the trip to the Dcscrt Island * last year.”

“ Truc,” rcplied Harry, thoughtfully. ‘'Thecrc
seems to be a natural fitness even in man’s handi-
work that harmonizes with nature’s surrounclings.

“ Now, Harry, I really must protcst,” Tom was
beginning. witli an air of long-sulTcring cndur-
anee finally worn out, when Harr)’' intcriuptcd
him in his turn.

“ Let me alone, Tom; | ncvcr intenupt you
when you talk natural history. As | was saying.
this craft is a natural accompaniment to the scenc.

“ If we only had

*Sec “ One Dny nn a Deiert Island,"” St. Niclim.As for N'oveniber, isss.



have Imrc.in strong contrast
ur rocky oid Sound !~

! ! . . S P'*-"kres agam ,” protestad ihc naturalist.

“TheTcheisi ! - scntiment of o
But Harrv was - - -

bound

to finish,

and placidly con-

tinued :

“ What a peacefu!,
quiet warmth per-
\'ades evcrything
here ! See how the
white houses of dis- »
tant Pilatka shinc ¢
out from among the
trees! And look at lhe
bold dasli of color on
yonder lawn ”

“ Ye-s,” again inter-
rupted Tom, as lie bus-
ied himself soaking
blotting paper with
chloroform, and fitting
the pieces into wide-
nioiithed glass vials;
“ ye-s,” he repcated, as
he tightly corkcd tlie
last bottle and placed it in a side pockct, “ the scene
has asleepy look, and that lawn reminds me of a big
red patcli jn a green bed-quilt. It excited my curiosity
when ashore, and | found on examination that, instead of grass
tp ground is covered with a mass of red fiowcrs growing ver™

closely together. It was not imtil | leaned over thc fence th.at i

could tell to a certamty what gave such a brilliant hue to the vegctation.

But I say, Harry what ’'s the matter with Dick? Hc sits
hp aknot Oll a log, as solemn as an owl! There, let me
while you rouse him 1~

p ck’s usually jolly face had indeed a solemn and abstracted look
and he did not deign to reply to Tom’s chaff. The fact was. ihut tliis

urelcss sportsman was bcginning to be alittle disappointed.

i lorida had, so far, failcd to come up to his cxpectations

Wherc were the myriads of ducks? Where lhe banks

ined with the martial-looking flocks of the heron tribes? Where
thc much talked of alligators ?

Thcse wci-c the qucstions the young hunter was mentaily
revolving, and which gave his coiiiuenance its present woc-
begone look. Hc replied to his companion’s half-joking inquiry
iy an impaticnt gcsturc, and, pointing to some distnnt ducks he
muttorp something vcry imcomplimcnt.'iry to lhc race of beihgs
whom hc dcnominated “ pot hunters.” * “

“ Why, Harry,” exclaimed hc, “ when we wcrc aboard thc
steamcr | sometimes felt ashamed of mv giin-case,— not that
it IS shabby-lioking,” he addcd quickly, “ fior bccause ‘oid
Jaiqface " (here hc affcctionatclv patted thc dedn brown
barréis of his breech-loadcr) “ ovcr did aught to shamc his

mA term applied tu ihose wlirj shout g.viic oiit

up in lhe bow
havethetiller

,if season.
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passed. ! shall be ashamed tu look gamc in thc
face-

“ Perhaps that unplcasant contingency will not
be forced upon you,” interrupted Harry.

“ Well,” said Dick, quite soberly, “ there is not.
I am siirc, an alligator left in thc St. John’s
large enough to frighten a cat.”

Hardly were the last words out of Dick’s
mouth, when there was a terrible splash
alongside the boat.

“Lookout! there, she jibes! Good-
ness ! what was that? ” said Harry, as
he perclied himself upon the gun-
wale of the laoat and wiped tlie water
from his eyes. “ 1thought
you knew ljetter, Tom, than
to jibe a cranky boat like
this, wheii going before the
wind!”

“ It was all my fault,” ac-
knowledged Tom. “ lattempted
to sail up ciése to that oid log
to see why it looked so pe-
culiar, and when the boat
was so near that I could a
most touchthe log with
hand, the oid snag split:
two, and halfof it carne
near tumbling into
the boat. Strangest
thing I ever saw !”

“Yes,” answered
Harry, dryly, as
he pointed to
some object that
was swimming
off, Icaving a
long wake in the
water; “ itwas a
very lively log!

Andthereitgocs,

with the tip of its

scaly yellow and
black tail and

the end of its
snout above the
water. A log, in-

deed ! It is one

of Dick’s little
'gators, not largc
enough to frighten a
cat! It really is not

SOME OH HARRY'S SKeTCHES.

more than twelve feet long,— the little dear! Oh |

oh!” laughed the artist. “ Tom, the cclcbrated
naturalist, mistakcs an alligator for a log, and
Dick, the nimrod, is too astonished to shoot!”

“ Harry,” retorted Dick, “ howabout that sancl-

hill crane at Jacksonville — or rather, that pair
of ci-anes? | thinlc that is too good a joke to
keep. 1'm going to tell it to Tom. You dcseive
to be laugbcd at; so here goes.”

“ Now, Dick,” remonstrated Harry, halflaugh-

ingiy; “yon
are not going t('
tell that oid stor;
again. are you?”

“Yes, 1 am though,” re-
plied thc sportsman, with a
malicious wink at Tom, who s;u

looking back at him, the picture of cxpcctancy.
No, let me make a donation of mysclf and tell

the story,” plcaded llarvy.

“ Too late, my boy,” laughed Dick. “ As 1 said
before. here goes. Tom, >o0ii remember how the



oid fish-hawk prevcnted Harry from sketching
her nest? Wcll, our bold knight of the pencil has
had another brush.”

“ There !” rctorted Harry, “ you know you oniy
wanted to tell that story in order to gain the dis-
honor of that bad pan.”

“ Whilc we were looking through the shops
of Jacksonville, and waiting for che boat,” con-
tinucd Dick, unheeding tbc interruption, “ Harry
went off to make a sketch. Some tamc sand-
hill crancs, bclonging to tlic curiosity-shop man,
were stalking around town, showing olT bcfore
strangers and picking up dainty morsds here and
there, when they cspied Harry hard at work paint-
ing. Now these birds possess a great amount
of curiosity, and the strange position and actions
of our artist excited in them a desive to scc what
the funny human animal was doing, so thev both
slyly approached him. The foremost bird, the
bcUer ti investigate the matter, thrust his head
quietly under the arm of our industrious, preoc-
cupicd friend. As the latter looked down to
select a proper tint from his palette, imagine his
astonishment to sec a red-topped, long-beakcd
head between him nnd his colors. Jumping to
his feet, Harry administercd a blow with the
painty side of his board, which made a highly
artistic landscapc of the bird’s head and set it
cackling with rage, flapping its wings and caiiing
to its mate. The two cranes darted at the now
ten-ificd artist and chased him through the streets
of Jacksonville, to the great delight of the colored
boys. who shouted with glee té see the Yankee
boy run from a pair of “ rcd-tops.”

“ That’s about all, Dick,” said Harry.
now been duly punished, and will never again daré
to poke fun at so magnanimous and greata hunter.”

Thus a running fire of convcrsation was kept up,
each onc of the boys laughing with a hearty good
will nt the sallics of his comp.inions, even if the
joke happened to be upon himself, until at last
Harry callcd out:

There isthe island, boys! Let me see the notes,
lom. Ah, hcrcitis. ‘RembcrtorDrayton's Island;
N. 'm side, low and swampy; higher lands back i
shcll formation; w'ooded with sweet-gum, live oaks,
smooth-barkcd hickory, nnd magnolias.” Yes, this
must be the place. Let’s putinto that cove, Tom.”

“ All right,” answcred the helmsman. * .Stand
by the down-haul. and be ready to drop sail.”

Ay ! ay !” answcred the other boys, and in a
few momecnts the flat bottom of the boat siid noisily
over tho moist shore, as the liow i-an up on the
beach

Just as the boys were about to jump ashore, Tom
stepped forward cxcitedly and cricd out in great
“ For your life, Dick, dnn't move !'”

“ 1 have

alarm :

Dick naturally stood as motionlcss as a rock,
while Harry stared first at one and then the other
of his companions. The naturalist thrust his hand
into his pocket and produced a wide-mouthed
bottlc, uncorked it, and with a lead-pcncil skill-
fully knocked into it a small object from the slccve
of the hoiTor-stricken Dick.

“ A mule-killei-! Hurrah!” shouted Tom, in
rapture, as he quickly replaced the cork in the
bottle. “ Look at that sting, Dick!— fully one
and one half inches long.”

“ Thanks for the implied complimcnt,” retorced
Dick, upon whose brow tiie beads of coid pcrspira-
tion stood. “ Butiflam a mulé, | had much rather
die at work in my harness than be killed by any
such horrid-looking, scaly brown bug as that!”

“ It is not a bug, Dick,” replied Tom, as he
gazed fondly upon his prize, which tho chioroform
had already either stupefied or killed. “ It is a
kind ofscorpion.”

“ Tom is always the first fellow to find game,”
said Harry, “ and now that he has settled the mule-
killcr, letus pick out our camping ground and cook
sometliing, for I am as hungry as a wolf. It must
be about half-past two.”

“ Yes, lacking three minutes, Ncw York time,”
said Dick.

The three boys sprang ashore, and before long
had discovered a plantation where there was a wcll
of good water, some orangc-trees, and a banana
grove with ripe and unripe fruit.

This, indeed, looked something like the Florida
they had read about. While they iverc examining
some tall, strange-looking paim-trees, which Tom
pi'onounccd to be date palms, a gentleman carne
from the house, and observing the three boys, evi-
dcntly strangers, hospitably invitecl them in to a
dinner of unlimitcd fruit, corn-bread, and pork.

W ith the exception of two plantations (the Cal-
houn orange grove, eighty or more years oid, and
\\'right's place), Rcmbert Island appeared to be
itnoccupied, and was wild and tropical enough to
satisfy even the fastidioiis taste of Dick.

Harry was delighted with the odd forms assumed
by the vegetacién. There were the decorative fan-
shaped leaves of the laiinia, or scnib palmetto,
u’hich covered the waste places tvith aimost im-
penetrable thickcts, and here and thcrc along the
edge Uf the dearings were ihe trunks of a strange
plant, which twisted like a serpcnc on tlic ground,
and then, turning up at the end, prcsented a crown
armed with a formidable array of sharp, spike-
like leaves, from which the plant derives its flame
of Spanish bayonet.

rite thickcts and swamps afforded a safe rctreat
for many wild animals, which thcrc lived almost as
free a life as did their ancestors, when the moc-



casined foot of the painted savage left its print in
the yielding soil, and was the only sign of human
life in the vast southern wilderiiess.

There was a pond upon the island frequented
by a largc number of water-fowi, where Tom, one
morning, secured a pair of beautiful roseate spoon-
bilis, and where Dick was wont to travel, thc re-
poit of his gun, “ Oid Baldface,” always telling of
a new spccimon for the naturalist, or a dinner of
fresh meat for them all.

Harry trampee! or sailed about on voyages of
discovery, until there was not a picturesque covc or
vine-covered tree, within a circuit of ten miles, of
which he did not have one or two sketches in
portfolio.

And Tom, with his pins and fatal botties, played
havoc among the creeping and flying insects;
while his coliection of bird-skins was dcstined to
be the envy of many a stay-at-home book-natural-
ist, as Tom contemptuously termed them.

Late one afternoon, the boys were seated around
a crackling camp fire of blazing pinc knots, feeling
very comfortable with the prospect of a good cup
of tea and a relish of crackers and cheeso before
them, when a strange step was heard, and, looking
up, thc boys saw as odd a boy as they had ever
encountered. He had highcheck-bonesand a cop-
pcr-colored face, and instead of wearing the tradi-
tional ivory-displaying grin of the conventional
negro, his countenance was subdued even to gloom.
He was attired in an okl buckskin coat, two sizes
too large for him, and a pair of superannuated
ovcralls. But his face brightened into a positive
smile at the sight of thcir preparations for supper,
as he uncercmoniously seated himself by the fire.
He looked from one to thc other of the boys for a
moment, and then ejaculatcd:

‘‘lIs’poscyo’s havin’a good time, an’ ef yo’ wants
some fun, oid Unele Enos told me dat dar am one
of dem young cats pesterin’ de chickens. De oid
cat am dun killed a month ago.”

“ Wc 'rc not hunting pussies,” said Dick, in a
superior manner.

“ Dis heah 's no pussy,” retorted the lad, “ he am
a wild'Cat; an’ 1knows whar to fin’ him. Efyo'’s
a mind to hab a hunt I'll show yo’ de way.”

And without waiting for an answer, the young
savage started off, leaving tlic boys undecidcd what
to do.

‘1 move we eat first and hunt aftei-ward,” sug-
gested Tom.

“1'm with you,” assented Harry.

Dick looked firstat his gun and then at the sim-
mering tea, and laconically remarkcd:
orgame? The majovity rules.”

“ Pass around the majority,” laughed Harry, as
Tom commenced pouring out the tea.

lils

“ Tea,—

Thoughts of both cat and boy soon fadcd
from thc minds of thc tired and hungry boys as,
with kcen appetites, they devoured their evening
meal.

The sun was setting when the lioys rctired to
thcir sleeping quarters, which consisted of a bed
of blanket-covered boards in their boat, over which
they had pitched an A-shaped tent, open for ven-
tilation at the ends, which, however,were protected
by mosquito netting.

The boat was anchored out a little from the
latdd, and all was ready for the night, when a voice
rang out through the still air:

“ 1 've got’'im! I ’'ve got’'im.”

mm/\/ hat ’s that? Listen !'” said Tom.

“ | 've got 'im ! ” repeated thc voice, now rocog-
nizcd as belonging to their late visitor,

W ithout more ado, thc three boys jumpcd
the skiff, and in a few moments were ashore,
stumbling over roots, and splashing through
water like mad, lainning pell-mell toward thc spot
where they had heard the voicc.

“ He is on the high land,” cried Dick.
way ! ” and leaping over a fallen tree,
peared in the jungle.

“ Wonder what he 's got ?” qucriccl Harry as,
with perspiring face and toril gannents, lie i-estcd
against a palmetto trcc.

“ The cat, of course,” replicd Tom, as he bound
his handkcrchicf around his wrist svhei'e a sharp
thorn liad laccrated it.

into

“ This
lie disap-

“ Well,” quotli Harry, “ if the wild cat is any-
thing like tliose'that | have seen in cages, thc
boy is welcome to keep it, and | don’i scc wli\ |

hurried so.”

“ Dick must be there by this time,” said Tom.
“ and possibly may need our help.”

There was a sudden crackling of bvanches ; and
Dick rail by, laughing and mutely pointing back.
Tom and Harry ran intlie direction indicated, and
soon discovered the young Indian in a half-knccling
poslure, holding tightly to something under an oid
root.

The something proved to be a short, scrubby
tail, thc owner of which was struggling franticall;
to crawl down the hole; and Harry said it was
only a question of how long the tail would lasl.

Tom was thuiidei-struck. The barc idea of
catching a wild-cat by thc tail made thc well-read
young natui-alist sliiver; but the ignorant Inclian
lad knew more of tlie nature and habits of sucli
creatures than books could teach, and, therefore,
when he saw thc animal dive into tlic hole, ht
knew tliat, if caught by thc tail, it would puli one
way as long as he pulled the other. And as the
hole was too narrow for thc beast to turn, he
was safo from claws and teeth umil hclp arrived..



In ;i httle ivhilc, thc requiied hclp came in the
shape nf Dick, who, ali out of breath, bore in his
hand a pair of canvas ovcr.alls, Thrusting onc
arm through the lower end of one leg of the trou-
sers, he caught the cat’s tail with a rirm grasp.

The negro now let go, and wlilc Tom and Harry
were gone to the camp for some twine, he pulled
the top of the trousers leg over thc hole and held
1t thcre securely. Dick then slowly pulled the fright-
enedbut ferocious animal backward out ofthe hole

intn the trousers leg, not letting go his hold on the
‘ail unti! thc Indian had gathercd thc top of the
trousers together over thc animal’s head, and tied
them securely,

When lom and Hany returncd, thc cat ivas a
pnsoncr; and Dick was scolding nnd laughing, by
turns, at thc poor, enraged brutc’s futiic efforts to
escape from the improviscd bag, whicli danccd and
Uimbled about in a most comical manner.

A few days after this adventure, Harry wont out
for a tramp, and rcturned to camp, his face radiant
with pleasure and sclf-satisfaction.

“ rom,” said he, “ | have caught for you some
black, somc yellow, and some brown lizards Little
beauties, | can tcll you !”

Then he carefully opcneo an nid cigar-box in
which hcusually carricd hispaintsand, as he peeped
msido, his eyes oponed and his wholc face expressed
the iitmost astonishment.

“ What is the matter?” askcd Tom. “ Have
tncy cscapod ?
“ Escaped! No,” said he. “ liut either 1 ,an

bewitchod, or some wood-nymph has playedatrick
upon me; for here is a box full of pea-grcen
lizards!”

senteiuiouslv remarked

Carolina ano/is”

Tom.

‘eWTil’s she? The wood-nymph ?
know hcr?” asked Harry, as he shut the box, with
a snap. “ Wcll, what 1 want to know is, how
Carne what's-hcr-name painted all my specimens
bright-grecn, for I am willing to vouch that nothinf
green touched that box.” "

“ Exccpt yoursclf," laughed Tom,

Do vou

“ You have



been catchingwhatare cnmmonly known as Florida
chamelcons, and they have cbanged color in the
box. If I wcrc to putthem all in alcoholnow, they

A COMICAL CAI'TIVfc.

would again changc color, and
yellow huc.”

From the mysterious dcpths of his pockets Tom
produced a magnifying-glass. Then, thrusting his
hands into the cigar-box, he pulled out onc of the
sqtiirming reptiles, and, holding it between his
thumb and forefinger, handed Harry the glass.
saying:

“ Look and sec how oid Dame Nature has
adapted ihc feet of these little rascals for climbing.”

Harry looked and saw that tbc under side of
each too was a cushion, the surface of which was
pleatcd like an old-fashioned shirt-front,— the
pleats on tbe liinder part having their cdges turnee!
toward the cnd of the too, and the pleats on lhc
forward part having their cdges turned toward the
heel, thus dividing the cushion in the middle just
as the baiul for the studs dlvided the shirt-front.

“ W hat ’s that
for,Tom?” asked
Han-y.

“ Look again
and see,” an-
swcred Tom, in
a lofty, professor-
like manner.

Upon looking
a second time,

Harry discovered

that the edgcs of

the pleats wcrc armed with rows of ncedlc-like
points, and tlic mcchanical principies upon which
the foot acted dawnod upon him.

remain of a dirty

“ 1 see, 1 see!” he exclaimed. “ When the

little rascal runs up a wall, the soft pads upon his

toes fit and fill any little uncven place beneath
ihem, acting like the leathcr suckers we used
to make; while, at the same time, the little
spines pointing downward are brought to bear
upon tho surface of tho wall But,” he contin-
ued, “ should Mr. Bright Eyes run down the
wall, the pads perform their part just as wcll
and are aided hy lhe opposite set of spines and
pleats. Hurrah forTom, the great naturalist!”
he shouted, and in his enthusiasm dropped the
box from under his arm.

The inmutes immediateiy took advantage of
the opportunity to scatter in cvcry dircction ;
seeing which, Harry grabbed atonc and caught
it by the tail. His sudden cry of horror siart-
led Tom from his fit of laughter; but when a
taillcss chameleon darted under a stick at his
fect, and he saw Harry gazing with constev-
nation on a squirming tail nliich he held in his
hand for a moment, and Uieii dropped twisting
and writhing on the ground, he broke out
afrcsh a:id laughed immoderately.

Harry looked up at last, muttering something
about itsbeing hisbeliefthat the box had contained
imps instead of reptiles. He was then about to

start away, when Tom
picked up the still livch
tail, and explained that it
was quite an ordinary oc-
currcnce for this curious
animal to part with it®
caudal appcndagc, when,

by that means, escape
from captivity was pos-
siblc.

“ Wr'ell,” said Hany.
changingthcsiib-
ject, “ what do
you think  of

A STIDY Ol« UH'ikVb

W ith these words, he opencd his skctch-book.
and showed it to his companion.

sparklcd, and he exclaimed joyously:

Tom’s eyes



‘Ha, oid fellow ! Where did you make that sketch ?”
‘“Oh,” replied Harry, in his turn assuming a patronizing
air, “ the negro fisher-buy 1 'copied from thc life,” and

as to those other bipeds, | was creeping up slyly on
nothing, after the manner Chitta,” thc Indian boy,

has taught us,

I was staiking a dccr,

when something across thc water caught my oye.
The sun had not yetriscn, and there was a siight

ITAKBV'S Am-SNTfKE WITH TirK

iuland,” remarkcd “ for, if

CHARES

I am

mist on thc river, through which
| saw a lot of long-lcgged,
red-bodied creatures
wadingand posing

in such a gro-

\ tesque man-

ner that |

'got the

magi-

nary

deer,

and,

produc-
ing my
sketch -
book, mude the

drawing.”
“ Thcy are flamingocs, Harry,"”
saidTom. “ Oh'! if I had only been

with you ! Let us go now.”

“Too late,” said Harry. “ i slipped off
ttic log m trying to assume a more comfort-
ablc position; and althougli thc birds were
quite a long distancc away, up they flew
thcir long legs hnnging out behind, and dis-

appeared in thc distance.”
“ The big storm that passed through
V. Florida just be-
M fore wc arrived
here must have

righlly in-

ormcd, flamingocs are ncvcr seen here. Howci'or, from tlic nat.
iiralncss of thc poses in jauir skctcli, I know tliat thc drawings a cre
m.idc from nature. How happy | should have bccn to sec them !'”

Y oL, X, 53, *A namc lllraiiing '-snake.”



“ Thanks,” remarked Harry to thc naturalist,

more for thc compliment to my sketch than for
the implied doubt of my word. But 1suppose you
scientific fellows must have hard facts, so here is
a sketch of a fish-stork, though | cali the whole
lot river pirares.”

“ Harry ! Harry !'” cried Tom,
be true to nature !”

“ Thcre you go again, Tom,” said thc naturalist,
in an injured tone. “ Now, | tell you I did not
gct up before daylight, and tramp and crawl around
through mud and water all day without any dinner,
merely to draw on my imagination. Ofid Unele
F.nos will bear witness to this.

“ jle was out fishing this morning, and as 1 was
acting thc spy on all natiirc I watched him.
him row ashore and puli
up his boat high and dry.

Thcen he went away for

“ that can not

I saw

5wt Tl

nye

something; but he had n’'t been gone for more
than a few minutes, when along came two big
birds about thc sizo of swans, but with great long
hcads with bags hanging from thc under sidc of
thcm.

“ *Thcre is something for Tom,’ thought I, and
Jis I had no gun, | took out my pencil. Suddenly,
to my surprise, one of the birds madc for the
boat, 'vaddled ashore, and with an awkward fla|3
of its wings tumbled its great body into the skiff.
Unele linos evidently caught sight of tbe bird just
thcn ; for as it was. making a trcmcndoiis effort
to swallow a whole string of fish at once, the oid
man shouted at it. At thc sound of the voice
away went thc bird, fiapping its huge wings on

the water, and with the string of fish dangling
behind.”

“ That was a pclican, Harry,” said Toin. “ You
have seen enough of them before ; so don’t pretend
ignorance, just to add to thc improbable possibili-
ties of your story.”

“ 1 say, boys,” inteiTuptcd Dick at this point.
“ 1 do not likc to proposc it, any more than you;
but do you know our time is up ? | think that we
had better devote to-moi'row to gathering our traps
together and packing. We must hurry,
reach home on time !”

“ That is a /lomc thrnst; but you are right,
Dick,” responded Tom, with a regrctful sigh for
the delights he was called upon to leave.

too, to

Not many days afterward, the boys land-
cd safely in New York, and wcrc looking
after the carcful handiing of their numerous
odd-shaped packagcs and bundlcs, which,
as might be surmiscd from the alligator’s

foot and an odd-looking
bird’'s head which protruded
from one and another, con-
taincd their curiosities, trophies, and specimens,

“ It does not seem possible,and
rcalize the fact, that wc are back in New York,’
remarked Harry. “ This wbirling a fcllow from
the wild, silcnt depths of a Floridian swamp intc'
the midst of the every-day, practical,
world, rather upsets me.”

“ Wcll, good-byc, boys,” said Dick, as they took
Icavc of onc another on thc picr. “ 1 have ordcred
all thc boxes sent to my house, as we agrecd ; and
if you shouid fecl sufficiently civilized by to-mor-
row to resume your ordlnary store clothcs, come
around, and we’ll unpack them together.”

The fricnds then separatcd. And so endcd their
trip to Florida.

I can hardly

bustline
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By Harry M, Kieffer,

THE BEAN SONC

Chapter 1V.

PAINS AND PENAI.TIES.

MONG all civilized nations, the
rules of war sccm to have
been writtcn with an iron
liand. The laws by which
the soldier in the field is
governcc! are, of nccessity,
inexorable; for strict dis-

cipline is the chief ex-

cellcnce of an army,

and a ready obedicncc

the chicfvirtue of a sol-
dier. Nothing can be more admirable in the char-
acter of the true soldier than his prompt and un-
(]iiestioning rcsponse to the trumpet-cali of duty.
The world can never forget, fior ever sufficicntlv
admire, a Lednidas with his three hundred Spar-
tans at Thermopyte, the Roman soldier on guard
at the gates of perishing Pompcii, or the gallant
SIX hundred charging into the “ valley of dcath”.
at lialaklava. Disobedicnce to orders is the great
sin of the soldier, aitd one which is sure to be pun-
ished; for at no other time does Justice wear so
stern and severo a look as when she sits enthroncd
ainidst the camps of armed men.

In diffcrciu scctions of ihc arinv, various expe-
dicnts were resortcd to for the purposc of cérrcct-
ing minor offenscs. What particular shape the
punishinent should assume depended \ery much
upon the inventivo faculty of the Field and Staff, or
orsuch officers of the line as might have charge of
the case.

Before taking the field, a few citizen sneak-
Uiioves wcrc discovered prowling about among
ibc tents. Thosc wcrc promptly drummcd out o'f
camp to the tune of the “ Rogucs’ March,” the
wholc rcgiment shoiiting in derision as the misor-

Copyriglit. 1861, I,y Harry M. KicfTer

(SKE PAGK 840.)

able felluws took to thcir hcels wlien the proccssion
reached the limits of the camp, wherc they' wcrc
told to be gone, and ncver show their faces ih camp
again on pain of a more sevcre hnndling.

If, as very seldom happened, it was an cnlisted
man who was caught stealing, he was often pun-
ished in the following way; A bairel, having one
end knocked out, and in tho other end a hole large
enough to allow the culprit’s head to go through,
was drawn over his shoulders. On the outsidc
of the barrcl, the word THIEF! was printed in
large letters. In this dress, he prcsented the lu-
dictous appearancc of an animated meal barrel;
for yon couid see nothing of him but his head and
legs his hands bcing very significantly confined.
Sometimes he was obliged to stand, or sit, as best
he could, about the guard-house, or near the
Colonel’s quarters, all day long. At other times
he was compelled to march through the company
streets and make the tour of the camp under guard.

Once in the field, however, sncak-thievcs soon
disappeared. Nor was there frequent occasion to
pimish the men for any other offenses. Nearly, if
not quite, all of the punisliments inflicted in the
field wcrc for disobedicnce, in some form or other.
Not that the men were al any time willfully dis-
obeclicnt. It very rarcly happened, even amid the
greatest fatigue after a hard day’s march, or in the
face of the most immincnt danger, that any one
rcfuscd his duty. But after a long and severe
inarch, a man is so complctcly exhausted that he
is likely to bccome irritable, and to manifest a
temper quite foreign to his usual habit. He is thcn
not himself. and may, in such circumstances, do
what at other times he would not think of doing,

If, whilc we wcrc lying in camp, a man refuscd
to do his duty, he was at once taken to the guard-
house, which is the militar)’ iame for “ lock-up.”
Once there, nt the discrction of the officers. he was
either simply confined and put on bread and water,

All rights resvrvett



or else ordcred to carry a log of wood. or a
knapsack filled with stones, “ two hours on and
two off,” day and night, until such time as he was
deemed to have done sufficicnt pcnance. In more
extreme cases, a coiirt-mai-tial was held, and the
penalty of fovfeiture of all pay due, with hard labor
for thirty days, or the like, was inflictcd.

In somc regimciits they had a high woodcn
horse, which the offender was made to mount;
and there he was kept for hours in a seat as con-
spicuous as it was uncomfortable.

One day, down In front of Petersbiirg, a number
of US had been making a friendly cal! on some
acquaintanccs ovcr in another rcgiment. As we
wcre returning home, we camc across what wc
took to be a wcll, and. wisbing a drink, we all
stopped. The well in question, as was usual
therc, was nothing but a barrcl sunk m the
ground; for at somc places thc ground was so full
of springs that, in order to get water, all you had
to do was to sink a box or barrel, and the water

'* W hy,” said the guard, who was standing near
by, and whom we had taken for the customary
guard of thc spring, “ you see, comrades, our
Colonel has his own way of punishin’ the boys.
One thing he wont let 'em do— he wont let 'cni
gct intoxicatecl. If they do, they go into tbhe
gopher hole. Jim, thcre, is in thc gophor hole
now. That hole has a 5|5iing at the bottom, and
the water comes in pretty fast; and if Jim wants
to keep dry. he 's got to keep dippin’ all lhe time,
or else stand in the water up to his waist— and
Jim is n't so raighty fond o’ water, neither.”

Chapter V.

FVN AND FROLKJ.

IN what way to account for it I know not, but so
it is, that soldiers always have been, and 1 suppose
always will be, merry-hcartcd fellows and full of
good spirits. One would naturally think that,

DRI'MMIKO SNEAK-THIEVES mJ (l CAMV.

would soon collect of its own accord. Stoopmg
down and looking into the barrel in question,
Andy discovered a man standing in thc well, en-
gaged in bailing out the water.

“W hat's hc doing down there in that hale?”
asked somc onc of our company.

“ Hc says hc’s in the gopher hole,” replied
And\', who had already exchangcd a few words
with the man.

“ Gopher hole! What's a gopher bolo?”

having cvery day so much to do with hardship and
clangor, they would be sober and serious enough.
But such was by no means lhe case with our bo\s
in blue. In cam]), on tbe march, ay, even in the
solemn hour of battle, they wcrc always inerry.
However severo thc hardship or nigh thc dangei,
thcre was cver and anén a laugh passing down thc
line, or somc sport going on in or about thc tents.
Seldom w.is thcre wanting some onc notcdforhis
powers of story-tdling to beguile thc we.ary hours



about the camp-fire at the lowcr end of the com-
pany strcet, or out among the pincs on picket
i'ew compames could be found without some
native-born wag or wit, whose comical songs or
quaint remarks kept thc boys in good luimor, while,

We always believed that Harter liad somehow
smuggled a cartridge into that becf of ours while
our backs were turned.

Afa- ir/n. mousand favoritc kind of sport, cs-

pecially when we had bccn

THB GOPHBI? HOLE

at the same time, all were given to playing prac-
tical jokes of one kind or other for the general
cnlivenment of the camp.

We were lying down along the Rappahannock
some time in the fall of 1863, when Andv said one
day; “ Look here, Haj-ry; let 's have some roast
bcefonce. 1'm tired of this everlasting frving and
frizzhng, and my mouth waters for a good roast
And 1've justlearned how to do it, too; for | saw
a fellow over there in another camp at it, and | tell
>011 it was a success! You see, you take your
chunk ofbecfand wrap it up in a cloth or newspa-
per, and theu you get some day and cover it thick
di over with thc clay, until it looks like a big
forty-pound cannon-ball; and then you put jt in
among the red-hot coais, and it bakes hai-d like a
brick; and when it’s done, you simply crack the
shell off, aud out comes your roast. just prime !”

W e at once setto work, and all went well enough
till Corporal Harter carne along, While Andy was
off for more day, and | was looking after more
paper, Harter fiimbicd around our becf, saying he
did n’t ijeiieve wc could roast it that wa)-.

Just you wait, now,” said Andy, coming in
with the day ; “ wc 'll show you.”

So we covered our bcef thickly with tough day,
and rolled the great ball into the camp-tiic, bury-
iog it among thc hot ashcs and coals, and sat down
to watdi it, whilc thc rest of the boys were boiling
Jcii- ciffce and frying their stcaks for dinner. The
nrc was a gond one, and there were about a dozen
1Jack tin cups dangling on as many long sticks,
their several owners lounging about in a circle,
"'hen, all of a sudden, with a terrific bang! amid
a shower of sparks and ashcs, the coffee-boilcrs
"ci-e scattercd to riglu and left, and a dozen quarts
of coffce sent hissinganri sizzling into the tire— and
<Hr poor roast bcefwas a sorry laoking mess in-
deed when wc pickeci it out ofthe general wreck.

lying in camp for some time in summer, or were
estabhshed in ivinter quarters, ivas wliat ivas known
as raiding the sutlcr.”

We heard a great deal in those davs about
“ raids” ; and it was only natural, therefore, for us
when groiving iveary of the dull monotony of camp

to look about for some one to ~raid ” Very
often thc sutler ivas the choscn victim. 'lie was
selecced, not because he ivas a civilian and wore citi-
zens’' clothcs, but chiefly because of what seemed
to the boys the questionable charactcr of his piir-
suit— making money out of tlie soldiers. “ Here
we are,"” they would reason; “ here wc have left
home and taken our lives iii our hands— ‘in for
three years or sooner shot.” W c get thirtecn dollars
a month and livc on hard-tacit, and over there is
thc sijei-, at whose shop a man may spend a whole
month’'s pay and hardly get enough to make a
single good mcal, It’s a mean business.”

The sutier never enjoyed much res|)ect;
could he, when he flourished and fattened on our
hungry stomaciis? Of course, if a man spcnt tlie
w hjc of his month’s wages for ginger-cakes and
sardines it ivas his own fault; but it ivas hardly in
human nature to live on pork, bean soup, and
haid-tack, and not feel the moutli water at ihe
sigdit of thc sutlcr’'s coimter, with its array of lux-
uries, poor and common though thcy were. Be-
sides, the sutler usually charged most exorbitam
pnces— two ginger-cakes for five cents, four apples
for a quartcr, eighty cents for a small can of con-
dcnsed miik, and nincty for a pound of butter.
Perhaps his cliargcs were none too liigli, nhcn his
risks were duly coiisjdci-ed; for he ivas usually
obhged to transport his goods a great distance
fiver almo.st impassable roads, and ivas often hablé
to capture bi-tlie encmy’s foraging partios, beside
bcing cxposcd to other fortunes of war whcreby
in an hour. But soldiers in

how

he might lose ali



search of sport were not much disposed to take a
iust and fair view of all these circumstances. W hat
they saw was only this-that they wanted some-
body to raid, and who could be a fitter subject
that the sutlcr ? . i .

The sutler’'s establishmeni was a large wall tent,
whiclt was iisually pitchcd on the side of the camp

furthest away from the Coloncl’s quarters.
thercfore,

position.

It was,
in a somewhat exposcd and tempting
W liencver it was thought wcll to raid
him, the raen of Itis own regiment ivould make to
the men of some ncighboring regiment a prop-
osition in some such terms as this : .u i
“ You fellows come over here some mght and
raid our siitlcv, and wc 'I! come over to your camp
some night and raid yours. W ill you do it?”
This cuutteous offer of fricndiy ofhccs ivas
usually agvcced to ; and great was tlic sport which

often resulted. For, when all was duly arrangcd

and made ready, on a dark night when the sutlcr
was sieeping soundly in his tent, a skirmtsh linc
from the ncighboring regiment u'ould cauliously
pick its way down tho hill and through the brush,
and silentlv surround the tent. One party, crecp-
ine ciése in bv the ivall of the tent, ivoitld looscn
the ropes aiurrcmove them from the stakes on one
side, whilc another party on the other sidc, at a giv-
en signal, would puli the wholc concern down over
the sutler’s head. And thcn would arisc yells and
cheors for a few momecnts, followed by imraediate si-
Icnce asthe raiding party would stcal quictly aivay.

Did they steal his goods? Very seldom. ZI-or
soldicrs were not thicves, and plunder was not the
object, but only fun. Why did not the officers
punish the men for doing this? Well, sometimcs
they did. But sometimes the officers belicved the
sutlcr to be cxorbitant in his charges and oppres-
sivB to the incn, and cared little how soon he was
cleared out and sent a-packing; and therefore
they enjoved the sport quite as wcll as the men,
and oftcn imitatcd Nclson’s example when he put
his blind eyo to the tclescope and declared he did
not see the signal to ccasc firing. They winkcd at
the frolic, and carne on the scene usually m ampie
time to condule with the sutlcr, but quite too late
to do him any Service.

The sutlcr’'s icnt was often a favorite loungmg
place with the officers. Onc evening early, a party
of about a dozen officers were seated on boxes and
barréis in the sutler’s cstablishmciu. All of them
wanted cigars, but no one liked to cali for them,
for cigars wcrc so dear tliat no one carcd about
footing the bill for the whole party, and yet could
not vcnture to Isc so impolitc as to cali for one fov
himself alone. As they sat thcrc, with the flaps
of the tent thrown back, they could sccquite across
the camp to the Colonel’s quarters beyond.

‘eNow, boys,” said Captain K- I see the
chaplain coming down Company C Street, and
think he is coming here; and if ~omcs here
wc’ll have some fun out of him. We all want
cigars,and we miglu as well confess what is an open
secret— that none of us dares to cali for ~
for himself alone fior fecls like footing the bill foi
the whole party. Wfoll, let the sutlcr set out a
fe'w boxes of cigars on the counter. so as to have
them handy, and you just follow my ead, and | 11
see whether wc caii't somehow or other make the
chaplain yonder ]Day for the rcckoning.

The chaplain, it should be said, made some
pretension to literaturc, an/l considcred himself
quite an autliority in the camp on all questions
pertainiiig to orthography, etymology, syniax, and
prosody, and prcsumed to be an
matters under cliscussion m the rcalm of Icttcis.
So when he carne into the sutler’s tent, Captain
K exclaimed: “ Cood evening, Chaplain.
You ’'rc just the very man wc want to see. W e \e
bcen having a little discussion here, and as we saw
you coming, we thought wc'd subimt the question
to you for decisién.” ,

“ Well, gentlemcn,” said the chaplain, wiih a
smile “ 1 shall be only too happy to renderyou
what’assistance | can. May 1inquire what is the
matter in dispute?”

“ It is but a little thing,” rcplied the captain.
“ You would, | suppose, cali it more a ma/ier oj
inste than anything else. It conccrns a question
of emphasis, or rather, perhaps, of inflection, and
It is this: woukl you say, ‘Gentlemcn. will you
have a cig-ar?’ or ‘Gcentlemen, will you have a

‘~'APusiiing his hat forward, as he thoughtfullj
scratched his head, the chaplain, after a pause,
responded: “ Wcll. there does n’t secm io be much
difference between the two. But 1| bDbclicve i
should say, ‘Gentlemcn, will you have a cig-ar.

"“Certainlyexclaimed they all, in full ant.
hearty chorus, as they rushed up to the counter in
a body, and each took a handful of cigars with .i
“Thank you, Chaplain!” leaving their literari
umpirc to pay the bill-which, for the crcdit.oi
liis cloth, I am told he did.

CHAFfKR VI.
CHIF.FLY CULINARY.

IT is a sclf-evident truth that, if you want men
to fight well. you must fcccl them well

Of provisions. Unele Sam usually g..ve us a suT-
ciency; but the table to which he invited his bois
was furnished wiili no delicacics and bul Idd'-
variety. On first entering the sci-vicc, the diamn..



of rations was quite an lindei-taking, for there wcre
nearly a hundrcd of us in the company, and it
takes quite a weight of bread and pork to feed a
hundrcd hungry stomachs. But after wc had been
in the field a year or two, the cali of “ Fall in for

DIXNEU OK [IIAIID-TACH,

your bard-tack!” was leisurely responded to by
only about a dozen men— lean, sinewy, hungry-
looking fellows, cach with his haversack in hand.
1 can sec them yet, as they sat around a gum
biankot spread on the ground, on which were
a small heap of sugar, another of coffee, and
another of rice, may be, which thc corporal was
dealing out by successive spoonfiils, as thc bovs
held open their black bags lo rcccive their portiofi,
"hile near by lay a piece of salt pork or becf, or
possibly a dozen potatocs.

Much depended, of course, on thc cooking of
the provisions furnishcd us. At first we tried a
company cuuk; but wc soon Icarned that the say-
ing of Miles Standish— “ Ifyou want a thing to be
well done, you must do it yoursclf; you inust not
leave it to others”— applied to cooking quite as wcll
as to courting. W e therefore soon dispcnsed with
our cook, and though, when we took thc field,
scarcely any of us knew how to cook so much as a
cup of coffee, a kcen appetite, aided ljy that nccessity
which is ever the mother of invention, soon taught
UShow bcan soup shouid be madc and hard-tack
prepared.

As 1 «Tite, thcre lies before me on m\ tablc an
ilinoccnt looking cracker, which 1 have faithfully

preserved for years, It is about the sizc and has

tWPEK,

thc appcarance of an ordinary soda biscuit. 1fyou
takc it in your hand, you will find it somewhat
hcavicr than an ordinary biscuit, and if you bite
it— but, no; Jwill not let you bitc it, for I wish to
see how long I can keep it, But ifyou were to re-
duce it to a
fine powdor,
you would
find that it
would absorb
a greater
quantity of
waterthan an
equal weight
of ordinan-

flour. Yon
would also
observe that
it is very
hard. This
you may,
perhal)s,

think is to
be attributed
to its great
age. But if
yon imagine
that its age
is to be mcas-
ured only by
thc years tvhich have elapsed since thc war, you
are greatly mistakcn; for there was a common
bclicfamong the boys that our hard-tack had been
bakcd long boforc the commencementof thc Chris-
tian era! This opinién was based upon thc fact
that the letters B.c. were stamped on manv, if not,
indecd, ali of the cracker boxes. Tn be sure, thcre
wcre some skcptics who shook their heads, and
inainiained that thcse mysterious letters were the

AND HICE

spector of supplics, but the liclicf was wide-spread
and deep-seatcd that they were certainly intended
to set forth thc era jn ivhich our bread had bccn
baked.

For our hard-tack wcre vcry har<i, It wus dif-
ficult to break them with the teeth. Sorac of thcm
you could not fracture with your fist. Still, there

was an immecnsc .amounc of nouiishment in them __
when once you h.id Icarned how to gct at it. It
rcquired some experience and no little hunger to
enablc onc to appreciatc hard-tack aright, and it
dcmaiidcd no small amount of invcntive power to
understand bou to cook hard-tack as they ought
tn be cookcd. Ifl rcmcmljer corrcctly, in our sec-
tion nfthe army we had not less than fifteen differ-
ent ways of prcparing them. In other parts, |
understand, they had discovered one or two more



ways; but with us, fifteen was thc liniit of the
culinary art when hard-tack was 011 thc board.

On thc march tliey wcrc usually not cooked at
all, but eatcn in the raw state. In order, howevei',
to make them somewhat move palatable, you simply
cut down a slice nf nice fat povk, laid the pork Oll
your cracker, put a spoonful of brown sugar on top

of the pork, and you had a dish fit for a
dicr.

sol-
Of course, tlie pork had justcome out of the

pickle, and was consequently quite raw. When we
haltcd for coffee, we sometimes had fncassced
hard-tack — prepared by toasting them before the
hot coals, thus making them soft and spongy. If
there «-as time for frying, we either dropped them
into thc fat in the dry State, and did them brown
to a turn, or soaked them in coid water and then
fried them, or pounded them into a powdcr, mixed
this ivith lioilcd rice nr wheat flour, and made
griddle-cakes and honey. (The honey, however,
was usually dispensed with till “ this cruel war”
was over. Brown sugar was good enough for a
soldier.) When, as was generally thc case on a
march, our hard-tack had been broken into small
picces in our haversacks, we soaked these in water
and fried them in ‘pork fat, stirring well, and sca-
soning with sak and sutler’s pepper, thus makmg
what was commonly known as a “ hishy-hashy,
or a “ hot-fircd stew.”

But, to my mind, the great triumph of the culi-
rary art in camp was a hard-tack pudding. 1 his
was made by placing the biscuit in a stout canvas
bag and pounding bag and contcnts with a club on
a log, until the biscuit were reduced to a powder.
Then you added a little wheat flour (the more thc
better), and made a stiff clovigh, which was rolled
outon acrackcr-box like pie-crust. Then you cov-
ered this all over with stewcd dried apples, dropping
in here and thcrc a raisin or two, just for “ auld
lang syne’s” sake. The whole was then rolled
together, wrappcd in a cloth, boiled for an hour or
so, and eaten with wine sauce. Usually the wme
was omittcd and hiinger inserted in its stead.

Thus you see what vast aud uiisuspectcd possi-

bililics reside in this innocent looking three-and-a-
half inch square hard-tack lying here on my table
before me. Three likc tliis specimen made a meal,
and nine were a ration; and this is «hat fought the
battles for the Union.

'fhe army hard-tack had only one rival, and that
was the arm)' bean. A small, « hite, roundish, soup
bean it was, such as you have no doubt often seen.
It was not 50 plastican cdible as the hard-tack, in-
deed, for susceptible nfso widc a rango ofuse ; but
the one great dish which might be made of it was so
cxcellent that it threw hishy-hashy and hard-tack
pudding quite into the shade. This was “ bakcd
bcans.” Of course, bean soup was very good, as it
was also very common— but, oh, “ baked beans!

I had hcard of the dish before, but had never
cven remotely imagincd what toothsomc enjoyment
lurkcd in the recesses of a camp-kettle of bcans
baked after the orthodox backwoods fashicm until,
one day, Bill Strickland, whd hailed from thc lum-
bcr rcgions, where the disli was no doubt firet in-
ventcd, invited me to a breakfast of baked bcans
prepared by himself. Now, if my good readcr has
ever eaten baked bcans, 1 need not prove to him

that they are good; and if he has not, then
not prove it.

I can
The only troublc with a camp-kettle
of this delicious food was, that it ivas gone so soon.
How did it go so soon? It was something like
Father Tom’s quart of ale,— “ an irrational quan-
tity, indaclc; for it was too much for one and too
little for two !”

Still, too much of a good thing is too much;
and oiie might get too much of bcans (except in
the State above described), as you will find if yon
ask somc friend or acquaintance who was in the
war to sing you the song nf “ The Army Bean,
And remember, picase, to ask him to smg thc re-
frain to the tune called “ Days nf Absence,” and

lo puli up sharp on the last word ;
" 12¢fiD® for breakfasif

lienns for clinncr,

Bean» fnr supper—

Beansl"

(To be coZiU>it<eu.)

PERSEVERANCE.

By Sarah

Dear Polly, these are joyful days!
Vour fect can choose their own sweet ways;
You have no care of anything.
Free as a swallow on the wing,
You hunt the hay-ficld over
To find a four-leaved clover.

Ornh Jewett.

But this 1 tell you, Polly dear,
One thing in life you need not fcar;
Bad luck, | 'm certain, nevcr haunls
A child who works for what she wants,
And liunts a hay-field over
To lind a four-lcaved clover!



I Uc jittle icaf is not so wise . i
Your paticncc may have long to wait,

As it may seem in foolish eyes; . R .
Y y W hether in little things or great,
But thcn, dear Polly, don’t you scc, .
i o . But all good luck, you soon will Icarn,
Since you were willing ciircfully
To hunt the hav-ficld over *Must come to those who nobly earn.
u -Ti Ver, . . .
y Who himts tbc hay-field Gver

You found your four-leaved clover! . .
u u you u v v Wi ill find the four-lcaved clovcr.



SWEPT AWAY.*

By

Chapter XVUI.

A STRANGE ENCOUNTF-R.

THE exciamation of Jack Lawrence was causee
by the sight of water dircctly ahead. They had
been walking away from thc camp, at nglu angles
to the course of the river, and he naturally sup-
posed, as did all the others, that they were upon
the main-land, Advancing through thc wood, they
presently found, however, that they wcre still sep-
aratcd from thc main-land by an arm of thc over-
flow fully a Italf-mile wide. This, they presumed,
markcd the limit of thc flood in that duection.

The lonv stretch of forest and open meadow
upon which they liad landed ivas, after all, only a
large island. , —

After gazing awhile at thc turbulcnt nver that
effectually barred their further progress, Jack plinl-
osophically remarked:

“ 1 am sure you two fecl likc eating somc ten-
der roast meat, and | gucss Mr. W heeler has some
ready for USby this lime.”

And so saying, hc turned about and started
toward camp, pursuing, however, a differeiU
course from that followed when Icavuig it.

But this ramble through the woods was destmed
to afford them more surpriscs than they suspected.
They had prob.ibly passed half thc intervemng dis-
tance, when bright-eyed Dollie called out:

e “ Oh, isn’'t that funny? Therc’s a housc.

Such was the fact. Partly concealed by trees,
they all now saw a log cabin, of the cluss common
to the poorcr districts of the South-west. It was
small, containing only two rooms, and tliere was
no evidence of the adjoining ground havmg Dcen
cultivated.

The party had come upon the cabin from the
front, on which side wcre a closed door and a small
window, without any panes.

This wmdow was
open and without curtain;

but though they all
looked in, they could discover no traeos of present
occupancy.
I guess thc owners must have gone away,
said Dollie, “ or they would show thomselves.”
“ You are mistakcn, Dollie; some one must
live thcre,” replied Jack, who, happening to glancc
upward at that moment, had observ-cd .i tliin col-
umn of smoke rising from the wooden chimncy.
His first impulse was to proceed toward tlie boat,
without pausing to inquire into thc condition of

”»

Edward

S. Ertis.

any one who might be within; but his conscience
told him that «ould not be right. Somcliow or
other, since Jack’s rescue of Mr. Wheeler and his
family, he began to feel as though he were a young
Crusadcr. He had a mission which, if not so
vrand as that which lcd the mailcd Kkiiights of
king Richard and uodfrey of Bouillon into Pal-
estino, was equally noble. Por hundreds of miles
aloncr thc overflowing Mississippi thcre wcrc mul-
titudes pcrishing from starvation and exposure;
and, since some slight means had been placed at
his comraand, he felt that he was m duty bound
to do what he could to relieve lhe sufienngs of
an\' who miglit be move iinfoi-tunate than hmiself.

“ JACK THEN KNOCKED ON TIlIK DOOK."

“ Stay heve wherc you are,”

he said, addrcss-
nig thc little girls, “ «hile 1

go forward and sec
whethcr any onc nccds our help.”

Jack thcn knocked smartly on the door, tlioug
thc latch-string was hanging out.

Receiving n>
answer,

he repcated the summons, wlion, mstcau

' Copyright, 1883, by Kdw:mi S. IJlI-..



of being bielden to enter, he heard somc one shuf-
fling across the floor to the door, which was opened
the next minute, and the occupant nf the cabin
stood before the startled boy.

He was a man who ivas rcally younger than
Mr. Wheeler, but he stooped over, as ho walked,
likc a man of fourscore. His face ivas ivan and

haggard, and his largc black eyes shone witli
fevei'ish luster. His grizzled beard was short and
scraggy, and his long black hair was unkempt.

He held to thc door for support, and stared won-
deringly at the lad before him as he asked, in a
weak voicc :

“ Where clid you come from ?”

“ 1 carne down the river in aboat,” replied Jack,
“ and thought may be | could help you. Are vou
in?”

“ Yes, ill for the want of food,” said thc man.

“ 1 have been clesertccl and betraycd, and have
given up hope. Why do you come to disturb
me ?”

“ 1 have just told you,” said Jack, who feared
that the man ivas out of his mind, probably on
account of his sufferings.

“ Did you fire that gun | heard a few minutes
ago? ” ciucstionccl the stranger.

“ Yes, sir,” replied Jack.

“ 1 thought it was a drcam of mine,” continued
the man. “ | was dozing by thc fire, and when |
hcard that, | got up and looked out ofthe window.
But as | did n'tsee any onc, | concluded that I liad
been mistaken.”

“Ylu were not,” said Jack ; “ itivas I, and 1am
glad to say | can give jou the food ivhich >'ou
secm sorcly to need.”

The poor fellow stared at Jack liko a ivild man,
merd began breathing faster and harder, as though
laboring under great and increasing excitement.

Jack began to feel imcasy, and rccoiled a stop
or two, still kccping his eyes tixcd on thc strange
individual.

.Suddeniy, the latter gave utteranco to a half
shriek or shout, and, springing through the door,
he scized the arms of the boy with a grip that
made him wince with pain.

Jack was now sure thc man was crazy, and ivas
grcatly frightened. Both Dollie and Jennie began

and the former exclaimed;

‘ Picase don’t hurt Jack, for he is a good boy,
and ivill briiig you something to cat.”

lhe stranger paid no attention to her remon-
sirance, but continued staring savagcly at thc boy,

though about to rend him likc a wild beast.
lhen he stooped down, so as to bring his face ciése
to Jnck’s, and asked in n low, intense voice:

Did | understand you to say you could giie
me something to cat?”

The man’s strange conduce was enough to ter-
rify any onc, but Jack strove to conceai his trepi-
dation. He had heard his father say that ono
should never shoiv feav in the presence of an insano
person, and that thc only way to concluer such
people is by thc forcé of a stronger wiil. There.

Sav could civz me somethini; to eat?'”

foro, though hardi)’ aljle to refrain from crying out
with thc pain caused by thc vise-like grip on his
arm, he replicd in a bold, stcrn voice :

“ Ofcourse, | can give you food; butyou sha'n’t
have itif you don’t behave yourself”

The man did not loosen his clutch, fior did he
romovc his glaving eyes from liie face of thc boy.
I he latter felt th.it he could not stand thc torture
any longer, and by a violecnt jerk he w'renched
himself free. Then, springing b.ick several steps,
he called out in a s.avagc voicc:

“ Don’'t you put your hands on me again or
you ’'ll get hurt!”

These thrcatcning words were accompanied ljy
1 bravado of manner that would have deceived no
one but a lunatic; but when Jack, himself com-'
prehcnding this fact, ran for his gun which he had
left leaning against a trce, and, raising it, held it so
that he could use it thc instant it should be needed,
the starving stranger seemed suddeniy to feel that
he was standing before his inastcr,

His whole dcmeanor changed. Trembling from
lioad to foot, he loukcd so pitifullyat thc boy, that
Jack’s feeling of rescntment and fcar vanished on
the instant.

“ Don’'t shoot! don't shoot!” begged the man ;
“ 1did n't intend to hurt you— | only wanted to
look at yon. You i'emind me of a little boy that 1
once h.id— but he is gone now. Such a long time
ago. | thought you were my Frank ; but no, it
can not be. Did you say you would give me some-
thing to eat?”

“ Yes,” replied Jack, heartily, no longer fearing
any vioicncc. “ | will give you as gond a meal as
you ever ate in all your life. So come out ofyour
house and go with me.”



At this instant, the man noticcd the two girls for
the first tine and fixcd his eyes upon them.

“ Why, 1 have seen thcm before,” hc said to
himself, and immediately began walking slowly
toward thcm. Upon this, Dollie and Jcnn.c
screamccl and started on a run for the shore.
In their baste they fell several times, which only
added to their fright.

Jack saw that he mustinterfcre, and so he called
out in a commanding voice:

“ Stop! Never mind about those girls.
along with me, and
get a good supper.”

The man checked himselfabruptly, gazcd at the
boy, and then said meekly:

“ 1 beg pardon. 1 did n't know what | was
doing. Yes, I will gowith you; show me thc way.”

“ Walk straight ahead, not too fast, and 1 will
tcll you when to turn,” replied Jack.

W alk
1'll take you «licre you can

ON THE WAY

The stranger did as directcd, and thc ontire

|)arty thcn proceeded on their way toward the boat.
All the way to camp, Jack could not hclp recall-
ing the words of the man, when hc declared he was

ill'fiom starvation, and that be had been desertcd

and betraycd.

Chypteu XIX.

LAANOTHER RESCUE.

W hen Jack and hisparty reached the cam|i, they

found that the interesting process of voasting the

pig was justcoinpletcd. Mr. W heeler,
Jack had put him

as soon as
in possession of thc facts con-
the finding of the
intcntly for

nccted with
thc

stranger, stuclied

man a few moments, and thcn

remarked :

“ 1 belicve there is nothing the matter witli him
but hunger,— cravmg, gnawing hungcr,— unless it
may be he has been fvightcned by something. Bul
it wont do for him to gormandize on roast pig,
which can not be callcd the most digestible of
food. Give him somc bread fii-st, and then 1 will
take him in hand.”

Mr. Wheelcr’'s prudcnt suggestioii was carried
out. The stranger, in the presence of the com-
pany, was thc picture of mcekness. Hc did what
hc was told tn do, and showed a childish fear of
displeasing his iiew-foiincl fricnds. Although he
was evidently ravciiously hungry, yet he stopped
eating «hen told to do so, and appeared at all
times to be anxiously awaiting ordcrs.

The meal finisbed, it was decided to keep on
down the river until dark, when, if they chose,
they could land and encamp for thc night. Several
hours of daylight yet remained; and, although it

TO THE ROAT

was a question whethcr anything «-ould be gained
liy leaving thc island, it scemcd ccrtain nothing
could be lost.

Their patient, if such hc might be callcd, was
eager to accompany thcm, a.icl, though they felt
a fittk shy of him, they knew it was their duty to
carc for him. So ho was placed in the stern, thc
others entercd, and they shoved off. They «-ere
scarcely clear of tlic shore when the stranger was
found to be in a sound slumber.

“ It is thc best thing for him,” said Mr. Wheeler.
much pleased. If nothing else is the matter «ith
him, complete rest and frceclom from anxiot)- will
soon restore him.”

Tlrcrc was hopo on thc part of all that tliei
would be ablc to hail somc steamev before niglite
and so, while Jack, Crab, and Mr. Wheeler took



turns in using the paddie, the others scanned the
waters for the hoped-for sight. Soon afterward
they saw two steamers laboriously u'orking their
way up the river, but they were so far lo the
eastward that it was iinpossible to attract their
notice. The scow was paddled further out into
the river, and when, just as night was closing in,
a third ivas discovered steaming soutinvard at full

own history. He wasa gentleman of means, whose
home was in Little Rock, the capital of the State.
He had started on hoiscback to visit some lands
which he intended buying. He had dressed him-
self plainly, as he feared he might be brought into
contact with dangerous characters, and was in
this section ivhcn he found himself caught b)- the
flood. Like ~» nearly every one who lived in

speed,_ stren‘:ousfeffor;s Werehm_ade (tjo zttract hher the threat- q.. oneci regién, he had no
attention. ut for the gatherin arkness the ioi
i g g . Y suspicion of the unprecedontcd
probabiy would have succeeded. As it was, they goxtent to which the over
missed the opportunity so narrowly that lamenta-
tions were expresscd by all. C\;’;’]V WOhU|thX;0ndf-
en he took ref-
“ W carne so ncar success,” said Mr. Wheeler, Uge in the settlcr's
“ that we forget the thankfulness due for our ca?bin and they told
present comparative comfort and safety. My fam- him r;e rtas as se
ily suffered a great J
dcal, it is true, but care there as if in
it m’ay be that’ our the city of St. Louis,
sufferings were far he ¢cave himself no
less than those of s furthcrconcern. He
this poor feilow.” . was tired and worn
Atthispoint, Mrs. OUt_,_ and, without
W heeler  nudged waiting for supper,
. . lay down to sleep.
him, and whispered: y p
“ He is awake Butthesetticrand
and | think he in: his  family were
tends co say some- among the few who
thing. " apprcciated the jm-
) . endin danger.
The actions of the gurin g e n? i,
stranger were now R 9 g
watched witli much tlicy gathered a fow
interest by all. He uf their household
was sitting  bolt goods, tOOk. the
. horse belonging to
upright, carcfully :
. Mr, Strawton (their
studying the faces
fth d hi stranger guest), and
V osearoun_ " made their way to
He looked first at
the water on the
one and thcn at an- MR. WIIEELKR BECOMES COOK KOR THE PARTV.
westward, wherce

other, and thcn he gazed abstractedly at the flood
on which they were drifting. A moment later he
pressed his hand to his forehead. It was evident
he was trying to solve the question as to how he
carne to be with thcsc strangers. All at once his
bs-ggard visagc lit up with a pleasant smile, and,
gently touching the arm of Mr. Wheeler, he said:

“ Picase tell me how it all liappencci.”

He is the one to tell the story,” said Mr.
Wheeler, indicating Jack Lawrcnce.

“Ah; 1 will be extrcmely obliged if you will
enligluen me,” said the stranger, turning lo the
boy, His manner, more than his words, conviiicecl
Jack that he was himselfagain.

The lad told the story, which, as may be sii|)-
posed, was of intense interest to his hearer. who
was profuse in liis thanks.

When ihe narrative was complcted, he gave his

they crossed to the main-land in a lai-ge scow bc-
longing to themselves. The torrentwhich hadm.ade
an island of the tract of land where the cabin stood
had not yet forccd its way through when Mr.
Straivton had )-jddcn across the space in the mid-
dle of the afternoon; but it had appeared within
an hour after, and, when paddled over by the scttier
and his family, must have been fully a hundred
yards in width.

Strawton slcpt heavily, and clicl not awake until
long after day, and several hoiiis more elapsed
before he was fully acquainteci with what had
happened. \\ hen he saw that he had been cle-
serted .and betiayed, his indignation knew no
bouncls. But he was unable to help hirnsclf, for
the only boat that could have taken him to the
main-land was gone. it must have cost the settier
and his family a great deal of work to get the iiim-

Ki?

fej?
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bering craft from the rivcr through thc cut-offto
the rear ofthe island, but they had succeeded.

Strawton shouted and fired his gun, but saw no
living person for days. Me went down to the
shore of the river, in the hope of attracting the
attention of some steam-boat, but thcy were all so
far out that he failed. He finally gave up m dc-
spair, and wcnt back to the cabin to dic.

How lon<' he had been llicrc when Jack Law-
rcnce, like a gallant Crusadei-, carne to his resciie,
he could not cven guess; but jud”ing from his
sad coudition when found, it must have been a
luimbcr of days.

W hile Mr. Strawton was talking, night had set
in and it was becoming quite dark. Jack was
standing crect, paddle in hand, gazing on the face
uf thc speaker, which was gradually growing more
dim and mistyin the gloom, when all were some-
what startled by hearing a voicc shoutmg :

“ Halloo, there, strangers ! Can’t you take us
aboard ?” , u 1

Only a short distance from them was tlic broken
roofof ahouse, on which a man was sccn standing,
with a long pole or paddle in his hand, which he
had |5rolDably been using to impel his awkward
craft toward the scow. Near liim sat his wife, with
a babyin her arms. The group and the surround-
Ings reminded both boys in thc same instant of thc
plight in which the)’had found the W heeler family.

Jack stared for a moment at thc strangers, and
then was about to paddle toward them, when Crab
intcrposcd.

“It’s my turn,” said he. “ You picked up dat
wild man, and now I’ll gather in some folks dat
are tame.” * - ,

Jack did not object, and so Crab, taking thc
paddle, moved the boat in the direction of thc
party on the roof, who watched their approach
with no little anxiety.

The scow was laid alongside the floating roof
without difficulty, and thc thrce were taken aboard,
The man shook hands all around and expresscd
his obligations, but his wife, with bowcd head, took
the scat proffered her, and remained silent. She
seemed to be wcighcd down by sorrow, and all
vegardecl her with sympathy.

CH-'tPI'KR X X.

A NARROW N'iCK. OF I.AN'li.

“ Our lot has been a sad onc,” presently said
the man just picked up, liis remark bcing intended
as an explanatiun of his ivife’'s apparent snrrow,
“ Wc have bcen on thc river for two days and
nights; we had time cnougb before starting tn
snatch up a little food and some extra clothmg,

but it rained the first night, and we suffered a
good deal.

“ When we began sailing down the river, we had
our little boy, Harry, six years oid, as well as the
baby, Katie. | made up thc best sort of bed 1
could for them, but when morning carne, and ive
could again see one another, Harry was gone !”

“What had become of him?” inquired Jack.

“ 1 do not know,” said the man, with a sigh.
“ He must liave volied off into the water during
his sleep, without bcing missed until daylight. We
must have been asleep oursclves at the time, or his
mother or | would have discovered it.

The story was indeed a sad one and secured thc
deep sympathy of all.

“ We have lost every dollar in the world, added
the father, “ and we must depend on charity for
awhile to escape stai-vation; but what is that to
our other lossr”

No onc spoke in reply, for all felt that mere
words ivere of no avail. Tho silence had not con-
tinuecl long when it was broken by the most cx-
traordinary uproar. From across the water were
heard the bellowing of cows, the gruntmg and
squealing of pigs, the whinneying of horscs, the
braying of mules, and apparently a dozen othci
horrid discords.

W hen those in the scow had listened a moment,
Mr. Wheeler remarked, thoughtfully:

“ That sounds to me as though it carne from
some point Maza us, if not further out in thc
river.”

“ So it does,” said Mr,
others agreed with them.

Our party was not long in doubt. A few min-
utes later a dark bank loomcd up to view beloi'
them, extending out into the great Mississippi fu>-
ther than the eye could penétrate
and darkness.

All presently discovered that a long cape pro-
jected from the western shore into the river, and
that this ncck of land was swarming with domcstu-
stock ihat had taken refuge there to escape the
flood- Tormentcd by hunger and msects, thei
rent the air witli cries for relief which could n<n
be given. TIliis was certainly not a desirable placi-
to i'ancl, but thc scow ivas forcee! upon sliovc, de-
spitc tlic efforts of thc occupants lo prcvent U
The boat, it will be borne in mind, was hcavil)
loadcd, so that it ivas now managccl witii difficiiU).
The single paddle was in thc strong grasp of
W heeler, and the pnle was used by Jack. Tl'ci
clid all that was possiblc. but thc swift currcnt gave
thc craft such momentum that it did not respoiu
to thc abi-upt tum of the current on the upper cnd
(.f this cape. As a conscqucnce, the scow strm-
the soft shore with such forcé that cvcry one was

Strawton, and all thc

in thc gloom



immediately swung
A general

timiwn forward. Then it
around and began filiing with water.
scramble followed, and all landed with little ti'oubie,
though with wet feet. The boat was drawn up of
the beach, ivith a vicw of keeping it beyond reach
of the river, and then the company looked about
thein. The sccne was anything but a pleasant
one.

The cape was not more than a hundred yards
across at the point whcre it joined the main-land,
from which it extended a furlong or more. A few
stuntcd pines were growing on the neck, which
was swarming with cou'S, oxen, pigs, horses, and
mules, who were in such torture from the panp of
hunger and buffalo gnats that they were already
In many places, they were
and the
Grami-

in a dangerous mood.
crowding and fighting with each other,
uproar was terrifying to the lase degree.
nivoroiis animals, likc those on the island, may be
driven to such a pointofhunger that they will devour
flcsh ; so there was no certainty that they would not
attack the party from the boat, unless reliefwas soon
given. In the dcafening racket, our friends could
make themselves heard only by shouting ciése to
one anotlier's ears. The moment the party had

landed, Mr. Wheeler and Mr. Strawton hurriedly
removed from the boat all the dothing and food
it contained, as well as thc boards that had been
used for seats.

“ Is there no way <f cscaping from here? ” asked
the man they liad iast pickcd up. “ Any placo
would be preferable to this; thcse wild beasts will
soon attack us, | fear.”

These words were shouted in the ear of Mr.
W heeler, and he replied at thc top ofhis voice:

“ 1 am afraid not at present. The cuiTcnt is
too strong just liere for us to work our heavy scow
against it; and as for escape by land, those mad-
clened animals occupy almost every foot of space
save the spot on which wc stand. | fear that we
must pass the night wherc we are, and perhaps
daylight will bring relief in some form.”

“ 1 am not so sure thatwc could not managc
thc scow,"” returned the man. “ Come here, and
I will show you what I mean.”

And hc led the waj to thc spot whcre they liad
left the flat-boat at the time of their hasty landing.

But the jiroverbially treacherous Mississippi had
stolcn a march upon them in their brief absence.
The boat was gone !

(Tiy ke co-tlied,

KURAL QI'AR IBTTE.
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KING

By John

One cool, cloudy Septcmbcr afternoon, many
years ago, Philip Moss and 1, neighbor boys and
school-fellows, were sauntering down Hackberry
Lafe, with our backs to the great Gypsy M oods,
wherc we had been investigating the neanng
niit-hai-vest. The ground was dry and firm, and
a faintly perfuined west wind gcntly rustled the
leaves overhead. Many of the birds had gone
south for the winter, and those rcmainmg had
mostly stopped their idle singing to bustle about
and pack up for leaving. The crickets and grass-
hoppers among the grasses were singing away
merrily, unconscious (poor things!) that Jack
Frost would soon put an end to their songs
and their lives. The squirtels, too, were fnsky
and chatty, apparently glad, as were we, that they
wcre to rcmain and enjoy the big nut crop. It
was just tbe kind of weather for a fieM and forest
ramble— for implanting in a boy’s mind ntemories
and sentiments that would last him a life-time.

As we came down Pilgrim Hill, a covered wagon
turned from thc highway into the lanc and toilcd
toward us. A man and a boy walked ahead of the
iadcd horses. A cow was led behind the wagén.
After her trudgcd a great gray-and-white dog, that
at first we had mistakcn for a calf. When we had
nearly mct, the weary procession turned asido and
halted at the door of an oid, deserted cabin that
stood a hundred paces from the lafie, at the foot of
awide, briery slope— an open waste, over which the
cows of thc neighborhood wandercd at will, It was
a famous placo for blackberries and black-snakes.

From the mouth of the cavernous wagén a little
girl sprang lightly into the arms of the man. A
woman followed more dcliberately and was ten-
derly handed dovni. Her face and hands looked
very whitc in contrast with her black dress. She
must be an invalid, we thought. Curiosity prompted
a thousand suggestions, for strangers wcrc rarc m
thatinland Ohio settlement; butthe instinctofgood
manners prevented us from intruding. Wc had
seen enough, however, to satisfy us that these people
had come from a distance to take possession of
the oid cabin, which in our recollection had been
tonanted but once, and that for only a few months,
by a wood-chopper’s family. We were not slow to
communicate our observations. Soon the new-
comers were the talk of the neighborhood.
mise and suspicion of them devcloped
and cruel stories.

Sur-
into wild
The days of belief in witchcraft
were ovcr, but 1 am disposed to think therc was

PHILIP—-—CHIEF OF A SCHOOL TRIBE.

Clover.

a slight lingering taint of it in that community of
ours. The ncw people seemed shy and did not
go about introducing themselves. One day, my
friend Philip’s grandfather, Unele Joe Moss, a kind-
hearted though inquisitive oid man, called at the
cabin when he happened to pass that way. He was
received by the woman with civilLty and the utmost
frankness. Hcr story was brief and straightfor-
ward. They had come from the eastern side of
the Alleghany Mountains, thc State, county, and
town all being plainly shown in our school atlases.
The woman, a widow of a year, was named Mary
Rankin. lier husband, John Rankin, had been a
carpenter, and had died, after long suffering, from
injuries received in a fall from a house-top, leaving
his family in poverty. Her children were namcd
Robert and Katic. The man with them was hcr
brother, Thomas Van Clevc. He wasan invalid, but
hisailment was of the mind rather than of the body.
W hen his poor head became confused, he began
to wander about, and he would take to thc road
and tramp, tramp, tramp wherever a beaten path
might lead him. This Ohio estate (a long strip of
ru°-gcd land along thc creek) came into her posses-
sion through her father— a soldicr’'s inheritana
from the grateful country which he had served, and
which had bestowed it upon him bccause, perhaps,
ithad nothing poorcr to givc. So she had come wifli
her loved ones and settled down here, hoping thal
the land might yicld them subsistence and afford
them a home; that her children might be reared
and educatcd in a quiet, rcspectaljle neighborhood ;
and that ncw scenes and cmployments might benefit
her unfortunate brother and overedéme his disposi-
tion to stroll. She thanked hervisitor for the friendly
interesthc had shown; trusted his friends and neigli-
bors were all well and prosperous; prayed (.od
they would think kindly of hcr and hers; and, wiili
a cheerful faith in divine goodness, expressed hcr
beliefthat she and her brother and children would
be happy and contentcd in their new home.

Time passed. Few, if an), were the visits to
thc shabby oid house in the lonely lanc. Thcrc
were no visits from it— whether because the widoiv
was too rctiring or too busy, because shc was not
invited, or because shc was too
can not say.

ill and weak,

Thomas Van Clcve was at first
sprigluly and cncrgetic. It seemed tbat he «a.
trying to make acciuaintances and friends, thoug
he was not much encouraged, W ith his sisters
scrawnyteam and thc implemcnts brought liom
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Pennsylvania, he plowed a few acres of the best
land and sowed some whcat. But presently he
began to show uneasiness. The “ fit” was coming
on. One morning, he and his traveling companion
tho big gray-and-white dog, were absent— gone
on the road again !

On a coid, blustery Monday morning
vembci-, after our school-master had arrived and
settled his awkward sqiiad at their books, a knock
was heard at the door, and in were ushered a clear
keen-eyed young fellow, followed by a timid, bronn-
haired little girl. The boy carried an arm-load
of books, slates, sponges, and rulcrs. They were
Robert Rankin and his sister Katic. We all, the
children of substantial farmers, were clothed by
careful mothers in winter costumes, whicli, though
homespun and of chimsy cut, were snug and ivarm
while the garments of the young strangers, thoiigli
clean, were pitifully scant, worn, and thin. During
the morning the new scholars were the objccts
of our sharp scrutiny and whispered criticism. At
recess time they were more freely and familiarly
ogled and commented on. It was a trying ordeal
for them. The leading tormentor of the school, a
ghb-tongucd girl, began the attack with sarcastic,
cuttmg reinarks that raised a laugh. She was
not long without allies. To the dishonor of the
school be it said that, of the twenty-five or thirty
girls and boys present that day, there was not
one to iitter a word of i-emonstrance in behalf of
the helpless victims, who looked appealingly into
this face and that for a friendly glance, but in
Even the leachcr, a dull oid man, did not

in No-

vam.
mterfere. “ For shamc !” cried a voice in my
hcart. But I quickly smotlicred it and joined the

laughing wi-etches. | have often heard that voice
Since, like a whispering echo, when it was ton late
to undld the wrong. | have rcasoncd about that
morning, too, and have come to the conclusion
that we were a pack of young sav-ages.

When school «-as again called, tlie Rankin boy
was white with rage under the insults offered and
his sister was in tcars. These wcrc the children
a sick mother had brought over the mountains, to
be educatcd in a quiet, rcspectable neighborhood !

At dinncr-timc, Robert, after some hesitation,
left his sister at the school-yard gate and sped down
the road as fast as his jcgs could carry him. He
wcnt to iook after his mother, who was alone at
home, nearly a mile away. The distance was too
great for Katie to traverso in the time allowed. She
watched him longingly until he disappeared over a
hill, thcn, with a brave elTort, cntered the house,
and in lier timid, gentle way essaycd to make
friends with the girls. By this time a feeling of
Pity for the forlorn one began to manifest itself.
Kmdlier words were spoken. The sliabby clothing

OF A SCHOOL TRIBE.

was seemmglyunnoticcd. But the knife had already
struck home. The smiies and the hazcl eyes were
pleadmg for love, but the heart felt very sore.
Robert rcturned, hot and panting, with a kiss from
mother to daughter and a hopeful word,

That evenmg, at dismissal, the school relapsed
into the savage state. The strangers were attacked
with rcdoubled fury. At icngth the boy, furious
with pain and anger, his face deadly palo, and
grasping in one of his clenched hands an open
knife, turned at the gate, dcfied his pcrsecutors
and dared them to utter another insulting word.
His sister clung in terror to his menacing arm
and with tears beggcd him to desist. Her prayer
prevailed. The savages, awed by the sccne, per-
mittcd thcir victims to proceed home without fur-
ther molestation.

Philip Moss was not at school that day.
ing by bis home, | heard a mufflccl drumming in
tlie barn, and rightly surmiscd that he was helping
his father to winnow his grain.

The Ranldns did not appear next day, fior the
next; but on the third Robert carne, at noon, for
their books. Philip was present. He asked Robert
his rcason for leaving school. The latter answcred
by showing a note from his mother to the teacher,
asking that her children be excused from further
attondance, as she desired their prescnce at home.
But Philip was not satisficd with this. He sus-
pected something of what had taken place, and
pressed his ncw acquaintance for an cxplanation
which was relucfantly given. Philip pondercd thé
matter awhile and thcn said;

“You and your sister come along to school.
I ’ll stand by you. The boy who offers a word or
awink against you without cause is no friend of
mine, and he ’ll soon find it ont. As for the girls,
I think I can answer for them, too,”

I remember his words well. Tiint day we were
in our favorite .imusement of “ playing
Indian.” The convcrsation between Philip and
Robert was held at the door of the “ wigwam,”
under the big oak tree that ornamcnted our play-
The wind was sighing among the tough

In pass-

engaged

ground.

dry leaves overhead, Near hy, with little blaze
and much smokc, a “ council-fire ” was burning,
A prisoner— “ a hunter and trapper”-had been

captured on the confines of our hunting-ground.
He had been “ tried, and condcmned to death bv
burning at the stake,” after being most baselv
bctraycd into making a gallant struggle for his
iifc by “ running the gauntiet,” The “ death-scn-
tcnce ” was, however, withdrawn through the inler-
cession of Philip, the chief of our tribe. He had
been our leader in Indian and other gamos for
more than a year and was known as *“ King
Philip, Chicf of the Pawpaw Tribe.”



Coopcr’s novéis had found thcir way into our set-
tlement, and the fariners’ meager librarles bnstled
with histories of Indian wars. Philip’s title was
suggestcd by our reading in the New England
annals of the famous warrior of ihat namc, to
whose courage and many vivtues our school history
borc testimony. Quiet, carncst, brave, eloquent,
and pcrsuasivc, >-oung Philip outranked all his
fcllows From thc twclfth to the fifteenth years of
his age, or until he left school, none disputccl his
sway The ivholo school, both girls and boys, were
included in his tvibc. The girls freciucntly jomcd
US in our Indian games. They delighted to figure
as “ princesses,” “ quocns,” “ squaws,” and* pale-
face captive maidens.” Bcaded with red haws and
sweet-briei- berries, and bedccked with flowers,
they shone in beauty among the “ bravcs,” hideous
ill thcir pokc-berry war-jiaint and turkey-feathcrs.
Piiilip cxcellcd in all sports-in leaping, in throw-
ing, catching, and batting thc ball, in fox-chas-
ing and in exercise with thc llow and arrow. He
was not a wonderful scliolav. Others led him m
the school-room, for he took only to such books as
nleased his tastc. He was fond of natural subjects
and delighted in Icarning about the birds of thc
air, the bcasts of the field, the inhabitants of ihe
water, and the substances in thc earth. For a boy,
he had much information of this kind. He learned
more reading at his father’s firesidc and in rovmg
thc fields and forest than he ever did at school.

The next morning, the Raiikin children were at
school Philip had visited their home the evemng
before and complcted the trcaty with their inotlicv.
He met them in the road in the morning, accom-
panied them into the school-room, and gave tlicm
his countenance and support. He issued no formal
proclamation, but without ceremony adopted them
into thc “ Pawpaw Tribc.” Katie became a bcau-
tiful “ little princcss,” and was much beloved, while
Roiiert donned the war-paint as onc of thc most
hivhly respected “ braves.”

At teno’clock, A. M., on the Saturday closing
the following week, there was a council-mecting of
the tribe at thc school-house. About all the mcm-
liers were prcsent except the Rankins. In carne
thc braves and squaws, hearing baskets, boxes, and
bundles, and when thcy had all assembled, with
King Philip in thc lead, they filed out and pro-
ccoded straight to the cabin of theWidow Rankin.
This they surrounded and captured without resist-
ance. Philip explained thatit was a surprise-party.
His explanation was unnccessary. A dinner was
prcpared for the nungry though happy tribe from
thc materials they had brought. Bcsidcs, they
offered as presents to the widow and licr childrcn
many delicate, ornamental, and plain, useful arti-
cles, such as a rustic ncighborhood might afford.

The inotlier hesitated to accept, but Philip insisted
in a most cloqucnt speech. He said thc older folks
had just given what they called a donation-party to
the minister’s family at the village, and that * The
Pawpaw Tribc” did not propose to be outdone.
Mrs. Rankin could no longer hesitate and with the
rest entered heartily into the spirit of thc occasion.
A happy day was spent at the cabin, and for many,
many days thercafter a lirighter light shone in and
around it. The invasion of the school tribc brokc
down Uie liarriers. Neighborly visits were frc-
qucntly made by farmcrs’ wives and raothcrs. and
were returned. One day, several men, haiidi'
with the saw and hammer, met by appomtment,
and put thc oid liouse in comfortalile shapc for
thc winter. Loads of wood, ready for the fire,
were pilecl by the door, and the stable-loft was
filled with foddcr forthe horses and cow.

't having
been ascertaincd that

Mrs. Rankin was a skillod
needle-woman, she was also given all thc sewing
she cared to do and at fair priccs.

In the spring, the widow had aii offer for her
lands. Thougli the price was small, she was about
to accept it and move back over the mountains, for
thc rough liills were apparently valuclcss, cxcept as
apasture raiige and for the timber on them. Aiioiit
that time, Philip’s unclc, Professor W hite, principal
of an Ohio academy which in a year or two Philip
expected to attend, paid the Moss family a visit.
The Professor was quite a geologist. On one of his
i-ambles in search of spccimens, accompanied by
Philip, they travereed the bed of the stony creek
that wound through the Rankin lands. A rock
juttod out from a clay bank. The Professor brokc
off a piece and cxamined it. He brokc off other
pieces along the crcck and examincd them also.
Presently he observcd, “ It is the true gnndstone
grit The hillsave full of it. There isa fortune here
for thc owners of these lands.” The valuable mate-
rial was piled up, one layer on another, walling up
the stream on either side. The Professor put a few
of tho chips into his knapsack. and wcnt on looking
after something else, more interestcd in gettingrare
spccimens forhiscabinetthan in opening rich mines.

But not so with Philip. He thought thc mat-
ter over, informed the widow of thc discovcv;-,
and finally prevailed upon his father to wnte to
John Lcnnox, thc quarrymaii. Mr. Lcnnox carne,
took a look among thc rocks, and pronoimced tic
material thc best he had yet found. It was the
true grit and of superior quality. A fcw montlis
aftei-ward quarries were opened, and soon thcii
producis were distributed throughout thc coimtry
Pondcrous stones from the Rankin quarries whirled
amid thc sparks and flashing stcel blades m tlic
largest factories; smaller ones were turned by
farmers’ bovs in wood-sheds; scythe-stones niacic



inerry music among the meadow-iarks and song-
sparrows, and Rankin whetstones squealed on the
edge of the woodman’s ax from Maine to Missouri.
The widow’s income from the quarries was large.
A new life opened to her and her children. Her
weak-headed brother, although he continued to
u-ander, now went about with money in his pocket.

THE SHIP IN
By S.

mbst of the young readers of St, Nicholas
have probably seen the sea, either at some one of
those crowded resorts,— Newport, Long Branch,
Atlantic City, Asbury Fark, and Coney Island,—
or else at one of
thc little hamlets
or fishingvillages
scattered along
the coast. And,
perhaps, some of
these boys and
girls have seen
tlie curious sight
rcproducedinthe
accompanyingil-
lustration. Butas
I have never had
the good fortune
to bchold it more
than once, Iwant
to tell )=ou of the

incident.
Onesultry Au-
gust da)-, | left

the hot city with

a party of friends

in scarch nfacool

and rcstful lioli-

day by thc sea.

Before night-fall,

wc found aplcas-

ant place on the

New Jersey coast,

andafteraheaity

supper wc liastcned down to thc beach.
of people «-ere strolling up and down thc board
«alk that formed a promcnade along tlie shore;
but wc were tired, and so threw oursch-es immec-
diately upan the sand, «here we soon made com-
fortable resting-placcs in which to listen to thc

Crowds

“The Pawpaw Tribe” scattered as widely as
the famous producis of the grindstonc quarry. Its
noble chief went West, established a little tribe
that bore his own fiame, led a regimcnt into thc
war, and died for his country. A year ago | went
to where his ashes lie, pulled away tlie wceds, and
laid a handful of wild fiowers on his grave.

THE MOON.
T. R.

roar of the surfand look out over the sea, Vcsscls
of ail sorts and sizes were moving slowly along in
thc twilight, and at last one fine steamer came up
out of the Southern horizon on her way to New
York harbor, leaving a long cloud of black smoke
behind. As she passed by, she salutcd the cro«'d
on shore with a deep, hoarse «-histlc, while thc
people waved their handkerchiefs, hats, and shawls
m responsc. B)- and by, as it grew darkcr, thc
throng d«-indlecl, and at last we roused oursclves
from our rapt enjoymcnt of thc scene to find that
we were almost alone upon the bcach. Wc¢ jumped
up, and were prcparing to leave the shorc, when
one of our number called attcntion to a faint flush
on the eastern horizon, and with one simultaneous
ciy, “ The moon! ” \ve settled ourselves again upon
the sand in cxpectation ofa magnificent spectacle.

And you ma)' be sure «’c were not disappointed.
The color in the far distance, looking at first like
the gloiv of some great fire, gradually greiv inrger
and larger, rounder and roundor, until finally a
hemispheie of red light rested upon the farthcst
edge of thc ocean. Just at that moment, we ob-
sen-cd on thc horizon a ship or sloop, secmingly
almost as far away as the ball of light, but moving
toward it. It drcw swiftly nearer and nearer, and,
finally, al thc very moment when thc great j-ed
giobe drcw itsclf wholly out of the w.nicr, che
ship appeared upon its face, with all sail set, the
wholc outline of the vossei inclosed within the
cu'cle of thc moon.

It was only for an instant, and thc dark sloop
passed out of the magic ring as quickly as it
had entercd it. But wc who sa«- it have never
forgottcn thc beautiful siglit it gave us as it photo-
graphcd itsclf for that one moment upon that won-
derful screen. And, though | have many times
watched for a i-epetition ofthe coincidencc, ! have
never beheld a sceond ship in the moon. Have
you ?
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WAYS AND MEANS.

By One Behind the Scenes.

“Oh, wont you purchasc tickets, Mr. Poodle, for the balj?
W e'vc engaged two famous singei-s, Signor Scrcech and Madame Squall,
And a lovely little Germéan band to fiddlc in die hall.
You can bring your charming family — wc’'d like to scc them all.

Mr. Poodle looked considérate. “ It would be pleasant, quite;

Should one even not participate, 't would be a beauteous sight;

But if I purchase tickets, my purse will be so light,

There 'll be nothing left for fancy-dress, so wc needs must come m whitc,
And 1 fear, my dear Miss Shorthorn, that you would not thmk this right.

Miss Shorthorn's manner frozc at once. *“ It is afancy ball;

If folks can not come in costume, they 'd best not come at all!

The expense of it would be quito too ridiculously small ”

And she looked at Mr. Poodle just as if he'd been a wall

Mr. Poodle meckly bowed himself out backward through the hall
Then he murmured, with a pleasant grin, “ Ah, prkle will have a fall!

The evening carne, and — fancy it I— the Pondles all were there!

There were some attircd in Pcrsian dycs tliat looked both rich and rarc,

And some in simple garments, most innoccntly fair; s , ,
There were some in high-necked robes, and some with arms andshoulders baic,
And two with fluffy trains were thought a very charming pair;

The crowd all turned to look at them, as they went up the stair,



And whispered ; “ Only Royalty to
woar such tints would daré !'”
They chose conspicuous places, be-
neath the gas-light’s glare,

Mr. Poodle bowing right and left,
with a high-brcd, easy air.

And Mrs. Poodie sitting in thc very
largest chair,

While her eldest daughter— by
request— pcrformcd the “ Maid-
en’s Prayer.”

And Miss Shorthorn
did not know them,
though she gave a
dreadful stare;

She 'd have fainted had
she realized that, with
inuch pains and care,

They had made-believe
to fancy-dress, hy the
way the)' ’'d done
thcir hair!

A FUNNY CHICKEN.

By Emma C.

“We 've such a lot of cunning chicks;
Oid SUverwing carne off with six,
And three are mine, and thrce are Dick’s -
Have you got any chicken ?

“ You 've only onc you always keep?
And don’t it cry, Aor say, ‘ Pecp, pccp'?
Nor run about, fior go to sleep?
W hy, what a funny chicken !

Uowd.

“And when you fccd your other pets

It nevcr suiks and never frets,
But rests conlent with what it gets-
W hy, what a lovely chicken !

* Huw oid is it? You do not know?

Older'n me?— W hy don’t it grow?
I wish you ’cl let me see it— Oh/
It 's just a china chicken !”



LOST

IN THE WOODS,

(A Truc Stey. |

By

Far up i» the northern part of the State of
Michigan, a peninsula, called Keweenaw Point,
extends for fifty miles into Lake Superior. Along
its western shorc runs the main road, from which
branch many others, lIcading to the numerous
copper mines situated in this regién — among
which the Calumet and Hecla, Allouez, Phcenix,
Delaware, and Schoolcraft are most famous. The
eastern shore, being still covered with wild woods,
is Gvergrown with thick underbrush, and
sccted here and there by short, swift streams.

During thc week, the men of this peninsula are
almost all at work under the earth, and the coun-
try seoms deserted, though many little wooden
houses and log-huts with shinglc roofs dot the
regién near the mines. But on Sundays men lit-
erally spring up out of the ground, and groups of
miners appcar evevywhere, enjoying the only day
they have to sec the sunshine, the lake, thc trees,
and the flowers.

Amid the dense forests to the south and east
grow quantitics of berries and wild small fruits;
and on the morning of Friday, July 21, 1882, a
merry party of four children started into thc
«oods, expccting tn fill their tin pails ivith blue-
berries before many hours. The children were
Mary Palson, a girl of thirtcen; her younger
sister, Margarct Palson ; Theodore Lorrc, a boy of
nine ; and his sister, Arminda Lorie, who was but
seven years oid. They proceeded on their journey
in gay spirits and came ere long to the mouth
of one of thc mines, called “ The Wolvcrine,"
wherc thc father of the Lorrcs was employed.
Alas, for their day’s sporti The fathcr hap-
penccl to see his children, and, fearful of their
getting lost in the dense woods, he bado them go
back to their homo. All four of thc children
obeyed his injunction; but on the rcturn journey
they mistakenly followed another road than that
by which they had come, until ihey finally cliscov-
cred that, instead of bringing them nearcr liomc,
it «-as really leading them farther and farther into
the forest.

After plodding patiently on for an hour, the boy
asked the three girls to sit down and wait while he
searched for thc right road. But his little sister
clung to his hand, preferring to go along with
him ; and so the children separated in pairs. The
Palson sisters chose a path leading to the north,

inter-

M-ary J. Sarford and Helen D. Brown.

and followed it all day and until they came at last
to the bank of a river, where they were found on
the evening of the next day, and returned in safety
to their home.

But the Lorrés? They had not rcturned when
their late eompanions were brought in, fior had
any news been heard of them. Mary and Mar-
garct could only indicate vaguely the locality of
the spot in the woods wherc they had last seen
thc brother and sister, as they liade them good-
bye ; but several partics immediately started out
in search. The father and older brother of thc
children, in company with friends, had been seek-
ing thc missing ones during Saturday, and on Sun-
day night a party discovered tlic children’s tracks
in the soft ground near a river. But they were
soon lost in the mud, and the most thorough
search in the neighboring woods proved fruitlcss,
while loud and repcated halléos brought no re-
sponsc.

Monday morning came and thc children had not
been found. But now, large parties of men, sym-
pathizing with the parents’ agony, bogan to scarch
the forest in all directions. Most of these, how-
ever, were miners, ignorant ofwoodcraft, and kiiow-
ing little of the iippcr world, and so the>-discovered
no sign of thc children, and many even lost their
own way, and found lhe path home with difficulty.
OnTuesday, by a generoiis action ofthe proprictors,
all the cmployés of the Allouez mine were given
pcrmission to share in the search, and large num-
bcrs from the Calumet and Red Jacket joined
thcm.

As the evening of this day closed m, a terrible
storm ardse, and every home in the surrounding
country was filled with cxclamations of pity for
the lost boy and girl who had to face the tempcsi
alone in the wilds. Gradually the men, ivearied
and almost hopeless, returncd with sorrowful faces
from thc vain scarch, without having found evcn a
trace of the lost children.

Wedncsday and Thursday passed, and still the
almost frantic parentsliad no tidings of their nbscm
ones. But on Friday morning, as a final endeavor,
all the men employed in the Calumet and Hecla
mines, together with many citizens of Red Jacket,
set off for the woods, where they wcre metby more
labovers from the Allouez, Centennial, and Wolvcr-
ine mines; and before noon of that day nearly



tkirteen hwLdred men plungcd into the forest in
search of the lost boy and girl.

It was while this army of searchers was scouring
the woods in all directions, beating through the
wild shrubs and tangled thickcts, and frighten-
ing timid birds and animals with thcir loud “ hal-
loo-00-s,” that, in another part of the forest, a brave
niiie-year-old boy trudged wcarily through the
underbrush, canying his sister upon his back.

en.wijui,E ASU AICMIMU LuiliL. 'LiloirTi jloiolKAHi ‘i-icEr

Rxi-tinssLv FOR ST. NICHOLAS)
Both thoir faces were palé and whitc with exhaust-
But Theodore Lorré was a pliicky lad and had by
no means lost heart. He had kept iip his courage
and cheered his little sister through all the days

and nights that they had spent in the woods, and he
had even thought out a way of escape, and planncd
a route which he felt must bring them out of thcir
prison— for the vastness and shadow of a mighty
forest can form as strong and gloomy a piison, if
you do not know some way out from it, as was
ever made by stonc walls and iron bars.

As he toilcd painfully along on that afternoon,
with visiéon strained to catch some break in the
endiess rows of trees that stretched in evcry direc-
tion, he kept rcvolving in his mind a plan
which he had made, and ivas as happy as
a lost boy can be whon he found, by and
by, that the plan was working well. In
other words, he had resolved the day lje-
forc to follow steadily the course of a small
stream which they had chanced upon, as he
knew that it must fioiv into a larger stream,
and tlrat in turn into a still larger, until at
last some one of them would lead him out
of the forest! So much his wise young
head had taught him; and the re.ason of
his joy that afternoon was, that the little
stream had just fulfilled his expcctation
and brought him to the edge of a larger
one — in fact, to a river. But, after reach-
ing it, he fck th.at he could make no effort
to follow it that day, for his sister was too
iveak and tired to walk, and he himself so
weary and foot-sorc that his knees seemed
ready to sink under him.

He saw a fallen trcc-trimk ncar by, and,
making a little bed of dry leaves against
one side of it, he placed his sister upon
it, while he sat down ttpon the log be-
side her. And so they rested, while the
shadows grew longer and darker among the
trees. They spoke but little; but whenever
Arminda seemed frightened or ready to cry,
Thcodoie took her hand in his and cheered
and soothed her bj' cncouraging words.

“ But,” yon will ask, “ how did they live?
W hat had they to eat?”

In order to answer thosc questions fully,
we must retrace their waudcrings.

After parting from the Palson sisters (onc
whole week before the)- arrived at the rcst-
ing-place where wc have just seen them),
Theodore and Arminda wandered on, scek-
ing constantly for some path or road, until
da)’ bcgaii to fadc. As the darkness closed
in upoii ihcm, littlc Ariuinda could not kecp
back the tears, and her heart was filled with dread.
But Theodore was not easily frightened. “ Cheer

up, Sis,” ho said; “ it’ll be just like campin’ out___

that’s all,” and lie took out his pockot-knife and
procccdcd to cut some bushcs for a bed.
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“ Mother wont like
scarcd,” said Arminda.

it and will be dreadfully

“ Well, I don't know as 1 like it any better 'n
Mother,” said Theodorc. “ But 1'm not going to
be scared.”

Arminda, however, seemed to have something
on her mind.

“Did you ever see a bear?” she whispered, as
if she feared timt Mr. Bruin might even then be
in the thicket and ovcrhear
what she said. “ | saw a
picture of one, once,” she
went on, “ and he was catin’
up a great big man. 1guess
that man was scared, | guess
he was.”

“Well, I don't let oid
makc-bclieve pictures scare
me,” said Theodorc.

Nevertheless, Anninda’s
words recalled lo Theodore
a ccrtain bear story that a
few days before had filled
him with delight. It was
not quite so pleasant now
to think of the great brown
bear tiiat, according to the
story, had crosscd thc forest
road and frightened a woman
almost outof her wits, as she
was driving over to the Wol-
verinc mine.

The woods were iast grow-
ing dark, and little Arminda
clung closer to her brother,
till at last they lay down on
some soft moss and leaves
which Theodorc had gath-
ered, and he told his sister
to go to slcep. He jvatched
the stars and the moon,—
the same moon thatwas look-
ing down into the door-yard
at home,— and wished that
it could somehow show him
iho way thithev.

Meantime, the little sister
was breathing softly; and
soon those modcrn babes in
the wood, wcaried with the
day’s travel, were fast asleep.

The nioruing sunlight was just creeping into the
forest when Theodorc awoke.

“ Halloo!” said he, looking about him
fusién at the strange surroundings.

Little Arminda started, and opened her cyes,
too, in a daze. “ Why, 1 slept all night with

in con-

my dress on! Why, we 've rmmed away !” she
exclaimed.

“ That's what the folks'll say, | s’posc,” replied
hoi practical brother, jumping up cheerily now
that daylight was at hand. “ And they 'll say we
ought to be whipped, too, 1 guess. But | 'd be
willin’ to be whipped when 1 get home, if I only
could get there. And oh, but aint I hungry ?”

“ So am 1,” said Arminda.

“ Well, let’'s have some breakfast, then,” sug-
gestcd Theodorc. “ There are nice, big berries
all’round here. 1see some. Justyou waiE.”

He soon carne back ivith an armful of braiiclies
from the heavily laden bushes, ;md they both de-
voured an imla'vful ciuantity.



* 1 guess they ’'ll makc us sick, such a lot,” said
Arminda, in a cheerful tone; “ but thci-e 's a lot
more in the pails; and we must n't lose our
pails,” she addcd. “And if we carry 'cm home
full of berries, then they ’'li like it better.”

“We must pick our pails full,” said Theodore,
* so that, if we don’t find any more, we wont
staiTC.” And he proceeded to fill the pails.

“1'm all skeeter-bites!” sobbed Arminda. And
the spiteful insects had indeed crtielly wounded the
little girl’'s face and ncck and soft, round arms;
and Theodore, too, bore many a mark of their
Sharp stings. “ Well, hurry and
home,” said he, “ and Mother 'll cure 'em.”

So they set out on their journey, eating the big
ripe hucklicberries from the bushes as they walked,
filling their pails, in case they shouid come to
places where there were no berries, and quench-
ing their tliirsl at the creeks and small streams
which they chanced upon at intervals. This day,
too, wore slowly away, and once more they madc a
rude bed at thc spotwhere darknessovertook thcm,
and slept as best they could. Sunday came and
passed. The little ones, walking hand-in-hand
through the dense underbrush, could find no clew
to guide them out of the wilderness. Yet all day
they kept moving on. When they looked up to
the tops of the tall trees, they felt lost and lonely;
and when they grew tired, the great stillness sub-
dued thcm, like the height 6f the trees. Now
and then, thc chirp of a bird or the cracklc of a
dead branch made little Arminda shiver and sink
her voice to a low whisper.

But that night — the third wliich they liad passed
in the woods — they heard another sound far away
in the distance.

“ 0-ho1l 0-ho-o0!

Theodore recognized his brother’s voice and
shouted loudly in answer, Arminda joining, They
called again and again. But the wind was against
them.
their brother was evidently moving away. At last,
only a poor little echo answered their cry, and then
tbe great woods seemed more silcnt,than ever.

The next day, while they were walking along,
Theodore thought he hcard a cali, and they stop-
ped to listen. “ 'T was over yonder,” said thc boy.
* Vou wait here a minute, and 1'll go and see if 1
can get a sight of 'em.” Hc rushed through the
brakc a few rods, shouting and calling, and at last
thought he saw a man moving among thc trees in
thc dim distance. But the figure soon faded from
sight, and, as Theodore turncd to go back to his
sister, he found that, in his eagerness, he had gonc
much fartheraway from her than he supposed. Hc
called and callcd, but got no answer. He looked
about him, faltered, stopped short. How far hc

We must get

0-ho-o0-0 !'”

The sound they had hcard grew fainter___

had run he could not tell, and the way back to his
little sister was lost coinpletely in the bcwildering
sameness of the forest He plunged into thc
bushes, first in one direction, thcn in another, but
seemed to get no nearer to the spot he had left.
He leaned at last against a tree, dashcd his fist
across his eyes, and with a great gulp cried hoaisely,
“ 1 have lost her!”

But ho would not givc up ; and he set to work
to find thc path he had taken through tlte thickct
after leaving her. While sccking this, he caught
sight of a fliittering bit ofrag on a bush a few rods
away. It flashed upon Theodore that here was a
guidc: these bits of calico belonged to Arminda’s
dress, and he had only to follow their lead to find
his sister. He took the poor little rags tendcrly
from the bushes, and when at last he did find his
sister, the thrifty little soul insisted on putting
them, with other pieces that she had preserved, in
her own pockct, “ as Mother would necd thcm
when she mended tlie dress.”

In the early dawn of the next morning, Theo-
dore leaped suddenly from the bed of leaves where
he was lying, and looked wildly about him in every
direction. He had heard it again, that far-off
“ O-ho-o0! 0-ho-0-0!” And what was that, now
up, now down, dancing in and out among the dark
trees? Could it be a light? Could it be the light
ofhis father’s lantern? Yes, it was! As the day-
light grew, he could distinctly see his father with a
lantern in the distance. But all his frantic shouts
failed to reach the searcher’s ear, and, in his teiror
at losing his sister the day before, Theodore had
resolved that nothing shouid tempt hira to leave
her again. And this determination he kept now,
since he prefcrred lo starvc in the teiTible woods
rather than save his life by deserting her.

In the evening of thc next day camc the storm.
The stillness of the forest began to be broken by
the stirring and rustling of leaves, and then by
long sighs of the wind, that deepcned into a groan-
ing and grumbling. Every moment the sky grew
blacker, and down among tlie shadows ofthe great
trees niglit had already come.

It found the two children at the foot of a pine
tree, near which (and, indced, half-covered by the
boughs of the pine) lay a fallen trunk. Theodore
had chosen this as the best place he could find in
which to mect the storm; and on thc lee side of
the fallen trunk he had madc a sort of rude tent,
or covering, of luose brttsh that he had gathercd,
weaving together the crooked branches that they
might not blow away. The poor little shelter was
ready none too soon; for by this time the wind
was tearing madly through thc forest, bending and
twisting the trees, and hurling to the ground small
branches and twigs thick with leaves. Just as



heavy drops of rain began to fall, little Arminda
crept into the rude “ house ” which Theodore had
macle for her, and drew cidése to the side of the
huge log, which lay between her and the wind.
The “ house” was not large enough to hold Theo-
dore, too, and so he made his bed upon a stone just
outside. Down carne the rain, while the thundcr
drcw nearer and nearer, till the forest seemed one
vast crash and roar. Through the dark trces the
children saw the lightning darting and dancing
over the sky- Arminda sobbed and trembled; but
Theodore comfnrted her by telling her not to be
frightened, “ for he was there with her.” Perhaps
even his stout little heart would have quailed had
he not bcen sustained by his pride in his “ house.’

“W hat's goin’ to hurt us here?” he shouted,
proudly, amid the tumult of sound. *“ I like to be
out in the rain.”

“ 1 like to get wet, too,” Arminda answered,
weakly. “ it makes my skecter-bites fccl good.”

The lightning by dcgrees grew fainter and the
thundcr farther away; but all night long the wind
and rain kept on together. Tho children clung
to each other and whispered that they were not
afraid.

Morning carne at last, but still the tcmpest
ragcd. Theodore looked ruefully about him when
he ar6se, and resortcd immediateiy for comfort to
the pail of bcrries he had wiscly sheltered. “ I’'m
getting sick of this,” he remarked to Arminda.
“Wc must get home to-day.”

But alas for such hopcs ! The whole day was
spent in paticnt but fruitless plodding over the wet
leaves, wath the rain still falling, and that night
they had to scek their rcst upon a huge, sloping
stone under Ihc projecting boughs ofa thick-lcaved
tree— since that was the driest bed that they could
find.

By this time, you may be surc, they were in a
sorry plight. Their hands and heads fairly achcd
from the bites of swarming mosquitoes ; they were
scratched and bruisedby thcir scrambles through the
tangle of the underbrush ; and though they man-
aged to keep their pails filled with bervies, they were
bccomingvery hungry forsome more satisfying food.
Arminda was now too foot-sore to walk more than
a few steps at a time, and Theodore had to carry
her. Their clothes had become so soaked that
they were a heavy biirden : even Theodore was too
weary to tramp very far in a day ; and poor little
Arminda was almost sick with fatigue and hunger.

On the next day, however,
brook and began to follow
planncd,

they carne upon a
it as Theodore had
and made what progress tlicy couW.
The wind had died down, and, save for tho “ drip,
drip” of the drenchcd trces, the great storm was
over. It left the little wandercrs pitiably weak and

sore, but still brave and hopeful, and they kept
on their way along the bank of the brook, until, in
the afternoon of Friday, they reached, as wc have
seen, theedgeofalarger stream. Content with this
tiiumph of his ncw plan, Theodore prepared the
little couch of leaves for his sister to rest upon, as
already described, and sat down on the log beside
her. And when she dropped asleep from weari-
ness, he bcgan to wonder how long it would take
them to get home by following the river shore, and
whether his poor little sister would have strength
to stand the journey, or he to carry her.

But aspeedierdeliverance was even then at hand.
It was on that day that the great woods reechoed
in all directions with the calis and shouts of thirteen
hundred men ; yet none of thcir loud halléos had
reached Theodore, as he sat upon the log that
afternoon, all unconscious that he and his sister
were the objects of such a great expedition.

In-
deed, it was late in the day, aud the army had
really failed like the other smaller searching

parties, having passed beyond or far lo the sidc
of the spot wherc the children were now resting;
— and yet it had not failed either, as you shall
see. It so happened that four men belonging to the
searching regiment lagged behind thcir compan-
ions, and, failing to catch up with them, went
straying hither and thither, forgetting the chil-
dren entirely in their desirc to rejoin thcir fellows.
But bcing miners, and having little knowledge
of woodcraft, they soon found themselves hope-
Icssly bewildcrccl, and had to confess that, instead
of finding the lost children, they were in the uii-
pleasant predicament of bcing themselves lost in
the woods.

It can not be said that, considcring how much
older they were, they borc this discovery with ani'
better courage than the children had shown. But
all they could do was to kee|) up a constant halloo,
in the hopc that some of the rcturning parties
woukl hear them. Tliis, therefore, they set about
doing as kistily as possible, but fora long time ivitb-
out rcply. At last, however, as they stood silent.
listening after onc of their loud calis, one of tlic
men said: “ Havk! W hat was that? ” Faint and
weak through the far distance carne an aiiswering
* Halloo— no!” They moved over in the dircc-
tion whence it carne and again repeatcd their cali,
and stopped to listen. Again it was answered.
more clearly this time, but on the instant onc of
the men saitl, breathlessly, “ Th.at is a boy's
voice !”

They ran forward quickly, and before long carne
in sight of the boy himself, and one of the part\’
shouted to him, “ Who are you ?”

“1am Theodore Lorré,” was the answer.



“ Where do vou live?”

“ At Allouezd’

“ Is there any one with you ?”

“ Yes, my little sistcr.”

Imagine thc surprise and joy with which the
men discovered that they had at last found those
for whom all were seeking. Raggcd, foot-sorc,

HOME AT last!

bruised, and exhausted, thc children still showed
that they had not lost their courage, and thc men,
overjoyed with their success,— for few had hopcd
aflcr so many days to find thc brother and sistcr
alive, - lifted them on their shouldcrs and carried
thcm till dark, when they encamped for thc night
011 the bank of the stream near which the little
ones had bccn found.

Early Saturday morning, the\- prepared to con-

tinué their way, and the wholc party,— miners as
well as children,— being lost, a consultation was
held about the direction lo be pursiicd. The
miners said that it would be useless to follow the
river, because it flowed into Lakc Superior, and
would lead thcm farther and farther from home;
but thc boy stoutly maintained that all the water
on that side of Kewocnaw Point
flowed into Torch Lakc. At last,
persuadcd by his entreatics, and
aware of their own ignorance of
the localiti-, thc men yieldcd. and
slowl)' forccd a path along thc liank
down the stream, a course which,
to their great delight, brought
tliem ere long to a regién where
they recognized several landmarks,
and whence they soon and easily
madc their way tn Calumet.

Meantime, in tlic town, parties
were sadly preparing te resume
the tipparently hopeless search,
ivhen the news flew from mouth
to mouth that the lost ones had
been found. At first, thc report
was not believed ; but before nighl-
fall the miners, carrying the chil-
dren on their shouldcrs, camc in
sight, and lhe crowd burst into
shouts and cheers of joy. A gen-
tieman took thc little ones into his
buggy, and drove along the Street
toivard their home while the crowd
thronged about thc horse and vchi-
clo clamoring for a sight of the
children, who had to be constantly
held up to their vicw and saluted
with cheers. A friend had run
forward to inform the almost
frcnzicd parents, who wept witli
joy on hearing the news; and
in .n few minutes the fathcr and
mother clasped to their hearts the
lost ones whom they had bcgim
to moiirn as dead.

Thcodorc’s boots could lie taken
off only by cutting tliem ana)
from his feet with .a knife; and,

as the poor boy had had his leg broken hardly a
year before, it seemed marvelous that he could
have cndured all hc did. noth children wcre ter-
ribly folt-sorc, and several days passed before the
brave ladcould leave his bed. For cightlong
days and nights he had wandercd with his little
sistcr, rcfusing, even to savc his life, to leave hcr
a moment, lest she shouid be hopelcssly lost.
And during the last two days, hardly ablc to drag



himself along, he carried her on his back. He had
shown through all that had happcned a courage
and endurance that many a man might envy, and
it is good to know that, in the days following his
return, hundreds of friends and neighbors visited
the family, and in many ways testified thcir appre-
ciation of the childrcn’s bravcry.

Through the kind assistance ofa friendly
ST. NiCHOLAS is enabled to
the

corrc-

spondent,* show you

photographs of two children in thc clothes

which they wore during their wanderings in thec

woods; and, looking at them , we seera to see in

the faces something of thc brave and patient en-

durance that carried them safcly through that ter-
rible week. Perhaps thcy were remerabering it
all in those fe'v minutes when they stood before
the camera; but, whether that were true oi not,
the devotion and courage shown by this boy of
nine are truly remarkable and worthy of all praise.
And when we remember that his own wise little
head had really discovered a way out of the woods
before he was found by thc miners, and that he
in fact guided them out afterward by pcrsuading
them to follow the route he had determined upon,
we could not blame the sturdy lad for hesitating to
admit that he was really lost in the woods.

m|W e are indcbled, for the fallhful and siriking pictures of the Lorré children accompanying this story, to Mis. Sarah J. Penmman, of

Calumet, Michigan, who made thc photographs from which our engravings are copicd.

a ieticr received just as the story U going to prcss, “

I went lo see the Lorrt children, who intcr«c me

“A few evcnings ago, wniM Mrs. Penmman, in

much It is difficult fo. me to

converse with che father and ihothec, because they are Swedes, and | am not very faratiiar with the Swedish language: but Theodoce

inicrpteis for me.
intcresting.
advemiire.

A lady in Boston sent me a fine pockel-compass for Theodoce and a dress for Arminda, so my lastvisit was e.speci|dly
Tile lady wa» aii uuet stranger, and sent che gifts from thc admiration she felt for the rhlldren aftcr lieanng ihe story of ihem
Some lime ago, a genticman in Cleveland sent Theodorc twency-five dollars and a siiil of clothes m compliment lo hts brave”.

I am sure that che St. Nicholas account of the childrcn’s week in ihe woods will grc-atly interes!, nolonly thc people of ihislocahty, but

iTmaking the phot®phs,
them a photograph of ihemselve» arrayed in their Sunday best.

I had to reward the children fot consentingto be taken in the g.armenLs they wore in *e woods by giving
They did not like the ideaof ‘those oid clothes.

LEIN]

LOVELINESS.

By Maria

Locey.

"B eautiful thoughts make a beautiful soul, aud n beautiful soul makes a beautiful face.

Once | knew a little girl,
Very plain;

You might tr>- her hair to curl,
All in vain;

On her cheek no tint of rose
Paled and blushed, or sought repose:
She was plain.

But the thoughts that through her brain
Carne and went.

As a recompense for pain,
Angels sent:

So full many a beauteous thing,

In her young soul blossoming,
Gave content.

Every thought was full of grace.

Puré and truc;

in time the liomcly face

Lovelicr grew;

With a heavenly radiancc bright,

From the soul's reflected light
Shining through.

And

So | tell you, little child,
Plain or poor,

If your thoughts are undefiled,
You are sure

Of the loveliness of worth ;—

And this beauty not of earth
W ill endure.



UNDER THE APPLE-TREE.

By Aunt Fanny.

Shake, shake the branches ! Tommy holds his apron white,
M ake the boauties drop ! (Sing all together!)

Pity "t is the reddcst ones Fire bright will roast 'em right,

Are always at the top ! In the autumn weather.

Oh, what a merry chime !
(Sing all together!)

Trip in time and ring a rhyroc,
In the aiitumn weather.

Shake, shake the branches !
Down, down they fall;
W e 're to have a bim apiece

If we gather all,

Shake, shake the branches ! Now we ’re marching home again
Gather every onc, (Sing all together!)

Rosy-golden rogucs they are, Let the rain fall amain —
Ripening in the sun! We ’'ll not mind the weather !

euijcorjrol]
I' sB.iled .«

RRED, | JUST DOn't DEL.EVI. THAT STOBY ASOUT CAI-TA.N KIDD .5 TRUE. BESIDES, | ‘'m TOO TIRED

ELSIS; "NOW,
ro DIO ANV PURTHEI?"



WORK AND

PLAY FOR YOUNG FOLK.

1X,

THE PLAYTHINGS AND AMUSEMENTS OF AN OLD-FASHIONED BO\.

Bv Frsderic G.

At the lime when my companions and 1 were
boys, there was scarcely such a thing known as a
manufactured toy, The few of such toys as camc
over to America were soon used up in the larger
citics, so that none of them ever carne to the village
where | had my home. Our gcographies told us
that largc quantities of toys were niacle in Nurem-
berg, and we never ceascd to wonder at that far-
away place where toys could actually be bought all
ready for use. How much labor, we thought, that
would save us if we could only get asight of those
coi’eted toys from Nurcmberg, so that wc might
copy after them— foi-, with hardly a single exccp-
tion, all the toys that wc had we made ourselvcs,

Perhaps it was just as well that we did. Our
geographies opened with heavy arguments from
the No7ih Americai% Review, The Journal </Edu-
cafion, Maria Edgcworth, and Pestalozzi, to show
that the book was so plainly written as to be eas-
ily understood by thc most stupid pupil. The fol-
luwing tilles suiiiciently indicatc the character of
thc dlustrations; “ Railroad Car”— of thc olden
style; “ Frecmcn’s .Meeting Displaying the Flag of

‘Equal Rights ; the “ Hudson Rivcr, Palisades,
and Steamer Oregon”; “ A Despot Giving
Orders” ; “ Indians Attackingthe First Settlers” ;

“ Lion Canying Off a Hottcntot” ; “
Captain Cook” : “

Ueath of
CaptureofaBoa-Constrictor” ;
“ Capitel at Washington,” as it was originaily
built; “ Portraits of thc Presidents of thc United
States”— Polk being the last, and ten thc whole
number, instead of twenty-one, as at the prescnt
lime.

A glancc at our “ childien’s book-case”— as
it is called to-day— shows that thc best of our
books wero: “ Robinson Crusoe” ; “ Swiss Fam-
ily Robinson,” and the sequcl; “ Paul Preston’s
Voyages,” with engravings; Captain Marryatt’s
“ Children ofthe NewForest”; “ HughFisher,
or Home Principies Carried Out” ;
the Young,” by Miss Jewsbury; and
of thc Past,” by Charlotte Elizabeth. Beside
these, we had the “ Franconia Stories” ; the
carlier numbers of Mecrry's Museuut and The
Vonth's Cabinet; and “ Peter Parley’s Tales.”

This was the kind of reading that we had, in-
stead of the lightcr kind, with be;iutifui pictures,
which almost every boy and girl of to-day can
enjoy. Wc had no such fine books in those days,

“ Lettcre to
“ Glimpses

Mather-

and we had no fine toys either.
then, that we were, and that
fashionod boys and girls ?

As soon as we were well along in our studics,
our icacher made us spend a part of our play-time
in knitting with a spool. This is the «ay it was
done: Four pins were driven into the end of the
spool, ciése to the hole that runs through it. A
loop was tied in thc yarn and slipped over thc
hcad of one of the pins. The )-arn was then car-
ried around the other three pins, and thc work of
knitting ivas ready to procced. A loosc pin was
taken between thc thumb and forefingcr of thc
right hand, by means of which a bit of the loosc
yarn was pried up. It was then pulled througli thc
loop, putover the head of the pin thatstood upright,
and pressed back to its place again. Another stitch
ivas taken at the next pin, and so on. After work-
mg in this way for aivhile, thc knittcd part bcg:m
to appear through the other end nf the hole in
the spool, where it woukl grow gradually longer.
W hen it was long enough, itwas cut off and scwed
together in the form of a mat. Instead of a spool,
some of us were so much better off than the rest
as to have a cork, through which a large hole ivas
made. | will not draw a picture of this knitting-
inachine, because it has lately made its appearance
at tho toy-shops as a new invention, and for a feiv
cents you can easily have one that will be a great
deal better than mine ever was.

W e boys soon became tired of “ cork knitting,”
“ grace hoops,” “ battledoor and shuttlccocks,”
and other gamcs, which the teachcr had us pla>.
Such games wc left for thc girls, whilc wc took up
marbles and tops. From that time, our spoits and
games were as diffcrent as could be from those
which the girls enjoyed ; and, if you will let me, 1
will tell you hoiv three or four of us— all undci-
the age of tu-elve— made our owu toys and play-
things, and managed to have a good time genci-
ally, although wc were obliged to do without
“ store” toys. For the sake of convcnicnce, 1
will divide my story into chapters, in this way :

Do )'0U wonder,
wc grew up, old-

Chapteu 1.

TOPS, KITES, and TLAG-POI-ES.

Somebody has said that, when
and kitcs make their

marbles, tops,

appearance, ive may knou



that winter is over and spring has come. This is
truer of marbles than of tlie other things we have
named. The tops that we made were of two kinds,
The first kind was of the shape shown at Fig. i
(p. 866), with a spiral groove running from the
uppei partdown to the lower end, where a nail had
been driven into the wood and filed to a point.
The work of cutting this groove was difficult, for
it liad to be very cvenly done, or else the leathern
string— or whip-lash — would slip over the point
of the top. When everything was read)’, the
whip-lash was wound in the groove, and the boy
threw the top away from him toward the ground,
taking care to hold the lash and the whip-handle
in his hand. If the point struck the ground, the
top would keep on spinning for a little time; but
itwould soon stop unicss the boy whippcd it with a
great deal of forcé, and even then it would stop if
he did not strike it in the right way. You will not
see many of these tops nowadays, because boys do
not like to work so hard with a whip when they
play. Another kind of top (see Fig. 2) was spun
by wrapping a string around the handle, which
was held in one hand, while the string was pulled
with the other. The body of the top was near
the point, and this made it spin for a long time,
but we were careful to put the point ciése to the
ground before the string was pulled. We
also made tops of Y ~ large flat buttons, or

KOR THE CAMPAIGN.

read;"

woodcn button-mokls (see Fig. 2), with holes in
the center of each. A broom-splint made the
handle, and, by turning the top over and making
a point of the handle, we enjoycd the antics of
what we called “ a long-legged top.”

Our kites wcrc very simply made from papei’,
stnng, and three bits of lath split in two, length-
wise. For a fair-sized kite, two of the laths were
three feet long, and the third lath was tv'o feet

long. The two long pieces, ad and be, and the
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short piece,/c, were fastened at the
center, g (Fig. 3). Notches were
cut in the ends of the sticks, and a
string was slipped into the notches,
at a, b, ¢, d, e, and f. Four
other notches, about g, were
made for the two cross-loops of
string— the “ belly-bands”—
to which was fastened the long
string that “ flied” the kite.
Other notches, atc and d,
secured acrossstring,which
held the tail. The whole
surface, a, b, c,and round
to a again, was covered
with ncwspapers that
were cut large enough
to fold over the outer
string, and to be se-
cured with flour-
paste on the \
under side. “/A

Tbe next
thing -
to fiy-
ing a

kite, in our opinién, was the flying of a flag or ban-
ner of some sort. Of course, the flag or tho banncr
was “ home-madc.” The flag was of whitc cotton,
red cambric, and blue cambric. The bauner was
usually of white cotton, with some political motto
or sentiment, like “ We are all Whigs here,”
painlcd upon it. In order to float these flags or
banners, we were obliged to go into tlie woods and
cutsmall tamarack or hemlock trees. Having trim-
med these and stripped off the bark, we had very



.smootli and straight polcs, from twenty to twenty-
five feet lon'g. W hen wc wanted longer poles, we

cut two trees, and “ spliced” one at
the end of the other. Then camc
thc fun of “ rigging ” a puiley at the
smaller end, through which thc rope
orstring that held the flag might run.
After that camc the greatest fun of
all, thc digging of a hole in Ilhe
ground for the planting of the polc.
When this was done we were ready,
and evcn anxious, for the next
political campaign to begin.

Chapter 11.
KXCAVATIONS.

And in speaking of thc digging
of holes in the ground, I am re-
minded of larger holes, real cxca-
vations, that wc dug every spring
for a number of years— for, at that
time, we had never been told that
in digging into the earth wc ran

the risk of malaria. Our mcthod of working was
very simple. Having selected a place that suited
us, we marked upon the ground a circlc of perhaps

riCI'RIl 4. < JUVBNILK MINE.

six feet in diametev, Three of us worked together,
and each took a shovcl, For awhile the work
went on ljravelv. Hut it was not long before we

had to go to the house after a drink of water and
some of Grandma’s “ jumbles,” as a spur to indus-
try. The deeper we dug, the less you could
see of us above the ground, and when our shoul-
deis were below thc surface it was hard work to

8, OLD-FASMIONBD TOHS.

throw the earth up and so
far away from thc hole that
it would not tumble back
again. So we covered
all the cdges of the
hole with boards, and,
while one thrcw up
the earth from below,
another would take it
from the boards and
throw it further away.
Pretty soon thc hole became so deep that
we could not throw thc earth out. Thcn
we brought an oid pullcy-wheel, fastenecl
it to a bcam which wc had placed across
the hole, and dropped a pail into thc
hole by a rope that ran over the pulley-
The pail being filled with earth below, it
was drawn up by pulling on the rope above.
In this way wc went down to a depth of
perhaps ten or twelve fcct, taking carc tu
go no further lost the banks shouid give way
and cover us. A rough ladder was then
made by nailing short sticks across a long
board, and on this ladder we were able to
go down to the bottom of thc hole and to
come up to thc surface again, (Fig. 4-)
But this was only a small part of the plcas-
ureof “ digging a hole,” as we called it. After
enjoying the cool air at thc bottom, wc markecl
thc outline of an oven at one side, and dug wilh
spades and hocs until we had made a very large



open space. Carefully measuring the depth of
the oven, we carne up to the surface, inarked off
tlie distance, and dug a smali hole downward,
When this small hole met thc oven, we built up
the top with bricks and called it the chimney.

PIJIGURE 6

Everything was

now ready for
“ the bakc.” A
fire was built,

and while it was

roaring we gath-

ered corn andpo-

tatoes. Bearing
these to the oven, we waited till only
the coals and hot ashcs were left.
and then, throwing in the potatoes
and the corn and covering them with
grass, we waited till “ the bake ” was
done. You can not imagine how
much better the corn and the pota-
toes tastcd than any that wo cvtic
had at the table. After two or three
files had bccen builtin the oven,
the earth became so di\' as to
cave in— and this was always
the end of “ the hole.” Aftcr
that the gardener threw in
whatever rubbish he wanted to
dispose of,'aiid there was noth-
ing left for us boys but to fill
up thc hole. This was notas
much fun as it was to dig it—
but we always managed to do
the filling, because we knew
that, if we did not, we could
not have pennission to dig an-
other hole when another spring
carne around.

KIGUBP. 3.

FIGUIfE 7.

FICI'HU 8,

Chaptku 1.

WOODEN CHAINS, BUZZ-SAWS, AND FI.AP-

JACKS.

W e spoiled or broke many a two-bladed jack-
knife in the process of whittiing chains, etc., from
blocks nf wood. The blocks (for a beginner) were
about an inch and a half square at cach end
and a foot long. Pine was the wood first sclected,
but as wc learned how to avoid breaking our
knives or spiitting the wood, wc took black wainut
instead. because the links “ finished” more hand-

somcly. As we became move expert, wc reduccd

SOHI! TRIUMI-HS OK IVIIITTMNO.

the size of the blocks until we wAe*aBleTo

them when thcy were as small as amUa”~h or-;ti™..
threc-qiiarters of an inch at the endSN?Tji.; first
thing, after trimming the stick so that it would be
perfectly square, was to dig out the four corners,
so that each cnd would look likc Fig. 5, which is
made from what the lumbcr dealere cali “ inch
stuff.” Once in awhile, when we felt too lazy to
dig the corners out with our knives, we had a car-
penter plafie them out with his tools. Our next
move ivas to mark out thc links so that they should
be of a uniform length. If wc were woiking in
“inch stuff,” the links were an inch and three-
quartcrs long; but if we were working in “ inch-
and-a-half stuff,” the links were two and a quarter
inches long, You will see by Fig. 6 how we cut
each link away from the lest, and how the whole
chain ivas made out tif a single picce of wood.
Great carc was taken not to split the ivood at the
place markcd a. The links were very rough when
they bccame loosc, and each one ivas smoothed
nnd afterward oiled. Sometimes we left the cor-
nei-s as they were at one end of the block and cut
the open spaces atb and r (Fig. 7). This gave us
a block which we aftenvardwhittled into the shape
of a ball. At other times, when wc had jnore of
the virtue of paticnce than usual, we cut from a
single piece of inch or inch-
and-a-half board a number of
pincers, with joints at a, b, c,
and d (Fig. 8), that would allow
them to open aud shut. An-
other joint, ate, ivas so cut that
the smallest pair of pincers
worked at right angles to the
others. There were also small
ciiains of wood which held a
draughtsman’s compass, a bu-
gle, and a pair of scissors—
the whole, as | have said be-
fore, being made from a single
block of wood.

W'hat we called “ buzz-saws”
were imitations of the circular saws atthesaw-mills.
In order to make tliem, we first pounded the cover
of an oid blacking-box until thcrim carne off, llav-

MCIiUKR 9
ing flattcncd thc round part, we punchcd two hoies
through jt closc to thc ccnter and perhaps half an
inch apart. The holes were at the same distance



,0

froro the center A string nearly four feet buzz-saw turned rapidly in the other direction.

long was run through thc holes, and the ends By thus bringing the hands nearer
tied togetLr. One hdndwas placed thcn pulling them apart, the buzz-saw would tw.rl

in the loop a, and the other in as long as wo wished. Of coursc, we cut >n
thc loop b (Fig, 9). The hands the edge of the tin, so that wc could cut notches

ir r r S iT T s rr r»,»
“THE FLATJACK TURNED HEELS OVER MEAD WITH A GREAT NOISE." ISEE NEXT PAGE-I
tta, bri»sj.i tl.e ha»ds «are, .og=.l.er, »o. allowed to , Iti, the pador. W y »—

Another motion of the hands outward, and the made a safer and less noisy toy, similar
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bo far as | know, my grandfather was the in-

"o » .dve,.i,e,e,,-c.ri ,0, €
‘nsurance company, the white side nfwliiri, .v-2

good for onr pi~rpJsU if the i le cid had been

SCENES FROM THE PANORAMA

ventor of the “ flapjack”— a plaything that he
tauglit US to make and to use. The fork of a tree
ivas Selected— the two branches being aboutcight-
een inches long and not more than one inch
thick, Near the ends of the two branches there
were cut notches, into which a double string was
closely fitted. A flat stick— a
little longer than the distance
between the string and tho place
n'here the branches carne to-
gether— was slipped between
the double string, and twisted
until the sliortened string
brought the ends of the branch-
es very much closer. Then the
flat stick ivas shoved down a
littie beyond the point where
the two branches carne together.
The stick did not want to stay
in that position, and thercfore it
was fastened to the fork with a piecc of warm wax
at<i(Fig. 10). Stoves were higher from the floor in
those days than they are nnw; and when the flap-
jack had been placed — stick sido down where
the warm air under the stove would strike it, the
wax became softcr, and the flapjack turned heels
over head with a great noisc. And yet nobody
was hiirt; for the flapjack simply made people
jump, because it jumped so suddeuly itself

o1

Chapter 1V,

PANORAMAS AND THF. LIKE.

Of course, we had a glimpse of a magic-lanteru
but a really good lantern was
imknown in the neighborhood. Nor was there
any such thing as a stereopticon in exisicncc. We
thought ourselvecs fortinate when— at the sugges-
tion of the older pcople-we were able to make a
“ Tharacs Tunuel.” Eight pieces of card-board

once in awhile;

Each of the eight pieces was six inches
wide from to b (Fig. 11), The height from a to
r was four inches; Iljut we sometimes made each
card a trifle higlier than the onc before it, so that
thelowercard— if they were laid one on another—
would be an inch more from a to ¢ than the upper
card, or five inches instead of four inches. The
upper card was thcn cut in the manner shown by
the straight and curved Unes in Fig. m. The
second card was cut with the same figure, only a
trifle smaller; and so on— the eighth card having
the smallest openings ofall. Strips of thin brown
wi-apping-paper were pasted upon the cdges of
the cards in the manner shown in Fig. 12, so that
the whole might fold together like an accordion.
This done, the next thing was to cut small ships
and boats from the illustrated papers, and to paste
two or three ofthem on each card along the upper
edge. Blue paint made these upper edges resem-
ble the water. Small men, and horses drawing
carts— which had aiso been cut from the papers
and adjusted within the cui-vcd opeuings gave
the appearauce (Fig. 13) ofa great crowd passing
through the celebrated tunuel under the Thamcs
River in Londou, England.

But the paintiug of panoramas was a source of
far greateramusement to us. Ofcourse, we paintcd
several, and | have time only to describe one,
which is a good specimcn of them all. It lies on
the table before me as | write— a roll of yellowish
paper, that was originally whitc, wound upon a
round hickory stick (Fig. 14), eleven luches long
and half an mch m diameter. The bottom part
was an inch thick, and supported a tin piate. Heavy
wires or nails were driven into the bottom of cach
loller. The opposite ends were provided with wire
handles, with which we turned our rollcrs. The
panorama itself was made by cutting blank sheets
of newspaper into three strips, and then pastin™r
them together. We thus had a roll of paper
nine mches wide and as long as we chose, on

blank.



which we drew the pictures that were afterward thatched cottage;

a yellow
minted Here is a list of a part of Ihe “ pict- horse-sheds; an American ra.lway depot, a land-
7 :
SeS—t tlepanorama I have Lntioned: “ Fort scape in Italy-porphyry columns, overgrown
loosfCTNIrt
i

. - Oy Ti.AVINQ WTM

PASOCS. iTTkevsn sv A«eRItftN oak ' if{\L?iMl

cnApai., lopr. A TLAI90I0 Of SOLDIEFA '

SCBMBS TROM THE PAKORAMA-

McHenry bombarding the ‘Mayflower'” ; a mite with ivy; a castle, with draw-bridge and moat;
of a steamcr named “ The Siinflowcr” ; a light- views of Harvard College, and the Champs de
ot a steamcr, namcu i

_ Niagara Falls emptying inlo the

ocean; an iceberg, painted dark brown ; Minot's

Ledge light-hoiise ; the wreck of the schooner

“ Hesperus”; again the “ Mayflowcr,” with a
green hull, red masts, and bluebooms; Columbus’s
vessel, the “ Santa Maria ”; a black, three-masted

. . . gun-boat— thc only really artistic picture in the
house, on which was the sign “ Rocks” ; a girl i
I . . . lot; and, finally, the “ Port of London a perfect
milking a very sick-looking cow; another girl

reading a book on the roof of a red housc, with maze of vessels — which concluded thc exhibitioii.
a yellow cornice; the heathen in Madagascar

chopping off a rope and letting the missionarics

fall headlong on the rocks below; St. Peter’s

Church in Rome; a bird’s nest- in a tree ; a Chi-
nese fort; a Turkish soldier (taller than the tree
and twice as tall as the fort); thc Grand Mufti
— who stands taller than the spire of a Gothic
chapel near by; a Chinese pagoda— into which
an American fort is firing cannon-balls; aplatoon
of soldiers that are almost as tall as a cat and
kittens with which a chestnut-haired boy is play-
ing; a series of marine views— all shades of blue
water— including Gosnold’'s ship, red, yellow, and
brown schooners, pink steamers, and purple
yachts with red sails; the sinking of the steamer
“Arctic” ; groups of cottages, with pink or purple

FIGURE 13.
Toofs and red or blue doors and Windows ; Wind-
. - . Only a part of the pictures are mentioncd abovc
sor Castle, as it was originally built; a grove
. . — for it would be too tiresomc for any one to read
of peacock-bliie trees; a “ lone fisherman,” all

. . . a complete list. W hen thc panorama was to be
in yellow; the ruins of Konilworth Castle; a



shown, the roll (Fig. 14) was placed in one end of
the box, at b (Fig. 15), and another roller just like
it was placed at the pointa. The loose end of the

panorama having been fastened to the roller a, the
crank was slowly turned, thus bringing thc pan-

J**

KIGURE 15

orama into view at r. At the rear were two or
three candles or a lamp, used to “ light up ” the

pictures. One of the younger sisters, whom we
called “ Peggotty,” was employed to
turn thc crank, while some of “ us

boys” explained the views to

“ the audiencc.” This is the

way in which a certain juvenile paper of the day
spoke of thc performance :

"P akorama.— This panorama was exhibiicd last Tuesdav alier-
noon at three n dock. The place where the panorama was exhibited
was an unfinished room over the kiichcn, A pactof theroom was
divided from the rest bysheeis; and a small hole, oightecn inches
long and eight wide, was left in which to show tlie panorama. The
audience consisted of nioo persons, and thc tickets were iwo cents
apiecc. lhe first thing was the firsthouse in Wilmingion, N C
and a moonlight view of a bombardment by Fort McHenrv Aficr
Crossing over a stnp of water, we come into China: and after this
~ong other thmgs we have views of ihe following: Windsor
Castle: thc house at Genoa, iii ItaJy, in which Columbus was born «
the corner of a Mexican Icmple: the first church that was built in
Uncmnaii, Ohio: thc mosajc temple in Benare-s; Gosnold’s ship in
rfca: some Indians: ihe stoam-sllip “ Arabia"; a revenuecuifere
a bpanish vessel; an American piraie ship,and the port of London.
"hundred feetlong, and I intend lo have
another part to ii, whlch will be composed mosily of view.s in the
tastern coniinentand in South Araericm™”

( To be conduded.)

DOILY BNJOVS A VIEW OF THB THAMES TUKNEL



THE STORY OF THE PAPER DOLLIES.

By Bessie Hill.

Once there was a ver-y nice girl who lived in the coun try. Her fiame
was Kate. She had a lit-tle sis-ter named Ma-bel; and Kate and Ma-bel
would play out-of-doors ev-er-y fine day. Some-times they took their
dog Car-lo with them, and he would leap be-fore them and bark with joy.
Then Kate would throw a stick,— oh, so far!— for him to catch. She could
throw a stick twice as far as Ma-bel could. |If Ma-bel tried too hard she
would fall down, and then Car-lo would try to lift her up, and she would put
her lit-tle arms a-round his neck to help him all she could. Some-times
Kate and Ma-bel found flow-ers and ber-ries in the field for Mam-ma, and
some-times they would go to the brook and watch the lit-tle fish swim past.
Or else they would roll a hoo-ple down the long gar-den walk, or jump a
rope, or Kate would put lit-tle roll-er skates on Ma-bel and teach her to
skate.

But on rain-y day.s they would stay in the house. Kate oft-en had work
to do, or lessons to stud-y, but as soon as she had a mo-ment io spare, Ma-bel
would say. in afun-ny, coax-ing way, “Now, Ka-ty, please ‘'muse me. “Ver-y
well,” Kate would say ; “ 1 ’ll a-muse you, you dar-ling. W hat shall we do ?”

Ma-bel knew Kate could do so man-y things, that it was hard to make a
choice. Play-ing stage with the chairs was great fun ; so was look-ing at a
pict-ure-book ; so was dress-ing the dol-lies ; so was play-ing hide-and-seek ,
and so washear-ing sto-ries, for Kate could tell ev-er so man-y nice sto-ries.
But oft-en Ma-bel would not choose an-y of these things. No. She would run
in-stead, and beg her Mam-ma for some sheets of pa-per and the scis-sors,
and then Kate would laugh and say:

“/know what you want now ! You want some pa-per dol-lies.

“Yes,” Ma-bel would say, nod-ding her head and get-ting down on the
floor ciése to Ka-tie’s feet, “ 1 want pa-per dol-lies.”

Then Kate would cut. and cut, and cut till Ma-bel had as many as she
wished.

One day Ma-bel looked out of the win-dow, and there sat a poor ht-tle
girl by the fence.

“What ’'s your fiame, lit-tle girl?” called out Ma-bel, as Kate o-pened
the win-dow. “ You'll get wet there. Come in-to my house. It’s rain-mg."’



But the poor lit-tle girl was a-fraid to o-pen the gate. She be-gan to cry

“Don’'tcry!” called Ma-bel. *“ Oh, Ka-ty, Ka-ty! She’scry-ing!”

Then Kate went down and brought the lit-tle girl in, and let her sit by
the kitch-en fire till she felt warm and dry. Then she and Ma-bel gave the
lit-tle girl some bread and tea and cake, and Kate found a bas-ket and filled

KATE CUTS OUT THE PAPER [JOLLIES FOK MADEL

It full of bread and meat and eggs and tea for the lit-tle girl to take home
wzth her. And you may be sure the lit-tie girl did not cry then.

And Ma-bel put in all the pa-per dolls she had, and kissed the lit-tle o-irl
for “ Good-bye.”

“Come a-gain, lit-tle girl,” she said, “ and Ka-ty ’ll make you more pa-per
dol-lies.”



1 ACK-IN-THE-FULPIT.

““T.NC-A-LINC I-A.UNC I -A-UNG 1 +-"TIN O -A-LINO l-A-LINC !
-A-LING ! TING-A-LING !'-A-LING !-A-LING ! —
“TING-A-LING !-A-LING 1-A-LING !"— Yes,
my dears, it 's getting nearer and clearer every
day — the sound of that school-bell. But, before it
grows so loud and pressing as to drive all other
sounds quite out of hearing, we ’'ll have time to
look into the subject of

WAR ON THE SPARROWS.

About fourteen years ago, Dcacon Green tells
me, America’s own poet, William Cullen Bryant,
wrote in verse a beautiful welcome to the English
sparrow— the “ Stranger Bird,” as he called it,
then a new-comer (brought over from England)
and an object of general interest. The little stran-
ger birds very soon made themselves at home in
our towns and cities. They wcnt to housekeeping,
reared their families, chirped and quarreled and
strugglcd for a living very much as their biped
brother man did. Soon the country round about
knew the little birds, and even the farmers gave'
them a sort of grudging welcome. Children
watched them with a kindly courtesy, and even
men and women would pause in their busy ways
to wonder at the active, hardy little einigrants,
who were so willing to go west, east, noith, or
south in the new land and settle. But that was a
dozen years ago. The little stranger bird soon
grew familiar, then abundant, and now people rise
against them and tell them to begone. Letters
are written to the ncwspapers proposing various
ways of destroying them. They are welcome no
longer. It’s a free country, but not free lo the
sparrows.

Perhaps | ought to feel differently, my children,
and tell you that the little creatures have become
troublesome, that they drive away better birds,
that they don’t cat insects and slugs, and they do

eat fruit and grain. Perhaps | ought to read you
a lesson from al! this, and say, Behold, my chil-
dren, the effects of ill-doing! But | can not. |
am only a Jack-in-the-Pulpit, and there are so
many things worse than sparrows !

Think of it! Only fourteen years since the oid
poet sang in his kindliness :

I hear tire note of a stran” bird

That ne’er till now in oiirland was heard.

A wingéd setder has lakcn his place

W ith Teutona and men of tht Celiic race:

He has followed their path to our hcmisphere—
The Old-World sparrow ai last is here.

He meets not here, as beyond the main,

The fowler's snare and the poisoned grain,
But snug-built homes on the friendly iree,
And cruinbs for his chirping family

Are strewn when ihc winter fields are drear,
For the Oid .World sparmw is welcome hcrc!

THE DEEP, DEEP SEA.

Now and thcn my birds bring me a letter from
some learned scientific man — pretty heavy for
them to carry, and yet too interesting to be thrown
down under my pulpit (the letter, I mean, not the
learned scientific man). Here is one, for instance,
that can be accepted word for word as a true
account. So many of my youngstcrs have been
by the sea and on the sea during the past sum-
mer that, for their sakes, I. E. shall have a hearty
welcome and a hearing:

Dear Jack : If you will give me room, I would liko to say a few
words10yourschool-boysan3 schf>ol-drls about decp aeasoiiudings:

W jren, half a dozen years ago. ihelinglish men of science in the
“ Challenger'” sent word that they had succeeded in sinking iheir
sounding-Tead to tho boitom of tne Atlanuc Occan through water
386* fadaoms deep, everybody thought.iivery wonderful. But last
winter, the officers of the Coast Survey steamer “ Blake” made a
record with thdr IcadOine {of piano*wire) of 4561 fathoims, at a
point »eventy-fivc miles north of San Juan, Porto Rico, in the West
llidies. But a greater abyss than this even has been reached hy
another American steamer, the “ Tuscarora,” for her officers say
ihai, betweenJapan and ihc Aleutlan Islands, ihcy “ found bottom"
al a depth of 4643 fithoms, A fathom le six fcct, and a mile con*
tains only 5280 fect: so ihat ihis dcpth is almostsix miles. There
i8only one mounrain In the world that stands as high as that abovc
the surface, yet probabiy thousiinds ofsquare miles of occan bottom
are much more than this depth below it. In Mr. Erncst Ingersoll's
litde book, “ Oid Ocean/'he says that if Nature were to plafie down
tiic earlh with its mountain rangcs in order to fill ihc ocean valleys,
and so make a perfectly smooth surface all over ihe globe, “ she
would find it needful to dig away all the dry land of the globe and
also much which i$ submcrged, and then saltwater would cover
everything with a uniform depth of over a mile.” 1Tiis means that
the general average of land surface is sunk a mile deeper below the
level of the ocean ocach than itis raised above by all the moiiMam
iTiasses.

A PET RABBIT.
GeRMANTOWN, Pa.

I am ten years oid. | have a pet rabbit: he has
black ears, feet,and nose, and ihcrcst iswhite,and hiseyes are pink.
He used to go under the parlor labic just at dusk, butnow ho goes
upstairs and finds shelier in some dark cérner, Onc night, he got
under the bcd, and we had quite a hard time lo gct him out. He
likes bread and gingerbread very much, and if | have either he fol*
lovrs me wherever | go until he getssome. Une night 1 thoughthe
was lost, ajid we hunted everywhercand could notfmd him. Al last,
we looked under the onler kiichcn and he was there. W e tried No
coax him out with cantelope, and he drew it undct: then we tocd
bread, and he carne out. One day he was chascd by a dog, and |
heard the bell on tire dog and the one on the rabbit. and I chascd
the dog outand the rabbitwcnt under the porch,
good raticr and niisiook liunny for a raf.

Dear Jack:

The dog was a
W alter L, F,

Now, Walter, Jack wishes you to ask some wise
body this questiou, if you can not answer it your-
self: Jf a dog can make a mistake of that kind,



does it, or does it not, prove that a dog can think?
My birds tell me, though, that the dog knew it
was Bunny, but thought he would try a rabbit for
a change.

AN IMPORTANT INSECT.

Deau JACK-tN-iHB-PcxPiT: Havc your birds ever loid yon
aboul tho inseci which, according 10 “ Casscll's Family Magaxine,”
has lately been discovered in Viicatan, Central America, by an
American «xplorcr? And, if so, do you know whai it looks likc?
I do noi. But hear whai my Ixwk says of his possible performances’

Il is called Neen, and beiongs 10 tho Coccusfamily, which feeds on
the mango trce, and swarms in these togions. It Isof considerable
size, yeUowish*brown in color, and emits a peculiar odor. The body
of theinsectcooialns a largo proporiion of greaso. which is highiy
pnzed by ihe nativos forapplying to the skin on accountofits medic-
inal properites. When exposcd to great heat, the )lghier of|s of the
groase volatiJizc, leaving behind a cough wax which resemblos
shcllac, and may be used for making vamish or locquer When
btinit, this wax produces a ihick somi-fluid mass like a soiuifon of
india rubber, and it is expected ihai ihLs gUitinous Hquid will be very
valuable for cement nnd waier-proofing.

Your» truly, Janet C. W.

No, my birds have not described ihis identical
sort of giftcd insect, but a little quail of my ac-
quaintance says if he ever shouid taste one he
would be sure to know it. Neither the Little
School-ma’am, who is much intcrested in the ac-
count, fior thc Deacon, can give me any further
particulais about the iicwly discovered insect.

A RAILWAV VELOCIPEDE.

1 HE Deacon, by tho way, wishes me to shoiv
you this picture of what he calis “ A Railway
Velocipede,” and he says it wiil interest ali thc
young St. Nichoi.as “ whcclmen,” whocvcr they
may be. The Deacon adds that the queer veloci-
pedc is an actual “ machine,” and is explained by
this letter to him from a certain C. J. ;

Di-ar Deacon Green: The uccompauying pieture shows a ve*
locipede dcsigncd to transport thc cmployés ofa rniUvay company
along the linos.

It Is now used In most of thc raiJways round L;ikc Michigan,
I'hc machine is propelled by the rider working the hand-lcver, as
: bm the feet can also be called into piay jn order to Insure
As ihe friction on iherails is \ery sljght, the driver
nnd If a iraln

shown
greater .<«peed.
can rendily attaln a specd
should be seen iipproaching,
uant it o ff the rails.

of iwcive miles an hour;
he ciui dlamoinit very quickly and
Yonts tndy, C.).

A 8ULL-DOG ANT.

Nave anj- uf my young observers in this paiT of
the world ever seen a fly attack an ant, or an ant
trouble a fly? Probably not. But according to

a brave travcier named Livingstone, a certain
species of small ant in Africa will wony flies in a
sort of bull-dog way that can not be commended.
One of these little insects will conqucr even the
house-fly, by seizing his wing or leg and holding
on. The fly goes about as usual for awhile, but
by and by he is tired out and gives up. Then the
persevering ant devours the poor fellow without
further ceremony,

JANEIRO.

A BUTTERFLY-HUNT IN RIO

Dear Jack: Duriiig iwo days which we spent in Rio Janeiro,
we visitad the Botanical Garden», and saw thc beautiful aveniics of
did not know before tiiat pajms
Their pictures

palms which distinguish them. 1
were so beautiful, so sirtuige, and yei so graceful.
alwciys seemed to me like grown-up feather-dusiere.

W e soon found onrselves iii a part of the garden where tropical
plants of every kind are aliowed lo run wild, forniing n langlcd
underbrush, through which run well-kept walks.

W e had been here but a minute when we saw, resting on a flower,
a butterfly, more beautiful than ever | had seen. He was of a pale-
green, with markings. | thought iinraodiaiely of the Agassiz As.so-
ciation. Alas! he flew away, and we saw liim no more. Hardly
was he gone when a purple onc, of so brilliant meiallic lusier that
he seemed to reflect the sunlight, fittcd by us.

A gentleinan with us sprang over a little stream in order to catch

him, .and sank deep into a bog. So that one, too, was lost. T'hen
began a regular chase for butierflies, and during the nexi ten
minutes | saw more different kinds of bulterflies than 1 had seen

duringthc ihirteen years of my previousexistenco. The laigesiwas
a pale-blue one, fully as large as a bat. Noc one did we catch, so 1
can do nothing bul umahre butterfly hnniers by any descriptinn of
thcir beauties. One wasjei-black, with a light blue spot on each of
hi» from wings, and a crimson one on each of his hind wings. Titere
were a good many of ihese on thc other side of .a fcnce, which wc
A. B, G.

could iVvc get over. Truly your friend,

Now that is just thc kind of a biittcrfly-hunt
youi- Jack likcs. Butterflies beautiful and abun-
dant, atmosphere sunny, sccnery picturesque,
hunters eiitfusiastic and active, and nobody hurt,
Not one joyous butterfly less in the world than
«'hcn the chase began.

Not that your Jack is down on the naturalists___
oh, no. But then a butterfly has such a short
time to live at best, and your naturalists can try
again, summer after suminer.

A SOORPION MOTHER.

Now don’t suppose, my hearers, that | am going
to tell you aboutavery cruel and unnatural parcnt.
Not at ail. There is no reason to suppose that a
scorpion mother is harder by nature, or more irri-
table in her feelings, than a turtle-dove mother
| merely propose to show you part of a letter frorn
a good corrcspondent «'bo, bcing, like A. B. G.,
a mcmber of the St. Nicholas Agassiz Asso-
ciation, sometimes takes notes about «’hat she

sees and hears:

Lake W cirth, Florida.
have beci» very much interesled in watching a family of
scf>rpif)i>s, | CRughc a fine scorpion and put it fo a boitic. Next
mommg ité back wa*;covered wiih egg.s, about as lajge as pin beads,
nniround, buloval. Wecounted tweniy.iwo. I*hBywCTe insiraight,
regular rows. When tlicy haichcd, ihc litlle scorplons remained or!
the oid scorpion's back. wiihoui moving, for several J.iys. When
we pushcd ihem offwilh o slick they scrambled back, ciimbing up
iheir mother's claws and taiL Sometimes she picked ihem up in her
claws and put iheru on her back. In a week the oid scorpion found
herscl. much in the c<mdijrion of the “ Oid woman who Hvcd in a
shoe.” These were ihu common scorpions CaroUnianus)
I think. LiDA Biiawn

* %]
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THE LETTER-BOX.

CONTRIBUTORS are respectfully infotmed Iliat, betwcea the istof June uiid lhe ijth of Seplember, maniiscripis can notconveniently
be examined at the office of St. Nicholas. Consequenily, those who desire to favor the magaeine wjlh
conlribuiions will please postpone sending ihcij MSS. undl aflcr the last-named date.

July, 1883.
Dear St. Nichotlas: This summer, we four girls have a httlc
Reading Club, and every two or ihtce afternoons in the weck wc
start off with our book to acharming place on the bank of a nver.
We will describe this place to you the besi we cau, and see if yon
can't give us some nice lame forit. It is on the bank ovcrlooking a
small river- here isa large oak tree, the limbs being arranged so as
co make a nice, cozyseat for the tcader, while the test of us sit
around on the grass, skeiching, sewing, or doing anything wc like.
Up thc river a little way Us an island covered wiih irees, feras, and
vincs; right by this island another river flows down 10 meet this one,
and all along the banks are dtooping trees. Down the nver are
rocks, and stones, and an oid mili, making the scencry very pict-
uresoue. Do give USa fiame for out nook.
Bells, May, FaUN, and K ate

W hy nnt flame the chosen spot of your Reading Club “ Oak
Knoll," afterihc presenthome ofthepoet W hitiicr?— or “ The Talk-
ingtuak," nfter lhetilleofoneof Tennyson's most cefchrated poems?
if you prefer a special namc of yonr own, how would The River
Oles do?

New York, July, 1883.

Dear St- Nicholas: I livein Rome, N. Y., and | am ai school
here in New York, | take St. Nicholas, and like it very much. 1
SaU-. . A- Alse> mkarnkm 1l thp wnV nihhproballs 1

apartlight through
the ccnicr. Your consiant readcr, Daisv W.

Thanks, Daisy. Has anybody another theury to suggest?

W ashikcton, D, C
Dear St. Nicholas; Your correspondentes sensible suggesiiou,
to fix important dates in children’s minds by means of easy mymec,
reminds me of how the poet Southey taught his little daughcer
some facts in natural history nnd in grammar at the same time:

“ A cow's daughtcr is called a calf;
A sheep’s child is a lamb.

My darling must noi say ‘I are,’

Bul must always say ‘1 am. "

How would thc following do as a short history lesson?

In seventcen hundrcd and sixry-nine
Two baby boys saw the light,

Who, long before your time or mine,
Met in a despcrate fight.

On Waterioo's red battle-field
Krance lost, and England won :
Napoleén ihere was forced lo yleUl
To tlte Duke of Wellington.
Yours iruly, L.B.

Chardon, U.
Dear St. Nicholas: It s~s in lhe dictionary that “ lurid"
ine.nns ghasiiy palé, glooniy. Therefore, Mr. TrowliridM la nghi,
and Mr. Forbes iswrong. Yours respeoifiilly, Georoie

Colorapo sSnitiNCs, Col.

DedR Bt. Nicholas: 1am iontteen years oid, and takc thc St.
Zs iCHOI.AS, which I think is the best magazine published. 1 guess
about all its readers aeree with me in that.

W« came ouiW est here to live because P.ipa'shealih was so poor,
nnd | ihlnk this is a lovely place.

In winier ic was very coid, the thermomeler at one time bemg
ihiny below zcroi We did n'tdo much those days butkccp warm.

Then in a few days jt was so warm ihat wc could go out without
anv oulsidc wr.Yps on,

Itis very different here from Newton.’M ass., where | used lo Uve,
Maniiou, thc “ Saratoga ofthe West,” Is right next to us, about five
miles off, nnd | have tasted all |lhe Springs,— Iron, Soda, and Sul-
pbur, and I think ihoy are all horrid |

1 Uked “ Donaid nnd Dorolhy “ and “ Jack and JiU” cver and
ever so much.

I always Uke cvery one of your stories, dcot St. Nichouas. |
like Ihe subjecis for composirions, too, and shouid try for the prizes
if you got to me soon enough.

Give mylove lo Deacon Green and the “ Little 5chool-oiaam,
who are boih as nice as can be.

Your constantand loving reader, Bessig H. B.

Here is one more letter aboul ihe rhyme of ihe little girl who
had alltile curi. W e print it because jt settles the question of the
authorship oflhe verse beyond dispute:

W ashington, D. C.

Dear St. NjCHOiwts: In behalf of my liltle ones, Jesric and
Harold, aged 8 and 4, who take great delight m your monlhly
visits, I answer your qucry as to ihe auihoroflhejingle,

“Therc was a llltle girl,
And she had a little curl,” etc.,

by telling you that I have a letter from Messrs. Houghton, Mifllin
¢ Co,, Mr, Longfellow’s publishcrs, saying that Mr, Longfellow
did compose ihc one sianza bcginning as abovc, but never published
ii Thesubsequcnt additions, or parodies, however (“ There was a
liule boy,” etc.), were made by other persons, Yours iruly,

, Nelson.

Greensboro, N, C
Dear 5t. Nicholas : | am a little girl eleven yrars oid, and have
bcen reading yourprecious pages four years. | live on ihe G ujl-
ford batrie-ground, where Grcene and Comwallis fougbt; we nnd
many reliesofthe ballle— bullets and human bones, etc. And | have
found in the kitchen garret, covered with the dustand cobwcbsuf
all these years. a lovely spinning-wheel, with the date 1717 and the

leiters M, C. cutinit. Itwas my gTeat*gTea-gTandinother’s.
SusiB B, H.

New Y ork.

Dear St. Nicholas: You are very kind lo wish to hcar if I am
still good, and 1 wanted to icll you that | 'most lo-st my May St,
Nicholas, but Papa says |'d bestwait awhile before I say how
good (!) you make me.

I have two canaries, and they have a nest wiih four Uttle eggs m
in it, for all Ihe world likc thc picture in this May number— che
spots.md ah. They siton thcside of the nest, and look just as wi«e
at thc eggs as yours do. (Papa says they are from Germany, ana
are wondcring whether there js ofiy gcrw in the shells.)

I wish you toiild see thetn— but | will send you one of the lutle
birds when clic eggs grow up.

Vour fond friend, Cuchee Smith,

HODOKEK, N. J.
Dear St, Nicholas: | am twelve years oid. 1 go to No. 4
School, and am in the fourth class, | am going to lell you how we
get your magazine in our class. W chave a bank on which is cn-
gr.oved, “ Pass around lhe hai,” The sclmlars drop m the penme<
Utey have 10 .spare. . o
W e also received fifiy cents from our principalfor selung tickets
for an enteriainmcnt He gave us twenty-five per cent on every
dollar’s worth wc sold; and as wc sold two dollars’ worth, we raiseO
money enough in thatway for iwo m.igazines. W c Imve six months
in all L 4 .
We like St. Nicholas very much, and we read it m thc class in*
stead ofour Readers, which have n't very nice pieces, and those diac
are interesting are so short. ~
Yours, very respectfully, SopuiE K.

BrooklLvx
Dear St. Nicholas: | have mkeii your magazine since 1875,
and like it very much, -
I like your magazine better tlsan ajiy olher ilmt 1 have rcad: anii
aUhough | am Touneen ycars oid, | expect lo take your maga”~m~
for sevcr.al years longer. .
I have reod all of thc serial stories that nave been in St. Nichi
LAS (ot seven oreightycare, and have enjoyed them all. G. M> L.



AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION,— THIRITETH REPORT.

In response to the cali in a

speciaiista jn conchology, | wj)l underiake 10 answer any querics
in regard to, oridencify, any speciioen» of land or fresh-water siiells
ofNorch America; willalso “ ex.” for good specimens.

The number of members joining our summer classes
loo late to begin.

graiifying. Ic is not yet

mooiK in Entomology is NeuropUra.

Uavenport, lovva-

late number of Sr. Nicholas

H . A. PILSBHV*.

tions are lo be prepared after ihe plan given inJuly St. Nicholas,

and sent to Prof, G. Howard Parker, Acadcroy of Sciences, Phila-

delphia, Pa.

The Botany Class will take up Leaves this month, and specimens
drawings (see July number) — should be prepared at

— or better,

once, in accordancc with the foliowing scheme, and sent co Prof

Jones, Salt Lake City, Utah:

I, LEAVES,
Oruinakv Leaves— Simple,
Parts;
Siipnles im Tip (confinued) :
foliaceous (for shapes, see cuspidate,
blade), Riistaie,
scale>Uke (for shape.s, see mucronate,
. blade), obtuso,
ihorny, truncare,
glandular (for kinds, see recuse,
hairs], emarginate,
altachment, obcordate,
free, combinations.
adnate, Base :
connato, acuminaie,
sheathing, etc. acute,
uses. obtuse,
trancale,
special (bud scales, iigules, recuse,
= etc.). emarginate,
Peiiole: auriculaie,
shapes (see stems), sagjiiate,
lengths, hastate,
appgndages, cordate,
wings, reiilform.
glands, combinalions.
leeth, £d¢v:
etc. (see hairs). entire,
Uses = scrmece,
ordinary, simple,
special, double,
as leaves (phyllodia) Spinulose,
tendriis, sharp,
water-catchers, obtuse,
storc-houses, etc. glandular, etc.
Blade: dentace (for kinds, see
sh_apes. serrote),
Bod){. scaJloped,
linear, sinuate,
iancoolate, incised,
oblanceolate, lobcd,
ovale, palmate,
obovaie, pinnate,
spatulate, number,
cunéate, cleft,
eilipacal, simple,
oval, compound,
orbicular, palmatc,
peleate, pinnaio,
! paried (for kinds, see cleft),
np: ) number,
af'cumlnate, divided (for kinds, see
licute, paried).
New Chapters.
No. Name. /> 0/Members. Addrcss.
499 Princeton, Ill. (C) ... 6..Harry Bailey,
500 Stockbrldg.e, Mass. (A)... 46..Mias Bessie C. Chafiec.
501 Phlladelphia, Pa, (0)... ... 5, Mrs. E P. McCormick, 1525
_ Bouvier.
50* Herkimer, N. Y. (A),.. ... 5,.G~. W. Nellis.
503 Nassau, N. Y. (A). .,. 6,.Mlss Emily P. Shcrman,
504 Oswcgo, N.y. (B)___ .. .28 .MUs Alice T, Wecd, 108 W. 7.
£05 Brazir, Ind. (B). - . 7..Hugh T. Montgamery.
506 Porl Henry, N.Y. (A). ... 4..John Thomas.
507 Tonawanda, N, Y. (A). . 5. Miss Jennie Faulkner,
508 Middlebury, Vit (B)__ 4. Miss May A. Bolton.
509 Macomb, Ill. (A) .. .10 .Miss Ncliic TunniclifF.
Sto Burlington, W_|°- (A). ... .4. MlssClara Kcuper.
51» Blackwater, Fia. (A) ,, 8,.Mies Kitty C. Roberts.

for

Is quiie
The subject for che
Records of original observa-

R bparts from Chapters-

383, Saco, combines music with science, having “ four violinists,
two guitarists, two pianists, and two fluiists.” Hear che origin
of an enthusiasiic girl's mureum : “ We decided that Ic wasn'c
fair for the boys 10 do everyihiug, so we decided -wvwould starin
museum. W e started with a few shclls we found on the shore and
some cones we found in ihe woods. Our Triends gave us some
things, till, in all, wc had aboutone lumdred specimens. Now | have
full pos8e.ssion of a room in whicli to kecp my treasurcs. | have
some beauii/nlnesis. 1've foMilieed wood, iccch, bon«, and shcll.s,
and a great many minerals,” etc., etc., through siIx delightful pages,
which we must pa.ss over lo make room for iCeyport, N. J., whose
secrctary, Phelps Cherry, .says: “ Our president gavc us each one
of the orders of insects, and we made a siudy of them and brought
" & BOMPBRifign' about each order.”— The Chaptere of Greelcv,
Col., 425 and 474, had a unién meeiina on Aga.ssiz’s birthday. Tfic
secreta”™ wrices: “Whenever a member goes abroad, let him seck
outa Chaptcr, and)et that Chapter entcrtain him, Cietupaspirit!lke
this all over, and every One would enjoy himself, | wish co see a
brotherly f«ling all pver the United States about this. And another
~wg, if the Association cotild hold conventlons of ten or twelve
Chapters in difTerent places, whata good thing it would be. When
i go ENt, nextsummer, | want to meet different Chapters and tell
them ahrklir rmt* country. FiHérd 1§ much good sensefn

growing into just thatsort of “ brolherly spirit”
all_the lime.] — LinwoodqM. Howe writ from Hallowell, Maine:
have been a’E'I‘e, th’mljr'allc-ne'an‘-rrj iinai ea, lo cof'leclover seventy
geoiogical specimens. | have a noie*book, and jot down anything
of interese | find that il takes just onc month for a robin (counting
from the laying of ~e egg) to fly.”— Relpre, O., wriies: “ | begm
! ‘OM hoss’' Chapter may do something, |
should like to knowif any other members have notieed that birds
sing the same song in difTerent keys? The otherday, | notieed a
httle bluebird smging a song. It paused, and thcn transposcd it
inio another key, sang m that strmn awhile, and thcn changed the
same
(our
W& ..a.c « cneiiiueranip VI X30; a nne caoinet miea with spien
specimens, and coniaimng the nucleusofa natural history tbrary,
mmishcs US with much interesting knowledge. Robert H. Me*
Third street, Brooklyn. has some excellent books, and
will send all the informatlon that | can on eggs or spiders, on
receipt of postal card or stamp,”— Froncis Parsons, naitubrd, Conn.,
B, wntes: “ We keep note-books about birds that we see, ihc
weather, first snow-stonn, etc, A friend of ours hangs out meat-
bones, and watches ihe chickadees, creepcrs, and nutmatches that
come and feed on them.”— Rosemont, Pa., is “ growing more
intcrcsted ” (and consequently more iiiiercsdngj, Grocc Ausiin
brnith, their secretaiy, writes: “ Wc are making two herbarium.s,
and the general colleciion is Increasing.”— Abington, Mass., has
celebrated its anniveniary. After the address of wckome, the sccre-
lary read a report for the year. Recitation, “ Birlliday of Agassiz " :
essay, “ The day we speiit ai Whitc Rock” : ireasurer'.s report;
boiintiful collatién. The president then inlroduced the toast-m.'isicr,
who propobcd the following; “ Our .Assoclatlon,” “ Our Poeiess,"
“The Ladics,” “ Our Younger Members.” During the year the
incmbership liad increased from four lo fifteen. [A mosi excellent
record — who can excel i1?] — Wiconisco (831) is holding the “ even
tenor of our way, "and has Incrcased 10 abovc twenty members, and
has fossib to exchange— Jessic P. Smiih, sccretary of Ambler,
wntes that her Chapter proposes to iindenake silk-worm culture.

T- Neillsviixe, Wis.

H. W. PallaRD —//#rt>' Sir: Our Chapter grows in interest,
We nave been studying mainly from books, which, Iliough not
accordmg to your advice, js good to keep young people busy. An

essay cach evening has been one ofour plans, and we find it a good
one. Our cabinet— two and a h.Mffeel by six fcet— is full, not
room fot another arliclc, Another must be bulit. True, wc had
most of these specimens before wc organized a Chapter; but the
new ones are not the least valimblc. The best of it aJl, lo me is
the interest, the aJeriness o f the children,

Mrs, M, F. Bradshaw,

Your, etc.,

Notes.

(40) Pro¢'./ie>p~ers.— TUii drops of froth found on groases m the
spnog coniam liitic insects: ai fir.st, a yellow wonn; later, a green
insect: nt hst, the perfect Ultic black bug. Can any one gjve the

scicnufic nainc? Lu.i.ian E. Rocirrs

(41) Caddis.Jlies.~X found some caddis-ily cases in the brook
and put them in water ni home. The gnibs crawled about. They
haye three pairs of legs: a long pair closc to the cases; a shortcr
pair next, and a s(i!l shortcr pair next to iHc head, wlilch is black.

Hehbkrt FORSvrn.

'42) Ha/rsnake.~X saw jtpulUngastonc along Tii ihc bottle i
‘hich f kept It. As | stood looking at it, it tied itselfup mto a kno



(43) BitUnu— oOne of our friends has a bicem ;
snakes, and insecis. Hewill not eac toads.

his dietis irogs,

Frank Bordick.

(44) Microscopic Phot*grapky.— k friend showed me some very
fine photographs which he had taken through a microscope, aad
they sticpnsed me by iheir size and clearness.

Edward McD owell.

Us) J/wVri.—There were fonnd undera bowider what appeared
at firsi to be white, silken cocooos, but on exaroiDation they were
found to contain spiders, that carne out when warmed. Tlie spiders
are about onc cemimeler long and five mtllimetcrs wide. The legs
are five millimeters long. The ccphalo-thorax is black on top and
gray on thc sides. The abdomen is black, spotted with white on
lop and gmy on the sides, The understde is gray and covered
with hairs. Geo. Ayai?,

Galveston, Texas.

(46) Electric Fish.-~ | wrote you in my letter of July i9th about
a fish, the subsiancc of which you kindly published in the St.
NtCHOLAS for Decembcr, It is a rare fish in our Southern waters.
To-day, 1 received a letter from W. C. Phillips, of New Bedfotd,
who supposed it to be the Torpedo ocuiafet or eyed torpedo — a mts-
take probably arising from the fact that thc cyed torpedo is the only
clectrical fish found on the Massachusetis coasi- It isa kind ofray
or skate. The ray i«pleotiful in thc Gulf of México, and | am per-
fecily familiar wilh its diffcrent famiUes. To have compared thc
fish i described, ora red gumard (which | mentioned as fiashape),
with an eyed torpedo would have been absurd. It resembles itas
litde in appearance as il do« the Gymitcin$ eUciricus, or elcctric
eel, although each is acined with an eleclric apparatus, difierently
locaied, and similar but in effect. | ‘he fish 1 mcntloned was neither
of rhesc; tibelongs to Soulh American waters; itis described as in
posscs&ion of an electrical apparatus or battery iniermediate in
character between those ofgymnotus and torpedo, though of much
fincr textuie. The deiails of the interior arrnngeoient are too
lengthy to form a part of ihts letter. The direction of the currcnt
b probably from the head to the tail: the cephalic extremity bcing
positive and thc caitdal negatve. |Itisthe Malapuruselecirkus-~
the Silunis decirtats ofthc oid fiuthors.

Phitii*C. T ucker, Jit

Exciianges and Questions.

Pressed plants.— D. F. Carpenter, New Salem, Mass.

Are there pink ametbysis?— J. F, Stcvcns, na?
street, Philadclphia, Pa.

Coirespondcncc on birds and rocks.— Gcorge R- Hudson, Warc-
hacn, Mass.

W hat forms the cement in coquina 1

449, Richmond B, has 30 members, Instead of 6.

For best thrce varieiies of fossiis received within thrce months, |
will give a collectlon of thirly variécies of same— all fine, labeled
specimens,— W . R. Lighton, bttumwa. lowa,

Petrificd wood agates and geodes, for insects and birds’ eggs.—
Cariclon Gubert, xx6 WildwoO” avenue, Jackson, Mich,

Birds' eggs.— Harry Bailey, Princeton, Illinois.

Copper forquartr.-Linwood Howe, box 353, Hallowell, Me.

Labd” shells for same.— H. R. Shaw, 253 S. Union sircct, Bur-
lington, V1

Turlles’ eggs.-Charlotte H, Cochrane, Sixlh avenue, Ncwark,
N. J.

Beetles of Illinois.— Chas. F, Gcttemy, 208 N. Acadcmy Street.
Galesburg, Il

Eggs.— Dr. E. A. Patton, 72X NlcoUet ave., Minneapohs, Mmn,
M any varietles lo exchange for wellddentified side-blown specimens.

Red and black iron ore andcaldte, for spccimens from West and
South.— John P. Gavit, 3 LaFayetie Place, Albany, N. Y-

Moths and cocoons.— Mabel Adams, secretary X13, 307 N. Third
Street, Camden, N.J. (Have largc moths any probosces?)

Gold and other ores.— W. D. Bumham, 697 Cuitis Street, Denver,

Mt, Vernon

ol.
Very fine insects,— Edward McDowell, 264 W . Baltimore street,
Baltimore, Md.

Prof. French is having such remarkable success with out botanical
members that we gladly appcnd his exchange list, Members of
each ofthese Chapters are preparing sets of xco plants for exchange.

Pio.o/ EXcHANCR List,
Ciutp. CaHAtia:
451 Beech Hill.— Sydney Mines, C. B,, Margarct S, Brown,
2681 Maifie:
4 Saco.— Helen Montgomery,
446 gomery
443 Waldoboro.— Thomas Brown

443 Brunswick.— E. B, Young.
New Ffampskire:
Keene.— Frank H. Fosier.
Marlboro Depot — l.ucy A, Whitcomb.

440

284 (Swanzey, N, H.)

MititachHcetis :
I Lenox.— Harian H. Ballard.
92 N. Cambridge.-Fred R. Keay.

X24 Jamaica Plain.— Geo. W. W hcciwrighl, Jr.
203 rtamingham.— Chesicr Ciiting.

256 Newton Upper Falls.— Josie M, Hopkins,
352 Amhersi.— Edith S. Field.

367 Boston.— Annie Dariing, 47 Concord Square.
2fio Waltham.— H. 1. Hancock, box *339-

283 Greenfield.— C. H. K, Sanderson,

231 Webster.-Robert Leavltt.

438 Somerville,— Chas. E, Perkins.
CoHtucticni:

123 W aterbury.-Herberi N, Johnson.
New Vork:

87 New York.— Geo. Aery, Jr,, 257 Madison .ctreet.
1x4 Aubum,— 5, E. Robb, pres.
191 New York,— BucknerVan Amringe, 5t E. Eorty-fourth slreet-

8X5 Tioga Center,— Angie Latimer.
28% StockporL — Wtllato J. Fisher.
336 Aubum.— E. L. Hickok, *3 Aurelius avenue,

374 Brooklyn — F. E. Cocks, 136 Sevenih sttcei.
409 Sag Harbor.— C. R- Sleighu
476 Aurora.— E, L, French-
272 Weslown.— W . Evans,
4C2 Cayuga.— H. D. Wtllard,
New Jersey:
1x3 Camden.— Mabel Adams, 307 N, Third sStreet
403 Newark,— C<H. Batrows.
423 Penh Amboy.— Bertha Miiohell.
Pennsyivania:
77 Wlikes Barre.— Helen M. Reynolds,
xxo Frankford, Phlla,— R. T, Taylor, 4701 Leii

206 Siflte College,— Geo, C. McKee.
289 Cambria Station.— Ellls P. Obcrhollzer.
314 Lancaster.— E, R. HcUshu.

253 Checsler.— F. R. Gilbert.
258 Reading.— W . W . Mills.
Ohio:
154 JefTerson.— Clara L. Northway.

3x0 Belpre.— Fanny Rathbone,
323 Bryan.— Ethcl Gjllise
ludiana:
431 Terre Hautu.— Jacob Greiner, 432 Ccnter Street.
Hliiw is:
153 Chicago.-Frank W, Wentworth, 1337 Michigan avenue.
229 Chicago.— Ezra Lamed, 2546 Dcftrborn sStreet,
Michir~n :

328 Buchanan.— William Talbot.
50 Flint,— Hattie Lovcll.
W ieconsin:
X34 DcPere— Annie S. Gliben.
253 Poynette.— Hatry Russell.
344 Monroe.— J. J. Schindler.
Baraboo.-M arte MacKennan, box Xx313.
loTVfi:

385 Dubuque.— Alvin Wheeler.

330 Cedar Rapids.— Charles R. Ensunan.
Mintiesoin:

j2t St. Paul,— Frank Uamalcy.
Missouri:

366 Webster Croves — Edwin R, Alien.
Kentticky:

X33 F.rlanger,— |- M. Bedinger.

207 Bowling Green.-Jennie P. Glenn.
Florida «

283 Zellwood.— Mary E Robinson.
Colorado:

203 Denver— Erncst L, Robcrts.
CaliJoiTiia :

296 San Francisco.— Bertha L, Roweil,

Plants for Identification may be sent to thc following cxpcris,
always inclosingpostalcaid or stampcd envelopefor reply:
I. N. E, States and Cafiada.........Prof. C, H. K, Sanderson,
Greenfield, Massi.
. Charles Atwood,
Moravia, N.Y
Dr, Chapman,
Apalachicob, Fia.
Aug. F. floerste,
Dayton, O.
Dr. 'Marcus L. Jones,
Denver, Col.

ir. Middle States...

111. Southern States

TV, Western States to Colorado . Dr.

V. Far West and North-wesi....

and Grasscs
..Prof W. R, Dudlcy,
Ithaca, N. Y.

V1. Keriis, Sedges,
spccially....
~ ~

Addres.”™ all Communications to Ilic Presldcnl,
Hartan H. Bai.lara,

Principal of Lenox Acadcmy, Lenox, Mass.



THE

I'H TOHIAI, ANAGItAMIi.

. LV lhe above illuslration Ihcre are four anagrams, and four .seis of
Pictures to correspond. The puzzle is to be solved by t.nking tlie
letters Of a word that describes one picture of cach set and re*
arrangmg them so as to spell the words which wj|l describe the re-
inaining pictures of the same set, In the illusiraiion, each number
IS placeo so as to indicate the pictures belongtng to Its set.

A s, K,

1*1.

Ti si eth sunrvcH noMoi no digdel vesna

Dan sorof fo galvesll, no dohvonad creiss

Nati hiret realai blghshodoncor fo iicssi

Reedtcsd, no cth raincatcd donwiw-snape

Fo .«moro hewcr hendrilc piese, no nutcory sieaii
Dan baslrev.slidcf, «it Kytcim dor.spnnl «tres’ r. \v

RIDDLE-BOX.

EACHofthe words described contajns three leciere. ‘llie zia-
sags, bcginnjng at the upper left-hand cérner, will spell ihu

flame of an American novelisl who was born on l)ic xslh of

beplember.
I. A slighishoke. 2. A shalluw dish. 3. Ajewel. 4. Nour-
Lriled. 5. Totasie. A Frequenily. 7. A kind of grain. 8. A
unit 9. A tnveri. 10. A large Auslralian bird 11. Fuss.
12. lo equip. 13. To iiicrease. 14. Much needed in summer
15. Fasi. 16. An ediblc fish. .7. To tap. 18. To enircnt to. A

conveyance.

CIIKIOrs 11AI.P.SIH'AKE.

T, each word dcfincd is beheaded to form thc next. x
lo drink tn ajovial manner. a. To stir. 3, To acluitc. 4. A

nver of England. 5. Touiili?e, 6- Two-thirdsof a word meaning
a body ofwa-ilecr. 7, Notm sSt. Ntemolas. “ alcibiades,"”
NmiTIRICAL IEMI33rA.

1 AM coraposed of ninciy-sevcn letters, and am four fines of .i
pocm by James RusseU LoweiJ.
My 79-27-9*-3*“7"7-33-76 i« a flame applied to Egyptian kings.
disgrace. My is angcr. My
a metal. /My G.s-xS-Sj~"T-i6-as-yx is thought-
Is comfortable, hiy 02-®i-60-a6-to is to
isvcry small. My 46-35-54-40-42-lit-sa s
My 74-48-96 w a domestic bird.

38-89.78 is
. 3-77-84-68
glow. My6s-i-5x-93
a (avontc pastimc wuh boys.

n 30-66-58 is ft ptojectlon on a
wheel. My 14-94-83 is a playtiiing. My 43-78-39-11-45 is to
damage. My aj-rs-sj-xz-Sx is a vcry young person. My 80-4-

My lo-s5-32-20-49 is bairachian reptiles. My

90-34 is to gape.

8-73- 32-28-X3 IS a ktnd of Seat. My 26-2-24-56 is to melt. My
47-50-97-75 <slarge. My 17-95-37.7-31 jj a sweet subst.ance.
STROXI10N.



NOVEL W»KD-J8<iUARE.

T he firel word of thc square is the answer lo the following cross-
word cnigfTia:

My

My

My

My

My

first ia «n month, but not in May:
second in loam, but not in clay:

third is in look, but not in sight:
fourth in conquest, bul not in fight,
whole comes often, but not m lhe night.

The second word of thc square is the answer to lhe following
cross-word enigma:

My first U in soon, but not in neat:
My second in terror, but not in fear;
My third is in lieat, bul not in fire;
My fourth is in hoop, hut not in iirc;

My whole, a namc heard in thc Germéan Lmpire.

The third word is the same as lhe second, and the fourth wori is
the same as the fixsL *
GIBE.

Fromito2,tomanifest: ficm ato6, dominién; ftom 5to6,topour
out freely; from i to 5. it to he caten: ftom 3 co 4, lo give power;
ftom 4 to 8, to oblitérate: from 7 lo 8, complete; from 3 to 7. a
mechanical comrivance; fron>."

4, a large lake of North Amencn: ftom 6 to3, faciliiy, from s “ 7
R pVCIBv
margin.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN

MATIONA~AsA~~ATaylor, Ma-T-in. 2. Pr-A-y. 3, G-Y-rato.
4 G-Loat. 5. M-O-use. 6. T-K-aci
H alf-Souape. i. Napoleédn. 2. Adorers. 3. Pender. 4.
Order. 5. Leer. -6. Err. 7. Os. 8- N-.
M usical Ckoss-wofd Enigma. Wieniawski.
c;MBmMAT.ON“p~azLE. I. 1. N-eat. 2 E-den 3. W-hem
P cre 5-0-~ -/ t°T.ea”™-."r O-men'-"t"G -lid~-"t;
A men Thi'blanks may be replaced by these words, m che follow-
ing order- When, neat, ship, FMen, rear, inp, open, pote, cago.

tear gold, arid, ornen, amen, amen.
Tul BAeber's Puzzle. " The

ten minutes, please."

barber will soon be m. Wait

Tun N.MUS ofthose who send soluiions are printed in lhe second number after thatin which the puaales appear.
CENTURY Co., 33 Ea-St Seventeenth s.rccc, Ncw \ ork Oiy.
IUNE NuMUBK wcrc reccivod, loo late fot acknowle”inent m

ra-David H.
F. Poweil, Graalham, England, 6 -

~HnJvsed m Srt NtCHotAr-'"m~»

Pi?7jv« IN THE

2-George
lo-adesterM

i‘"®'Efal,d

s London,
ifAlThera S L Y

England,

A T>n ATT THE Puzzles in the Julv N umber were

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES N THU JULV Nu.4BEK W_crerec”

ynumo ano
Eunice Johnaon, 1—* . n
,-G énield. Callmeycr.a-LouiseW . B~ce z-Araa

e— Darie Hawkins, 6— Charlotte 1
Mame Fiiizgeraid, 3— Florcnce D_ Provosi, r—"7z: 0.
— Lester .Waﬂ(ér, 2— -H son. 1 — Edvmrd B, Hinc
lohn Hobbie, 0 — " Alcibiades,” 8— Adelaide and Elhel Oardin
He«ler Bruce, 6 — Samuel Branson, 2— Gertmde t.
s — Hester M. F. Powell, 6— H. L. P. and S.
Weisel, 1.

received, before July 20, from Helen C. M

‘Tvman”t-M

Calkins z — Effie fe Talboys, 6— “~olomon John” and “ ElizabcSi
Calkins 3~

CHAKADE.

A COMMON nickname is my
A preposltion is my nexi;

A definilive adjccave js my ihird,
From myfourth % read lhe lext.

Ofmy w”ole you 've no doubt heard—
'Tis a flower and not a bird.

DIATWOXI».

I 1n perform. 2. A cavity. 3. A substance which exudes ftom
certain trees. 4. S:nall, smooth «cones. s- rehgion. 6.
Husbandiy. 7. To whinny. 8. To observe. 9. In perform.

: . P. OWDE*. Jit.

CUOSS-WOED ENIGMA.
first is in candle, but not in lamp;
second in soldier, but not Ui camp*,
third is in carrol, but nol in beet:
fourth is in summer, but noc in heat:
fifth U in shepherd, but not in crook:
sixlh is in meadow, bul noc in brook i
sevenlh in carol, but not m trill;
eighth Is in fealher, but not in qullU
ninth is in saddlc, but not in spur:
tenih is in velvet, but not in fur:
eleventh in dungeon, but not in cave;
twclfth U in villain, but not m knave:
thineenth in giant, but not in clf:
foiirteenth in mantic, but not m snelf;
My fifteenth in weaver, but noi jn looni:
'T is also in servani, but not in groom.
My whole— why, my whole & my wholc, nothing

T
<< <<<

T
<< < <<

No doubt you will gucss it ere 1 shall counl four.
n

THE AUGUST NUMBER.

WORD-BUILUING. 1. T. 2. Al. 3 Ral. 4 Rale. j. Grate.
A Crater. ,

DouBLB ACROSTIC. Primais, smoke: finais, steam. Gross-
words; t. SophocleS. 2. MomenT. 3. OrangE

4- KamchatfcA.
5. EmporluM.

L . e,
DIAMONU. 1. G. 2. Pet 3-PaBal. 4-Genuan. 5- *ails.
N Beheadings Anu CURTAILINGS.Behcadcd letters, when Iran®
posed, split; curtail™ lelters, when transposed,Leeds. 1. P-ear-l.
2. S-hear.s. 3. !-ra\-c. 4. T-hem-e. 5. L-an-d-
Concealed Word-square. i. Dash. 2. Aloe. 3. Sour. 4.
Easy Word-squares. |. i. Pipe. a. Idol. 3. Poli. 4- Ella.
il I. Corn. 2. Olio. 3. Ridc. 4- Noal-
3. Skyc. 4- Eyes.

Answers shouid be

Ilhe August number, fr<”~D, Carne,

- Editl, McKeever and her cousm,
lurkey, 2.

Dodge. Agland, 8
1. P.,TreBizond,

cCle~— Lome A. Best

Ug& !-v S~ CIUT-FmnkErBA"T.tLG~orme'Denrén.

Ehxa,

Beach,-’ 2 - “ Crab.apple Jackson,” 3 -
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